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Today is my daughter Jennifer's 18th birthday. Jennifer is a beautiful girl, strawberry blonde hair, blue eyes, about 5' 5" tall and just over 125 pounds. She takes after Molly, my wife, in looks. Molly is also a beautiful woman of 48 with long naturally blond hair and beautiful blue eyes. She gets her looks from her parents who immigrated to the US from Norway. She is probably more beautiful today than she was when I first met her. Molly and I have been married for just over 20 years and, for the most part, they were good years. Jennifer came along in our second year and because of complications, Molly could have no more children. That was fine with us as we both loved Jennifer and never felt the need for additional children. Jennifer was very popular and we always had more than enough youngsters around the house to satisfy any need for noise and confusion that we may have harbored.
My wife and I have some surprises planned for Jennifer's birthday that should really make her day special. We had planned this dinner to give our gifts instead of waiting for the party that her girlfriends were planning later in the week. We had tried very hard not to spoil our daughter and I think we have succeeded. Jennifer is a good student, has always been a great kid with no troubles to speak of and she has earned our trust and respect with her behavior. The gifts would be a reward for the pleasure she had given us as our daughter. We told her to be home for dinner so that we could give her our gifts. We hoped to surprise her and to make this birthday very special. I am sure she will remember this day for a long time to come.
Molly was bustling around the kitchen making Jen's favorites for this most special of dinners. She had planned for a week to make the things that Jennifer really liked. She was having boneless, skinless chicken breasts, browned and then baked in a white sauce with julienne potatoes and a green bean casserole. All favorites. I had checked with her to be sure all was in place and told her that I had a couple of surprises that I would give to both of them after we made the presentations. She wanted to know more, but I told her she had to wait. Jennifer came home early and was helping by generally getting in the way and fidgeting around trying to make everything go faster. In spite of her help, dinner was served and was delicious.
During the meal, we talked together as we normally did and discussed all those things normal families do. Jennifer was telling us about her plans for high school graduation with her friends. We were asked to host an early morning breakfast for about 20 to 30 graduates who would be looking for food after a night of dancing and general mayhem. It was a bittersweet time for me: my family and I all together and looking happily forward to the future. The problem was that I had doubts about my future with Molly and my future relationship with Jennifer. These were the two surprises I had planned for both of them. Only time would tell if I was right in what I was about to do. For my part, I felt I had no choice.
With dinner finally over, the table cleared and coffee in place, we looked at each other and I started.
"Jen, your mother and I are so proud of you and all you have accomplished. You will graduate with honors this year and I know you have been accepted at the University of Miami, which was your first choice. We would like for you to attend a school closer to home but we know that Miami has been your dream for some time. We'll miss you but so long as you are where you want to be."
Jennifer looked like she was going to bust, but only smiled and said that she wanted to go to Miami since it had all of the things she was looking for. She also said that she could come home at all of the holidays and we could come visit anytime. Especially in the cold winters here in Cleveland. She indicated that she was still working toward getting some kind of scholarship at Miami but expressed some real doubt.
"I want to pay as much of my own way as possible, even though you have offered to pay all of my way," she said.
"Well, we both know that Miami is your choice and we will live with it. Anyway, we are so proud of you and we will support anything you choose to do." I said, "You are one special kid!"
"Thanks to the best parents in the world! With all of your support, how could I be anything else?" She bounced in her chair and said, "I don't want to appear greedy, but Where are the Presents!!"
I looked at Molly and said, "You go first since your gift is the most fun and should get things off to a good start."
Molly took a key chain out of her purse and held it up so that Jennifer could see what it was.
"This key chain has the key to the front door to the house so that you will always be able to come home at any time you wish. Regardless of where you go and what you do, know that you will always have a home to return to and people who will love you regardless of what you do. Molly looked at her and at me and said "Know that we love you always."
"It will also be perfect for the key that fits a brand new Ford Mustang convertible waiting for you at Horne Ford down on Madison Blvd. The sales guy, Garry, will be waiting for you tomorrow morning. Tiny and Ali will be here early tomorrow morning to take you down to get it."
Jennifer let out a shriek and her face lit up as bright as a lantern in the darkest night. She had wanted a car since she turned 16 but neither Molly nor I wanted to let her have her own car so early. While we trusted her completely, we felt a 16 year old was too young for that kind of responsibility. She would need a car for school and by that time we felt that she could handle it.
Jennifer said, "I don't know what to say! You guys are the best and I won't let you down. I promise no speeding, no tickets and nobody else will be allowed to drive it but you two." What color is it?" "Is it a stick or automatic, what…"
Molly interrupted her by saying "Whoa, you can see for yourself tomorrow and Garry will let you pick the color. I think there was a red one and a blue one, and maybe a couple of others on the lot. But we are glad you are pleased. We think you can handle the responsibility now."
Jennifer had to get up and give each of us a big hug and kiss. She wanted to call Becky, her best friend, but I reminded her that we still had more gifts to give her.
I said, "Unless you just want to stop at that?"
"No way!" she said.
I let the excitement die down until Jen was calm enough to continue.
I said, "On a more practical note, on the day you were born 18 years ago, I opened a brokerage account in your name with my accountant. As your Mother and I were able, we added to it and allowed it to grow. I paid the taxes on it so that everything in it would be clear and without expenses. As of today, there is just over $200,000 in that account. It is yours to use for college expenses at any University you choose. If you go to Miami, it should cover you for a graduate degree without any trouble. If you are careful with it, you should still have enough left over to start you off anywhere you choose."
Jennifer just stared at me and then at Molly and then back at me. She had known we would pay for her college, but she had no idea that this amount of money was available for her. She had considered some student loans but because of our income, she was having little luck. She wanted to pay her own way as much as possible and now, with this gift, she could be in control of her own future. This was very important to her as her way to show us that she was ready to take on her own life and responsibilities.
She looked at both of use with tears in her eyes. They were tears of joy and disbelief.
She said. "I don't believe anyone can be this lucky to have parents like you two. I just hope that I can make you proud of me."
Molly spoke first.
She said, "We have always been proud of you and you have always been someone we could trust to do the right thing. If we didn't trust you so much, we couldn't have given you these things to start you off in the right direction in college. We will miss you terribly, but we know we have to let you go eventually."
Jen looked at me and said, "I am so glad that you have always been there for me. I remember you teaching me to ride my bike, play basketball, teaching me to drive in your old truck and refusing to let me even get on a cycle, even when Uncle Tiny or Uncle Ali or any of my other Uncles came over on their cycles!!" She laughed and said they always said that I was your daughter when I tried to set on their bikes and get them to take me for a ride.
"That's how I got my nickname, TW, for training wheels, remember? You have always been the rock that I have anchored myself to when things got rough. I know you will always be there when I need you." She sniffed and said, "I'm sorry for being so corny but its true."
As Jen said these things to me, I looked at Molly out of the corner of my eye. She looked a little uncomfortable but had a smile on her face. She glanced at me but I turned away before she caught me watching her. She just shook her head and seemed to gather herself together and looked back at her daughter.
Jennifer looked at Molly and said, "You have always shown me the softer side of things and the lighter side of the dark times. When I was down, you were able to lift me up. When I was up, you reminded me of the fall that could happen if I didn't keep my humility in check. I will need that reminder in the future, I know. With you and dad, I always know that I am loved and cherished. Thank you."
"I love you both so very much!" she said with tears in her eyes. "I love the gifts that you gave me and the love that came with them. I don't know what the future will bring for me but whatever I have and whatever I do will be because of the two of you. Wherever I go, I'll always carry both of you with me, in here" she said as she touched her heart.
Again with the hugs and the kisses!! It was great. It took awhile for all of us to calm down and wipe away the tears that we each tried to hide. But finally, all was calm again.
Molly looked at me and said, "I believe you said you had two additional surprises. She looked at me with a smile and said "I don't know anything about them so why don't you let us in on the secret?" She looked at Jennifer and said, "Your Dad has been very secretive about what's coming next."
I got up and went into the den we used as a home office. I got two 8x10 manila envelopes out of my desk and carried them back to the dining room. I sat down heavily, with a great sigh and looked at these two incredible women. One I had loved for 18 years with all my heart and soul. The other I had loved for even longer. The love for one could be destroyed, maybe forever. The love of the other may be tested.
I looked at them awhile and said to Jennifer, "I know you have to have the information contained in this first envelope and now that you are an adult, you should have it. Maybe there is a better way to do this than I have planned, but I think that this is the cleanest and hopefully the kindest way to do it. I had hoped to give it to you in a better setting, but your mother convinced me that this was the right time".
I turned to Molly and said, "Your actions last Monday afternoon convinced me that this had to be done."
Molly's smile disappeared and her face turned white. She opened her mouth and tried to speak, but nothing came out. She lifted her hand and reached for me but dropped it before she completed the action. She sat stunned and unresponsive.
I pushed the envelope across the table to Jennifer.
"This contains all of the information about your biological father, one Ronald Davis", I said. "In it are all of the medical records that you would need for a medical questionnaire, his home address, and phone number. There is also a number on the outside of the envelope of a motel here in Cleveland where he is at this very moment."
"He knows that you are his biological daughter but he and I had a meeting about 8 months after you were born. He signed a waiver of parental rights at my suggestion and he also signed a release for adoption. I adopted you 6 months after that and you have been my daughter legally for all but the first 14 months of your life."
"He also agreed to never contact you or see you until you were legally an adult. This becomes true today. I also made sure that he left the area and that he never contacted your mother again after that time."
I looked at Molly and said, "While you didn't know it, you signed the adoption papers during one of the signing parties we used to have when I was expanding the business. You didn't know what it was and I didn't tell you."
Molly just sat there with her head down and her eyes closed. Her shoulders shook as she sobbed to herself. Watching her in obvious pain, I wanted desperately to go to her, hold her and tell her everything was going to be ok. I remembered last Monday and looked away.
Jennifer was stunned! She looked at both of us as if she had never seen either one of us before. She had tears in her eyes and she finally locked onto her Mother who had said nothing during this time.
"Mom, what is he talking about? Who is this Ron Davis and why would he be my biological father? What did you do? What the hell did you do to me?" She slammed her little fist onto the table and screamed at me.
"Tell me what she did. Where were you and why did you allow this to happen? If he's my biological father, why did you let that happen?" She sobbed and cried, "I love you and you are my father! I don't know this man so how could he be my father?"
I said very calmly but with intensity, "You are my daughter! You will always be my daughter! I didn't supply the sperm that mixed with your mother's egg, but I gave all of the love that I had to you from the day you were born, and I will continue to love you till the day that I die." I reached across the table and took both of her hands in mine and said, "Don't you ever, for one single minute, think that this piece of paper changes anything that you and I have shared over the past 18 years. I love you with all my heart and you are my daughter now and forever!"
"As to why I didn't stop it, I can only say that I didn't know about it at the time. If I had, I would never have allowed it to happen knowing what it would mean to you and our family. I can't speak for your mother, but I don't believe she ever meant to hurt you. Once you were born and I saw you in your mother's arms, I knew then that I could never turn away from you. I did what I had to do to keep you."
She smiled bravely and said, "I don't care what any piece of paper says or what anyone says. You're my Father and that's that!"
She then looked at her mother, and said, "Do you have anything to say to me?"
Molly raised her eyes to meet Jennifer's and said in a dull, listless voice, "Nothing that would make me look any better in your eyes." Molly then got up, left the room and slowly climbed the stairs to the bedroom. We heard the door close and then nothing.
I looked at Jennifer and said to her very firmly, "I want you to remember something very important. Molly is your mother and has always loved you without reservation. She has been there for you, and for us, for all of your life. She has never given you any reason to hate her or to not respect her. What she did is between her and I and is something that she has had to live with for the past 18 years. She has never been anything but loving and loyal during that time. It had nothing to do with her love for you and does not affect our love for you as our daughter."
Jennifer looked at me with tears in her eyes and said that she understood and was glad that I could understand why she couldn't hate her mother regardless of what she had done. I told her that I wouldn't have had it any other way.
I paused for a moment as the pain overcame me, and then said, "I know she will need your love in the coming months and I hope you will be there for her. I may not be able to."
At that point, I handed Jennifer a note card with a phone number on it. I said, "This is the number of the phone at my new apartment, and you already have my cell number. I have already packed most of my stuff and have moved them into my new place. I am leaving your mother, at least for the time being. I can't remain here after what she did last Monday. If you need to reach me, call me. I won't give you the address since Molly may demand that you give it to her and I don't want you in that position. If you give her the phone number, I can live with that."
Jennifer looked shocked. "Why are you leaving now?" she asked. "This happened 18 years ago and you two have seemed very happy together. We were a great family before this. What happened to change all that? Certainly not my turning 18."
I told her that I had always kept track of where Ron Davis was through a private detective agency that I hired back when I first found out about the affair between Molly and Ron.
"Just after he and I had our meeting, I 'suggested' that he might want to relocate to another state. I had one or two of your Uncles talk to him about moving. You know how persuasive your Uncles can be? For the past 18 years, he had been living in Michigan with his wife and three children, but for some reason he came to Cleveland two weeks ago. I know he contacted Molly twice by phone since coming here. I also know that he arranged to meet her last Monday in a room at the Holiday Inn down by the interstate. She kept that liaison and they spent over two hours together in that room."
"That's when I decided she and I had to be ended. If she could start it up with him after 18 years, she obviously had never gotten over him and there was no hope for us as a couple anymore. I will not share her with another man, even if he is your real father."
I handed her the other envelope and said, "Please give this to your mother when she comes down. These are divorce papers. I will file officially Monday."
With that said, I got up and with tears in my eyes making it almost impossible to see where I was going, I kissed my daughter and walked out of my home to begin to try to determine where my life was going.
Molly's Story-The Beginning
Molly sat in the darkened bedroom she and Jim had shared for the past 20 years. She was almost numb. She had known this day would come but had hoped it wouldn't happen until she was old and gray and so sure of her marriage to Jim that she wouldn't care if the truth came out. What she hadn't known until just now was that Jim already knew all about the affair, knew that he wasn't Jennifer's biological father and knew about her last meeting with Ron. How in the hell had he found out? When had he found out and how long had he known the truth? Why hadn't he said anything before this, at least to her? These thoughts were foremost in her mind as she thought back to the beginning. Back to where she had screwed up so badly that her marriage and her relationship with her daughter were both now in doubt.
Molly graduated from Massillon High School in Ohio with good grades but no plans to go on to college. She didn't have the money and her mother was not able to give her much help. Her father had died when she was 12 so her mother had raised her alone. After graduation, she worked for a year in a convenience store and the next year she enrolled in the local Technical College and trained to become a licensed Practical Nurse. She was good at it, worked hard, and was at the top of her class. She graduated at age 21 and took a job at one of the hospitals in Cleveland.
Over the next two years, she rotated through the many departments without complaining, taking on any assignment given to her, and finally settled on the surgical wing where she found the work to be interesting and sometimes exciting. She worked hard and never missed work. She continued to study and gain more experience. She asked questions of the older nurses and used the information to make herself a better nurse. She remained professional even when some of the doctors tried to hit on her and was able to deflect their advances without making them angry. Once she had gained her Registered Nursing License, she was gradually given more responsibility and steadily gained the respect of the senior staff. At 25, she was made Senior Nurse of the dayshift surgical nursing staff and continued to do well. She was well liked by both the doctors and the other nurses and was given responsibilities outside her nursing duties.



Molly was a stunningly beautiful girl but during this time, she had no time for dating or a relationship. She did occasionally date some of the male nurses and one or two young interns, but none were steady and few involved a sexual relationship. She made it clear to these guys that she wasn't going to hop into bed with them just to make their day. This made most relationships short and not sweet. This was fine with her as her work was what she most loved to do.
One of the responsibilities she was entrusted with outside of nursing was purchasing disposable medical instruments and trays for the surgical nurses and doctors. This is how she met Ron Davis. He owned Davis Medical Supplies, one of the many supply houses that provided service to the hospital. He stopped on her floor once every 6-8 weeks or so to replenish the supplies from his distributor.
Ron was a good-looking guy; about 6' tall with a good body and short cut red hair. He was married and had three young daughters. His wife was a cute blonde that looked to be about Molly's age. Ron was at least 5 years older than Molly and was very smooth and self-assured. He flirted constantly with Molly and the other nurses and often made suggestive remarks that had Molly blushing, but the truth was, she liked it and liked him. That he was married just made it a little bit dangerous, but also guaranteed that it would go nowhere. At least, that's what she thought at the time.
Ron had made some very specific overtures to Molly about getting together after work on one of his infrequent trips to the surgical wing. She had jokingly said that they would probably have to settle for the stock room since she never had time when she left work. She thought no more about it since Ron was leaving that afternoon to go on to Chicago.
During his next visit, she was working in the stock room, taking inventory of the devices for which she was responsible so she could give him the list of what she needed. She never heard Ron come in and lock the door. She first became aware of him when he said her name. Before she could turn around, his arms went around her waist and he bent down to kiss her neck and the exposed flesh just below her collar. His touch sent shivers down her spine and the kisses made her so hot she could hardly breathe. As he held her tightly, she could feel his arousal pressing into her. She made no move to stop him and he continued to kiss her neck while one hand slipped inside her blouse to cup one of her breasts.
Molly moaned and tried to push him away but her hands would not obey her wishes. Instead, she leaned back into his embrace. She reached back to grab the erection she could feel grinding into her ass. She found the hard rod that she was searching for, gripped it, and began to run her hand up and down its length. This caused Ron to expel a breath and grab both of her shoulders and turn her around to face him. He forced her back against the table she had been working on. He mashed his lips to hers and his tongue slipped between her lips. She welcomed this intrusion and her tongue danced with his while he began to unbutton her blouse. He finally got the buttons undone and pushed the blouse off her shoulders. He unsnapped her front clasp bra and pulled that off as well. She leaned back to allow the blouse to slide off her arms. He unbuttoned her skirt and inserted his fingers inside the waistband of her panties and pulled both down over her ample hips. The skirt with her panties dropped to the floor.
As she stood there before him nude and glowing, she briefly wondered if this was such a good idea. At that point, Ron unzipped his fly and pulled out his wonderful cock. Molly looked down at it and reached out her hand to touch it. It was hard, silky smooth and so hot. She began to stroke its length while Ron unbuckled his pants and pulled them down along with his boxers. She no longer cared about right and wrong, just this fire raging inside her.
Molly looked into Ron's eyes and said, "We shouldn't be doing this. You're married. What about your wife?" Ron looked back at this beautiful vision and said. "We have this time and each other. You and I both want the same thing so there is nothing wrong with what we are doing. I want you!"
With that, he turned her around and bent her over the tabletop. He took his cock in his hand, rubbed it against the lips of her wet pussy and shoved the length into her in one swift motion. She almost screamed with pleasure but bit her lip to quiet her emotion. With her face resting on her folded arms, Ron drove his hard cock into her from behind over and over. She had two orgasms in quick succession before she felt him spurt his hot cum into her. This brought one final orgasm and then it was over.
Ron stepped back, pulled on his pants and said, "That was incredible. I never thought it could be that good. We have to do this again, but somewhere we can be more comfortable." He looked at me, still bent over the table and said with a worried tone, "Are you alright?"
I laughed and said, "I am fine, but also in shock. You're right, it was incredible!" I straightened up and reached for my clothes.
I dressed and tried to make myself presentable before unlocking the door and checking to be sure the passageway was clear. I told Ron he had to leave and come back in about an hour so I could give him my inventory list. I looked at Ron and said,
"Before you go any further, I'll see you again next month when you come in for the order. Not before!" This was fun but I will not make it a habit nor will I become your Mistress. We can do this my way or not at all. Agreed?"
Ron agreed reluctantly, but knew when to count his blessings. We parted and I didn't see him again for almost 6 weeks. When I did see him, we made plans to meet again at a motel after work the following day. We had sex that evening in the motel room and it was even better. We tried several different positions, all intercourse, and I thought all were great. Ron was an indefatigable lover and I had multiple orgasms. Ron pressured me for oral sex and I refused. He offered to perform oral on me and, again, I refused. I had no desire to try different things and he finally agreed.
This continued for a little over 2 years. We would meet either in the stockroom or at a motel after my shift and have great sex and then part with no further contact till the next time. It was great and no one found out. I had no need to date other men since my needs were being met satisfactorily with no real commitment needed on my part. This left my free time really free.
It was at about this time I met Jim Morrison. I was now 29, very successful as a Senior Nurse and Supervisor of the Surgical Nursing Staff. I normally did not work much as a nurse but would fill in from time to time when we were short or I just wanted to keep my hand in. I was working surgical rotation, filling in for one of my nurses that had a family emergency and was on duty in the recovery room when I first saw him.
From what I could gather, he was riding on his motorcycle when a car pulled out of a side street directly into his path. He tried to swerve and missed hitting the car head on, but the cycle slid and Jim was thrown clear. He hit a tree, broke his collarbone, right arm and several ribs. The docs had put him back together and sent him to recovery. I was there when he woke up.
The very first words he said to me were "I'm guess I died. Do all of the angels look like you here in heaven?" He was deadly serious and the look on his face was priceless. I fell in love with him right then and there and never looked back.
Jim's Story-The Beginning
Jim Morrison was 17 when his dad gave him his first motorcycle, over his mother's objections. Jim's dad, Henry, was a fairly successful salesman for a local tool & die manufacturer in Cleveland, Ohio but had grown up riding motorcycles. They were his first love and he gave them up reluctantly after he married Jim's mother, Theresa.
Theresa tolerated Henry's obsession with his precious motorcycles until she became pregnant with Jim. At this point, she told Henry that she wasn't going to raise a baby by herself when he killed himself riding with his biker friends on one of his bikes. She insisted that he give up the cycle and Henry agreed, reluctantly, and parked his cycle in the garage. A year after Jim was born, he sold it and settled down to become a good father and husband. While he missed the freedom, he loved his family more.
They weren't rich by any standard, but they were comfortable and lived in a tidy 3 bedroom home in the southern suburbs of Cleveland. Jim was a bright boy, but had no desire to go on to college and was only average at sports. He spent most of his free time down at Donovan's Cycles, a locally owned shop that specialized in Harley cycles. The shop was owned by Fred Donovan, an old friend of Henry's. Fred tolerated Jim and even taught him to help repair some of the cycles that came into the shop for service. Jim loved the cycles, the guys that drove them and they seemed to like him. He seemed to be a natural when it came to repairing a broken cycle. He seemed to know just what was wrong and what to do to fix it. The bikers began to refer their friends to Jim and, as a result, the service business just grew. Fred was delighted but didn't say much about it to Jim. He did hire a couple of new mechanics.
With his new cycle, Jim spent the biggest part of his spare time after school riding with some of the other motorcycle gang members, getting to know more of them and helping them with their bikes when repairs were needed. He became so good at it that several cycle clubs made him an honorary member of their gang and tried to get him to become an exclusive member. Jim good-naturedly refused, saying he couldn't piss off the other bikers. Jim continued to ride and work part time in Mr. Donovan's shop till graduation. He turned 18 and became his own man, so to speak, since he still lived at home with his parents.
About this time, Fred Donovan asked Jim's father if he would mind if he offered Jim a full time job at the shop repairing the bikes and working part time in sales and service. Henry quickly agreed, knowing that Jim had no plans to go to college and that this would be a good place to work with a pretty good income for a kid just turned 18 and no higher education. Theresa also agreed since Jim was a solid kid who never got into trouble. She trusted him to take care of himself and do the right thing. If he loved this work, she was not going to object. It was important to her that Jim was happy and this was why she had permitted the cycle that Henry wanted to give Jim on his 17th birthday. She objected, but not too hard. She saw the same love in his eyes for the cycle that she had seen in Henry's so long ago. She always felt sad making Henry give the bike up, but it was too important to her that he be the father that she knew Jim would need as he grew up. She was content with her choices.
Jim worked at Donovan's for the next year as he turned 19. At that time, Fred Donovan asked Jim to try his hand at running the shop full time while training two new guys that he had hired to work in the shop on service. Jim agreed since this would allow him more time with the new arrivals and to try them out as part of his sales duties. Jim had a natural flair for selling, partly because his love of the cycles came through and partly because he was so knowledgeable about all aspects of cycling. He sold more bikes in the next two years than Fred had sold in the last five years before Jim joined him.
When Jim was 21, Fred began to show up less often and Jim was operating the business full time. He kept the books, ordered new merchandise, cleared all sales and made whatever deals he felt were good for the shop. He trained new staff and kept the shop operating at a higher level of efficiency and profitability than Fred had ever managed. Things were good!
Over the next year, things remained about the same without any complaint from Jim. He was happy, busy and making some minor changes that he thought Fred would approve of to make things even better. He was happily prepping a new bike for a customer to pick up later in the day with Fred came in looking like he had just won the lottery. He came up to Jim and said,
"We need to talk. Can you get Juan to take over for you for a couple of hours?"
Jim said, "Sure thing, boss, but can't we talk here?"
Fred said, "Just get Juan and come with me."
Jim came into the office where Fred was setting and said, "OK, boss. We can go."
Fred smiled and walked out of the office to his Hummer.
He said, "Climb in, boy, and we'll get to where we need to go."
Jim got in and they pulled out of the lot.
"Where we going?" Jim asked.
"You'll see", said Fred.
Fred pulled in to the Wachovia Bank, where he had the business accounts. He walked in and said to the girl at the Information Counter.
"Tell Barry Woods that Fred and Jim are here to see him."
She smiled at Fred and said that Barry was expecting us and to go right in.
Fred grabbed Jim by the hand and said, "Follow me." He went into an office where two men were present, one behind the desk and one off to one side.
"That gentleman there behind the desk is Barry Woods, He is a loan officer at this here bank and the other gentleman is his boss, Herman Yates. Gentlemen, this is Jim Morrison, the man I was telling you about."
"We have been talking about you buying my business and we have worked out a plan that I think you might be interested in."
With that, all three men looked at me for my reaction. I was in shock, and must have looked it since Mr. Yates got up and took me by the hand and led me to a chair.
He said, "Boy, you'd best sit down. You look about to fall over."
I sat, still in shock.
I looked at Fred and said, "Talk to me before I pass out."
Fred, Barry and Herman spoke for the next hour or so describing the deal they had put together. It seems that Fred was content to retire and move to Florida with his brother and his wife. He had watched me for the last three years and was convinced that I was the one who could run the business even better than he had as evidenced by the financial performance of the business over the last three years I had been almost fully in charge. The original loans had all been paid off and the business was well into the black and had been for over two years. The profit was more than enough to meet any loan obligation and the price Fred was asking was absurdly low. At the asking price, the remaining equity in the business alone would more than offset any down payment required by the bank for a loan. I mentioned this to him and he said that he had saved enough to comfortably retire and didn't need or want a whole lot more and, anyway, he thought of me as a son and this was his gift.
Since my father had died three years ago and my mother had followed him soon after, Fred had really been my family for some time. I couldn't speak for a long time and the three men respected that silence.
Anyway, to make a long story short, we agreed on a price, the deal was finalized and I signed on the dotted line. I was the new owner of Donaldson's Cycle Shop. Go figure!
For the next two years, I continued to make changes and improvements and the profit margin continued to grow. I hired several of my motorcycle friends to work in the shop and to help with the growing sales. I also hired two bikers, Tiny, and Ali as "special assistants." Tiny was a 6' 4" Hispanic named Jose Ramirez that scared most people just by looking at them, and Ali, or Alular Muhammad, was an African American, about 5' 10" and built like a bull. They were inseparable friends and had been my friends since I first started working at Donovan's.
As my special assistants, they did anything around the shop like loading and delivery, prepping the new cycles and any other thing I asked of them. They were close personal friends and I would trust them with my life. Later on, I would often thank God that I had them on my side. Business continued to grow and life was good.
During this time, I also met Tony Alexander. He was a friend from high school who had gone on to college, got a degree in business accounting and returned home to work for a local manufacturing concern. He liked cycles and often stopped in after work and on weekends. He finally bought a small cycle and I gave him lessons to allow him to get his motorcycle operator's license. He loved it. I used to kid him about dumping his job and coming to work with me. He always said he would love to, but couldn't see how he could do it. I still mentioned it from time to time.
About a year after I met Tony, I decided to open a second shop in the western part of Cleveland. I needed a manager for the new shop and someone to work sales and service. I talked with two of the bikers I knew who would be capable of working in a 9-5 type operation and we agreed on terms. They went with me to search for sites and help to set up the operation. It took about 8 months but finally, we were ready to open the new shop. We named this shop Morrison's Cycles. The opening was a success and within a year, we were showing a profit. Things couldn't be any better.
Tony came into the new shop one day while I was there and asked if he could talk to me. He looked troubled so I told him to come back to the office, sat him down, and gave him a beer.
He said, "I was just let go from my job and I don't know what to do now. I need a job but I don't want to go back to that type of work anymore. What do you think about my joining you?"
I asked what he had in mind.
He said, "I think I can float a loan to buy into the business with you and I could help run operations. I could do the accounting, work the taxes, and leverage the inventory and other things that I bet could save you a lot of money."
I said, "Could you help me set up a corporation? I would like to continue to expand but I don't think it's a good idea to do that on my own without some way to spread the risk."
He said, "That's easy. We could set up a limited liability corporation so we could expand with borrowed money and still take the profits, well; the answer to your question is, absolutely. Do we have a deal?"
"Done and done," I said. Thus was born Morrison Enterprises.
Tony came on board as a partner with a 20% share of the business. He proved to be one of the best investments I ever made. He set up the new corporation as Morrison Enterprises, LLC. Over the next four years, we opened four more shops in Michigan, Indiana and Kentucky, giving us a total of six. Our new profits tripled and we were almost debt free. We had hired over forty of my ex gang members who all turned respectable and proved to be indispensable to my growth and success. They all had friends who had friends who referred more friends, etc. Life was good.
As business continued to grow, I took more and more time off and let Tony run the business with Tiny and Ali. He loved doing it and was very good at it. I had more money than I could spend and put most of it into investments. I did buy a house that was way too big for me but I seemed to always have at least five to ten of my biker buddies, often with their significant others, staying for a day or so. I bought a couple of sports cars that I had always admired but really preferred my hog to any of them. At thirty, my life was easy and I was as carefree as too much money could make me. That's how I managed to be riding on the day I had the accident.
I was running along without a care in the world when, from a side street to my right, a car came flying out against the light. I saw him coming and pulled the bike to the right to try to miss him, but the bike went over and hit a curb and I went head over heels over the handle bars. I went airborne into a tree, striking my ribs a hard crack. I felt them break as I slid down the tree. I fell on my right shoulder with my right arm folded underneath me and again with the crack! I found later that I had broken four ribs, broken my collarbone and fractured my right arm in four places. I don't remember any of that after I went airborne. I do remember waking up in the recovery room in the hospital looking at the most beautiful thing I had ever seen. I knew at that instant that I had died and gone to heaven, and what I was looking at was a beautiful angel. I asked her if all of the other angels were as beautiful as she and then I passed out again. That was how I met Molly.
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Molly
As Jim recovered, we spent hours just talking and getting to know each other. I noticed that he had some very strange friends. They were all big, tattooed, and dressed alike in denim and leather. He said that they were all his brothers. When I asked one of them why he had so many brothers, he laughed and said that Jim's family was very, very large and very, very strange. He laughed again and said to take extra special care of him since he was good people and was very important to a lot of folks. He said with a very serious look that if I took good care of Jim, they would take good care of me. I later found out what that meant!
Once my shift ended, I often found myself staying at the hospital just to be with him and spend time with him. As he mended, we made plans to get together as soon as he got out of the hospital.
Once, about three weeks after Jim was first hospitalized, I met with Ron in the same stock room we first had sex. The sex was still wild and fantastic and I felt dirty and excited at the same time. I somehow didn't even think of Jim while with Ron, but did tell Ron that I couldn't meet him the next night at the motel as we usually did since I had other plans. I never thought about how I felt about Jim or how I felt about Ron. It was like they were two different worlds. I loved Jim and lusted after Ron. Those were two different things, weren't they? It was with a great deal of surprise then, when I found myself unable to meet Jim's eyes that afternoon when I went into his room. I told him that it was just a bad day on the floor and he seemed to accept that. I finally shook myself free and was able to enjoy my time with him. It did bother me that I felt this terrific sense of guilt.
During this time, I found that Jim was the owner and CEO of his own company, Morrison Enterprises. It was a chain of motorcycle sales and service shops that covered four states. He told me the name of the one near where I lived and I stopped in on my way home one night and sure enough, his picture was in a brochure that the manager of the shop showed me after I asked him if Jim Morrison was really the owner. He knew Jim was in the hospital and grilled me on his condition and when he would be out. It was clear that he knew Jim personally and cared very much about him.
Once Jim was released, we began dating. It was truly love at first sight for both of us. I knew then that I wanted to spend the rest of my life with this man and I believed he felt the same way. We dated for about 3 months before Jim made the first tentative moves toward a sexual relationship. He was very old fashioned in that regard and it was fine with me, as well. I let him know that I felt the same way and we made plans to spend the weekend together at Jim's home.
On Friday of that week, Jim picked me up after work and took me to his house. It was some house! It was a two-story brick mansion in one of the best parts of Shaker Heights. It must have had 20 rooms and over 6,000 square feet. This blew me away. When I asked him why such a big home, he reminded me of his extended family. He said that he would often have 10 or 12 people staying at the house at any given time. This weekend, he said, was special and there were no other guests.
He gave me a tour of the upstairs and the garage. As I expected, there were about 10 cycles in the garage and two sports cars that must have cost a bundle. Jim said he rarely drove any of them and preferred his Ford Explorer, the one he usually drove. The master bedroom was another world. The bed was a King size waterbed, of all things and the bathroom was over 1,000 sq ft. with a walk in shower that was almost as big as my apartment! I told Jim that I fully expected that we would try out that shower together. He had the grace to blush and said that he looked forward to it.
That weekend was wonderful. The first night was very special. Jim was very gentle and wanted everything to be perfect. He had a fire in the fireplace, a soft rug on the floor in front of the fire and a bottle of the best champagne chilled and ready. He undressed me slowly and gently and just stared at me with tears in his eyes.
He said, "You are the most beautiful thing I have ever seen."
He bent toward me and kissed my lips so softly that I wasn't sure he even touched me. He put his hands on my shoulders and pulled me to him and increased the pressure on my mouth. It began to be more demanding and sensuous at the same time.
I pushed him back and said, "Let me undress you first. Please"
I pulled his shirt over his head and he held up his arms to assist me. I unbuckled his belt and unbuttoned his trousers and then pulled down the zipper. He stood up to help me pull the trousers to his ankles. I looked up to his briefs to see what looked to be a good-sized erection underneath. I licked my lips in anticipation while reaching up to slide my fingers into the elastic and slip his briefs off his hips. The cock that sprang to attention at release was beautiful. Large but not too large, hard and silky soft. I reached up to take it in my hands, which brought a groan from Jim.
He quickly grabbed my hands and said, "Please, babe, wait till I can hold you and feel you all over. I have wanted this for so long, I won't be able to hold out for very long this first time. I want to make it count!"
I looked up at him and said, "Once you cum, you will be able to do a lot of things you can't do now, so let me get you off first, so we can enjoy our time with each other."
With that, I stroked his cock until it was hard and throbbing and then took it in my mouth and gave him the first blowjob I had ever given to any man. Oh, I had been with a few boys in high school for the hot sweaty backseat sex that was good for them and OK for me. All they wanted was to put their cock in a girl's vagina so they could brag about their male prowess to their buddies. After high school, I had dated a few guys but none long enough to have a sexual relationship with since I wouldn't hop into bed with every guy I dated. School and nursing kept me occupied so that I never missed the dating scene. My dildo and I were satisfactory companions. The good thing was that I was usually able to have an orgasm with vaginal sex relatively easily and was usually satisfied with that. I had no desire to have a guy eat me out and then kiss me so I never wanted to go that route. The high school guys were fast but even then, I usually got off.
I knew what to do since I had practiced on my dildos several times. (I never gave Ron oral sex even though he begged me to. We had sex in several different positions, all vaginal, but that was all.) Jim grunted, his hips began to move forward and back and he moaned that he couldn't hold it. I looked up at him and took him out of my mouth long enough to say, "I want you to cum in my mouth. Just relax and enjoy this. I've never done this before and it may be the last time I do it."
With that, I bobbed my head up and down on his shaft, sucked harder and stroked his shaft with my hand as I bobbed. The other hand was fondling his balls. Almost immediately, I felt his cock get even harder, his balls began to contract and he started thrusting his hips faster and faster. His hands went to the back of my head and suddenly, he erupted in my mouth. It caught me by surprise, but I recovered quickly and began to swallow as fast as I could. I couldn't taste anything since it was spurting in the back of my throat and I was swallowing it as fast as it came out. All in all, it wasn't bad and was something I could probably get used to doing for my man.
As he recovered, Jim just held me and stroked my hair telling me how much he loved me. I just enjoyed his touch and the words he was saying. Soon, however, his hands began to slide lower and down to my breasts. He rubbed my nipples and took them between two fingers and gently squeezed them as they got harder and jutted proudly erect. He bent down and took one in his mouth, working his tongue around the nipple and sucking gently. He did this with one, and then the other. I was enjoying his ministrations greatly and just moaned softy with my eyes closed. His hands then began their trek down over my belly and to my mound. My pussy lips were swollen and my pussy was very wet. One of his fingers found its way into my waiting wetness and the other found my erect clit. This was really heaven. This was what I had always envisioned making love to be like with the man of my dreams. He put another finger inside me and began to move them in and out faster and faster. I put my hand over his and held it as he finger fucked me. I came with an intensity that I had never felt. I shuddered and held on to his hand until the sensation subsided. Jim just held me tightly and waited for me to come back to earth.
He smiled and said, "I am glad you enjoyed that."
I just smiled up at him and said, "It was great!"
We spooned together and just stayed that way for a while without having to say anything. Finally, I could feel a stirring and a familiar hardness pushing into my butt. I looked over my shoulder at Jim and batted my eyes at him and said, "Hey, sailor, are you just happy to see me?"
Jim said, "It seems the 6th fleet is in and is looking for a port to dock in. Any thoughts on the subject?"
I pulled away from him and rolled over onto my back with my legs bent at the knees and spread apart to receive him. "How about we put that sailor in this harbor?" Jim quickly obliged and it was wonderful. He took his cock in hand, ran the head up and down my now swollen lips and stroked into me in one smooth push. Since I was nice and wet, it went in easily and I reveled in the feeling of being full. We quickly found a comfortable rhythm with Jim pushing into me and pulling out while I rose to meet him on each stroke. It was unbelievable! This was truly making love. I now knew the difference between being fucked and making love. With Ron, we fucked! With Jim, we made love. I preferred making love.
After about 10 minutes of glorious lovemaking, I felt Jim tense up. He said, "I'm going to cum!"
I said, "Go ahead, and don't worry about me, I have already cum twice."
With that, he began to stroke into me faster and faster, not pulling out as far as before. He pushed once more into me as deep as he could go and remained motionless. I suddenly felt him spurt his seed into me and I came again! I couldn't believe it! I had climaxed three times as we made love! That was the first time that had ever happened.
He collapsed on top of me and I put my arms around him and just held him there. I think we both fell asleep in that position and I awoke with him just looking at me with a smile on his face. "I love you, do you know that?" he said.
"I love you and have since I first saw you in that hospital bed. I'm glad you finally caught up to me." I answered him lovingly.
We made love many more times that weekend, each time better than the first time. We knew we were going to be together for the rest of our lives. We pledged our love to each other that weekend and talked about the future. We truly became a couple.
I went back to work the following week, and with Jim released from the hospital, my days lacked something. I was bored with my job for the first time in years. I knew what was missing and decided I would have to learn to plan for the evenings and weekends. In the meantime, I would just work harder to make the time go faster.
This was the pattern for the next several months. Jim and I had not made wedding plans yet since he had not formally asked me to marry him. I told him he had to do that before I would commit to marrying him. He said that he would do it properly and that he would make plans. I just had to wait till he could do it the way he considered proper!
During this period, Ron had stopped in twice to refill our orders and to try to make plans with me to resume our affair. Both times, I rebuffed him, telling him that Jim and I were very much in love and I would not cheat on him. Ron said cheating was what he was doing; I wasn't married yet so I couldn't cheat. I didn't go for that, so things were tense between us. Things stayed this way until about 4 months after Jim and I started being together.
Jim left for a 2 weeks trip to his other shops and I had been without him for 10 days when Ron stopped in. He made his usual comments and asked me to meet him after work for a drink. This time, with Jim gone and me horny, I agreed. We had a drink at the restaurant at his motel and we ended up in his room. We had sex and it was just as wild and satisfying as before. The only difference was that I couldn't enjoy it as much since I had this sudden feeling of guilt that I couldn't shake. Never the less, I had a climax and that satisfied my inner fire. I told Ron that this was all he could expect from me this trip. He was angry and accused me of teasing him, but he didn't push any further.
I left, went home and called Jim. I felt better after talking to him and just hearing his voice. He told me that he was catching the next plane and would be home in about 2 hours. I couldn't wait for him to get home. I decided that since Jim didn't know anything about my affair with Ron before he and I met, I wouldn't tell him and he wouldn't be hurt by it since he didn't know anything. This did not make the guilt go away, but it was a plan that I could live with.
Jim came back and he proposed that same night. He had flowers, we went to a wonderful restaurant for a candlelight dinner and he proposed over desert and coffee. I said yes and we were married 6 weeks later. I became Mrs. James L Morrison, wife and lover.
Things were great with Jim and I. I continued my job at the hospital since I really loved the work and Jim had a full time job with his company. This way, we both could enjoy the time we had with each other even more since it created some anticipation till we could be together. I learned more about his job and his 'brothers'. I met many of them and they were really members of different motorcycle gangs. They were all just a little scary but as I got to know them, I grew to love them as Jim did. It was also clear that he was an honorary member of all the gangs and these guys, and some girls, thought the world of him. That was because they all knew that he would come to their aid if they were in trouble, fix their rides if they were cash short, give them a place to stay if they asked and anything else he would do as if they were really family. As his wife, I was accepted without reservation. It was nice to know I had these guys on my side!

Jim
At thirty, I had almost everything that I had ever wanted except someone to share it with. Before Molly, I had had the usual dates with girls that I had met either through the business, through one of my friends or just as a pickup in a bar that I was at. None of them really turned me on for any length of time and I went through girls like I did through bikes. I liked them well enough but there was always a new one just waiting to be found. Sex was OK, but not something I went looking for. Maybe I was weird but I didn't miss it all that much. Most of the time it was just a frenzied make-out session after a night of booze or an expected thing after a good dinner and movie. None ever felt like a second time and none left me with a feeling of contentment. I would just as soon skip sex if that were all there was to it.
As Molly and I developed our friendship, I found myself resenting the time I wasn't with her and looked for her every day while I was in the hospital. As long as she was there, I felt no pain. When she wasn't there, I was a lousy patient. After a while, she asked me if I would like for her to come by after her shift. I quickly said yes and she soon began to visit me every evening after her stint on duty. I got well much faster when she was there.
I told her about me, and my love of motorcycles. I also told her I was the owner and CEO of my own company. I felt a great deal of pride as I told her, the first time I had ever thought of it in those terms. It seemed important when I told Molly about it. Otherwise, it was just a job and a source of money. She accepted it without comment, and that made me a little sad. But, hey, maybe she wasn't easily impressed. I told her that I had a shop fairly close to the hospital and told her where it was. No big deal.
I found out the next day that she hadn't believed me and went to check it out. When she came back the next evening, she said that she had talked with Ramon at the shop I told her about and that Ramon wished me well. She seemed to be quite impressed, now that she believed me.
Molly was able to meet several of my 'brothers' during my recovery. These were members of various motorcycle gangs or clubs that I had befriended over the years and these guys were the most loyal friends any one could ask for. Tiny and Ali visited me daily, always wanted to know what I needed, said that they would watch over things for me and, in general, were there for me. They wanted to know if I wanted the jerk that pulled in front of me "talked to", but I said to leave him alone. They also took Molly under their wing and told her to call any of them if she had a problem with anyone. They told her she was now one of them and she never had to worry about anything again. The thing was, they meant it. Molly was initially a little afraid of them, but after talking with them, she began to think of them as her own brothers. They called her "little mama" which tickled her no end.
Molly was generally upbeat and happy most of the time. If her job got her down, it was had to tell. There was only one time in all the time I was in the hospital that she seemed not herself. It was during one of her shifts. She came into the room late in her shift and wouldn't look at me. She just sat beside me on the bed and didn't say anything. I asked her what was wrong and she said that it was just some things that happened that made her sad. She seemed to snap out of it after awhile and was her usual self again. She never talked about what it was and I just forgot about it.
We made plans to get together after I was released from therapy in about three more weeks. Our time together was fast becoming the most important part of my days and I wanted more. I began to see Molly on a steady basis and we discussed marriage, kids, living together, and all the things that couples do. Molly would make no firm commitments to marriage because she said that I had not proposed to her formally! She said I had to do that to make it real. I agreed and told her that I would do it at the right time.
We finally consummated our relationship one weekend at my home. I had finally gotten up the nerve to suggest that we take our relationship to the next level, a sexual one. I had agonized over this for some time since I always felt that when I met the right woman, it would be a very special thing to make love to her. I wasn't sure what that meant but I knew it would be different form anything I had done before. In the past, it was always about sex and just getting pleasure. This was more giving pleasure to someone else rather than just getting satisfied. Part of the satisfaction was in making someone you loved happy and fulfilled. I wasn't sure I knew how to do that. I was up for the challenge though.
It was a wonderful experience and I had never had it's like before. This time was truly making love, and with Molly, it was an incredible experience. I knew that this was the one that I wanted to spend my life with. I made plans that weekend to propose to her once I found a ring and set the time and place.
I was planning on proposing the following weekend when I got a call from Phillip Toth, the man who ran my store in Indianapolis, Indiana. He said that the sales manager had quit suddenly due to a family emergency and that he was short handed already. He asked me to come out to give him a hand while he hired two new people and got them trained. I agreed and told Molly that I would probably be gone about two weeks. I asked her if she wanted to go with me but she said she couldn't get time off right now. So I left that Monday.



I stayed for just over two weeks and called Molly every day. We missed each other tremendously since it was the longest time I had been away. I talked with Phil, who agreed that he was able to handle things now and I could probably leave in a day or so. I decided to leave on Friday to be home in time to propose to Molly. Friday was the day I wanted to propose and this would work out well. I flew home, called Molly, surprised her with dinner and flowers and then proposed at the restaurant. She accepted, and we made plans to get married as soon as we could. I wanted to make love that night, but Molly said she was so emotionally drained that she couldn't possible enjoy it so we just curled up together and fell asleep in each other's arms.
We were married 6 weeks later and things were great. Molly moved into my home and continued to work. She enjoyed what she did and saw no reason not to continue. I agreed since it made her happy and she always had stories to tell me in the evenings. We continued to grow as a couple and Molly got to know most of my friends. They continued to come to the house to stay and Molly seemed to fit right in with my friends. I was happier than I had been in my life.
Molly
Life with Jim was just great. We both worked at jobs we loved, but we spent every weekend traveling and loving and just enjoying each other's company. I turned most of my duties over to the other nurses and became more of a teacher than a supervisor. My nurses, as a result, became much valued by the doctors and the interns, as they were the best in the hospital. Most went on to better duties and all remained close friends. I had a ball and things just kept getting better.
Jim had opened two more shops and had taken on two new accounts; Honda and Kawasaki. This required more training and Jim set up courses for his mechanics. Jim, of course, had to also take the courses to keep his hand in and help to train more service mechanics. Money was never an issue in our marriage so we never had to decide for or against anything either of us wanted. Fortunately, neither of us wanted more than each other.
About a year after we were married, Jim and I discussed children. We found that we both wanted children and decided that we would begin our family. We picked the date of July 4th, about a month and a half from then, as the day I would go off the pill. We were both thrilled at the prospect of becoming parents, Jim probably more that I. I wanted kids but he had an almost fanatic desire to become a father. I don't know why, since his father had been great to him. He had died some years ago and I guess Jim never quite got over it. He wanted to carry on the job his father had started.
I had read that going off the pill did not mean that it was a guarantee that I would get pregnant right away. Most books said that it could take several months for the body to get back to normal egg production and that it may take up to a year to get pregnant. I decided that I would stop the pills now so that when we really tried, we would just be ahead of the game. I stopped that day. I didn't tell Jim that I had stopped but I knew he wouldn't care even if I got pregnant right away.
With the new franchises just opened, Jim took Tiny and Tony and went on a whirlwind trip to cover all of the shops to be sure things were in place for the new lines. He planned to be gone just over 3 weeks and asked if I would be OK. I assured him that things would be fine and that I had Ali if I needed anything. He agreed and left the next day. We talked every day and things were fine, but I was particularly horny since I had stopped with the pills. I reminded him that it would be just about time to start our family when he returned. He mumbled something about catching the next plane but I told him to cool his jets till he could come back ready to do his duty.
After about 2 weeks after Jim left, I was working in the stockroom on the reorders for the medical devices I needed. I was doing this a day early so that I could be done before Ron was due to arrive. I had begun this to assure that he would not find me in the stockroom when he stopped in for his order. I had met with Ron on two occasions after I met Jim and both times left me feeling sad and guilty. After the second time, I finally decided that I was done with Ron and that I would never again cheat on my husband to be. Probably too little, too late, but I did commit.
I was not concentrating on what I was doing and was daydreaming about Jim when I felt an arm go around my waist and soft lips touch my neck and shoulder. I shivered and leaned back, thinking of the love that I felt for him and anticipating his return. I stopped thinking and just remembered the wonderful feeling of making love with Jim and how wonderful it made me feel. While I was lost in the lust and illusion of making love to my husband, Ron quickly pushed my skirt up to my waist and pushed my panties aside and slid his cock into me before I even knew what was happening. The feeling of his cock, my pussy wet with desire, and the lust that washed over me was more than enough to bring on a swift climax.
By the time I came down from that overwhelming feeling, Ron had already cum in me and was pulling out. I was leaning over the table with my hands holding me up when I suddenly realized what had just happened and that Ron had cum inside me while I was off the pill. I panicked, turned and yelled at him to get out. He tried to calm me down but I just pushed him away and again yelled at him with tears pouring down my face.
I said, "Get out, get out, oh my God, just get away from me!"
He left looking concerned. I immediately pulled my panties in place and rushed down the hall to the restroom. I tried to clean myself out as best I could and prayed that nothing would happen. I felt dirty and so panicked that I couldn't catch my breath.
I finished my shift without seeing Ron and left as soon as I could. I went home and took a long shower, trying to wash away the sin of what I had just done. I prayed that God would not punish me and that everything would be all right. I talked with Jim when he called that afternoon but did not let him know my distress. He suspected nothing and I felt some relief. That soon disappeared and I fell asleep on the bed in my bathrobe crying and awoke later feeling like I had not slept a wink.
As the day progressed, I tried to make a deal with God that everything would be OK, that Jim would never find out what I had done and that we would still share all of the good things we had together. I was beginning to feel better when the phone rang. It was Jim, telling me that he was at the airport and would be home within the hour. I was so happy, I cried and told him to hurry. I believed now that everything would be OK. Having Jim home with me would make everything right again.
When Jim arrived, I smothered him with kisses and told him to take me to bed immediately. He did and we made love for the rest of the evening. I couldn't get enough of him and I did everything I knew to make him happy. He wondered at the attention, but I told him that I had saved it all up for him. He accepted that and just relaxed and enjoyed it. I hoped that Jim could make me pregnant and I could then stop worrying about what had happened with Ron. And I prayed.
Well, six weeks after Ron and Jim both fucked me on the same day, I was pregnant. I didn't know whose it was, but I prayed and prayed. It would be some time before I could find out and I wasn't sure I wanted to know just yet. If it was Jim's, I knew everything was going to be OK. If it wasn't Jim's, I knew I had to keep it from him as long as I could. Maybe it wouldn't be obvious if it was Ron's and Jim would never suspect anything.
I was still really delighted to be pregnant and I was looking forward to telling Jim about it. It was something we both wanted and I knew he would be delighted. I could only hope that it was his.
Jim
Once we were married, life was even better than I had hoped it would be. We both worked, spent all of our free time together, traveled around to places we wanted to see and in general, just enjoyed being with each other. On the weekends, we stayed in bed a lot and made love several times. We went out to eat a lot. Weekends were great.
As business continued to grow, we added Honda and Kawasaki to our lines and added two new shops. This required a lot of time to train and hire new people so I was in and out of the office a lot and made several overnights to one shop of the other. Money just kept coming in and I had more than I ever needed or wanted. I set up several investment accounts in both Molly and my names. I hired a good accountant and let him handle the money. He must have been pretty good cause money just continued to come in.
Just after our first anniversary, I asked Molly how she would feel about starting a family. I wanted children but I wasn't sure about her. I knew she loved them but we had not really discussed it for some time. Molly was delighted with the idea and said that she was ready to start anytime. We agreed on July 4th as our start date. This was the best time for both of us to allow uninterrupted lovemaking when her cycle said it was time.
Anticipating the beginning of our family planning time, I scheduled a trip that I had been avoiding and set it up so that Tony and Tiny would go with me. Molly was not able to get away so I left Ali to take care of her while I was gone. I left on a Monday and we were gone just over 2 weeks when I decided that I had had enough. Even though I talked with Molly twice a day, it was murder being away from her for this long. I scheduled a flight out that day, leaving Tony and Tiny to finish up. They understood and had no problem. I arrived home and called Molly from the airport. She sounded as happy to know I was home as I was to be home.
When I walked in the door at home, Molly attacked me as if she hadn't seen me in years. She kissed me and hugged me and cried all at the same time. She told me to take her to bed immediately and couldn't contain herself. She had me undressed before I even got to the bedroom. She did things that we hadn't done in months. Not that I minded, but I did wonder what had brought this on. She said that she had missed me more this time and didn't know why. I just reveled in the attention she gave my sore penis and me. It was tough but somebody had to do it!!
Life was good when Molly told me six weeks later that she was pregnant. I said that I thought we were going to wait till July but she told me she had stopped the pills since it usually took time for her body to get with the program. She said that it apparently didn't need the time and that I must have been so eager that the little buggers just went ahead and found an egg to fertilize. She was delighted and so was I.
Molly
During my pregnancy, Jim was the typical doting father. He could not do enough for me and insisted that I quit when I was 6 months along. He worried that I would catch something working in the hospital since he read something about super bugs that lived there. As tired as I was normally and then to have to carry around this gigantic belly as well, I finally agreed and gave notice. I stayed home and took care of myself while the baby developed without any complications.
We were happy and spent a lot of money fitting one of the spare rooms just off the master bedroom into a nursery. Jim got some contractors in to do the job and they outdid themselves. The room was painted pink (we knew the sex of the baby), he had someone do a mural on one of the walls, the furniture all matched and was pink and white and the carpet was an indoor/outdoor type that would clean up easily if spills occurred. Overall, it was beautiful. The lights were built in so that we had indirect lighting around the ceiling that gave the room a soft glow when dimmed. He also had them cut a door directly into the master bedroom so that we could enter the baby's room from our bedroom without having to go into the hall. This also made the bathroom accessible from the baby's room, which came in handy.
The final days counted down and my pregnancy seemed to be going along as predicted by my OB/GYN. He said that he expected my labor to be short and that the baby should come quickly. He said I had excellent hips! We waited.
The day finally came when I called Jim and said to get his ass home immediately! He was there in 15 minutes and we left for the hospital. I had called the Doctor who said he would meet us there. We arrived with my contractions just 7 minutes apart. Things were going well when complications set in. I delivered within 2 hours of arriving at the hospital but the bleeding would not stop afterwards. The doctors worked on me for about an hour before they were able to get everything stopped, but they had to do a complete hysterectomy. This meant no more babies. I was devastated but also happy to hear that our baby was OK and healthy.
Jim was a wreck waiting to hear from the doctors. He finally got the word that I was going to be OK, and that the baby was OK but that I could have no other children. It was a shock in a number of ways to Jim, but as usual, he took it like the man that he is and came to see me with a smile on his face. He sat on the edge of the bed and leaned down to gently kiss me on the lips.
He said quietly, "You did it girl. Our little girl is beautiful, just like her mother."
I had tears in my eyes as I looked at him. The words were just what I needed to hear, but I couldn't stop the sadness when I told him that this would be our last child.
He simply said, "She will be enough for us and we can give her all of the love we have."
We cried together and held each other and the world seemed to get brighter as we faced it together.
I was in the hospital for over a week following the surgery, but I healed with no further complications. Jennifer, our new baby, was strong and healthy and was thriving. I was with her the best part of every day and her daddy was there most of the time. We began our life as a family then.
I was due to be discharged from the hospital when one of the nurses that had worked for me on the surgical wing stopped in to visit me. She and I were very tight and we had spent a lot of time together after work and sometimes on weekends. We parted for the most part when I started dating Jim, but we remained friends. I asked her to do me a favor. She said she would do anything within reason.
I said to her, "I need you to check the records and find out what my daughter's blood type is. I also need you to do it so that no one knows what you are doing, especially Jim."
She looked at me strangely, but said she would find out for me. She left, saying that she would see me tomorrow with the information. I thanked her and lay in bed thinking of what I was going to do if the news was what I feared. I finally fell into a fitful doze and awoke later feeling as if I had just finished a hard shift at work. Jim came in shortly afterwards and I forgot how I felt and just enjoyed him and my baby girl.
Sally came in the next day and handed me a slip of paper.
I said, "Is this it?"
She said it was and I said that I would open it later. She asked me what was up and I told her that I didn't want to talk about it yet. She accepted that and left to go to work. I asked her to stop by after her shift and she agreed.
When she left, I opened the piece of paper and read the result;blood type A+.I felt as if someone had just kicked me in the gut. I think I actually lost consciousness for a brief time. This is what I had feared. This meant Jim was not the father! I was type O negative and Jim was Type AB negative. Jennifer could not be Jim's baby! Oh, God! What was I going to do? I began to sob and was still sobbing 20 minutes later when the nurse brought Jennifer in for her morning feeding.
She asked me what was wrong and I told her I thought I was just having troubles adjusting to the change in my hormones after the operation. I smiled and said that I was fine and that having my baby in my arms was all the medicine I needed. She helped me get to the chair and then gave me the bottle so I could begin. She left and I just held my baby and wondered what I was going to do now.
By the time Sally returned, I knew what I had to do. I told her that I had had an affair with Ron, who she knew well, and that the baby was actually his. I told her that I had broken it off with Ron but that time that resulted in Jennifer's conception was a mistake compounded by Jim's traveling and Ron showing up a day early. I told her, by the time I realized what Ron was doing, it was too late. I swore her to secrecy and asked her to get the baby's record and change the blood type to AB-.
She protested that it would be a crime but I convinced her to do this for me. I told her that only Jim would see it once we left the hospital and that I would see to it that Jennifer carried a card with her that would have the correct blood type on it. She finally agreed, but only because she knew what it would do to Jim if he found out. And, as an aside, she said, "You know what he would do to Ron if he found out!" I didn't want to even think about that.
We went home the next day, all three of us, and I tried to forget what I knew. I loved Jim and Jennifer more than I loved life itself and knew that I would die if the truth became known. I vowed on that day that Jim would never know. I dedicated my life on that day to making Jim and Jennifer the center of my life and to make their lives as wonderful as it was within my power to do. That was the only way I was going to be able to live with myself!
Jim
Jennifer was born amid complications with the pregnancy and we almost lost Molly. I didn't know how I would live if I lost Molly, but thank God, that didn't happen. The doctors finally came out to tell me that they had finally stopped the bleeding and that Molly was going to be fine, but that she would never have any more children. At the time, I just thanked them for giving me back my wife and giving me a beautiful healthy baby girl. I knew that later we would have to face the loss of future children, but it didn't seem that important at that particular time. I saw Molly and we just held each other and looked at our baby and realized that life was going to be OK. I told her that I loved her and the baby and that we would simply give our child everything we had. She agreed and seemed to be fine. I hoped so.
Molly came home a week after the surgery and we settled in as a family. Molly became the center of our lives together and we made plans for Jennifer's care and for her future. I had opened an account for her on the day she was born. We decided then that she was going on to college and we knew she would be the best at whatever she tried. We were proud parents and Molly was a perfect mother. She couldn't do enough for the baby and for me. I worried about her strength after what she had been through, but she wanted to pitch in immediately and started with meals and taking care of the house and taking care of me, even to the point of sexually satisfying me orally or by hand even before she was able to resume normal love making. I told her that wasn't necessary, but she disagreed and said that it was necessary! I stopped fighting since I certainly enjoyed her ministrations.
Up until Jennifer was about 6 months old, things were as good as they could get. I often thought that if this was all life had to offer, I could die happy. I had everything I ever wanted and more. That was till the day I took Jennifer to the hospital for a routine checkup. Her pediatrician was on staff and I often saw him there instead of in his other office. He was a personal friend and was also a customer.



I had put Jennifer in the care of the day care center in the hospital while we waited since I knew the lady in charge from visiting when Molly was still working. I also knew where the nurses' lounge was and that they had the best coffee in the hospital. After dropping Jennifer off, I still had about 20 minutes before her appointment so I slipped down for a cup of java. I found a cup, poured myself a cup and leaned against the counter next to the coffee maker and just enjoyed. I was aware of two nurses that were setting in the lounge when I came in but they couldn't see me where I was sipping my coffee. I wasn't looking for any company. They began to speak to each other about that "beautiful baby girl". I perked up since they could be talking about my Jennifer. As a proud papa, I liked to hear favorable comments about my girl.
"Hey, Peggy, did you see Molly's little girl?" the first nurse said.
"I sure did. She is a real beauty. I guess she takes after her daddy. And you know which one I mean."
Sally said, "You mean Ron, don't you? I didn't think anybody else knew. Molly had me check the blood type when she was here during her recovery. It wasn't compatible with her husband so she asked me to change the record that they were given to take home."
"What did she say when you told her?"
"She didn't say much except that it was an accident and she wasn't going to tell her husband. He would probably kill Ron if he found out. You know he is a motorcycle jockey and knows all kinds of people that would do that sort of thing."
"I hear he is a sweetie! I can't believe he would hurt her."
"I don't think so either, but you never know."
I had stopped breathing during this conversation. I think my heart stopped and my legs began to get weak and I had to leave the lounge as quickly as I could before I threw up my breakfast and the coffee I had just drunk. As a matter of fact, I just made it to the restroom when my stomach emptied everything in it. I sat on my knees on the piss-covered floor in that stall and heaved my guts out. I wished I could just die there on the spot and not have to face what I had just heard. The only thing that stopped me from putting my head in the john and drowning myself was my daughter. She was waiting for me and I couldn't let her down.
My daughter? Suddenly, I was not sure of anything. Who was the woman I was married to? What the hell did she do to me and to us? Who the hell was Ron and why was he the father of my baby? Was any of this true? I had to find out the truth and I had to find out as soon as I could figure out how to do it. The first thing I had to do was find out if Jennifer was truly mine. I began to see a plan forming.
I took Jennifer from the day care to her appointment with John Simpson, the pediatrician and a friend. He welcomed me and we talked shop for a few minutes while he looked Jennifer over. He was generally pleased with her progress and told me that she was developing as expected, maybe even a little faster than normal.
He smiled as he said, "Well papa, how are things going with the family? I know you and Molly have to be proud of this little bundle of joy."
I just looked at him while I considered what I was about to do.
"John, let me ask you a question. If I asked you to do a favor for me, one that involves a medical question, could you treat it as a doctor/patient thing?"
He looked at me with a strange look on his face and said "Sure, if that's what you want. I can't even tell Molly if you tell me not to."
I nodded and hesitated. Finally, I said, "I want you to test me and Jennifer and tell me whether she is my daughter."
John looked totally shocked. "Why in the world would you doubt that? I can't believe Molly would ever be unfaithful to you. She loves you and this child as much as anyone I have ever met." He shook his head and said that he couldn't believe this was something I would ever ask. "You and Molly and great together and everyone I know consider you to be the perfect couple. I've known you for all the time you have been married and I am totally confused!"
"John, please just do this for me and if I'm wrong, we'll forget that I ever mentioned it. I can assure you that I will be the first one to say I was an idiot."
John stared at the wall and finally said, "OK, the quickest way to tell is to do a blood test for type. Do you know what your blood type is?"
I answered, "My blood type is AB- and Molly is Type O-. I know her type cause she told me she was what they called a universal donor."
John said that was a perfect place to start since Jennifer could only have a negative blood type factor. He said that we could at least determine if I could be the father, which would be a positive. If that were true, he would then submit the tests for DNA, a definitive test. I asked him how long the blood test would take and he said he would call me this evening at home.
He took the samples and we left to go back home. I admit I wasn't too comfortable to be going home feeling the way I was; I was angry, scared, determined and confused. I didn't know what I would say to Molly. I knew I had to be cool and together. I couldn't let her know something was wrong or that I had something bothering me. I steeled myself when I walked in the door.
"Hi, you two. What took you so long? Was everything perfect as I predicted?"
Sally was in the kitchen fixing lunch for us. I put Jennifer in her playpen and walked into the kitchen.
"Everything was perfect. John said that he thought Jen was developing as expected and maybe faster than normal." He took blood to be safe but didn't expect any problems. I grabbed a coke out of the fridge and said,
"He may call later tonight to talk about a cycle he wants to try. If he calls let me know."
With that I walked into the den we used as an office and called Tiny.
"Tiny, it's me. I need to talk to you as soon as possible. Can you come by?"
"Sure thing, boss man. I'll be there in about an hour."
I hung up and decided to work in the garage for an hour or so until Tiny arrived. I had forgotten about lunch till Molly called to come to eat. I dreaded going in to make small talk while we ate.
I walked into the kitchen and said, "I was sick to my stomach at the hospital this morning and I think I'll skip lunch if you don't mind. I think I just have a slight cold, nothing serious. John said to just drink as much water as I could and let it pass. He said I didn't have a temp."
I was amazed that I could lie so easily to someone I loved as much as I loved Molly. But, I thought, it seems that she can do it even better. I reminded myself that I didn't yet know if that were true, but I really didn't have many doubts. I knew Sally was Molly's best friend and what she told the other nurse was probably true. Molly had never given me the slightest hint that she had cheated on me, but that was probably because she was so very good at hiding it. I was the dumb one, not even suspecting that something like this could be true.
When Tiny arrived, I took him into my office and told him the whole story, leaving out nothing and spilling my guts to one of the only persons left in this world that I could trust with my life and my family. The one I thought I could trust with anything had betrayed me. That thought was tearing me apart.
Tiny listened, didn't react until I was finished with my story.
He surprised me by saying "We can't do nothing until doctor John calls. Even then, we may not know enough. Boss man, you have to be dead sure before you do something."
He looked at me with a sad look and continued "You can't do nothing to Molly even if you find out that this is true. If you even think about it, you'll have to answer to me. OK?"
"I couldn't hurt Molly regardless of what she has done. She is still my life and my love."
"OK. She is good people and may have just screwed up once. We don't know. We have to find out though and I know just how to start. I have a good friend that is a PI. He's a good one, too. He can keep his mouth shut and he'll do the job for me if I ask. Give me everything you can about Molly, her job, this guy Ron and the dates she worked at the hospital and when she quit. I know Jennifer's birthday so I got that much. I'll get him started today. We can at least learn what we can about this Ron guy."
I felt better after Tiny left with the information I gave him. He had the ball and I could at least forget for a while, at least until John's call came in. With that, I went into the house to be with my family. It was easier to do than I had expected. I loved both of my girls, in spite of what I feared may be true. Jennifer was my daughter, regardless of what the blood test showed and Molly was my wife, even if she had cheated on me. I needed to know more, but I wasn't ready to give up on my family, my life!
John called about 6:30 that evening. Molly talked with him for about 5 minutes and then asked if he wanted to talk to me about a new cycle. John must have said the right thing because Molly laughed and signaled that she was done. I took the call in the office.
"What's the answer?" I asked, as I picked up the extension. "Are you interested in that new cycle? I listened until I heard the phone click as Molly hung up the kitchen phone.
"OK, she is off. What's the verdict?" I waited for his answer.
He said, "I'm afraid I have very bad news, Jim. The baby's blood type is type A+. You can't possibly be the biological father."
With that statement, I knew all I had believed in was a lie.



        Special Day Ch. 03

        18th birthday of daughter who isn't mine.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/special-day-ch-03

Title: Special Day Ch. 03

Author: thecelt

Category: Loving Wives

Description: 18th birthday of daughter who isn't mine.

Tags: jim confronts ron, molly lives with guilt, molly again meets ron

Series: Special Day


Molly
After we had settled in at home, I quickly got myself back up and began taking charge of caring for Jennifer and running the house. Jim wanted to bring in someone to help but I told him I wanted to do this for myself. He said why not let one or two of the girls down at the cycle shop help with the cooking and cleaning and laundry. I refused and told him to get back to work and let me do my job. He finally agreed when he saw that I was fully capable of doing what had to be done. In truth, I almost died the first week but things began to get easier and I found that when I was busy, I didn't think. I didn't want to think. I was afraid to think and when I did think, I usually ended up crying. So, I worked until I was so tired, I collapsed.
I kept this up for the first month we were home and then I began to get a system going that allowed me free time. I didn't welcome that free time so I began to look for something to fill that time. I was setting in my rocker with Jennifer taking a bottle when I thought about Jim. He had been without me for the last almost 3 months. He hadn't said a word because of my operation and earlier because of my pregnancy. He had been celibate for way too long. While I wasn't ready to resume love making the way we wanted, I certainly thought that I could take care of Jim's needs in several very pleasant ways for him. I determined to put this plan into effect that very night.
When Jim said that he was ready for bed, I told him I would join him. We went upstairs and Jim got ready for a shower. I waited until I heard the water running and quickly shed my PJs and got into the shower with him. He was surprised, but pleasantly I thought. He said, "What are you doing? The doctor said we couldn't have sex for another 5 weeks." I replied with a smile, "He said we couldn't have intercourse for another 5 weeks, he didn't say anything about this." With that, I dropped to my knees and took his flaccid penis into my warm willing mouth. It didn't take very long before he was as hard as I had ever seen him. He leaned back against the shower wall and signed a deep contented sigh. I looked up at him as I began to slide my mouth up and down his hard shaft, swirling my tongue around the head as I almost came off of his cock. I would then close my lips and move back down the shaft, all the time caressing his balls. I did this for only about 5 minutes when he groaned and let me know that he was ready. I sucked harder and put my arms around his hips to pull him into my mouth. I looked up at his face as he began to fuck my mouth. He was in another world and I was so glad that it was me that sent him there. I held him as tight as I could and encouraged him to cum. He did with a blast that took me by surprise. There was so much and it lasted so long, that I knew he had been missing me for way too long.
He looked down at me and said, "I really love you, did you know that?" I just smiled and continued to play with his now deflated penis. "I really love you too and I just wanted to remind you of that." He pulled me to my feet and asked what I wanted. I replied that I was content and wanted only to please him until I was ready to resume lovemaking. He knew that I never liked to have him go down on me so he didn't suggest it and I didn't want him to do it. He tried to use his hand but I discouraged him with a smile. "We can do this whenever you want to and I want you to tell me when you need me. I have more things we can try so don't be shy." He looked so happy, I almost cried. I was happy again for a brief moment. Before the reality returned.
Things began to get better over the next few months. We were able to resume lovemaking and Jennifer continued to develop without any problems. We were getting into a rhythm as a family of three and things seemed to be settling down. I was able to forget for longer periods of time and I hoped that, as time passed, I would eventually forget for good. Fat chance, but one can hope. All was good until one time when Jennifer was six months old. I was not feeling well so Jim said he would take Jennifer to see John, her pediatrician. John was a good friend of Jim's so I knew he would have no problems. I didn't even think much about it until Jim came home and told me everything was OK, but that John had taken blood to confirm. I suddenly remembered what I had Sally do to the blood type records. I almost panicked until I remembered that Jim had never even looked at the record so he had no idea of her blood type. I doubted that Jim would even check that so I finally relaxed. When John called, I chatted with him for a while and nothing seemed amiss so I felt that he hadn't noticed anything wrong with the blood testing. Jim didn't seem to suspect anything as time progressed so I gradually began to think life would go on.
Jim
After Molly took Jennifer up to bed, I called Tiny on his cell and gave him the news about the blood test.
He said, "Damn, I was hoping that it wasn't true. Like I said though, boss man, you don't do anything to Molly until we have more info."
I told him that I would never hurt Molly regardless of what she did. He told me he knew that, but he didn't want me to make any decisions until things calmed down. It was clear that he really loved Molly and Jennifer as though they were his own and I was as important to him as his own father. I assured him that I would wait while he got things moving. He said he had already contacted his friend and gotten him started.
In the meantime, I wasn't sure how I was going to live with Molly as though everything was all right. She certainly knew the truth but didn't have enough respect for me or our marriage to be honest enough to tell me. Why had she kept this from me? Was she still seeing this Ron character? How long had she been cheating on me with this guy? Every time I traveled? Maybe during the day when she was at work, or after her shift when she told me she was working a few hours over. I certainly didn't know anything about him and she never gave me any indication that she was unhappy with me or with our lovemaking.
What I wanted to do was to confront her immediately with her infidelity and have it out. I was all set to do just that when it suddenly occurred to me that I could possibly loose more than a wife. What if she decided that she was going to take Jennifer away from me with the support of the real father? What if I couldn't even see her or visit her once we had divorced? That would kill me, even after only 6 months with her. I knew I could never give her up and I decided then and there that I would do everything in my power to keep her. If that meant living a lie with Molly, so be it.
Over the next several days, I continued to avoid intimate contact with Molly while waiting for word from Tiny and his investigator friend. It was made much easier by only having to see her in the evenings when I could spend most of my time with the baby. Molly was usually tired when I finally got home so she had no problem with my spending time with Jennifer giving her time to relax. Bedtime was also no problem with her being exhausted. In this way, I passed the next week waiting for information.
Finally one evening about a week after we had first talked about finding out more information, Tiny called and asked me to meet him at the shop. I agreed and told Molly that I had to go to the shop for about an hour but would be home before 9. She hardly noticed so I left. When I arrived at the downtown cycle shop where I had begun my business venture almost 7 years ago, Tiny was there with a tall, black man almost as big as Tiny. He introduced him as Woody Tree, a private investigator.
My first comment was "You're kidding with the name, right?"
The big guy looked at me with no sign of a smile and said "No."
That was all. I dropped it right then and said with great respect, "Sorry Mr. Tree, what do you have for me?"
Woody proceeded to give me note and verse on Ron Davis. Most of the information was about him and his personal affairs, his wife and children, where they lived, how long they had been married and all of the personal stuff. He had pictures of each person he mentioned and a complete dossier on each. He also gave me the information on Ron Davis and the company he owned. He said that he called on the hospital where Molly worked about once every 6 weeks and dealt directly with Molly for resupply of the department disposable medical supplies. He had discretely talked with several nurses and found who liked Molly and who didn't. He spoke with the ones who didn't and got the strong impression that most of the nurses knew about Molly's affair with Mr. Davis.
He also discovered that the affair had been ongoing for over two years, but also got the distinct impression that things had cooled off over the last year. He said that he was working on a more complete timetable but that this was the essence of what he had found.
I asked him if he had any information on Mr. Davis that might help to put some pressure on him. Woody just smiled and handed me a folder that contained the names and addresses and phone numbers of seven women who Mr. Davis was currently having affairs with. I asked him how he came by the information.
He replied, "I gave you what you wanted cause Tiny asked me to help. I won't ask what you intend to do so don't you ask me how I do what I do, OK?"
"OK" I agreed.
I then asked him if he would make it a point to continue to keep a watch on Ron Davis and just let me know if he and Molly ever made contact. If not, no notice was necessary. I told him that Tiny would take care of the cost and that cost was not an object. Woody said the cost was the cost and that was all there was to it. But, he agreed and said that he would do that as requested. I thanked him and he left.
Tiny and I sat and talked for some time that evening and he finally convinced me that we needed to go out and have a drink before I went home. He wanted to be sure that I calmed down so that I could control myself. I thought he had a good idea and we ended up completely sloshed. I finally decided to call Molly and leave word that I was going to stay at the shop since I had had a few too many with a new client. She didn't answer so I left the message on the machine. Too damn bad if she didn't like me staying out. At least I was not cheating on her, even though I was investigating her. Not the same thing.
Molly
Jim has been very moody since the day he took Jennifer to the pediatrician. I did worry but he didn't say anything to suggest that he was suspicious. I still wondered what was bothering him but decided that he would tell me when he thought the time was right.
The phone call the other night saying that he was staying out since he had too much to drink was quite disturbing, since Jim rarely gets that drunk. He drinks when he is with others, or when he is depressed or anxious, but he always switched to coke or 7 UP after a few. He knows I don't like it when he is drunk and don't want him around the baby that way. I wasn't sure why he was drinking this time but chalked it up to his moodiness over the past few weeks.
I wondered then for the hundredth time whether I should tell Jim the truth. I had told Ron that we were through the next time I saw him after that time he had almost raped me when I was off the pill, and that I wanted him to work with one of the other nurses. We saw very little of each other after that up until the time I quit. Ron showed up at the going away party and we barely spoke. He tried to get my attention but I moved away every time he got close. He finally figured out that I did not want to talk to him so he finally gave up.
I finally did talk with Ron one day on the phone and told him the truth about the baby. I also told him that I would tell his wife about us if he made any attempt to talk to Jim or to see the baby. I said that my marriage was the most important thing in my life and that I had done enough to screw it up. I told him that I simply prayed that I could get past it and that he was not needed in my world any longer. He argued that the baby was his and he had a right to see her and be in her life, but I told him angrily that that was never going to happen. We ended the discussion with a threat on my part and a reluctant promise from him. I hoped this was the end of that chapter of my life.
Over the next few months, I sensed a distance between Jim and me that I couldn't explain and that he would never admit to. I asked him about it on several occasions but he just said that he was working too hard or that he had things at work that were worrying him. I tried to actively seduce him on several occasions but he was not interested. That scared me and I began to suspect that he knew something.
In desperation, I suggested that he think about retiring or selling the business, but he said he had no desire to do either, since the business was what kept him going. I said with a pout, "I thought I was what kept you going." He gave me the strangest look but finally smiled and said that I was right and that he had the greatest family a man could ask for. That look bothered me for the rest of the evening, but I eventually forgot about it with the demands of a small daughter.
Jim
I stewed about the information I had on Ron Davis. I didn't know how I wanted to handle it but knew that I had to do something. I talked with Tiny and Ali and stewed some more. I know that Molly suspected something was bothering me but I kept giving her the story about work and clients and anything else I could blame. I lived for my daughter and I still loved my wife but I knew now that I could no longer trust her or believe in her. The hole that left in my ego was a huge void that I tried to fill with work and my daughter. Molly continued to be the loving wife and tried to get me to confide in her but I couldn't take the chance of losing my daughter in a pissing contest. Something had to give.
I finally formed a plan that I thought might give me all the advantages I needed in dealing with this whole situation. I talked with an attorney that I retained for my business interests and he said he could handle what I wanted. I told him to expedite it and let me know when all was ready. One morning about a week later, I called Tiny and Ali and told them to meet me at the shop. I told them that Mr. Davis and I had to talk and I wanted some muscle to help me convince him to do things my way. If my plan worked, I would no longer have to worry about Ron and my wife and wouldn't have to worry about losing my daughter if it came to divorce.
I called Woody Tree and asked him to find out where Mr. Ron Davis would be this afternoon about 1:30. He called me back 5 minutes later with an address. He said that Davis would be there for most of the afternoon. I was going to ask him how he did that so fast, but remembered our earlier conversation and simply said thanks. Tiny and Ali showed up about then and I briefed them on my plan. They were all for it.
At 1:30, I knocked on the door to Mr. Davis' office at his place of business. He had no secretary so I had just wandered in and asked the first person I saw where he was. They showed me the way without hesitation.
"Come in."
I entered a small, cramped office without windows. Tiny and Ali were behind me, and the three of us sort of made a crowd. No matter, since I did not plan to remain there any longer than necessary.
"Please allow me to introduce myself. My name is Jim Morrison. I believe you know my wife Molly Morrison very intimately." I continued pleasantly, "I would like to talk with you a while and say some things that I feel need to be said. I would appreciate if you would just keep your fucking mouth shut while I am talking."
I looked at him and waited for a response. He kept looking at Tiny and Ali and then back to me with a frightened look on his face. I liked that. Since I am 6' 4" in my stocking feet and weigh in at just over 260 pounds, I think that the sight of Tiny and I, backed up by a bull like Ali was enough to frighten most people if we weren't smiling. I wasn't smiling.
He finally looked at me and said, "I don't know what you want from me. I know your wife from the hospital. She does business with me but that's all."
He hesitated and finally decided to try to bluff it out. "I want you and your 'friends' to leave my office or I will call the police."
I looked at Tiny and Ali and said, "He wants the police. Why don't you convince him that this is not a good idea?"
At that, both moved around me and behind the desk where Ron Davis was setting. Ali put a ham hand on Ron's shoulder and applied just a little pressure. I could see Mr. Davis wince and begin to squirm. Tiny put a hand on the other shoulder and Mr. Davis immediately stopped moving. He just sat there sweating.
He looked up at me and said very quietly, "I don't think we need the police."
I smiled at him, sat down in the only chair in the office and began.
"Here is the deal I want to propose. You will sign these forms I happen to have with me, have your office girl notarize them, and we will be almost finished with each other. The first is a waiver of parental rights to my daughter, Jennifer. In case you didn't know, you are the biological father. That should take care of the "just business" claim that you made about your relationship with my wife.
The second document is an agreement to permit me to adopt Jennifer as my daughter. This, with the waiver of parental rights, will take you completely out of the picture. That is important to me and I insist that you agree to these terms.
In return, I will agree not to send the following information to your wife."
With that, I handed him a sheet of paper with the biological results showing him to be Jennifer's biological father, Molly's name and address and phone number, as well as a list Woody had given me of the other women he was having relations with.
Ron Davis looked at the list and slumped down, completely defeated. He said, "Please, whatever you want. Please don't tell my wife about this. I have three daughters that I love. I don't want to hurt them. Just because I screwed up, please don't destroy their lives."
I looked at him in disgust. This was the scum that Molly had cheated on me for. This was the SOB that was Jennifer's biological father. This was the scum that I wanted to kill. However, killing him would probably mean that I wouldn't be there for my daughter. He wasn't worth it.
I continued, "Here is the rest of the proposal. First, you will never see Molly again. I mean it. If you need to do business in the hospital, you send someone else. If you see her on the street, run like hell. If she calls you on the phone, hang up. Nothing else is acceptable. I will have you watched around the clock. If you fuck this up, you are dead."
"Second, I would suggest you sell your business and move out of the state. As long as you are here in Ohio, I may have reason to change my mind. If I change my mind, you are dead. I think 3 months should be long enough to find a buyer and make the deal. I know this seems harsh, but it is what I want."
I looked to Tiny and Ali. "These two gentlemen will be in contact with you over the next couple of months just to be sure we are all proceeding as planned."
Tiny and Ali smiled and squeezed their respective shoulders again to remind Ron that they were still there.
"Do we have a deal?"
"Yes, we have a deal. Give me the papers and I will call in the notary"
Once he had signed the papers, notarized them and given me the originals, I signaled Tiny and Ali to leave. I wanted one more minute with Mr. Davis.
After they had gone, I asked Ron for some details of their affair. He was willing to give me what I wanted and after 15 minutes of his talking and my listening with occasional questions, I finally left.



I never talked to or saw him again. Tiny conducted all further business with Ron Davis from that point on. At least I knew that Molly would not be meeting or talking with him from that day on. I also knew that Jennifer was safely mine since I had Molly's signature on the adoption papers already. She didn't even know she had signed it and I had no intention of telling her. My attorney would file the papers the next day.
Now, all I had to do was decide what to do about my marriage. At least now I could do it without the added pressure of losing my daughter. After all, I had the biological father's permission to adopt and Molly's infidelity would give me the lever I needed in divorce proceedings, should they come about. I was finally able to relax and think about my problem carefully and without fear.
Molly
Jim came home yesterday looking more relaxed and was considerably more fun to be around than he had been in several weeks. I asked him if every thing had gone his way finally, and he just smiled.
He said, "You wouldn't believe it if I told you. Let's just say, I now feel like I have control of my life back where it belongs."
I certainly was happy with his new attitude. I think I felt for the first time as if we were going to be OK. I know I had been under considerable strain thinking the worst and waiting for the shoe to fall, but it appeared that everything would be fine. I said a small prayer and continued my quest to be the best wife and mother I could be. In this way, I would try to make up for my mistakes and work to make my marriage as solid as it could be.
Jim
I decided finally that I still loved Molly and that the information Ron Davis had given me was enough to allow me to go on. There was no way I could conceive of a life where Molly was not in it. She and Jennifer were my life and without either one of them, I could not be complete. I don't think I ever forgave her but she was a good wife and mother and I allowed myself to forget. She never gave me a reason to doubt her then or at anytime in our marriage, even though I reminded myself that she had done just that.
We went forward from that day on and our life was good. We both loved Jennifer and when I found myself remembering the past, I just worked harder, or played with Jennifer, or took my wife out to a nice dinner and tried to forget. We had a good love life with Molly doing things for me she had never done before. She was willing to try anything I suggested and never complained about anything I asked her to do. I never pushed her in this regard, but it certainly was pleasant. She seemed to enjoy it as well.
I knew that part of it was guilt on her part, but it also seemed very real and, I hoped it was. I hoped that in this way, we could both forget her experiences with Ron Davis. I knew, from my discussion with him, that their assignations were never very long or their sex very original. He actually said that he always felt Molly used him more for the sex than he ever used her. She wanted vaginal sex only and never participated in oral sex. He said that this frustrated him but she would not even consider it. I believed that this was what led her to try other things with me; a desire to put her sex with Ron into the background and to make her memories with me totally different in that regard.
Our lives continued until a week before Jennifer turned 18.
Molly
After that day that Jim said things finally went his way, our lives returned to normal and we enjoyed each other and our daughter. In fact, we did things we had never done, went places we had never been and tried things in the bedroom that were new and different. I never denied Jim anything in our sex life and he never asked for things I wouldn't want to do. The variety we did have was enough to make for truly great lovemaking. I loved making love with my husband and enjoyed making him happy.
Our lives continued until one day, just before Jennifer's 18th birthday, Ron Davis called me at home to tell me that he was in Cleveland and wanted to see me. I refused and slammed the phone down. I was shaking and began to cry. I thought this was over and that I wouldn't have to face the reality of Jennifer's conception. Jennifer was an adult and would be leaving for school. It was now unlikely that Jim would ever have to know and I had fooled myself into believing that it was over. Damn him!
He called again the next day and said that he would continue to call me until I agreed to see him. He only wanted to talk to me and discuss Jennifer. I finally listened to him and agreed to meet him. He told me where he was staying and I arranged to meet him the next day, Monday.
I collected some pictures, a couple of videos of earlier birthday parties and some other things to show him. I was never going to allow him to see her or meet her or talk to her. I would take steps to prevent him from doing anything to have Jim find out the truth. I was even thinking of something desperate like getting one of our friends to rough him up or even to kill him if it came to that. I knew all of Jim's friends and could get them to take care of a 'problem' for me without Jim knowing. I could probably get Tiny to do it for me. Killing may seem extreme, but it was in my mind and I would have no trouble getting someone to do it if it was going to threaten my family. I had already made up my mind that I could go through with it if Ron refused to do as I said.
My thoughts were going in all different directions as I planned to meet Ron at the motel. I finally calmed down enough to drive to the motel and to find the room number that he had given me. It was almost like it used to be when he and I would meet for a quickie when he was in town. I remembered those times with a sick feeling in the pit of my stomach. God, what a fool I was then. But today, I had a different meeting in mind. I was able to finally get my stomach under control and went to the room.
Ron answered the door with my knock and reached to give me a welcome hug and kiss. I slapped his hands away and told him that this was not a pleasure trip so to back off! He looked shocked but did as I asked. He stood aside as I entered.
The first thing I said to him was that I would tolerate nothing from him and if he even tried to do anything or suggested anything I would leave. He backed away and sat down in one of the chairs at the table in the small, dingy room. He agreed without any argument.
I spent the next hour telling Ron about Jennifer. I relaxed and just let my love for her flow into words. He listened and only asked a few questions. I told him of her accomplishments and her love for both of us. I made sure that I told him of her devotion to Jim and her love for him. I let him know that I would not permit anything or anybody to come between Jennifer and her father. I reminded him of Jim's business and the
contacts I had with many unsavory characters. I asked him if he understood what I was saying. He nodded yes.
I showed him some pictures of Jennifer with her friends and with Jim and I. I also played some videos of earlier birthday parties so that he could get an idea of her vitality and her joy for life. Again, I reminded him that all of that came not from him, but from Jim. As I played the videos and showed him the pictures, he became very sad. I know that he was seeing a daughter that he had no chance of ever knowing or sharing a life with. However, I had no sympathy for him since he had a family of his own that he turned his back on every time he was with me.
As I was ready to leave, I told him that he was not to contact Jennifer in any way at any time unless I told him it was OK. I told him that Jim did not know about him and that Jim had no idea that he was not Jennifer's biological father. I would not permit him to interfere in our lives unless I could assure myself that Jim would not be hurt. He finally agreed but said that he would be in town for another week and to call if anything changed. I left and never looked back.
As I drove home, I told myself that I was not going to allow Ron to enter our lives at any point. Things were good at home and Jennifer was going to school in the fall. Maybe I could find some way for Ron to see her at some time in the future without Jim knowing anything. I wasn't sure how to arrange it with Jennifer but that was for later. I had no plans to tell Jim about Ron at that time and I doubted that I ever would unless somehow forced to change my mind. Why hurt him if it wasn't necessary? It was a painful time in my life and it could only make him unhappy and ruin what had been 17 wonderful years as a family. I could not see how confessing to a 17 year lie was going to do anyone any good. I had learned to live with it and I would carry the burden to my grave if fate were kind. There was no reason to impose that burden on anyone else.
I forgot about Ron as I thought ahead to Jennifer's upcoming birthday party and the after prom party and the other things that made up my life; a life that I loved and would not give up without a fight.
Jim
I had forgotten that I had put Woody Tree on an annual retainer and that Tiny was making sure that Woody was keeping an eye on Ron Davis. Apparently Tiny had Woody give him an update once every couple of months for the first year or so and then a yearly report after that. Woody had put a contact out with someone he knew in the town where Ron Davis lived now. He followed his life via tracers on his home phone and his credit cards. Apparently, he still had most of the same cards he used for travel. Woody knew every time he came to Cleveland and always let Tiny know. Tiny usually made it a point to follow Ron for awhile when he came to town, probably hoping Ron would make a mistake and try to contact Molly. Never happened, until a week before Jennifer's birthday.
When Woody let Tiny know that Ron was in town, Tiny followed him to the Holiday Inn. Tiny put a trace on him from the time he checked in. He was taking a turn watching the room when he saw Molly's car pull in and Molly get out. He perked up right away and watched to see where she went. Sure enough, she went to Ron's room and knocked on the door. He saw Ron open the door and reach to kiss Molly. He watched as she slapped his had away and had a glimmer of hope. His hope died after he waited for Molly to reappear. It wasn't until almost 2 hours later that she came out. She got into her car and left. He did not see Ron come out so he finally left.
Tiny gave me the news of what he had seen with tears in his eyes. He said that he didn't know what went on in the room, but that Molly had remained there for over 2 hours. He told me she left and that he didn't see Ron come out of the room for over an hour after that.
"What are you going to do, boss man?" Tiny was worried that I was going to do something foolish and he did not want that to happen. He looked at me hard and said, "Remember you have a daughter that needs you and a wife that loves you regardless of what she may have done."
"I have no idea of what I am going to do. I know that I will have to tell Jennifer about Ron Davis and who he is. I also know that I can't live with Molly any longer if she is still involved with that piece of shit."
I wondered if I even had a marriage any longer. If not, I had no idea of how I was going to live without Molly. It's strange how you can love someone so much that they control your life with their actions. They can make you happy and they can destroy you without even knowing it. Molly was my life and I had put her infidelity aside 17 years ago and had learned to live again. She had been my joy and my strength for all of those years. She had been my partner in building a life for Jennifer and us that was full of joy and laughter. She had never let me down in all those years. I would have bet my life on her love for me.
It appeared that might have been a bad bet.
I decided that I needed to make some plans. I took the information that I had kept all these years to my attorney and laid out the whole sordid story for him. He wanted to know what my plans were and I told him that I wanted to move to divorce Molly now that Jennifer was of age. I wanted to do so in an amicable way so that there would be no bitterness due to the conditions of the divorce. I told him Jennifer was already taken care of and needed nothing from us at this point. He said that all would be ready by the end of the week. Jennifer's birthday was Friday.
I also put all of the information about Ron Davis on paper, made copies of the adoption papers and parental rights waiver and put all of those into a folder for Jennifer. I checked on the investment and had that changed over to Jennifer's control. That was something that Molly knew about and had agreed to.
I was ready for Jennifer's 18th birthday, or was it to be the end of my life as I knew it to be then. I did not know what Jennifer would say when she found out that I was not her natural father and what she would say about her mother's infidelity. I may find that she would come to hate me for doing what I was going to do. It was a risk that I had to take for my own sanity. Only time would tell.
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Jennifer.
After dad left, I sat at the table and tried to make sense of all that I had heard that evening. It was clear that mom knew about my biological father and that she didn't know that dad knew. I wondered how long he had known and why mom didn't tell him. Why would she have cheated on dad so long ago? It seems like it was just after they were married and they should have still been madly in love. At least that's what I would have thought. It also seemed like mom loved dad with all her heart from what I knew having watched them together, heard her talk to him and about him with her friends and the way she treated him when they were together. I had never ever suspected that there was any trouble between them.
I knew what I wanted to do. I called Tiny and asked him to pick me up early the next morning. He asked me if we were going car shopping and I told him we were going to meet my biological father! Damned if he didn't already know about him.
He said, "Well, I guess boss man told you about him, huh, TW?"
I said. "Well it appears he told you about it some time ago. How long have you known or is it a widely known secret? Was I the only one that didn't know?"
"Hell, no it isn't. Only you now, me and Ali and your dad know. And, of course, little momma. He told us back when he first found out and we was with him when he went to talk to that Ron guy."
Tiny appeared to be relieved to talk about it to me and he wanted to know what we were going to do. He said that he didn't think beating him up or killing him was going to go over with dad.
I told him I just wanted to talk to him to try to get the whole story out of him.
"I have no desire to get to know him or anything, but I need the truth about what happened 18 or 19 years ago. I want to meet the guy in the motel restaurant and I want to go in initially alone. After I get in and meet with the guy, I want you and Ali to come in and set down across from us."
He agreed and said they would pick me up at 8:00 AM.
Rather than confront mom tonight, I packed an overnight bag and went to my best friend Becky's house for the night. She was glad to put me up and didn't press me on what was up. I did tell her about the car and the account mom and dad had given me but I stopped there. I just told her that mom and I had a little disagreement and rather than say something stupid, I thought that maybe I should cool down away from home for the night. I told her that dad had left on business and would be gone for a while.
She was cool and I enjoyed telling her about the car. The account blew her mind but she said we were rich anyway, so this was just my due. I laughed with her and felt somewhat better.
I called the number on the envelope dad had given me and asked to be connected with Mr. Ron Davis. The clerk put my call through and Ron answered. I told him who I was and that I would like to meet him tomorrow morning at about 8:15 in the restaurant at the Holiday Inn where he was staying. He quickly agreed, asking me if my dad knew I was calling him. I told him that he was the one that gave me the number where he was staying. He was quite surprised and stuttered a little before saying he would be waiting for me in the restaurant. I suggested he leave his name with the waitress since I wouldn't recognize him. He agreed.
All was set for tomorrow. I called dad and talked to him for a while, but didn't tell him what I was up to. I just told him that Tiny and Ali were picking me up tomorrow morning as planned and that I would call him later to tell him what I was up to.
He asked how mom was and I told him I was staying with Becky tonight. He asked if that was a good idea considering that mom may need some support tonight. I told him that I did not think it would be a good idea for me to talk to mom as angry with her as I was. He finally agreed and asked if I had let her know where I was. I told him no, but that I would call as soon as I hung up. I did, she didn't answer, so I left a message letting her know where I was. That was all I was willing to do tonight.
Right at 8:00, Tiny and Ali pulled up to Becky's house. Ali knocked on the door and Becky answered.
"Hi, Ali. How you doing?"
Ali reached down and grabbed Becky around the waist and lifted her up and gave her a big wet kiss on the forehead.
"How's my number two girl, this morning?"
Becky giggled like a little girl and said, "Put me down, you big gorilla!" "Jen! your ride is here. Go get that car and come take me for a ride to meet some cool guys. Not that you aren't cool Ali, but you are a little too old for me."
Ali just smiled at her with real affection. He liked Becky and knew that Jennifer loved her like a sister. That was good enough for him.
"Ready to go, TW?" he asked when Jennifer came down the stairs.
When I piled into the back seat of the modified Ford F-250 that Tiny always drove, we were off to the motel. It only took about 10 minutes to get there so I was right on time. I went over the plan with the two guys and told them to come in once I was seated with Ron Davis. I didn't want them to do anything but I knew he would recognize them and hopefully tell me the truth about what I needed to know. They agreed and thought the whole thing was kind of amusing.
"He'll probably crap in his drawers", Tiny said.
Ali said that he would be glad to help shake the crap out of him, but wouldn't do anything unless TW said it was OK.
I walked into the restaurant just at 8:15. A man was standing just inside the entrance and he immediately asked if I was Jennifer? I said yes, and he introduced himself as Ron Davis. He held out a hand and I reluctantly took it in mine for a very brief handshake. I didn't want to touch him but I felt it would be rude to ignore his outstretched hand.
The waitress seated us at a table near the window and I looked out to find Tiny waiting in the truck. I held up 5 fingers and he nodded. I turned to survey this man setting across from me whose genetic material made up half of me.
I wasn't impressed. He was good looking in a dark sort of way and was about her dad's age. He was shorter than I imagined him to be and he didn't look like he kept himself in good shape. Overall, I was disappointed. I had expected anyone my mother had had an affair with to be someone special. Compared to dad, this guy was a looser! I suddenly felt better about what I had come to do.
"Well, I had seen pictures of you, but you are quite a beautiful young woman", he began.
"I wanted to see you, but your mother asked me not to contact you or call you when we met Monday. I guess she changed her mind and told your dad that I was in town?" He asked this with a small smirk on his face.
"I don't know what my mom told you and she didn't talk to my dad about you. She didn't even know that he knew about you. Dad gave me your number at your home and here at the motel. He knew you were here and has known since you came into town."
As I told him this, he looked sick and his face became very pale. The smirk left his face as I told him dad knew he was in town.
"The agreement I made with your dad was that I not contact you until you were an adult. I believe that was yesterday?" He seemed nervous and jumpy.
I told him that dad had also told me that when I was 18, it was my choice to contact him if I wanted to. At this, he relaxed a little.
At that moment, Tiny and Ali walked up to the table.
Tiny said, "Hey, TW, nice to see you here. Who's the creep you're setting with?"
He turned to Ali and said, "Doesn't he look like that piece of shit we ran out of town some time back?"
Ali just looked at Ron and smiled that evil little smile he uses when he wants to scare some poor slob.
This was getting out of hand quickly, so I said to Tiny, "Uncle Ramon, you promised to just sit over there and not interfere. Please, you and Uncle Alular go sit down and let me talk to this guy."
Ali took Tiny by the shoulder and told him that they had promised TW to behave. They moved over to the counter and sat facing us.
During this exchange, Ron Davis tried to be as inconspicuous as possible. There was no question he was afraid of these two guys. He watched as they moved away.
He asked, "Why did you call those guys Uncle? They are just a couple of thugs that work for your dad. I had words with them 18 years ago and I never wanted to see them again. I think you should be very careful of who you associate with."
I just stared at him. I replied, "These two thugs as you call them are my friends and have been as long as I remember. They are here at my request and will not interfere as long as you and I have something to talk about. I have some questions to ask you about your relationship with my mother and what really happened. If you won't tell me the truth about you and my mother, I will tell them that I don't like you and that they can have you to play with."
I smiled at him as I said this. I continued, "You may be my biological father, but I am my real father's daughter. I like those thugs and others like them. I don't mind a little working over if it gets me what I want. I also would not hesitate to have them take you away somewhere and never have to see you again. My family is in crisis because of you and my dad has left my mother because of you and I may loose the family that I have loved for all of my 18 years because of you. I don't know you but I already hate you. So just look at those two thugs sitting over there and answer my questions!"
My face had gotten red and I was breathless when I finished. Tiny and Ali had risen and were watching me as I raised my hand to motion them back to their seats.
Ron Davis stared at me as if I had lost my mind. He said that he had nothing to do with my dad leaving my mother and there was no reason for me to hate him since he had done nothing wrong. He hadn't seen or contacted my mother since he left 17 years ago and just wanted to see me to see how I had turned out and to try to establish some contact with 'the daughter he never saw'. He said that he only left because my dad threatened him with his life and made it impossible to stay around, as he wanted. He said that what happened between mom and him was over long ago and had nothing to do with their relationship now. If they had problems, he said, it had nothing to do with him.
I was really angry now. I let him have it.
"One thing my dad always taught me was to respect the people I came in contact with until they gave me reason not to. You lost my respect when you chose not to respect the marriage that mom and dad had. She may have allowed it but you knew what you were doing and did it anyway. When you did, you disrespected dad, mom and me. Also, when you left, it was not because you wanted to, you left because you were a coward. You were afraid to face the consequences of your actions and left to save your own marriage. You shit on my dad's marriage by your actions with my mother, but ran like a frightened dog when you thought your wife might find out about your cheating. You are a coward and a cheater!"
I calmed down a little after blowing off steam at him and finally said, "I need to know just what happened 18 years ago. How did this happen and where was my dad at the time? Did you cheat with mom under his nose? Did mom and you sleep together in my dad's bed? What this just a cheap fuck to show my dad who the best man was? Did mom enjoy it? Were you both laughing at him while you made me?"
With this, I began to sob and put my head down on the table. Ali came over and slid in the booth beside me and put his arm around me while he glared at Ron Davis. Ron just stared at me and at Ali with a sad look that said volumes. He said nothing while I cried into Ali's chest.
He finally asked Ali to return to his seat.
He said, "I'll tell her what she has to know and I have no intention of hurting her any more that the truth will allow. She wants to know and she needs to know."
Ali nodded and went back to the counter with Tiny. They both watched me with tears in their eyes. They also knew I had to know the truth.
"Your mother and I began our affair over 2 years before she met your father. I was married and your mother knew it. She and I met about every 6-8 weeks once or twice and had sex. It was nothing else. She did not like to date and was usually too busy to have any kind of social life. I was traveling most of the time and was away from my wife for weeks at a time. This was more a matter of convenience for both of us and nothing more. There was no love or even much affection. We rarely spoke much other than about business and Molly wouldn't do any more and wouldn't meet me anytime except when I was in town. She always asked me about my wife and whether she knew anything about my actions and always seemed sad when I said that she knew nothing. But, she was still willing to continue the affair."
"Things changed after she met your father in the hospital. She began to put me off when I came to town and cancelled all meetings after work. We did get together once or twice when your dad was traveling and had been gone for several weeks but that was before they were married. I would say we had sex only once after she met him and that was early on in the relationship." He paused and asked me how I was doing. I said that I was fine and for him to go on.
"After your mom and dad were married, we met but there was no sex. I continued to try to persuade her when I came to the hospital, but she always declined and told me that it was over. She was serious and I came to accept it. I continued to make suggestions and to try to tempt her, but to no avail. Except for one time. Your dad had been traveling for just over 2 weeks. I think he had some problems at one of the shops when a manager quit and left him high and dry. I think he was trying to fill the position and had to stay a week longer that he had planned. I came into the hospital a day earlier than I usually did. Just taking a chance, I went down to the stockroom where your mother and I usually met. She was there and I just approached her as I usually did. Just let me say that we had sex just as we had so many times before, except that this time, Molly cried when it was over. I asked her what the problem was and she said that she had promised herself that this was never going to happen again but that she was missing Jim so much and thinking of him and she didn't even realize it was me until too late. After it was over, she realized what she had done and broke down in tears. I tried to comfort her but she just told me to get out and leave her alone. She actually screamed at me. I left her there and that is the last time we ever met together again. I swear to God."
I listened as Ron told this story and I began to realize that what I had taken to be a sleazy affair between mom and her lover was not what I had imagined. If Ron was telling the truth, he and mom had only been together one time after she married dad and that one time was what made me. It also sounded as though mom regretted it immediately and ended it then. I knew that I needed to talk to mom to get the rest of that part of the story.
I turned to Ron Davis and asked, "How did dad find out about you and mom?"
He replied that he didn't really know and my dad never told him. "He just paid me a visit and told me that he knew of the affair, knew that I was your biological father, which was a total surprise to me! He told me to never ever see Molly again and suggested that I leave the city and go elsewhere. He offered to buy my business if I couldn't find a buyer, but I did. Your dad was a man of his word and didn't try to cheat or punish me other than to "encourage" me to leave Cleveland. Initially, when he came to see me, he brought those two over there with him. He let me know firmly that they would be glad to deal with me if he and I couldn't come to some kind of understanding. The look on his face scared the crap out of me. He had a look that was cold and cruel. That was when I realized that making your dad mad could be a major mistake." I sold the business and I took my family to Michigan where my wife's sister lived. We've been there ever since."
I sat quietly for a few minutes; digesting everything he had told me. I finally asked him the last question I had.
"What did you and mom do for two hours in your motel room last Monday? I need to know everything so be honest for the first time in your life."
His answer really surprised me.
"We talked about you. She had pictures she showed me, played a couple of videos of some early birthday parties, she showed me some of the awards that you had won and she talked about your life to this point. I know you are going to Miami this fall and that she and your dad have some pretty neat surprises for your birthday. She said that she would make sure I knew where you were and how to get in touch with you but that I could not see you now and I could not tell you who I was until she said it was OK. She said that Jim knew nothing about me and had no idea he wasn't your biological father.
I realized that Jim had never told her he knew about me! That was a shock, and for some reason, probably thinking of your father, I didn't tell Molly otherwise. I don't know why. It certainly wasn't because I'm a nice guy. I think I may have been thinking something along the lines of blackmail, but I didn't plan on screwing with your dad. We talked a little more about my family and my girls and then she left. She said she wanted time to talk to Jim and then she would let me know. I told her I would be in town for another week seeing some friends and she said she would contact me before I left."
Ron stopped and looked at me. "Are you OK? Is this what you wanted to know? As you can see, we did nothing wrong Monday and your mother certainly doesn't deserve what your dad is doing to her, unless he has held a grudge against her and me for the past 18 years."
"As to you", he continued, "I would like to get to know you better and maybe even have you meet your half sisters. I have three grown daughters, all married with their own kids."
I sat there as I tried to get my head around all he had told me. While it was not as bad as I had anticipated, it was still a case of infidelity and I was the constant reminder to my dad of what mom had done. I wasn't sure how I was going to fix things, but fix them I would!
"I'm OK, now, thanks to what you have told me."
I looked at him and continued, "There is no way I want to get to know you any more than I already do. I told you that I have no respect for someone who would do what you did. You showed no respect for my father by cheating with his wife. You showed no respect for my mother by continuing to pursue her even after she was married. You showed no respect for your wife or your daughters by screwing around on them for years. All in all, there is nothing about you that I want anything more to do with. Mom is a different matter: I love her and she is still my mom and married to the man I know is my real father. I will love them both forever. You will always be the man who caused me and my family a whole lot of grief. The best thing I can do for you is to let you go without any help from Tiny and Ali."
Ron considered arguing with me, but after I got up and beckoned to my guardians, he changed his mind. When Tiny and Ali were beside me, I told them that Ron was leaving to go back to Michigan tomorrow. I told them that they might want to check on him tomorrow afternoon just to be sure he got safely on his way. I looked at Ron and said, "Isn't that your plan?" He just nodded his head and looked away. With that, the three of us left the restaurant. I also left a part of my heritage behind without any regrets.



I filled Tiny and Ali in on what Ron had told me about Monday. I let them know that we were going to find my father and make him see that nothing had happened with Mom and Ron and that he had no reason to continue with the divorce.
Tiny was almost crying as I told him what I had learned. He said that he was the one that told dad about Molly meeting Ron at the motel.
He kept saying, "I screwed up. I screwed up!" over and over. "If I had not told your dad about the meeting and had just asked little momma what was up, this all wouldn't have happened."
I grabbed his hands in mine and said that he was not to blame. "Remember, mom started this 20 years ago. She began an affair with a married man for whatever reason and the result is the mess we are in right now. You did only as you felt necessary to protect my dad."
Tiny stopped crying and got himself under control. "We have got to get to your dad before he does something stupid. He won't hurt Molly but he might do something stupid to himself."
"He was pretty broken up about the whole thing."
"I've got his phone number and I can call him to meet us somewhere. You two will have to be there to make sure he listens to what I have to tell him." I looked at both of them to make sure they were with me on this.
Jim
I spent that evening after the birthday party in a suite at the downtown Marriott. It had all I needed for a few days: days I would need to begin the proceedings of ending my marriage. I had the lawyer and the papers and we would file those Monday at the courthouse. I had given Jennifer all she needed and the settlement I had proposed in the divorce petition was more than fair to Molly. She would never want for money and she could go anywhere or do anything she wished. I was pretty sure she wasn't going to go with Ron Davis as his wife might have something to say about that. Other than that, I had no idea about this woman I thought I knew as well as I knew myself.
Saturday came and went. I thought over the past 17 years with Molly and Jennifer. At no time during those years did I ever suspect Molly of having feelings for this guy she had an affair with so long ago. I would have bet my bottom dollar that she had forgotten him and that she never wanted to see him again.
I remembered my conversation with Ron Davis the one time we met. After he filled me in on their affair and what it consisted of, I believed that Molly was probably glad it was over and that the mistakes she made were behind her. Why would she ever want to go back? What did she have to gain by a last fling with that piece of shit? In his own words, she never enjoyed sex with him; it was more like masturbation using him instead of a dildo! They never experimented, they never made love, they never had oral or anal sex and they never met other than once every 6-8 weeks. What could she have been looking for that I didn't provide?
I lay back on the bed and covered my eyes with his arm. I unashamedly cried myself to sleep that way. I had no dreams and woke the next morning with no hope for a future of anything other than loneliness and sadness. I felt drained and unwilling to start the day. At that point, the phone rang.
"Hello?"
"Dad, it's me. I need to talk to you as soon as possible."
"Where are you? Do you know it isn't even 6:30 in the morning? And what do you want to talk about? I haven't talked with your mother and I haven't left the room since I got here." He was unwilling to get involved with his daughter at this point.
"Just please agree to meet with me. If you name a place, I will meet you there."
"I really don't want to see or talk to anyone for awhile. You must understand that. Can't we wait to talk until next week sometime?"
Jennifer pleaded with him until he finally agreed to meet her at the Applebee's on Broad Street at about 1:30.
He lay back on the bed and dozed until it was time to get up for breakfast. He was unable to go down to eat so he called for room service. A little more time before he had to face anyone.
Jennifer and Molly
After talking with her dad, Jennifer walked home from Becky's to see her mother. It was just 36 hours since her world had been turned upside down. She was angry with her mother, she was angry with Ron Davis and she was angry with her dad for not talking with her or with Molly before doing what he did. Damn him! That was just like him to do something fully on his own without involving them! He was always trying to protect her and mom, never thinking that they could take care of themselves.
She used the new key her mother had given her at her party Friday night to open the front door. She felt strange entering the house. It was almost like entering a stranger's home for the first time. She felt as though she didn't know the woman she had called mom for her entire life. She opened the door and entered.
Molly was standing in the entrance to the kitchen and saw and heard her daughter enter.
"Where have you been for the last two days? I was worried sick when you wouldn't talk to me. Why didn't you call me yesterday?"
Molly looked as though she hadn't slept for days. Her usually beautiful hair was tangled and dull, her face was pale and not made up, her dress was really a housecoat she used to clean and her beautiful eyes were vacant and red. She stood in the kitchen leaning on the counter.
"I had to think about all that I heard Friday night after dinner. It started out so happy and went to hell in a hand basket after that. I just couldn't believe that you had lied to dad and me for all this time. I would still not believe it if dad hadn't given me the facts and if I hadn't talked with the jerk that fathered me!"
With this last, Molly looked at if someone had slapped her. "What do you mean, you talked with him?"
"Just what I said. Yesterday I went to the same hotel you did Monday and I met and talked with Mr. Davis. I took Tiny and Ali with me so I was not in any danger." I waited for her to yell at me.
Instead, she slumped down in the chair behind her and just cried. I watched her for a minute and then went to her and just put my arms around her and held her as she cried. She finally went quiet and I sat down in the chair across the table and waited for her to say something.
"I never wanted you or your dad to find out about this. I have known since the day you were born that Jim was not your father and I promised myself that neither of you would ever find out. I did everything I could to keep it from you and I threatened Ron with his life if he ever contacted you."
"I made a promise with God that day that I would do whatever I could to make my life with you and your father as happy and as satisfying for all of us as possible. I did everything I could think of to convince Jim of my love for him and I believed I had succeeded."
"I had no idea that your father knew about it and no idea he had adopted you. Try as I might, I do not understand why he did what he did and why he never confronted me. If he had, I would have dealt with it and tried to salvage my marriage with him knowing the truth. But instead, he maintained his silence and stayed with me in spite of the fact that I had betrayed him and never trusted him enough to be honest with him."
"You may not believe this, but it would have been easier on him and on me if we had just been honest with each other so many years ago. The burden I have carried for all these years has been a terrible one. One that could hurt someone I loved with all my heart."
"The burden he carried was one that could only hurt him, since I already knew what I had done. Even in the midst of my betrayal, your father was the brave one and I was the coward."
"Now, I have lost him and a marriage I treasure. I never had the strength to be honest and it is now costing me dearly. I can only hope that you don't hate me for what I did, but if you do, I certainly understand."
I listened to my mother talk with a sadness that I hadn't felt in my 18 years. Not because of the truth, not because of what she had done, but because I knew that our family should not and could not be destroyed by something that was never planned and something that was truly regretted by mom. That she had carried that burden for all of her married life and that dad had carried the same burden, both afraid of losing what they now seemed resigned to giving up made my sadness turn to anger.
"I want you to lighten up and get dressed. We are going out and I will not accept no as an answer. I will not go with you looking like a bag lady so get dressed in something pretty and come have lunch with me. We are going to Applebee's for that Cajun steak you like so much." I stood up and held out my hand to her. She looked up at me, finally smiled and rose.
"Alright, I guess if you want me, you can have me. I don't promise to be a very good companion but I would like to have some time with you. I keep forgetting that you will be leaving soon and I won't have you around underfoot all the time." With that she went upstairs to change and clean up.
I called Tiny and told him that mom and I would be going to lunch at 1:30 as planned. He would be sure that he and Ali were outside the restaurant if I needed them. I told Tiny to keep his cell if I needed to call on them..
Molly
Molly woke up Saturday morning to find the house empty. She didn't know Jim had moved out and did not know where Jennifer was. She didn't see the message light on the phone until later in the day.
After checking the master bathroom to find that Jim's things were gone, she finally accepted the fact that he had moved out on her. He left nothing to tell her where he had gone and his cell phone was turned off. She called continuously all day and left messages but he did not respond. She understood then that he would initiate contact when and if he wanted to talk to her.
She wasn't sure what Jennifer had done, but she called Becky's house to see if she had stayed there. Becky assured her that Jennifer was fine and that she had left with Ali just about an hour ago. She thought she was going to pick out her car. Becky gushed as Molly simply listened. When she got a break, she ended the conversation and sat back in her chair with a sigh.
Now she knew that her world was ended. Her daughter was avoiding her, her husband had left her and was filing for divorce, and she had no one except herself to blame. She had cheated, she had lied, she had not had enough faith in Jim to be honest and she deserved exactly what was happening.
She spent the day alternately crying and sleeping, avoiding anything and anybody. Neither Jennifer nor Jim called. She had no idea how to contact Jim, and Jennifer apparently did not want to talk to her. She tried again at Becky's but was told that Jennifer didn't want to talk to her just now. She finally gave up. She went upstairs and climbed into bed and remained there for the rest of the day and night.
She awoke Sunday morning at dawn and went downstairs to make some coffee. She would have to try to get something going today. Maybe she should call a lawyer or call Tiny or Ali or even Tony to see if they knew of someone she could talk to.
As she contemplated her future, the front door opened and Jennifer entered.
Jim, Molly and Jennifer
Jennifer and Molly entered the restaurant just at 1:30. Jennifer had worked to set the time exactly so that there would be no chance that her dad and her mom would see each other before she had them together. She knew her dad and knew that he would be there early to wait for them. He was never late to anything.
As Jennifer looked around, she saw her dad setting at a window booth with his back to her. That was perfect. She told the waitress that she saw her party waiting and said that they would set with him. She took her mom by the hand and walked down to the booth where Jim sat waiting.
"Hi dad. Waiting for me?" Jennifer stood in front of her mother so that Jim saw only her at first.
He smiled and rose to greet her when he suddenly noticed Molly standing there. Molly was herself shocked to see him, not suspecting that her daughter had arranged this meeting. Both of them just stared at the other, not knowing what to say or do.
"Dad, mom, sit down with me." Jennifer pushed her mother into the seat across from her dad and slipped in beside her.
"Dad, if you try to leave, Tiny will just stop you. He is waiting just outside. If you look out the window, she can see I'm serious." Jennifer glared at both of them.
"There are things that need to be said and facts that need to be discussed and I will not let this go any further without a fight. I will not let my family be destroyed by a lie or by stupidity. You are both too important to me to allow that to happen." There were tears in her eyes as she said this.
"Jennifer, I don't know what I can say to make you understand that I can't live with your mother any more knowing what I know about her feelings for your biological father." Jim looked at Molly as he said this.
"See, that's what I am talking about. She has no feelings for Ron Davis and she wants nothing to do with him. Neither do I, but that is beside the point. What she did Monday is not what you think." She turned to her mother and said, "Tell him the truth for once in your life."
Molly looked at Jim before she began to speak. "The first thing you must know is that I never knew you were aware of the truth about Jennifer and Ron Davis. I behaved as I did to try to prevent you from finding out the truth. My reasons were probably not the best, but I wanted to protect both of you from the pain that the truth would cause."
" I hadn't talked to Ron Davis for over 17 years. I had believed with the silence that the truth would never have to come out and that we could go on with our lives as we had as a happy and loving family. I wanted to carry the truth with me to the grave and spare you the pain."
"When he called two weeks ago, I told him not to contact me and to leave us alone. He continued to call and said that he had no intention of leaving until he had seen and talked to 'his daughter'. I finally agreed to meet him at his hotel."
"I thought a lot of things. I thought of calling Tiny to have him killed. I thought that maybe we would be free if I could make sure he never bothered us again. I thought of you and our life and Jennifer and her future and finally decided that I would try to placate him with some pictures and stories and threaten him with disclosure to his wife and daughters if he didn't leave us alone. Killing him might come back to me and cost me the things I was trying to protect."
With the threat of killing Ron Davis, the depth of her desperation began to sink into Jim Morrison's consciousness. It was becoming apparent that Molly had tried to protect everyone by her own suffering. But he still wanted to know what had happened on that Monday at the motel.
"I went to the motel to the room number Ron had given me. He wanted to act as if nothing had changed and we could take up where we left off. I was glad because I could then let my anger take over. I slapped him as hard as I could and told him to back off. He was shaken but did move away."
"I had taken some pictures of the three of us and some videos of birthday parties. I want both of you to know that all of the pictures and videos were of all three of us. I wanted him to see you with your father and with the two of us. I wanted him to know we were a family and that he had no place in it. I told him that you were the daughter you were because of your father. Ron had nothing to do with that."
"I spent over two hours with him, but the time meant little to me. As I began to talk about you and our family over the past years, I couldn't stop. I let all of the love and respect I had for what we shared to take over and I went on until I finally ran out of words. Ron knew when I finished that he was not a part of my life and wasn't a part of yours."
"Before I left, he wanted to call you and meet you and maybe get to know you better. He even suggested that you should meet his daughters. I told him then that he would not contact you unless I told him he could. I told him that I would take action, and he knew what I meant, if he didn't do as I asked. I told him that as of that day, he was never to contact me again. I worried about what I would tell you so that if he did contact you it would not come as a total shock, but I decided I would worry about that later."
"That's the whole story. Jim, I regret not having faith in you. I regret not telling you as soon as I knew. As we grew in our marriage, I regretted not revealing the truth to you so many times. My only defense is that I mistakenly decided that if I alone carried the burden of the truth, you would be spared the pain that I knew you would feel if you found out. I now know that I was a fool. You already knew and you were suffering more by knowing that I willingly lied and misled you. My betrayal of you was magnified by my own ignorance and conceit."
"I understand the reason you want a divorce and I will not fight you on anything. I haven't read the petition you left, but whatever is in it, is fine with me."
Jennifer remained quiet during her mother's narration. She watched her father as he listened. He remained impassive, but his eyes never left her mom's face. She waited to see what he would say. She was not going to let him off the hook either. He had lied to her mother just as she had lied to him. Both were at fault and both would admit it if she had to force them to see it.
"The reason I wanted a divorce was because I thought you spent the time with that piece of scum having a sexual relationship and because I thought you were still involved with him. Are you telling me that I was wrong?" Jim looked at Molly, waiting for an answer.
"You were wrong! I never loved him and I never wanted a relationship with him. I used him at the time for sex and to avoid having to make a commitment to anyone. He was convenient, and I am ashamed to admit, that was because I knew he was married. That is a shame that I have never gotten over. The one time we had sex after we were married was once when I was thinking of you and Ron took advantage of me at a time when I was so lonely and you had been gone for so long. I didn't even realize what I was doing until it was too late."
"You remember we had decided to begin a family in July. I decided to go off the pill sooner since I had read that it might take up to 6 months after quitting to get pregnant. I didn't want to wait so I quit early. That was the time you went on that extended trip with Tony and Tiny. Ron came in early and I didn't even realize he was there. It was you I was making love with, not him."
"I have to say something", Jennifer said.
"Both of you made mistakes. Mom, you made two; the first was the affair with a married man that came back to cause all of us so much pain. The second was not being honest with dad, the man who loves you more that life itself."
"Dad, your mistake was in not confiding in mom once you found out about my paternity. You should have given her the respect of allowing her to explain herself and tell you of the circumstances, right or wrong."
"I love both of you and I will not be satisfied until we are back together. Tiny has promised to keep the two of you together until you work this out. I need to know if you are willing to try."
Jennifer waited for a response, looking fiercely at the two most important people in her life. She held her breath waiting for her dad to speak.
Jim looked at Molly and said, "There is nothing to work out. I love you more than I can say and I cannot imagine my life without you in it. I knew of the affair just after I found out about Jennifer and I knew the even Ron had no illusions about your feelings for him. He felt that you used him for the very reasons you just mentioned. He also knew that I allowed no contact with either you or Jennifer until she was 18. He almost blew that when he contacted you early."



"I don't want to proceed with the divorce. It was just hurt on my part to try to strike out to hurt you the way I thought you had hurt me. I now know that I was wrong. I'm sorry. I am also sorry that I didn't confront you when I first found out. Jennifer has reminded me that I am as much to blame as you are."
Molly simply reached out to take Jim's hand in hers and say, "I love you."
"I love you and I always have." Jim smiled at Molly and then looked to Jennifer.
"We owe you so much. Thanks for being there to save me from making a huge mistake." Jim rose and took his daughter in his arms and kissed her forehead.
"Let's go home, OK?"
The three left together to continue their life just as they had before her special day, her 18th birthday.
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My name is Grace Dawkins and I am 46 years old. I still look pretty good and I work out a lot to keep myself in good shape. I am married to Perley Dawkins, my husband of 25 years, but I have been having an affair with a young man, 20 years my junior. We met at the gym and he propositioned me and I accepted. Why? Good question. We spent this afternoon together in a motel room and I had just left. My story starts as I return to the home my husband and I shared for the past 23 years and where we raised two wonderful children.
I arrived home at just after 4:00. That would give me plenty of time to have a shower and change. I had put a roast in the oven earlier and the automatic timer should have come on about an hour ago. I could peel some potatoes and wash some carrots and put those in to bake for the last hour. By the time Perley, or Perk as I called him, came home dinner would be done and on the table.
I decided to do the potatoes and carrots before I showered and changed. I dropped my purse on the table and took my small overnight bag into the laundry. I emptied the intimate things that I wore for my young stud into a laundry basket containing my pajamas and underwear. I would start that load right after I changed.
As I began to peel the potatoes, I thought back to the pleasant afternoon just past. I had gone to the motel today to meet Jason, as I had for the last 5 Wednesdays. This time was a little strange, but probably the best of the meetings. I arrived on time at 1:30. Jason saw me through the peephole and opened the door stark naked! He grabbed my hand and pulled me into the room. He wrapped his arms around me and began to kiss me passionately! He was very excited. He kissed my lips with lots of tongue, kissed my nose, and then moved to my neck just below the ear. I began to shiver with pleasure since that is my most intense pleasure spot. He kissed over to the hollow of my throat, just below my chin and finally moved down to my cleavage.
"Unbutton your blouse. Leave it on, but unbutton it!" He stood back to watch me and I tried to make it sexy, but he was too impatient. I got the buttons undone and opened my blouse for his inspection. He growled and grabbed me again pushing my bra up over my breasts, then used his tongue to tease and nip at my nipples. He took each one between his thumb and forefinger and rolled them back and forth until they jutted out hard and firm. He then took one in his mouth and swirled his tongue around it, causing waves of desire to build in me. He did first one and then the other. By now I was shuddering with lust and desire. I reached for his erection, but he batted my hand away.
"Take off your panties. Leave your skirt on." Again, he stood back to watch. I did as he asked, wondering at this change in his behavior. He had never done this before. I removed my panties and pushed them away. He pushed me to the bed and had me lay down. He laid beside me and began to kiss me as before.
As he was kissing my breasts, he began to roughly finger me, getting me wetter than I already was. He continued this until I could take no more.
"Fuck me now, Jason. I can't stand much more of this. I'll cum on your hand if you don't put that beautiful cock into me now!" I was squirming and twisting and was so close that I could almost feel the pleasure of an orgasm.
Jason pushed my skirt up till it was bunched around my waist and pushed my legs apart with his knees. He crawled between my spread legs and took his cock in his hand.
"Hold it! Take it in your hand and put it in! Show me how much you want it!" I kind of liked this more forceful game playing. Jason held himself above me while he watched me take his cock in my hand and rub the head between my pussy lips, getting it wet and lubricated. I finally put it at the entrance to my waiting wetness and told him to push it in.
He pushed and entered me easily. I was wet and willing and ready to be fucked senseless! As he entered, I left my hand where it was and circled his cock with my thumb and forefinger while he pumped in and out of me. This gave an added intensity to our fucking that we both enjoyed. It also made him cum much sooner but that was OK for the first time.
Jason pumped into me slowly at first and then began to pump faster and faster. I wrapped my legs around his humping ass and pulled him in on every down stroke. I rose to meet him and urged him on with whispered dirty words. " Fuck me hard, you bastard. Use that cock and drive it deep inside me. I want you to fuck me as hard as you can." He loved that and I got a thrill from it as well. I got so turned on when he talked to me that way. I had never done this with Perk and I wondered how I could begin it with him.
"You like this slut? You like this hard cock pumping in and out of your juicy wet cunt? Is this what you want?" Jason kept this up as he pounded into me. I felt like a whore and loved every minute of it. "Tell me!"
"Yes, yes, yes! Fuck my cunt with your hard cock. Give it to me. Harder!" The words came so easily now after the previous times. It had been difficult at first but I began to enjoy it and it became easier and more exciting. I was learning to be a slut!
Jason pounded into me like a madman! He was like a man possessed. He came so hard that it surprised me. I held him tight to me while I felt his seed spurt into my vagina. As he spurted, I came! Wonderful. Dirty. Cheating. All feelings that made this afternoon worthwhile.
"What brought that on? I've never seen you that way before." I liked it but wondered where it had come from.
"Just some role playing. I watched a movie last night where the guy raped a girl with her clothes on. It made me hot so I wanted to try it. I didn't want to rape you or anything, but I thought the idea of screwing with clothes on was exciting."
Whatever turned him on. Since I enjoyed it, I guess I had no reason to be offended. Being treated like a rape victim was sort of kinky.
We rested for a time and began all over. This time I got undressed and Jason fucked me doggy style. He was able to last longer and he pumped into me for all he was worth. He was giving me the fucking that I had come for and I let him know I enjoyed it. Later, I gave him a blowjob while he ate me out, 69 style, and then I sucked him to get him hard again. We fucked missionary style again, this time was slow and sensuous and felt good.
At 3:30, we got dressed so that I could go home to my wifely duties and he could go to work. He worked second shift at the local steel mill. That was why we could meet in the afternoons. As for me, with my schedule, Perk never wondered where I was since I was everywhere.
I was still breathing hard after my flashback as I finished the potatoes and carrots. I put them into the roaster and set the timer for 45 minutes. I went into the laundry room and put the load of intimates into the washer. They would be done and in the dryer before Perley came home. It certainly would not do to have him see these things since I had never worn them for him. Finally, I showered and changed into a summer dress that Perley loved.
I was now the perfect housewife and my husband of 25 years would not notice anything different. I would do nothing to hurt him because I loved him more now than when I first married him. He was all that I wanted and we had raised two beautiful children together. They were out and on their own and both were very happy and successful. I had a life that I loved and would die if anything happened to ruin it. Then what was I doing? I dropped that thought like a hot potato!
I glanced at the clock and noticed that it was almost 5:15, just about the time Perk got home from work. I started to set the table and got the roast out of the oven. Everything was ready. I went in to the living room to have a drink while waiting for him to arrive. While I waited, I thought again about Jason.
I was a very busy housewife, with committee meetings, the gym and normal household chores. I had quit smoking about 3 years ago and joined the Gold's gym down the block to head off the inevitable weight gain. I went Tuesday and Fridays and loved it. I looked and felt better than at any time during our marriage and Perk commented on it all the time. I was proud of my body. As a result, our sex life had picked up considerably and Perk and I enjoyed our love making even more now that the kids had all gone.
Unfortunately, the gym is also where I met Jason.
Jason joined just last year and he began to make it a point to be there when I was. It wasn't obvious at first, but I soon noticed that he was usually there when I was and he usually took the equipment next to mine. He finally introduced himself and we began to buddy up for a lot of the exercises.
Jason began to compliment me on my appearance and condition and he made it a point to let me know that he thought I was very hot. It didn't take long till I began to look forward to being with him and for his comments. It was almost like I needed his praise to feel good. From there it didn't take long before Jason began to make suggestions about getting together. Since these suggestions made me horny, Perk enjoyed the benefits after my gym sessions.
I noticed that it was now almost 6:00 and Perk should have been home by this time. I just put it off to him being a little late due to traffic or a last minute phone call. If he didn't show by 6:30, I would have to put dinner in the oven to stay warm. He would call if he were going to be that late.
Well, to state the obvious, I finally gave in to Jason's suggestions and we met one day at the Waverly Motel, off I-95, south of town. We went there because it was in the opposite direction from every thing I was familiar with. We had sex and it was pretty great. Jason was 20 years younger that I was and he had the stamina of a 25 year old. I enjoyed his energy and enthusiasm. There was no sophistication to what we did, just raw fucking and sucking and rutting. That was totally different than what I had with Perk. I guess I wanted to see what it was like. I remember the first rush of guilt and the way I felt that evening when I was with Perley. I could hardly look him in the eye and finally pleading ill, went to bed early. I don't know if the guilt disappeared or if I just buried it deep down where I didn't have to face it. Either way, I continued what I had begun.
It was now 6:35 and Perk had not come home and had not called. I began to worry. He was never this late without a phone call. I put the roast back in the oven and called his cell phone. No answer. The service said his phone was not turned on. That was very strange. I called his office and got his voice mail. I left a message to call right away. I waited but no call. I called three times but got nothing.
I went back into the living room and thought again about today and Jason and the whole affair. That is what it was: a sleazy affair. Not love, not intimacy, not sharing, just raw sex. Why? I knew why. I just wanted to know what it was like. I had friends that were single and they talked about their love life with their current partners. I had only ever known Perley. He was my first and only. I wanted to share what they talked so much about. I did it because I could and because I wanted the same thing they had. But why had I let it continue if it was only curiosity? I had no answer. Maybe I had better find one!
I had never considered what it would do to Perk if he ever found out. That was because I was going to be sure he never did find out. No pain, no hurt and I would keep the secret close to my chest. He didn't deserve to be hurt because he had never given me any reason to cheat on him. Foolish, foolish thinking! I was old enough to know better. What is the old expression? We make plans while the gods laugh?
It was 7:15. Now I began to worry in earnest. Perk had never been this late without calling. I wondered if I should call the police? They would just tell me to wait. I wondered for the first time if he could know anything about what I was doing. Of course not! He gave no indication of ever doubting me. As I sat there, I suddenly felt a chill go down my back, like a premonition of doom. I walked into our bathroom and looked at his side of the double vanity. His things were gone! I had the first feelings of panic.
I ran to the closet where he kept his clothes. All gone! Shoes, underwear, socks and ties, gone! I looked for the suitcases, also gone. He had packed up everything and left! Why had he done this? Why in the world would he leave me without a word? That wasn't like Perley to not let me know if he was delayed or in trouble. It suddenly dawned on me: He had found out! There was no other explanation. He knew and he had left me!
What could I do? Where was he? How could I get in touch with him? I sat there in the kitchen of my suddenly empty home and felt my world slipping away. Why had I done this? For what? I was a slut and a cheat and a liar and my husband, the only person in the world that understood and loved me without reservation, had left me because of what I had done.
Now full panic set in. I had no way to reach him and no idea where he could have gone. I could only wait. I sat down at the kitchen table, set for a dinner with my husband of 25 years that was never going to happen. I broke down and cried as I looked at the empty chair. His favorite cup was at his place. The saltshaker that he kept close, even though I always nagged him about his blood pressure, set next to the centerpiece. I cried for over an hour setting in that chair. I finally got myself up and collapsed on our bed. I cried myself to sleep.
That was last Wednesday night. It was now a week later and I had not heard from my husband since he left that day. I tried his work number but his secretary coolly informed me that Mr. Dawkins was not in and had left word that his location was not to be disclosed to anyone. I talked with the kids but they just mentioned that dad had called them from work a couple of times. I didn't let them know anything was wrong.
I called the office three more times and tried to get through to him. I was refused every time. The last time I called, I was determined to get through to him.
"But I'm his wife! I have to talk to him. It's an emergency! Give me a number where he can be reached!" I yelled at this dimwit who refused to tell me where my husband had gone.
"I understand Mrs. Dawkins, but your husband said that I was not to give his location or number to anyone, including you." I could almost hear the smirk on her face over the phone.
"I am calling the police! They will make you give me the number where he is." I was going to find him if it was the last thing I did. I had to make him understand that this was nothing that we couldn't work through. It was only sex and not love. I loved him only! He had to hear that!
"That is fine with me. I will be glad to give the police a copy of the instructions Mr. Dawkins left for me." She disconnected and I sat there fuming. It was clear that Perk had no desire to talk to me and had made sure that I couldn't find him. It was easy for him since he owned the company! It was a small but very profitable software company that made modifications of existing software to customize it for specific applications. He often boasted of some of his bigger clients.
I tried to go to his office, but I couldn't get past Jerry, the security guard. He had known me for years but he told me he had strict orders not to let me in. I tried to bluff my way past him but he picked up the phone and started to call the police.
"Please Mrs. Dawkins: I'll lose my job if I let you in. I have a wife and two kids and I can't risk it. I'm sorry. You always treated me good." He was right. It was his job and I had no right to get him fired. Even though I was desperate, my own screw up was what caused this. It shouldn't cost him too.
Over the next few weeks I went through the different levels of loss: grieving, apathy, anger and finally acceptance. I now knew that Perk knew of my affair with Jason and had decided to end our marriage. I was angry with him because he would not give me a chance to explain. But then I asked myself what I could say that would explain my need for sex with someone else. I had no answer that made sense and none that would have ever satisfied me if I had caught him cheating. I finally had to accept that I had screwed up so badly that there was no way back. I was beginning to learn the price for my folly.
During the next 4 months, I heard nothing from Perk. I did, however, receive word from his attorney that a deposit would be made into our checking account every two weeks that should cover all of the necessary expenses of running the house and maintaining my life. The deposit was very generous and I was able to continue on without having to make any changes. I didn't go back to the gym, however, and I never saw Jason again. He called several times but I finally told him that we were over and not to call or try to contact me again. Too little, too late. Otherwise, things went on.
The fact that Perk had not contacted me about a divorce, and the twice-monthly deposits gave me a tiny bit of hope that maybe something might happen if I could just wait. I determined to do just that. My marriage may be over, but I would not go down without a fight!
It was 21 weeks and 3 days after Perk left me when I answered a knock on my door and found Perley standing there. My heart began to pound and the blood rushed to my head. I staggered a little and caught myself on the doorframe. I noticed that he was not smiling and looked haggard and pale.
"Perk, please come in! My God, I have been so worried about you. Where were you and why didn't you ever call me? I know that you knew what I had done but I expected you to be angry and hurt and I expected you to demand that I leave and divorce me." I was babbling and out of control. Through it all, he just stood there looking at me without expression. "Can we talk about it?"
"I wanted to talk to you but I wanted to be sure I understood my own feelings completely before I saw you. That's why I haven't called or seen you." He came into the living room and sat down on the edge of the big chair that he always used when he came home in the evening. It broke my heart to see him setting there like a visitor and not my loving husband.
"Where have you been for the last 5 months? Your secretary wouldn't give me any information and the police said that you were fine but just refused to contact me. They told me that was your right, so they couldn't do anything. You made sure that I couldn't see you at work. I have been so worried and frightened." Perk just watched me as I wrung my hands and walked back and forth in front of him,
Before he could say anything, I started. "Please let me say the things that I need to say to you before you start. I will be honest about everything even though it makes me look terrible. I have been so wrong and have done so many hateful things and I am so ashamed. I am so sorry that I hurt you and I don't know what to say to make it right." I had to get everything in before he left me again. I continued almost in a panic to get it all out.
"I cheated on you and lied to you and destroyed the beautiful life that you and I built over the past 25 years. I don't know what I was thinking when I did those hurtful things. I know that I didn't love Jason and it was only sex. I know how trite that sounds but it is true. Most of my friends are either single or divorced and they are always talking about their boyfriends. The talk always gets around to sex and they all brag about what a great lover their guy is. I never knew any man but you and I began to wonder what it would be like. Not that I was unhappy or dissatisfied with you, but just what it would be like to have another man. After a while, it became almost an obsession."



Through all of this, Perley sat and watched me as I poured it all out. He had no expression on his face that I could see and I began to get a cold, hopeless feeling. I continued. "I met Jason at the gym and he complimented me on my body and my beauty and everything. I always loved the compliments that you gave me and when Jason said the same things, I was flattered. He was so much younger than me and the fact that I could impress a young man like him was almost magic."
"Jason finally asked me to sleep with him and I agreed. I didn't even think about what it would mean or that what I was doing was wrong. The obsession was there and it took over. I told him yes and we went to the motel. I enjoyed the sex because it was different and I finally knew what the other girls were talking about. I never thought, 'this is better than Perk' or 'Jason is a better lover than Perk' or anything like that. I didn't compare you and Jason because you and I made love. Jason and I had sex. Do you see what I mean? I never thought of you because it was like a different life. I was never going to let you find out about Jason so there was no way you could be hurt. I now realize that it was unrealistic."
I stopped and looked at Perk. He still hadn't responded to anything I had said. I had to make one final attempt.
"I am so sorry about what I did and I wish I had never done it. I never meant to hurt you and I will do everything I can to make it up to you. I love you more today than ever and, if you will forgive me, I would like to begin again. I promise you that I will never let you down again. Can we get past this and go on with our life?" I had done all I could at this point. I had to know what he was thinking.
Perley looked at me with a strange expression on his face. I couldn't tell anything about what he was thinking and he had made no comments during my outpouring. I was going crazy waiting for whatever was to come.
"I can try to answer some of the questions you asked me. I am living in an apartment on the west side of town. It is fully furnished and has everything I need. I instructed my staff to tell you nothing. When the police called, I explained the situation to them and told them I was fine, but that I needed time away from you. They urged me to call you but they couldn't make me." He looked away at this last. His expression was now just a sad one.
"You say you love me more today than ever. I also love you and have always loved you more than I can put into words. You have always been my life and when the children grew and left, I counted on you more and more. I had planned to spend the rest of my life with you and was happy to do so." I was thrilled at the first words he spoke but the last sentence left me concerned.
"Your statement of loving me is difficult for me to understand since what you chose to do to me makes that statement ridiculous. You can't love someone and then do what you did. And let's be honest: you chose to do what you did and you chose to break our wedding vows and you did it voluntarily and you did it over and over. Six times, to my knowledge. That isn't love, or at least not love as I know it." At this last, I tried to interrupt him to make him see that what he said wasn't true. He waved me quiet with a disgusted look on his face.
"You can protest all you want, but you did what you did. It makes no difference what you say: only what I perceive to be true. That is a fact that you forgot. Since I am the wronged party, what I feel is important. What you feel is not!" You can explain all you want. I get to decide how I feel about it and what I want to do about it!" The anger was beginning to show itself. Maybe this was a good thing. If he could get angry, I had a chance.
"In case you were wondering, I have a good friend that is a member of the same gym that you use. He recognized you from the picture I have on my desk at work. You know, the one where you and I went to Jamaica for our second honeymoon? He was going to introduce himself, but noticed that you were spending a lot of time with a young man and that it seemed to be more than simple friendship. He was taking a shower one day after a workout and heard this young man talking to another about a hot housewife and how he was getting into her pants. He actually bragged about screwing you to his friends." Perley stopped at this point and I could see the difficulty he was having holding on to his temper. I was shocked at the thought of Jason bragging about our affair to his friends. It turned the whole thing into a cheap, dirty tryst and me into a whore.
"Once he warned me of what he suspected, I hired a private detective agency that I had used before for work related things and gave them your name and the gym where you worked out and told them the days you went there. That was all it took. They followed you and got pictures of you and your boy toy. They talked with the manager of the motel you visited and informed him that you were married to a very important man and that a sizable reward was in it if he could be sure you were assigned the 'correct room' when you had your next meetings. The clerk always gave them the room number you would be in as soon as shithead made the reservations. They put cameras in the smoke detectors and filmed you on the last three occasions. They got picture and sound."
I remembered the afternoon just past and began to realize at this time that all I had hoped was lost. I had known Perley for over 25 years and I could tell his mood. The mood he was in now was one of total defeat. I could only sit and listen and pray.
"I watched all three tapes and listened to the two of you together. I am so very sorry that I did. If I could have only known what was on them, I would have burned them and never had to endure what I am now going through. I can't forget them. I did burn the first two but the last one was the worst. I kept it even though I never watched it again. It is burned into my memory. I can hear the words you used and I can see you together." There were tears in his eyes now. It broke my heart to look at him and to know that I was the cause of the pain this decent man was in.
"The day that I left, I packed my clothes and things while you were fucking him. That was after seeing the first two videos. I hadn't seen the last one yet. I wanted time away to see if I could forgive what you had done and if my love for you could overcome my anger and pain. I wanted to see if my love could wipe away those images and those words you spoke to him. I thought that maybe I could. Then I saw the last tape; the one from that day that I left. When I watched it, I knew at that instant that I could never forgive you and that I would probably never forget your actions. All of the love for you that I have isn't enough to wipe away the images that I see in my mind every time I see you or think of you."
He rose and walked about the room. "If I don't think of you for awhile, I can have some peace. But when something happens or when I think to myself 'what would Grace say about that' or 'I can't wait to show this to Grace', the pain comes rushing back. I had to get rid of the picture of us I kept on my desk for the last 11 years because all I could see when I looked at it was you on your hands and knees while that bastard fucked you from behind. When you opened the door just a short while ago, what I saw was you fucking and sucking him. When you talk, I hear the words you used to urge him on, to fuck you harder. What I see now when I look at you is a lying, cheating bitch that ruined my life. That is what you gave me in return for 25 years of loving you." The anger was in the open now and it covered the hurt and pain. In spite of the words he used now that were designed to cut and wound me, I welcomed the change because I couldn't see his pain.
"I am filing for divorce. The last 5 months have convinced me that I can't forgive or forget. You will be well taken care of. I will continue spousal support in the amount you are now receiving. You can keep the house and contents and I will continue to make the payments for the mortgage and utilities. If you wish to sell the house, I will give you a power of attorney. If you think any of this isn't fair, have your attorney contact mine to work out the details. I do not intend to punish you in any way. I will tell the children that you and I have just decided to go our separate ways. They know we are separated. I told them that. You can tell them what you wish. I will not reveal your infidelity."
"I still love you and I wish I were a stronger man. I think maybe a better man could forgive. I can't, at least not now. I hope that you can forgive yourself since I believe that I may have been part of the reason you went elsewhere. If I had been more aware of your feelings and more a part of your life, you might not have been able to forget me so completely when it was time to make a decision that affected us as a couple. Even so, the love that I carry for you isn't enough." With this last, Perley turned to the door and left me for the last time. I didn't try to stop him because I had nothing to say that could change anything. I had lost him and that was all there was.
It is interesting that he loves me and I love him and yet we are no longer together. Those who say love conquers all must not know what they are talking about. My love for him couldn't stop me from cheating on him and our marriage. His love for me couldn't give him the strength to forgive me. All of this pain and sorrow for a cheap roll in the hay.
He is wrong about being at fault. He did nothing to justify what I did. I can't justify what I did. All I know is that I will not lie to my children or to myself any more. What I did was wrong and I now will pay the price. I hope he can go on with his life because he deserves to be happy. But for myself, there is only one man that I love and that will never change.
He did say he couldn't forgive me now. Maybe later? If he can ever forgive me, I will be here, waiting for him. If not, I will still be here, living with what I have done.
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After The Affair- Revisited
The Aftermath- Sorry no sex in this one.
It has been just over 4 years, 5 months and 15 days since my divorce from Perley Dawkins was final, but who's counting. If you don't remember me, my name is Grace Dawkins. I was the one that screwed up my life, my husband Perley's life and ruined a perfect marriage for a roll in the hay with a young stud 20 years my junior. Perley found out about it and saw some videos of our trysts. The last one was pretty graphic and I behaved like a total slut. It was too much for Perley to accept and forgive so he divorced me. I don't blame him at all. For those of you who care, Jason was later found in an alley pretty much the worse for wear. Someone had beaten him almost to death. I knew it wasn't Perley; he was too much of a gentlemen. But he did have some friends… Well, I'm not going there.
I was pretty much of a wreck for the first year or so until I got some professional help. It was nice that Perley made sure I had enough money to take care of myself since I was in no condition to work for a while. That was the way he was: no punishment and all of the money I needed to live and maintain my lifestyle. He was not the type of man to exact revenge or retribution and I was living testament to that. If anyone deserved to have been raked over the coals, it was I. I really ruined a wonderful man and a marriage that most women would die for. Stupid? Sure. No question.
I did go to a counselor for a while to see if I could figure out why I did what I did. Why would a middle-aged woman in a solid marriage with a man that she loved to death cheat on him? Why would she do something like that with a kid half her age? My lover was just barely older than my children, for God's sake!
After the counseling, I still had no idea why I did it. The counselor finally concluded that I was simply self absorbed and selfish, and that the only thing that made sense was curiosity. I wanted to find out what the other girls were talking about and that was the only way I knew to do it. So I did. I also found out that I didn't think of the consequences because I was married to a man that always gave me everything I wanted or needed. He had always put me first and I did the same thing; I put my needs and myself first. Oprah would have loved me! Perley was safe and would always forgive me. So I apparently thought.
Since the counseling, I have been more at peace with myself. I couldn't forgive myself but I stopped beating myself up over it. It was done. I began to spend more time with my two children and their new families. They never stopped loving me and never played the blame game. We had it out; they yelled at me and called me names; I agreed and told them it was all my fault and then we went on. The only thing was that we had to plan all of my visits since Perley wouldn't come if I was going to be there and if I showed up unannounced, he would leave.
In addition, Perley never spoke directly to me after that last time when he finally told me he was leaving. 4 years, 5 months and 15 days since the divorce: before that it was 3 months separation and another 4 months for the divorce. He hadn't spoken to me in 5 years, give or take a month. We spoke through our attorneys.
I had not dated since the divorce and had no desire to do so. Oh, guys a lot younger than me were always hitting me on but I had been there and done that! That was why I was where I was in the first place. But, it certainly gave me a great deal of self-confidence. As a result, I had no sex life and I had not made love with my now ex husband for over 5 years, but I just looked at it as a price that must be paid. Just some facts to keep you interested.
I took a job at an art gallery that was the hangout of one of my best girlfriends. She was a budding artist with a great deal of talent and a divorcee like me. We met during counseling and became fast friends. She convinced me to take a job there as a receptionist just to meet people. I did and enjoyed it immensely. I took on more responsibility because I was willing to and now pretty much ran the place. The owners were an older couple that loved to travel so it worked out well for all. I was happy there and got to meet a lot of very interesting people. I got hit on a lot by the patrons, some of whom were very well off which made me feel good, but I never took any of them up on it and didn't intend to. I was a one-man woman. Don't even say it! I was now! Maybe too little, too late but I have never given up.
That pretty much brings you up to date. If you still don't remember the story, go back and read it. It was 'After the Affair' bythecelt. If you don't want to bother, no problem. The rest of this stands on its own.
We had two children from our marriage that were all grown up. They were both out of the house when we divorced so they were relatively unscathed by the whole thing. Both had gone on to marry and the older boy just had a baby son. They named him Peter, after neither one of us. Probably a smart choice. We were invited to a gathering in his honor at Bill's house. Bill was our son.
Now the problem here was that Perley and I hadn't spoken to each other or attended any functions at the same time since our divorce. Perley had a problem being near me since it recalled too many painful memories for him. Most of our dealings with each other were through our attorneys. They handled all of the details of money, insurance, home, utilities and other such mundane things that we once had shared. We loved our children and spent as much time with them as possible, but never together.
So the real question was, what was Bill up to? He knew the relationship between his dad and me and knew that one of us would probably have to decline the invitation. I wanted to be there but I would defer to Perley. I told Bill so in a phone call.
"You know that I can't come to your party if Perk is coming. He and I haven't been together since the divorce. What were you thinking?" I knew he knew what I was saying so I was curious. "You have to ask him first to see if he can be there. If he can't, than of course, I will come, but you tell Sharon that I can help her set up for the party if she wants."
"Come on mom, I want both of you there. This is not about you and dad. This is about my son and his grandparents. You know Sharon's parents are dead and you are the only grandma and grandpa he will have. I think you and dad had better get over this crap and make an effort." Bill was certainly a surprise. I guess parenthood makes a boy grow up fast. "Anyway, I talked to dad and he is OK with you coming. He is definitely going to be there."
Talk about a shock. Well, if Perk was all right with me being there, I would certainly go. I actually looked forward to seeing him. I had not dated since our divorce and I was not interested in any other man but him, even though he wanted nothing to do with me. He was the only one I could ever love. I certainly didn't want another meaningless sexual romp in the hay so I had no sex life. I had several good girlfriends and we occasionally went out on the town but I was usually the designated driver and I was the one that made sure none of them embarrassed themselves too much.
I thought about the upcoming party and began to worry. I didn't know what I expected but if we could get together and Perk could endure my company for more than a few minutes without getting angry or sick, maybe we could become friends again. I would treasure that, if it could be. I bought myself a new outfit that accented my figure and the color brought out my eyes. I had joined a new gym and still kept myself trim. I looked pretty good if I do say so myself. I was going to go to this party and let the fates work their will. For better or worse, I was not going to pass up this chance.
The party was on a Friday night at Bill's place in the suburbs of Dallas where we lived. He had a nice home and Sharon, his wife of 3 years was a doll. I adored her and she adored Bill. I visited them as often as I could without becoming a nuisance. Sharon was my confidant and she and I had many a conversation about my situation. I certainly wanted her to be aware of the consequences of any dalliance on her part. She saw my downfall and what had become of our life and took the lesson to heart.
I arrived fashionably late and was welcomed at the door by Sharon. She loved my outfit and gushed about how it made me look. She whispered in my ear that Perk was there and he looked very handsome. Of course, she had a crush on him and had for some time. What woman wouldn't? I thanked her and walked into the living room where people seemed to be the thickest. There were a lot of people that I didn't know, probably friends of Bill and Sharon, but I didn't see Perk. I looked in one of the other rooms and still didn't see him.
I found the bar and had myself a soda with a twist. I had stopped what little drinking I used to do. I looked around and saw only a few people that I recognized. I nodded to them and considered moving into the kitchen when suddenly I heard a voice from the past.
"Hello Grace." That was all he said but it was enough to cause my heart to begin to pound and my breathing to become rapid. I just stood there for what felt like ages, but it was only a few seconds. Fortunately I was able to finally got control of my breathing and slowly turned around without falling down or otherwise making a fool of myself.
"Hello Perley. I was glad to hear that you would be here and that you had no problem with my coming. I really wanted to be here for Bill and Sharon and our grandson."
I looked at this man that I had hurt so many years ago. He looked no different, maybe a little more gray and certainly just as handsome. I looked in his eyes and saw no pain and no anger. That filled my heart with joy. Over the years, I had often remembered the pain and anger in his eyes the last time I saw him and it never failed to put me into a deep depression for days. No one wants to know that they were responsible for causing someone they love that kind of pain. What few realize is that infidelity is a sword that cuts both ways.
"I thought that our being here together was appropriate for our grandson. We both love our son and daughter in law and now our grandson. It was only right that we share that love." Perley looked at me with a smile and without any trace of the anger that I last saw on his face as he walked out on me.
"I'm glad that you seem happy now. I hope the pain that I caused has become less and that you have been able to forget. I think that was the last thing you said to me, that you couldn't forget. I have regretted that over these years more than anything else." I was trying to be careful with what I said. This wasn't the place for an open and honest discussion.
"I am happy now. And regrets are for the past. We both have moved on and I want the same for you. I hope you are content." Perley looked like he wanted to say more and I wanted him to continue to talk to me. I didn't care what he said so long as he was talking to me.
"I was wondering. Would you like to have dinner with me sometime next week? We could go to Pierre's. I believe that was one of your favorites."
Did I just hear what I thought I heard? Did he just ask me to dinner? Oh, God. Oh, God. What was I going to do? I wanted to jump into his arms and hug him and kiss him and never let go. I thought however, that I had best handle this very carefully. It was no more that a polite get-together between old friends and not a romantic reunion.
"I would love to have dinner with you. Anytime is fine with me, but why not tomorrow night? It is a Saturday and neither of us has to get up early for work the next day. I work every day now at an art gallery and often late into the evening. But if you would rather, any evening next week is fine." I had better just shut up now.
"Tomorrow night is fine. I'll make reservations and call you with a time. Is the number still the same?" He looked pleased that I had accepted and that I wanted to do it as soon as tomorrow.
"I'll give you my cell, since the home number was changed to an unlisted number. I was getting a few calls that were unpleasant. That was a while ago and I probably could list the number again." I gave him my card with the address of the gallery and my cell phone number.
"Great. I'll see you tomorrow evening. Now, I guess we should mingle and meet people. I can't stay for more than a few more minutes. I really came to see Bill and Sharon and my grandson. And to see you." This last was said as he turned away. I choked up and tears started to blur my vision. I stumbled into the kitchen and grabbed Sharon by the arm and led her away.
"Good Lord, what's wrong with you. You look like you have just seen a ghost!" Sharon was digging in her pocket for a Kleenex. I was crying openly now. She dragged me into a bedroom.
"Perley just asked me to dinner tomorrow night. Do you believe that? He asked me to dinner and he doesn't hate me and he actually said that he wanted to see me tonight." I was babbling and she just laughed at me.
"Of course I believe that. He never stopped loving you and you never stopped loving him. You screwed up and he had a problem forgiving you, but he never stopped loving you. That's what made it so hard on him. He loved you but couldn't get past what you did. He had to be without you and that killed him. He was damned if he did and damned if he didn't. I thought you knew that."
"I thought he hated me. You didn't see his face the night he left me for good. His face was filled with pain and anger and it broke my heart. I was relieved when he yelled at me for what I had done because the anger was stronger than the hurt. I didn't want to see the pain. That killed me!"
"Well, now you know. You two need to talk and work this out. You are my son's grandparents and I want you both to be part of his life. I don't want the two of you to be equal but separate parts." With that, she left me to myself and went back to the party.
When I calmed down enough to return, Perk had left. That was probably just as well. I stayed and enjoyed the rest of the night. It had been a great night and I hoped it portended better times. I helped Sharon and Bill clean up and left for home.
Perley picked me up at 7:30 the next evening. I had gone all out with a brand new little black dress that set me back over $600! It fit me like a glove thanks to some last minute alterations. I had on black mesh stockings and new black high heels and I won't even tell you what they cost. I had on a beautiful diamond necklace that Perk bought me 10 years ago and a set of earrings that he gave me on one of my birthdays. I think I looked quite nice. I also thought the necklace and earrings were a neat touch.
"Wow! I had forgotten how beautiful you are." He stood there looking at me as I held the door. I almost ran back into the bedroom to cry, but I steeled myself and just smiled.
"Thank you, kind sir. I try to please. I guess I still clean up OK?" I wanted to keep it light so that I could function. He really got to me with his open admiration. God, what had I done! Stop! Don't think that way!
"Please come in while I get my wrap. Would you like a drink first? If not, I'm ready to go if you are." He came in and shut the door behind him.
"Our reservation isn't for another 90 minutes. If you don't mind I would like to sit and talk for a while. We haven't done that in a long, long time. I think it is overdue and there are things that need to be said. I can do it now that time has passed. If that is alright with you?" He stood there waiting for me to decide.
"I will do whatever you want to do. I will listen or answer questions, whatever you want. I don't know what I can say that will change anything, but I'm game." I truly would do whatever he wanted. Anything to keep him here, and in my life again. "Would you like a drink?" He demurred so I walked over to the couch and sat down.
I decided to begin since I had so much I wanted to say. I hoped he would really listen to me so that I could put some of his fears to rest.
"Maybe I could say a few things that I didn't get a chance to say 5 years ago when you walked out on me. You did most of the talking and I was the guilty party so I let you. I don't want to try to explain or anything since what I did was just wrong, but I do want to say a couple of things. Is that OK?"
He just smiled and said, "That's OK. At least you are not going to cry and wring your hands and do any of that silly stuff. And you are right. I did do all the talking and I regret that. I also regret the silence for the last 5 years. That was inexcusable. Please go ahead."
"OK. One of the things that I wanted to say when you waved me to be quiet that night was about the video that you watched that you said you couldn't forget. Well, here's something that might have helped you. Do you know what I was thinking in the video when you saw me doing what made you decide that you couldn't forget? I was thinking 'I wish I knew how to suggest this to Perk so that he and I could do this so that I could actually enjoy it'. As a matter of fact, I was usually thinking of you when I was with him. It was a simple matter of you being so much better than him. I always wanted to rush home to you after one of those afternoons just to feel better."
"Now, you could ask me why, if you were so much better than him, I didn't stop. That is something that a full year of counseling couldn't answer. I just did it to see what it was like and didn't quite know how to stop it. It was such a poor excuse for lovemaking and it really wasn't something I looked forward to. It certainly wasn't worth what it cost both of us"
It felt good to be able to tell him that. I wish I could have told him earlier. "As a matter of fact, since you knew of my affair for several weeks before the last time, I wish you had confronted me so that we could have had it out and settled one way or the other."
"You are right about that making it easier. It could have helped me face my insecurities about your betrayal. But honestly, at the time I was so torn up about you cheating that I wasn't thinking rationally. I was in a sorry state for those months I stayed away after I found out. I think that was a mistake that ended our marriage. More so than your affair with Jason. I couldn't believe you had done that and I couldn't conceive of a reason that would allow you to do it. That's why I didn't confront you right away. That is what I was feeling at the time. The videos were really less than I made them to be. They were just something that I could point to and say, got you!" Perley looked pensive as he said this. He wasn't really angry anymore and the sadness was gone. Just more of a questioning look.
"Well, I screwed up and I ruined my life and made your life miserable and I don't have any reason that makes sense. Just curiosity. Nothing more glamorous or mysterious or interesting. Really a sad way to end a marriage. Just because I wanted to see what someone else was experiencing. And because you were so good to me, I thought that I was entitled to do this for myself. I never gave you the consideration that you deserved. That is what I am most sorry about." I began to feel relieved. This had been a long time simmering, and even though we had 'moved on' we were not over it.
"We both screwed up big time. I think the past 5 years have given us both time to put things into perspective and to learn from them and go forward. I know that I want you back in my life. I don't mean the way it used to be. I don't know to what degree just yet but I do know that I don't want to go back to silence." He looked at me as he said this last. I began to cry. I couldn't help myself. I just broke down and cried. I ruined my carefully applied mascara and eye shadow but I had no choice. It felt wonderful! It was the happiest I had been in the last 5 years.



Perley came to me and took me into his arms and he held me while I cried. I sobbed for what seemed a long time but finally I calmed down. He held me away from him but still had his arms around me. "I'm sorry I made you cry. I made you ruin your beautiful makeup, but you are still beautiful to me."
"I have wanted to cry this way for a long time. I can't tell you how happy you have made me. Those were happy tears. Perley, I love you and have always loved you and I can love no one else. I have been so alone since you left me and I knew that I had done it to myself. But I hoped and prayed that I might have a second chance. I will do whatever you want to do. We can be friends, we can date, we can live together or I will simply be available when you call. Anything but not having you in my life again." I willed him to believe me and to hear me. I was so close to having something important in my life back that I couldn't get my breath.
"I think you should go fix your face and we can go to dinner and talk about the future: our future, together. I can't tell you yet what that will be, but we will figure it out together. OK?"
"OK!" I went to put on my face so that I could look my best for dinner with the one I loved.
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"Come on partner. We got a call to cover a homicide." That was from my partner, June Eastman, a tough, black 42-year-old woman who is one hell of a detective. She and I had been together for the past two years and we worked well together. I liked her caustic sense of humor and she liked my willingness to listen to her bitch. We were assigned to homicide and were on standby.
My name is Salvatore Giuliano, but my friends call me Sallie. I have been a cop for 18 years and a detective for the past 5 years. I liked detective better. The work was more interesting and I was freer to go places and do things without a specific beat to cover. I was a widower and lived with my daughter and her husband in a small house in the suburbs of Richmond, Va. I moved in at the request of Ted, my son in law because he traveled quite a bit and wanted someone to be around for Rose, my daughter. I liked living with them will enough but would have been happier in my own place.
Rose and Ted have been married for just over 3 years and they are trying to conceive a child. This made for some uncomfortable evenings for me but I ignored it because I had been there and done that. I know Ted was probably enjoying the attempt.
"I'm coming, I'm coming." I got up, got my weapon and put it into my shoulder holster and grabbed a two-way from the rack. I followed her down to the garage where we got our car and headed out. The call came from one of the seedier sections of downtown Richmond and we knew what we were in for. All part of the job.
About an hour later, we had finished the canvas of the area with nothing of any interest found. We never had anything of interest, since most of the people were 'just minding my own business'. I decided we might as well head back since the coroner had already taken the body and the crime scene investigators were almost finished. We left word to them to get everything over to us ASAP.
June was driving and I asked her to swing by my place so that I could pick up a notebook that had some information that I wanted to include in a report that I was finishing back at the precinct. She did her usual bitching but made the turn that took us to my area. This was typical and I relaxed listening to her usual bull. She kept up the chatter till she pulled in my drive.
"Whose car is that? Is your daughter at home this time of day?" I looked at the car and the plates but didn't recognize either.
"Don't know but she may be home because of a sick day or something. Funny, she didn't mention anything. I'll be right back." With that I got out and went around to the back door that was usually unlocked. I assumed the front door was locked and I didn't have the garage door opener I normally used coming home.
I went in the back door and stopped, listening for talking coming from the living room or kitchen. Nothing. Maybe someone had stopped and they left together in Rose's car. I proceeded down the hall to my bedroom to get the notebook. As I did, I heard sounds coming from Rose and Ted's bedroom. I thought maybe Rose was on the phone and talking to someone. I went down the hall and looked in.
The sight that greeted me caused me to backtrack out of the room, stumbling backwards until I crashed into the wall behind me. I stopped to get my bearings and stumbled back the way I had come. I was having trouble dealing with the shock and my heart was racing and my breathing was labored. I thought I was having a heart attack. I made it out of the confining hallway and into the open living room. There, I fell to my knees and vomited all over the carpet. I wiped my mouth and got myself back to my feet. I looked back the way that I had come to see Rose, her eyes wide and her mouth working reaching out to me with one hand while the other held a towel to her nakedness.
"Dad! Please don't leave! Let me talk to you. You need to listen and let me explain!" She was moving toward me while she pleaded with me. I couldn't take it. I ran to the front door and wrenched it open. I made it down the steps and to the car.
"Move! Get me the hell out of here, now!" I slammed the door shut and willed June to make the car move faster. I wanted out of there before I had to look at my daughter again. I couldn't look at her. I may not ever look at her again.
June backed out of the drive using the maneuver taught to us in academy: she twisted the wheel as she left the driveway and shifted into drive as she spun around facing the open street. Well done! I never looked back.
June said nothing as she drove us back to the precinct. She knew what happened as soon as she saw me come out of the house. I think she later said that Rose had appeared in the doorway with the towel still around her. Since the car didn't belong to Rose or to me, she put two and two together pretty easily.
June finished up the report on the homicide we were attending and made all the right noises to the bosses and we checked out for 'personal time'. June made it clear that we were taking the time and 'no f-in bosses had better nib their white noses where they don't belong'. God bless her.
We went to Donavan's, a bar and grill that we both used a lot and she got us a booth in the back. She got a couple of beers and settled down for an 'intervention' as she called it. She just waited for me to talk. I began to talk about Laci.
"I never told you the story of my wife Laci and me. You know she died but you didn't know that we were separated when she did. We had been separated for just over 2 months when she was diagnosed with cancer. By the time they found it she was only given 6 months to live." I stopped for a minute. I never told anyone this story before. Only Rose and I knew about what happened and we never discussed it even between ourselves. It wasn't a happy story. It also explained why I didn't care much about anything or anyone too much. The pain from that time had never completely disappeared.
"We were separated because I came home one afternoon early so damned sick. At the time I was a beat cop and I had one hell of a cold and a headache that was enough to make me blind and stupid. One of the guys offered to cover for me and I gladly accepted."
"When I came home, I saw my friend's car in the driveway and wondered why he was there. I wondered if something was wrong. Jim and I had been friends forever. We went through grade school and high school together and remained friends ever since. I went in to see what was up." I had to stop again while I took a healthy swig of my beer. I signaled the waitress for another round.
"When I got in the house, I saw no one in the downstairs so I went up the steps looking for Jim or my wife. I found them both together on the bed, him fucking the shit out of her and her yelling for him to put it to her. I'll never forget the picture of his hairy ass pounding into her while she had her legs wrapped around his ass and her arms around his back." I just stared at the wall until I could get my breathing back under control. Even after 11 years, I still almost lost it when I remembered.
"I won't bore you with a lot of details. Just that I filed for separation the next day and the lawyers told me I needed to stay separated for 90 days before the divorce could be filed. I never talked to her about it and I told some friends to tell Jim to stay the hell out of my way or I would kill him. I think he moved away or something since I never saw him again."
"Laci tried to get me to talk to her but I refused. I told her the last time I saw her that I didn't want to hear any of her reasons or excuses or anything else. I told her that I could never forgive her and that I wanted out of our marriage. She continued to try to talk to me but I stayed as far away from her as I could. Rose was only 14 at the time but I even avoided her. Maybe that was wrong, but I didn't care."
"About two months into our separation, my attorney told me that Laci was diagnosed with pancreatic cancer and the docs only gave her 6 months to live. He wanted to know if I still wanted to proceed with the divorce and I told him to let things go as they were. There was no need to go ahead with the divorce since she would not live to see the end of it anyway."
"God, Sallie, I didn't know any of this. No wonder today almost killed you. To see this with your daughter after seeing it with your wife! My God, you poor man." She looked at me with pity in her eyes.
"I never visited her in the hospital and never went to see my daughter during the time she was dying. Some people think that was cruel and maybe it was. But I couldn't bring myself to watch her die. I still loved her with all my heart and it was killing me to know that she was dying, but I still couldn't tell her what she wanted to hear."
"The hospital called one afternoon and said that Laci had only hours to live and that she wanted to see me. I couldn't think of any reason to refuse so I agreed to see her. They urged me to come as soon as I could. I got there about an hour later. I went to her room and she was lying in bed, tubes and wires all over with Rose holding her hand."
"I went to her side and pulled up a chair. She smiled a sad smile at me and reached for my hand. I let her take it. She asked Rose to give us some time alone. Rose left and Laci began to talk."
"She told me that she and Jim had only been together about 4 times over a period of 5 years, and only after I made detective. It was only after something happened to make her or him vulnerable. She said that they originally became close because they both loved me and that later their shared love became something more. She said that both of them felt guilty every time they got together and that it was sometimes more that a year between times because of that. Eventually, I would be so deeply immersed in a case or he would have had something go wrong in his life and they finally got together. She said the time I found them together was after I had been working on a case that really made me withdrawn and depressed. I hadn't touched her for almost a month. Jim was there that day and it just happened. I listened but didn't feel much either way. It had been too much for me to accept."
"I just let her talk without interrupting and she finally finished. She said that she was glad I had let her say what she needed to say. She said that she had two requests to make of me and asked me if I would hear her out. I said I would." Once more with the beer. The hard part was coming.
"The first thing she said was 'Promise me that you will take care of Rose and make sure that she gets to college.' I agreed and said that I would give her everything I could and make sure that she got to college if that's what she wanted."
"The second thing she said was 'Please, can you forgive me for what I did to you and to our marriage?' I told her no. She just looked at me and closed her eyes. She died hours later."
"Rose didn't know what her mother and I talked about that day. She was not in the room so she didn't hear what her mother had asked me. She never asked me what we had talked about and I never told her what Laci had asked me."
"How did you feel saying no and then watching her die? Was it bad for you and did you ever wish you had said something else?" June still felt bad for me. My answer would probably take care of that.
"No, I never did and I felt nothing. I still don't. The only regret I have is not having killed that son of a bitch friend of mine. I often think of trying to find him and killing him even now." That made me think of something else.
"Did you get the license number of that car in my drive? I forgot to even look at the car much less the plate?"
"Of course I did, partner. Since when do I not run a strange plate when we see one? It belongs to a guy named Preston Martin, lives in St. Ives Place on Parker Drive. Want to pay him a visit?" I knew that she wanted to see who the shithead was. Maybe I did too, but not right now.
I had to decide what to do. Did I go back to the house and act as if nothing had happened? What about Ted. Should I tell him what I saw? I knew that Rose would not let me alone. She would have to tell me why it wasn't important, why it wasn't what I thought it was, that it was the first time and all the other bullshit. I hadn't wanted to hear it from Laci and I didn't want to hear it from her.
"I think I'll go home and face the music. I don't know how I am going to handle this but for tonight, I just want to go to bed and sleep. Ted will be home so Rose will not be able to get to me so easy. I'll just make it clear to her to let me be."
I had June drop me at the precinct to get my car and drove home. It wasn't going to be my home much longer, that's for sure. I would move out as soon as I found a place to live. I told June that I'd start tomorrow looking. She and I could cover a lot of territory during the day.
I went in the front door as usual and sure enough, there was Rose setting in the living room waiting for me. I looked at her and tried to make it clear without words that I wasn't in the mood. Didn't work.
"Dad, you have to talk to me, right now. Ted is in the garage and he doesn't need to hear this from you. You don't know what is going on and you will just make things bad between Ted and I. I'm sorry you had to see that and I never meant for it to happen. Will you please just listen?" She got up while she was talking and came to me and took my hand in hers.
"No, I will not listen to you and no I will not talk to Ted. That is between you and him just as it was between your mother and I. I never forgave your mother and I will not forgive you. I will be moving out as soon as I find someplace to live. Either way, I'll get my things tomorrow while you are at work. Between now and then, just leave me alone." I had not really let myself get angry but now I was. Why in the hell do these women think that they can just fuck whoever they want and we dumb males have to 'understand'?"
"Please Dad, what will Ted think? If you leave, you will have to tell him why. What can you say to him that will be acceptable? Why can't you listen to me? Why won't you let me explain?" She was beginning to panic, thinking that I would ruin her perfect life. A good husband and a fuck buddy on the side.
"What I saw today brought back what happened with your mother. She almost killed me with her cheating. The pain is still with me today and every day of my life. Why would you do the same thing? You don't love Ted: cut him loose and spare him this pain. If you do love him, why would you cheat? What you are doing is betraying him and your marriage. There is no acceptable reason for doing it and no excuse that means a damn." I never thought she was stupid but this was proof that I was wrong.
"But you forgave mom. You didn't divorce her and you were with her at the end. I know you loved her even after what she did."
I paused for a minute. Maybe it was time.
"I made up my mind 11 years ago that I wouldn't tell you what your mom and I talked about just before she died but you made me change my mind. I'm going to tell you the last thing your mother and I said to each other just before she died. She asked me to forgive her for what she did to our marriage and to me. I told her I wouldn't. That was the last thing I said to her: I told her No! She died soon after that. You are my daughter, the daughter I loved and to whom I gave the best I had to give. This is what you turned out to be: a cheating slut, just like her!"
She began to cry and her shoulders shook with her grief. Grief my ass: she was just afraid that she was going to be in trouble now that she had been caught. A thought occurred to me.
"Who the hell is Preston Martin that lives on Parker Drive? What did he do to get a piece of you?"
"He's just someone I work with. How did you know who he was? Did you check up on him? He's nobody and you leave him alone! This is my fault, not his."
"I'll do what the hell I choose. You have no right to question what I do. You lost that right today. You worry about your husband if you still give a shit about him. He is a good man and he deserves a whole lot better than you."
With that, I turned and went to my room and shut the door. I also locked it, the first time I ever did that. I would just stay here tonight and leave before they were awake tomorrow. I ignored the knock on my door a few minutes later and just told her to go away and leave me alone. She finally gave up and left. I packed my clothes, read for an hour or so and went to bed. Surprisingly, I slept.
I was up and gone by 6 the next morning. Neither one of them was up so I got away clean. I went to a diner for breakfast and coffee and picked up a paper to look for rentals. I found a couple that looked promising. I used my cell to make a couple of calls and had two lined up to look at this morning. I'd get Ruth to go with me. We would have time. I felt better having something to do that would make a difference. At least to me.
By 10:30 that morning I had a place to live. Being a cop made a big difference; nobody bothered to check references and they all seemed happy to have a cop on site. I guess they knew where I could be found if I reneged on the rent. I went by the house and no one was home so I got most of my things and packed the rest in boxes to be picked up later. By the time Rose got home, I was gone.
Ruth and I went about our business and we got some breaks on the case we were working and we made a collar that afternoon. From here on, it was just hard work to pin everything down. We went to it and time passed quickly. By quitting time, we had accomplished a lot and we went out to celebrate. I bought this time and we stayed till almost closing time. Ruth was fun and single so she had no one to answer to. She often left me for some guy she met but not tonight. We parted and I went to my new apartment.
Rose made several attempts to contact me over the next two weeks but I avoided her without too much trouble. I had a lot of friends and they covered for me without any questions. I just let it be known that I was on the outs with my family and would rather be left alone. That's all it took. It was made easier since she didn't have my new number and I had it unlisted. I kept my cell on but didn't take her calls.
It was probably about 6 weeks later that Ted came to the precinct to meet me and ask if he could talk to me. I told him sure and to meet me after shift at Donovan's, the bar and grill I liked. He agreed and I worked till quitting time. I told Ruth that I was going to meet with my son in law and I would see her tomorrow. She looked at me as if to ask if I was OK with that and I just shrugged.
It was about 6:30 when Ted came in. He joined me and I ordered him a beer. Ted wasn't much of a drinker but he did like a cold beer now and then. Ted was an estimator for a contractor who worked on large projects, several out of the country. That is why Ted had to travel so much. Usually, it was only a day or two at a time, but it could be fairly often.
"Can I ask why you moved out, Pop? Rose wouldn't tell me and I have no clue. Did I do something wrong to make you go?" He obviously had no idea. I was not surprised that Rose never told him what was up.
"I won't tell you why I left except to say that it was on Rose and not on you. I have no beef with you." I wasn't going to lie to him but the truth was up to Rose.
"She is beside herself and cries all of the time. I can't make things better if I don't know what is wrong. She won't talk to me and she says you wouldn't tell her why you left."
"Well, I'll tell you this much. She is lying through her teeth. She knows exactly why I left and I told her as much the same day. You were home but in the garage so she and I had it out then." Now I was getting mad. She could cheat on her husband and that was between her and him, but to lie to him about me made me mad as hell. I was tempted to tell him the truth but decided it was not my business.



We sat there for two more beers while Ted talked to me about their marriage and how good it had been up until the day I left. He still thought I had some part in her mood but I told him again that what she and I discussed was between her and me and had nothing to do with anything he did. If she was upset with him, that had nothing to do with me. He knew me well enough to know that I wouldn't lie about something like that.
He left and I sat there for 10 minutes, getting madder and madder. What nerve she had putting her guilt trip on me. I decided to call her right then and there. I got up and went over to a booth and dialed her number at home. Ted wouldn't be there for another 20 minutes.
"Hello? Dad, is that you? I recognize your cell number. Where are you and why won't you talk to me?" She started right in as if it was her turn to talk. Bullshit!
"Listen, you selfish bitch. You told Ted that you didn't know why I left. He still thinks it is my fault that you are depressed and treating him like shit. Well, stop it right now or I will have a talk with him that you don't want me to have." A couple of beers and my righteous anger were in full swing.
"How can you talk to me like that? You left me and didn't give me the time of day. You are the one that made things so bad. You really hurt me when you left me." She had a sob in her voice that made me sick.
"You cheating, lying bitch! Tell your husband what you did and be honest for a change. He deserves to at least know who and what he married. Maybe he can forgive you: I can't and won't!" With that I keyed the end button and turned my cell off. Now she had made me really angry, just like her mother. Two of a kind.
I decided that tomorrow I would find out what I could about Preston Martin. He and I needed some time alone to just talk. I couldn't wait for that chat to happen. With that, I decided to go home to my nice little abode. I really enjoyed being alone.
Sure enough, the next day I pulled up a search on Mr. Martin. Seems he wasn't employed at the place where Rose worked as she had told me. In fact, he had a rap sheet a mile long, mostly extortion and various scams. He was up to something and I was going to find out what. I clued Ruth into what I found and we cleared some time with the Lt. to check this guy out. I didn't tell the Lt why, just showed him the rap sheet and said we had a snitch that suggested this guy might know something of value in our homicide. So I lied, so what.
We went to his last known address and knocked on the door to the apartment listed on the mailbox as his. He answered, dressed in a sweatshirt and pants. He looked like he had been exercising, probably to keep his buff body to seduce women. I asked him if we could come in and he said no. I just pushed past him and went into his apartment. It was a dump: small, dirty and papers strewn all over the floor. There were dirty dishes in the sink and a stink from it that almost made me gag.
"Set down shithead. I have some questions for you that I want answers to. I suggest you think carefully before you answer." I pushed him down in the only chair in the room and stood in front of him, just out of reach.
"I'm not answering anything, you dumb shit. You don't have a warrant and I don't have to answer you." He was going to be that way. Good.
I slapped him across the face, hard! His head snapped back and his eyes rolled back in his head. He groaned and put his hand to his burning cheek.
"You can't do that! I'll sue!" He was looking a little wild now.
"Do what? Ruth did you see someone do anything?" Good cop, bad cop.
"See what? I just saw this nice man who invited us into his apartment saying how he wanted to cooperate." She smiled at him so sweetly. If only he knew.
"First question asshole. How do you know Rose Wilder? What are you doing fucking her behind her husband's back? How did you get to know her?" I started there since that was the $64K question.
"I don't know what you mean. I don't know a Rose Wilder. I have no idea of what you are talking about." Wrong answer again. I kicked him in the shins and brought my knee up to his face when he bent over in agony. Not hard, just enough to bring some blood. Blood often scares brave people.
"You're crazy! You bloodied my nose. I'll sue you for all you've got. I'll sue the city too and you'll be fired." Ah, the foolishness of the righteous.
"You'll be dead if you don't answer my question. I don't think dead men sue too well." I reached down and pulled him to his feet. I pulled my weapon and placed the barrel against his temple. "Are you sure you don't want to reconsider?"
With the gun to his head, he began to cry like a little baby. He sobbed and blubbered and begged me not to shot him. I just held the gun to his head and asked him again.
"Tell me about Rose Wilder. What were you doing fucking her. You are a scumbag and you have an agenda. What is it?" I knew he would talk now.
"She works at a bank downtown. She is one of the managers that have the key to the safe deposit vault. I want the key and she has it. I was going to figure where she kept it and steal it. The best way in was to let her think I really loved her and wanted her body. She bought it hook, line and sinker. Her old man must be a real wimp because she was easy."
It was about what I thought. He was a scam artist; she worked at the bank and the two made a full house. She was just stupid enough to fall for it. I didn't even feel sorry for her. She deserved to be made a fool of. I did feel sorry for Ted though. He was a decent guy.
"OK, scumbag. Here's the deal. You are done with Rose Wilder, you are done with your scam at the bank and, if you even attempt another scam in my town, I'll take you down. No questions asked, no lawyers, no jail, just you and me. Got it?" I moved the weapon to his mouth and pushed the barrel against his teeth.
"I hear you. No problem. Just let me be and I'll give you no trouble. I swear!"
I turned to Ruth and asked if she wanted to say anything to him. She just walked over to him, smiled and slapped him across the face. She took his face in her hands and asked him if he wanted to screw her too. It was too funny to watch him cringe from his woman.
We left and went back to our car. We were back at the house 20 minutes later. As we climbed the stairs to our desks, she asked me if I would really kill him. I told her I wouldn't think of it and she laughed. She knew I would without a second thought.
Things went on like that for the next several months. Nothing changed and Rose and Ted must have gone on somehow. I talked to Ted from time to time, but not Rose. I kept a tab on Preston Martin and knew he was not messing up, at least where I could find it.
As a follow up, I put a trace on my old friend Jim Wilson. I thought it wouldn't hurt to know what had happened to him. It took less than an hour to locate him. He had moved to a town just down the interstate from here and was living with some broad. Seems he had been married twice and divorced twice. Apparently, once he married them, he got tired of them pretty quick. Same old Jimmy.
Shortly thereafter, I got word that Rose had been promoted at the bank where she worked. I was only mildly interested, but I watched Preston more carefully after that and sure enough, I found out that he had made contact with Rose again. I wasn't surprised. I just watched and waited.
One afternoon, I got a call from a patrol in the neighborhood where Rose lived to tell me that Preston's car was there. I had given his name and plate number to the patrols that were in his neighborhood and in my daughter's neighborhood. He couldn't go anywhere in those areas that I didn't know about.
I told June that I had a personal errand to run and I took a car to Rose's place. I watched for an hour while his car stayed there. I watched him come out of the front door and saw him take Rose in his arms and kiss her. She kissed him back. I just stayed there till he left.
I drove back to the precinct and turned in the car. I finished my shift and went to Donovan's with June afterwards as usual. Actually, I spent every evening at Donovan's and had since Rose left for college. Once my promise to Laci was finished, I had very little left in my life that I cared about. We talked about nothing for a while and then I went home.
After I had some dinner, I went to the phone and dialed Rose's phone number. When she answered, I simply told her it was me and that I was outside her house today. She went quiet and then asked what I wanted.
"Did you talk to your husband yet? Did you tell him the truth about your cheating on him?"
"Of course, I didn't. Why would I do that? You aren't going to say anything to him. I won't let you!" No remorse, just anger and selfishness. I hated this. Without another work, I hung up.
I got in my car and I drove over to their house. Ted's car was there so I went to the door and knocked. Ted answered and I asked if I could come in and talk to him. He said sure and welcomed me. I entered just as Rose came into the living room. She saw me and immediately panicked.
"Dad, what are you doing? You can't do this, please don't!" She turned to Ted and said, "He's going to fill your head with lies. Just don't listen to him. He's mad at me for something and he is trying to make you mad too." She was shaking her head back and forth willing me to keep quiet.
"Let's set down, Ted. I have something you need to know." I walked past Rose and went to what used to pass as 'my chair'. "Rose, you can either stay and keep your mouth shut or leave. Either way, Ted is going to hear the truth." I waited to see what she would do and she went running to her bedroom and slammed the door.
I told Ted the truth about Rose and what she had been doing with Preston Martin. I finished with today and told him the time Preston had been here. I also told him about the scam that Preston was running and that he was just using Rose to get something he could use to rob or rip off the bank. Rose knew nothing about the scam but was however, a willing participant in the sexual part. Preston had to do nothing except seduce her and he said that was the easy part. I watched the pain on his face and it took me back to my own past. I knew just what he was feeling.
"I don't know what you want to do but I am going to take care of Mr. Martin. He is no longer your concern. I know what you are going through since Rose's mother did the same thing to me. That's why we were separated when she died."
"Did you ever forgive her, Pop?" He looked at me with pain in his eyes, looking for something to hold on to. I had to do to him, what I did to Laci.
"No, I didn't forgive her and I don't regret it. I loved her to the day she died but I couldn't forgive her. I don't recommend that path for you, but I had no choice."
I left them to work it out any way they could. I had something to take care of. I knew what I needed to do.
The next day, I called in sick and had them switch the call to June. When she answered, I gave her some things to do for me and told her I would call her back later. I wanted to be sure everything was in place for what I was going to do.
I called my daughter. She answered after about 5 rings and sounded like death warmed over. She didn't say anything when I told her it was me. I had some things I needed to say to her.
"I know you hate me but I want to say some things that you couldn't understand until now. The first thing is that Preston is an asshole that was out to get you to help him steal money from your bank. I thought he was under control but you got a promotion and his greed took over. I told Ted about him and told Ted not to worry about him anymore. You shouldn't either. Even if you care for him, forget him!"
"The second thing is that I never forgave your mother for cheating on me but I should have. The thing I hated was that she lied to me and cheated on me, doing it so that I would never know what she was doing. That was the worst part: not knowing and being shut out of a part of her life. If you love your husband, don't do that."
"Finally, her cheating destroyed me. There isn't a day that goes by that I don't think of her and miss her and know that she destroyed my life. Even if she hadn't died, I would have had to live with what she did and knowing that I couldn't forgive her would have driven me crazy."
"I can't forgive what you have done to Ted. You did the same thing she did and I feel the pain of betrayal just as much as if she were alive and doing it again. I don't expect you to understand that but I raised you after she died and I tried to teach you right from wrong. I failed miserably. You were just as wrong as she was. I believe you are a punishment that she left for me."
I had said what I wanted. I would give her some time to respond, but I really didn't care what she said now. It was too late.
"Ted will probably not forgive me either and I don't blame him. I didn't realize just how wrong I was until I saw his eyes last night when I came out of the room. He was just sitting there in the dark. I turned on the lights and that's when I saw him. He was a defeated, broken man and it was my fault. It was then that I finally realized what I had done." She started to sob into the phone. I am afraid I wasn't moved.
"Ted told me about Preston. I lied when I said he worked at the bank with me but you probably knew that. I keep forgetting you are a detective. I just think of you as a dumb cop." She always said that. I think it was her way of putting me down for the way I treated her mother before she died.
"I don't know what's going to happen to me now. I will try to make it up to Ted but I don't know how. How do you make something like that up to someone? I guess you couldn't think of a way either." She paused and I didn't say anything. I just waited. I was in no hurry.
"Dad, I apologize for all of this. I know I cheated on your trust as well as on Ted's. I knew what mom did and I did it too but I now realize how wrong I was. I know that the pain I caused both you and Ted is the hardest thing to take. I did that and I will forever regret it. I have only to look into his eyes to wish that I were dead. I'll never forget that look. I think I see it in your eyes sometimes when you aren't paying attention. Does it ever go away?"
"I can't speak for Ted, but for me, it never did. I love her as much today as I did when I married her. Maybe she can forgive me even though I didn't forgive her. I think maybe she knows I have been lying all this time: I did forgive her. Goodbye Rose, and good luck to you and Ted."
"What do you mean goodbye? What are you going to do?" I think she suspected something.
With that I hung up. I had done what I could.
I made a trip that night to a little town about 25 miles away. There I visited my old friend Charlie and convinced him to take a ride with me. I took him to a nice little cabin that I had rented and got him settled in while I went to get some other things. We had a lot to talk about and I wanted us to be comfortable when we did.
I left him and went to see Preston Martin. I talked with him and suggested he meet my other friend. I thought the more the merrier. He agreed and we went back to the cabin. I introduced them and told them that they had much in common. They had both been very important people in my life and I wanted them to know that. I explained to them just what they meant to me. One had ruined my life and one had ruined my son in law's wife. We talked about that for most of the time.
We all spent the night in my little cabin and I thoroughly enjoyed my time with them. I hadn't had this much fun in years. I don't think they enjoyed it nearly as much but they made it fun for me.
I called Ruth the next morning to tell her where I was and what I was going to do. I had sent her an email explaining it all and wanted to be sure she got it. She did and she wanted to talk to me. She kept saying that I needed to calm down and talk to her first before I did anything I would regret. I knew what she was doing and knew that she couldn't have the locals here for at least another hour.
"Listen, partner. You were the best thing that happened to me in the last two years. I enjoyed working with you and you are a hell of a detective. Don't give me grief about this: you know I have to do it. I need to punish myself for what I did to Laci. If I had just told her that I forgave her before she died, it would have been OK. But I didn't and now I need to do this."
"Do you think she will forgive me now? I don't think so, but I hope she will. Goodbye and good luck and I love you like a sister." I hung up quickly. I had just over 45 minutes to do what I had to do.
I went back into the cabin to my friends Preston and Charlie. I think you remember Charlie, my wife's lover and once my best friend? They were both setting patiently at the table. Of course the rope I used to tie them to their chairs was a big help there. I removed the gags in their mouths so that they could talk to me.
After a few minutes of yelling, I decided they weren't going to say anything interesting so I put the gags back in place. I would do the talking.
"Charlie, I hated you so much that I took it out on my wife. She wasn't any more to blame than you were but you chickened out and ran away. You left her to deal with me all alone. Since I blamed both of you and you weren't there, I just shut her out. I couldn't forgive her because I couldn't confront you to ask you why you did that to me. I was your best friend and I trusted you totally. After all these years, I want to fix that."
I turned to Preston. "I told you that I wanted you to stay away from my daughter. I warned you and you ignored me. You went back when you heard of her promotion. Your greed got the best of you and that's unfortunate. I know you know what's going to happen. But I did warn you didn't I?"
I looked at them setting there. These two men were predators, the worst kind. They caused incredible pain and didn't care. Without another word to them, I raised my service weapon and fired one shot into each of their foreheads, right between the eyes. It was clean with hardly any blood. I was disappointed in how quickly it was over. I should have gut shot them, but I am not a cruel man. They both died instantly. Neither suffered the pain that they had caused others.
I looked at the clock on the wall. I had about 10 minutes left before the locals that Ruth had called got here. She knew what they would find and I had given her my confession so that there would be as little fuss as possible. I had also sent her my will in which I left everything I owned, which actually was a sizable sum, to Rose. The only stipulation was that she be married to Ted. If he divorced her, the money would go to him. I kind of liked that. He had full control and could really punish her if he wanted to. It was a small thing but it was at least an appropriate weapon for a cuckold, the only one he had.
I talked to Laci then. I told her I forgave her and that I loved her and always had. I hoped that she would forgive me for what I had done but I knew that some believed suicide was a sin. Oh, well. I had to take a chance that she would run interference for me. She said she loved me. I guess I would find out.
I raised the gun and put the muzzle against my temple. I whispered goodbye to Laci and pulled the trigger.
The end.
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Sam rolled off me and sat up on the side of the bed. "I'm gonna take a shower. Want to join me?" He looked back at me lying there exhausted and sweaty. We had just finished a solid hour of lovemaking and it had been great.
"Thanks but no thanks. I need to stay here and recover. You wore me out and I'm going to be sore later. I'm not complaining, mind you." I was certainly not complaining since I had been so close to losing him just two weeks ago.
Sam went into the bathroom and I soon heard the sound of the shower going full blast. Sam Simons was my husband of 13 years and my only love. We had two wonderful children, Melissa, 6 and Jennie, 4. They were with their grandparents for the week. Sam and I needed this time together to try to salvage our marriage. So far, things were going very well.
We had spent this first evening of our planned alone time just talking about what had happened and how we were going to cope with it. While it had started badly, we ended up in bed and it was great. This was the first time Sam had touched me since he found out. Sam was taking everything very well and I was the one who was the wreck. I was the one that cheated on him and he had found out. Since he knew about my infidelity, he was able to tell that I had been honest about most things and wanted him to forgive me. He took my confession almost too well, which scared me some. I was waiting for the proverbial second shoe to fall. After two weeks, nothing had hit the floor and I was beginning to feel slightly more optimistic. This week together was supposed to give us time to resolve the dilemma that I had caused. It all began 6 weeks ago.
My name is Kristen and I am a 38-year-old Public Relations consultant for a Fortune 100 company located here in Atlanta, Ga. I was retained to work on community outreach programs sponsored by the company and to be sure that they got the credit for the good works done by their sponsored groups. I was very good at it and had been doing it for some time. I traveled often and met a lot of very interesting people, and up to this point, it had never been a problem.
I had driven to Savanna with two of my crew to meet with a group that was looking for funding for a project that they had submitted. They wanted to set up a small theater in a run down section of the city and bring in young people to train in theater arts, somewhat like the village people years ago. I thought the project had promise and agreed to meet with them. I took two other girls from my department who were very good at project implementation.
We were to meet with Rudy Baker, the leader of the group and with three other members who had drafted the proposal. I was very surprised when I met the group leader. He was my age, tall and very good-looking. Rudy had light brown hair, brown eyes and a deep tan. He carried himself with confidence and he had a habit of looking directly into my eyes as he spoke. His voice was beautiful: strong and deep. I found myself attracted to him almost immediately.
The meeting went very well and the group members had their facts and numbers well documented and my group was able to set up a schedule for the project rollout. We finished off the proposal and I put the finishing touches on it to present to the CFO of my sponsoring company. I told them I felt this had a very good chance of being approved. I looked at Rudy, wanting him to smile. He had the most beautiful smile.
Since it was just over 250 miles back to Atlanta, we had reservations at a hotel downtown for the night. We made plans to go to dinner with everyone but Rudy made reservations at a small, home-style restaurant in his neighborhood. It was a cute place with good food and good music. Everybody enjoyed themselves and we stayed well into the evening. We had shared a bottle of wine and everyone felt like a second bottle. We ordered and continued with our party. I was certainly feeling very mellow by the time we had worked our way through the third bottle. I suddenly noticed that Rudy and I were the only two left at the table and that all the others had somehow disappeared or headed back to the hotel. I had been so focused on him and listening to him talk with that wonderful voice that I didn't see them leave.
I thought that maybe I should also leave since we had a long drive back the next morning. I said as much to Rudy and he agreed. We left the restaurant and he called for a cab to get me back to my hotel. It never occurred to me to wonder why he got in the cab with me. Since we were in a part of town that had few nice places to stay, the cab ride took some time. During the ride, I just leaned against him and the motion of the cab almost put me to sleep. I guess I was more intoxicated than I thought I was.
Rudy paid for the cab and helped me out. I was able to walk upright and to make my way into the hotel with Rudy's help. It was early so the lobby was busy and I didn't stand out too badly. We finally managed our way to the elevators and Rudy asked me for my room number. "Sixth floor, room 623. I think I can make my own way from here." I leaned against the wall waiting for the elevator to open. I didn't think I could manage to stand on my own for that long.
"I'll see you to your room since you don't look too steady on your feet. It's no problem." He held on to me and helped me into the elevator when the doors finally opened. We got in and I immediately grabbed onto the railing facing the back. As the elevator began to rise, I noticed that the back wall was glass and I was suddenly looking down at the floor far below. I almost lost my dinner and I turned quickly, right into Rudy's arms. I buried my face against his chest and held on till my stomach calmed down.
"It's a good thing I came with you. You look like you're about to collapse. I'll get you to your room and help you to lie down." He was as steady as could be. It was almost like he had nothing to drink. I couldn't figure that out. Well, I was glad he was here. I held on to him as the elevator continued its climb.
The doors opened and Rudy put his arm around my waist and we walked to my room. I rummaged in my purse till I found the key and gave it to him. I certainly couldn't work it just then. He opened the door and helped me inside. He shut the door behind him and walked me to the bed. I thought I heard him put the chain on the door but I wasn't really sure. I staggered to the bed and sat down heavily. My head was beginning to spin and I was afraid to shut my eyes.
I felt a cool cloth being pressed against my forehead and it felt like heaven. I reached for the cloth and felt Rudy's warm hand holding it. I put my hand over his and just held it there. He put his other hand on my cheek and caressed me as he held the cool cloth to my burning brow. Somehow his touch cooled my fever as his soft caress warmed me. I wasn't sure why, but I reached out to him and pulled him down to me. I wanted to kiss those lips: lips I had watched all evening. I wanted his hands on me in the most intimate places. I wanted to feel those arms around me and I wanted to bury my face in his chest. I had no conscious thought as I did these things. I was lost in the moment and I wanted this man right now.
Rudy stopped and pulled me to my feet. He began to unbutton my blouse slowly. I wanted to help him but he stayed my hands. He undid all the buttons and pushed my blouse off my shoulders. I shuddered with the feeling of the air conditioned air on my naked skin. He then put his hands in the waistband of my skirt and slowly slid it down off my hips. I couldn't help but wiggle my hips as he did so. The skirt went the way of the blouse and I was standing in front of this magnificent man in only my bra and panties. I looked into those brown eyes and waited for his next move. He had made it clear that he was in charge and I was content.
He pulled his V-neck shirt over his head and I stared at his rock hard abs and his almost hairless chest. He was deeply tanned from working outside a lot and his physique was wonderful. I put my hand against his flat stomach and felt the hard muscle. I wanted the rest! He obliged me by pulling his pants down and kicking them off. His erection was clear against his boxer shorts. I just stared at it for what seemed like forever before reaching for it. Again, he pushed my hands away.
As I watched, Rudy removed his shorts and stood there in front of me. He was magnificent! His body was beautiful and his cock was almost 7" and very thick. It pulsed as I gazed at it and the head was a warm pink. He just stood there while I admired him. He then moved to me and reached behind me to unhook my bra. My breasts were one of my better features and he gasped a small sigh when he first saw them free and proud. He put one hand on my right breast and smiled. After a minute, he put his hands in the waistband of my panties and pushed them down. I kicked them into the corner with the rest of my clothes.
He tilted my face up to his and kissed me. I melted against him and felt his erection pressing into my stomach. It felt huge! His tongue invaded my mouth and I opened to him without reservation. I was giving myself to this man to do with as he wanted! His arms surrounded me and I collapsed into him as my legs gave way. I was so hot and so ready and as he caressed me, I pressed myself into him.
"Make love to me, please." I pressed harder against him, wanting more and more. I was lost in the moment and wanted him to take me now. His hands caressed my nipples as they hardened and swelled. His touch was like fire to my skin and I was swept away by desire. He dropped to his knees as I stood there naked and he began to kiss the inside of my thighs. I reached down to put my hand to his head and pulled him tight against my sex. He responded with his lips and his tongue while I writhed in ecstasy! He entered me with his tongue and he used one hand to rub my clit. As I began to hump against his face, he put three fingers into me and began to finger me while still rubbing my clit. I was almost uncontrollable as he drove me over the edge. I came almost immediately and my juices flowed down my leg. I held him tightly against me till my climax subsided. My legs finally could hold me no longer and I collapsed to the bed.
He stood and watched me as I recovered. I looked up to find him standing directly in front of me with his engorged cock just inches from my face. It was huge and just waiting to be invited in to my willing mouth. I took it in my hand and held it while I placed my lips over the head. I had to stretch some to get my mouth open wide enough to take it all in, but I managed. I took about 3 or 4 inches in and began to swirl my tongue over the sensitive head and loose skin of the shaft. As I did that, I began to bob my head up and down his shaft while my hand continued to jack him off. I kept this up while I caressed his balls with my other hand. I looked up to see his eyes on me and a smile on his face. As I looked at him, I began to bob faster and faster and I jacked him off at the same pace. I could feel his balls begin to swell and tighten and I knew he was close. I moved my hand from his balls to the sensitive area behind and close to his rectum. I could feel him begin to hump my mouth and I sucked harder and put both arms around his ass to pull him in. He suddenly tensed and I felt his cum spurt into the back of my throat. He held my head while he emptied himself into me. I swallowed it all.
We both got in bed and we made love twice more. Both times were fantastic. Rudy was an experienced lover and knew how to bring me to climax. He entered me from behind and was able to maintain his erection while he really pounded into me. He reached around with one hand to my clit and the other on my breast. I almost passed out from the feeling. After the second time, with me on top and riding him for all I was worth, I fell asleep for a while and was awakened by Rudy, dressed and ready to leave. He told me it was almost morning and he should go before people began to wake. He kissed me and told me that he had a wonderful time and that he would love to get together again as soon as I could get back to Savanna. I got up to walk with him to the door and told him that I would personally bring the final papers back when they were signed. He kissed me good by at the door and left.
After Rudy left, I went in to take a shower and dress for the trip back to Atlanta and my husband. I thought of Sam and what I had just done. I felt guilt but not as bad as I expected. I truly loved Sam and my girls and could not imagine my life without them. But what I had just done was not about Sam. It was just sex, and it felt good, just like a good massage. Sam would never know and I could live with that. I was amazed at myself for my very mature way of rationalizing this.
As we drove home that next day, I was setting in the back seat, lost in thought and not a small amount of guilt and wasn't paying attention to anything else. One of the two girls that were with me was driving and they were quietly talking away about last night and the food. Julie, who was driving, mentioned Rudy and laughed a little. I heard her say that Rudy certainly enjoyed the dinner and probably had a good time afterwards as well. I don't think I was supposed to hear that and I tried to pretend sleep. I was humiliated to think that these girls knew about last night. The more I thought about it though there was no way they could know, could they? They left before we did and Rudy left before light this morning. They were just guessing. With that, I dozed the remainder of the trip since I had little sleep the night before.
When I got home and saw Sam, my rationalization began to feel less perfect and mature and just dirty. I had a rough time being with him for about a week until I finally learned to live with the guilt and the uncertainty. We made love that weekend and that helped a lot. I did things to Sam that he always liked and tried to make him as happy as I could. That was fun but I knew it was initiated by guilt. Sam was his same loving self and that helped me to get on with my life. If he was OK, things couldn't be too bad. I thought about Rudy sometimes, but Sam was a better lover and far better at making me satisfied. Rudy faded into the background.
Things were OK for the next two weeks until something changed. I didn't know what but Sam began to act sort of moody and withdrawn. When I asked him what was up, he simply replied that work was getting to him. Now, that was hard to believe since Sam loved his work. He was a civilian instructor for the Military base in Atlanta in personal and hand-to-hand combat. He enjoyed working with the young Marine pilots and teaching them skills that could save their lives. He also taught civilians off base but didn't enjoy that as much. I couldn't believe he had problems at work.
Sam eventually started to behave normally and life went back to normal. I had put Savanna out of my mind and vowed that something like that would never happen again. Sure. The best laid plans, etc., etc.
My boss called me in to tell me that the proposal for the group theater in Savanna had been approved. The money was fully funded and the project was accepted as submitted. There were a few procedural changes but they had no impact on the project implementation. He wanted me to personally see to the modifications in the contract and get signatures as soon as possible. As I said, the best laid plans, etc.
I called Rudy and told him the good news and that I would be coming down there next Monday. He was delighted and wanted to know whom we would need to assemble to sign the contracts. I told him I only needed his signature to complete the deal. He immediately suggested that he meet me at the hotel where we could have dinner and then take care of the contracts. He also said that he was looking forward to spending the evening with me. I hesitated but agreed to his invitation for dinner. The rest was implied.
As I hung up, I debated with myself the wisdom of going to Savanna alone and with a plan to meet the man who led me to cheat on my husband. I went back and forth and finally decided that since Sam seemed to be back to his normal self and nothing bad had come from the last fling, once more couldn't hurt. This would be the last time and I would never again cheat on my husband. Rationalization complete!!
I told Sam that Wednesday that I would be going back to Savanna on Monday for an overnight to finalize the contracts for the program. I told him that it had been approved and I just needed to get some signatures for my boss. I said that I would stay overnight again because of the 500-mile roundtrip.
Sam's response surprised me. "Do you really have to go, or do you have a reason that you want to go?" He looked at me with a strange look on his face. "It seems like a long trip for you, and since you are the department head, you could send someone else to do it."
"I am going because my boss asked me to see to it personally. I only need to talk with one person there so the trip is more time consuming than anything else. Anyway, it's a pleasant drive and a nice hotel so I don't mind." Why did this come up at this time? Could Sam suspect anything? I didn't see how. I would play this out and make a decision based on his response.
"OK, babe. You know what's best. I was just thinking about you making a long trip alone and spending a boring evening in the hotel all alone." Sam picked up his paper and went back to reading. I breathed a sigh of relief. He didn't suspect! Thank God. I could still see Rudy for one more time.
Sam and I had a great weekend with the kids and we made love both Saturday and Sunday nights. That was unusual, but I certainly welcomed it since it made my intended cheating more acceptable. If Sam was happy, I was more at peace. The only thing that bothered me was Sam's attitude on Sunday. We were all together in the family room: the kids were on the floor playing with some game that they liked; I was reading a book that I had started and Sam was watching a football game.
"I love this. We have two wonderful kids, a great family and a great life. I don't want anything to ruin this for us. I would never do anything that would jeopardize this." He looked at the kids with a smile on his face and turned to me. "Would you?"
"Sam, what kind of question is that? Of course you could do nothing that would hurt the kids or me, and neither would I. Why would you say something like that?" Now I was worried. Sam was usually not this deep a thinker. He would be more likely to say something like 'nobody had better screw with us' or something like that. This mood scared me.
"Just thinking babe. They are really beginning to get serious about moving the training center from the base to somewhere else and it bothers me. I worry about it sometimes and seeing us like this makes me sensitive." He laughed and said, "Don't you women like sensitive guys?"
I relaxed a little. I knew Sam was worried about closing the training center and he had mentioned it just last week. I thought that was it but maybe a little reassurance was what he needed. "Sam, you shouldn't worry. We have money in the bank and I have a good job and we could get by for a while on my salary. You could start your own studio and increase your private teaching and probably make more money than you do now." I smiled at him and watched for his reaction. He looked back at me for a minute with a frown, but then smiled.
"You're right babe. I guess I just worry too much. I know you will always be there for the kids and me, and I know that I can depend on you." With that, he turned back to the game. I breathed a sigh of relief. He knew nothing and I was safe.



That night as I got ready for Monday's trip, I was careful to pull two very conservative pants suits from my closet and hung them on the hook in the bathroom. "Which do you think I should wear tomorrow? I kind of like the beige one."
Sam looked at the two suits and stated his preference for the blue one. I didn't care either way because as soon as he left for work the next day, I was going to put my little black dress in the carrier. That is what I would change into after I got to the hotel. Sam and I went to bed and he made love to me again with a passion that surprised me. I asked him what was going on and he again told me the move was on his mind and that I could certainly take his mind off his problems. I laughed and said that I didn't mind all the talk of moving if this is what it was going to do to him. Lovemaking was very good that night.
The trip to Atlanta was uneventful and I got there just about 5:00 that evening. I checked into the hotel and had the bellboy take my overnight to my room. I stripped and took a warm relaxing shower. I felt great. I put on my dress and admired my self in the mirror. I could still turn heads. I had great legs and my face was certainly not my worst feature. My waist was back to 24" and my hips were just about right. My breasts had returned to the 34C that I normally had except while pregnant and looked great in the low cut dress. I know Sam always liked my breasts when I was pregnant. I usually went to a D cup.
I carefully put on my face and got ready for dinner. Rudy said he would call for me at 6:30 for dinner here in the hotel. I had made reservations for 6:45. I gave myself one more look and waited for the call.
As I stood there in that hotel room in Savanna Georgia, thinking about what I was planning on doing and thinking about my life with Sam and the kids, I began to question everything. What was I doing, and more importantly, why was I doing it? More and more, I questioned my motives. I loved Sam more than life itself. My kids were the most important things in my life. Was I going to risk these things for one night of sex with a man I would probably never see again? I began to shake. I felt my face grow hot and I had to set down on the bed to keep from falling over. Was this what guilt felt like? It was probably a panic attack brought on by my thinking the worst.
At that instant, the phone rang, jolting me back to reality. It rang three times before I could reach over and pick it up.
"Hello?" My voice was shaky but I had it under control.
"Hi, gorgeous, it's me." Rudy's voice drove my doubts deep into a dark corner of my mind, giving me back control.
"Hi, yourself. Are you in the lobby?" I was again my usual bubbly self and looking forward to the evening. Rudy's voice had been one of the things about him that really turned me on.
I went down to meet Rudy for dinner and he was most appreciative of how I looked. It was clear that he would gladly forgo dinner if I would go back to the room with him right now. I wanted dinner and some time to work up to what I had planned as a most enjoyable night. He took my arm and we walked through the lounge to the restaurant. Once seated, we talked and flirted and I rubbed his leg with my stocking feet driving him crazy. I did all the things that I used to do to Sam when we were dating but this was not a date, and Sam was not involved. I again felt a cold shiver go down my back and I felt the panic just below the surface. I had to do something to get myself under control.
"Let's get a bottle of wine for when we go upstairs. I can have it sent to the room." I knew wine lowered my inhibitions, which is what happened the last time we were together. So did Rudy.
We went to the room after a wonderful dinner and I was beginning to get hot just thinking about what was to come. Rudy had been charming and witty and said all the right things to flatter me. He continually made suggestive comments and the smile on that gorgeous face really made me respond.
As we entered the room, Rudy began to caress me and kiss my face and neck. I was so hot that I pushed him away and began to undress for his pleasure. I swayed my hips and wiggled my dress over my hips in a way to make me look like a stripper. I wasn't very good at it, but he didn't seem to mind. As I removed my dress, he tore off his shirt and tie and dropped his pants. He was undressed in no time at all. He sat on the bed, naked except for his socks and watched me perform while he stroked himself. I put my dress over the chair and leaned over, showing my ass to him as I removed my bra and panties. I turned and presented my naked body to this Adonis setting there on my bed. I felt wild and dirty and I wanted to be taken by this man.
I moved over to the bed where Rudy was setting and offered myself to his waiting mouth. He reached out and put both hands on my hips and pulled me to him. I held my breath, waiting for the touch of his tongue. I was shivering with desire and wanted his mouth on my sex.
At that instant, there was a knock on the door. I froze and backed away. I was shaking and didn't know what to do. The knock was repeated and I looked at Rudy. "Did you order room service?" He shook his head no. "Get in the bathroom. Quick."
I looked through the peephole but could see only a vase of flowers. I couldn't see the face. I was confused for a moment but then remembered that Sam had commented on me spending a lonely night in a hotel. He had ordered these flowers for me to make my night more pleasant! Just like him to be so concerned with my feelings and me. I pulled on a terry robe and opened the door. When the man lowered the flowers, I suddenly saw his face: it was Sam!
"Oh my God! Sam! What are you doing here? Where did you come from?" I was totally panicked and didn't know what to do or say. I tried to push the door closed but he pushed past me and entered the room. I hoped Sam would believe I was alone but he looked at the closed door to the bathroom.
"Why Kristen dear, are you surprised to see me? I would think you would be delighted to have your loving husband pay you a surprise visit with a vase of flowers. Is there something that you would rather me not know about?" As he spoke, he sat the flowers down and walked to the bathroom door. I watched with eyes wide and mouth open in an 'O'. He pushed on the door but it didn't open. Rudy must be holding it closed from inside.
"Why don't you just come out, Mr. Baker. I know you are in there and we need to talk." He stepped back and waited for Rudy to come out. In the meantime, he just looked at me with a cold, hard look in his eyes. I was still stunned and was just staring at him. I was beginning to be afraid of what I knew was coming.
Rudy entered the room wrapped only in a bath towel. He was really an impressive figure. He had the look of a man that knows he is attractive to women and he had nothing but disdain on his face as he looked at Sam. He had that 'I just fucked your wife' look. He smiled as he looked over at me.
"Mr. Baker, I want you to get your clothes and get out of here. This ends, now! I don't ever want to see you again and you will not see my wife again. Is that clear?" Sam watched his face for a response. I knew he was hoping Rudy would do or say something smart. Since Sam was only 5' 11" and just 175 lbs, and Rudy was over six feet tall, 200+ pounds and well built, I thought he might be fooled into thinking he could defend himself against anything Sam could do. I wanted to warn him not to say or do something stupid, but I couldn't open my mouth.
Unfortunately Rudy took the path of defiance. "I believe that is up to Kristen to decide. If she prefers a real man …" As he said this, Sam covered the few steps between them in a heartbeat and drove his knee into Rudy's groin. Rudy doubled over and Sam pulled his face down onto his knee. He clubbed him across the shoulders with clenched hands, and Rudy went down like a wet sandbag. The whole thing had taken less than two seconds. Sam bent over and grabbed a handful of Rudy's hair and pulled his face up so that Rudy could see his eyes and asked, "Do you understand what I said? Do you?"
Rudy was almost out of it, so Sam slapped him across the face and asked again. This time he got a response. "I, I un, understand!" Sam let him go and he struck the floor hard. Sam stood back and waited until he got up. Rudy staggered around the room picking up his clothes and shoes and took them into the bathroom to dress. Sam yelled at him as he left: "Don't take too long or I'll be in to help you." During all of this, I had said not a word. I just stared at the floor while he waited for Rudy to dress,
Rudy finally came out of the bathroom. He looked at Sam fearfully with eyes already beginning to swell and quickly sidled around him to the door. He left without a backward glance at me.
Sam finally turned to see me sitting there dumbfounded. I didn't know what to say or do. I knew that my world had just come crashing down and I had no idea of what to do next. I wanted to say all of the stupid things that come to mind at a time like this. I'm sorry; it wasn't what it looked like; it was the first time; please forgive me. All of the things that were lies and meant only to protect me from my own stupidity. As I sat there in shock and foreboding, Sam finally spoke to me.
"I will see you at home." That was all he said to me. With that, he walked out of the room without another word. He didn't even look at me. As I sat there alone in a hotel room, naked and in a cheap robe, I began to realize what I had done and what I may have lost. For the first time, I was frightened.
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I checked out of the hotel less than 20 minutes after Sam left. I put on the jeans and sweater that I traveled from Atlanta in and threw everything else in my overnight. I called the desk and told them I was checking out and the key was on the desk. They could send me the final bill.
I got my car from the garage and left Savanna in a rush. I hit Interstate 16 and locked the car on cruise control. I needed to think! I needed to have my story straight when I got home to face Sam. I didn't know how he had found me out but I needed to decide what he knew and how much I could tell him. I wanted only to find a way to save our marriage. I had done the damage and I didn't know what I could do but I had to try. The truth would have been more effective if I had told him three weeks ago. Then it was a one-time thing and he would probably understand. We could find a way past that. This however was a planned betrayal that went terribly wrong. That I couldn't explain away.
Maybe he had come there just to surprise me and spend the night with me to make the trip more pleasant. Maybe he had looked for me and saw me with Rudy in the restaurant and put two and two together. Maybe he followed me to the room and then waited for a few minutes to see if Rudy came back out. That would explain the flowers. He had probably picked them up as a surprise for me. I began to relax a little thinking I could explain this as a one time thing. "I'm sorry Sam. We had dinner, some wine, I was too relaxed and things got out of hand". He could buy that, if he didn't know about the first time. Should I take the chance? I thought this over for the next hour. Then I remembered! He had known Rudy's name! That meant he already knew about him, and I had to admit to the first time. That would be the best way to convince him that I was telling the truth. That seemed like my best bet.
By the time I hit the outskirts of Atlanta, I had decided to be totally honest and tell Sam everything, including the first time three weeks ago. I had no choice since I didn't know what he knew or how he knew it. Sam was not as dumb as people thought when they first met him. He was smart, witty and a good man at heart. I was going to trust to his goodness and pray.
I walked into our home with my heart in my throat, only to find the place empty. Sam was not there and I guessed that the kids were with my parents. Sam must have left them there when he came to Savanna. I went into our bedroom and looked around. Everything was as it should be so I knew he hadn't left me. I breathed a small sigh of relief. I changed into my PJs, fixed a cup of coffee and sat down in the family room and waited.
Sam walked in about an hour later. He just stood there and looked at me. As he did, I could feel my face turn red and my breathing become shallow. I remembered what this man did for a living and suddenly realized just how much danger I had exposed Rudy to. I remembered the look on Sam's face in the hotel room and finally understood the control he had exercised not to kill Rudy. He had him down and vulnerable and just slapped him. He could just as easily have ended Rudy's life right then and there. I never considered that he would hurt me: that wasn't Sam.
When Sam didn't say anything, I couldn't stand it any more. I began to cry. I hadn't cried this whole night. Not on the way home, not after I had arrived at home and not while I waited for Sam. I broke down and cried. I was sobbing so hard I could hardly catch my breath. During it all, Sam had gone into the kitchen for a cup of coffee. When I recovered enough to look at him, he was sitting in his favorite chair with a cup in his hands. He was just watching me.
He waited until I stopped and finally said, "Well, do you feel better now?" He wasn't smiling nor was he sincere. He was simply cold. "I hope you feel better because I don't." Again, he simply watched me, waiting for me to explain myself. Waiting for something that he could accept that would make what I had done understandable. I had nothing to give him.
"I don't know what to say or where to start. I know saying I'm sorry is a poor beginning, but I am. I'm sorry for what I did and I'm sorry you had to find out. I wish I had never done it, but it's too late for that. I know you won't believe this, but it really had nothing to do with you and I. It was simply about me. What I wanted and what I did. You and the kids never entered into it. That part was dishonest, dirty and base. You and the kids don't deserve to ever see that part of me. I'm sorry you did." He still didn't speak.
"The first time with Rudy was three weeks ago when we went to Savanna. I had too much to drink and Rudy helped me back to the hotel. I had drunk too much wine and it made me behave like a fool. I wanted him to make love to me and I encouraged him. He simply took what I offered. He stayed the night and left the next morning. I had planned to spend the night with him this time but it was to be the last time. I thought that since you didn't know about it, you wouldn't be hurt and I could do it one more time before never seeing him again." By this time, I was exhausted and I just told the story as it happened. No emotion, no feeling and no guilt. It happened and it was over. It was no longer important. What Sam chose to do was all that I cared about.
Sam just sat there watching me. I looked at him but couldn't hold his eyes. I hung my head and waited. He would determine where my life would go from here on.
"I knew about the first time two weeks after you came back. I won't tell you how I knew but I did. I knew his name, who he was, and what he did. He has quite a reputation if you didn't know. He is married and has three children. They are all younger than Jennie. He makes it a point to seduce women for his collection. You were just one of the cheap thrills he scored." His look was one of scorn and derision. I realized what a fool I had been and understood now that I was just a piece of married ass to Rudy. "I don't suppose you even cared about his wife and his children? You certainly didn't care about me and ours."
"I didn't confront you at that time because I wanted to wait and see if I could live with your infidelity. I knew what you had done but I didn't confront you because I had to be sure in my own mind what I could live with. I had almost come to the decision that I could forget and forgive when you suddenly announced your trip to Savanna. I almost lost it when you said that. If you remember, I asked you some questions that suggested I wanted you to not go, but you had answers for all of them. You had decided to betray me and you were going to do it regardless. You had already convinced yourself that I couldn't know about your cheating."
"Sunday night when I talked about our family and our marriage and told you that I would never do anything to jeopardize it, do you remember what you said to me? You said 'Of course you could do nothing that would hurt the kids or me, and neither would I.' You said, neither would I. But, you did, didn't you? You fucked away our happy family. You gave it all up for a stupid shit that just wanted a piece of ass. You were so ready to suck his cock and fuck him and for what? For what!"
Sam was struggling to stay in control. I had seen him angry before but never like this. I have to admit I was frightened of this side of him. A gentle, peaceful man that was a teddy bear with his children and always gentle with me. This was what I had created: an angry, ticking bomb ready to explode.
"I am not going to make any decisions now. I am angry and I know better than to decide anything when I am like this. For the next few days, I ask that you leave me alone and stay out of my way. I think you should call your parents and ask them to take care of the kids for a couple more days. I don't want them around at this time." He paused for a minute and then said, "Maybe you should stay at your parent's place as well?"
"I will not hide out with my parents. I want to face this and have it out as soon as you are ready. I did this and I will face whatever is to come. But, I will not leave my home. And before you say anything, this is still my home, at least for now." I was not going to leave my home or my children. He and I could part but not without a fight.
"Fine. I'll sleep in the spare bedroom or stay at the base. I don't want to sleep in the same bed with you because I don't share my wife! You already made plans for tonight that didn't include me. You can sleep with your memory of him. I'm sorry I ruined your night of fun and fucking." Sam looked at me with a look of anger that scared me. I had never seen that look in his eyes before.
The next week passed with both of us avoiding the other and treading carefully so as not to create tension. I was hopeful since Sam had not left me or made any suggestions that he or I leave. Sam did spend a lot of evenings out of the house and when he came home, he usually went straight to bed. I didn't know what he was doing and I was afraid to ask. Things stayed this way until that Friday, when Sam suggested that we get the children and bring them home. I agreed quickly and went to pick them up. I didn't discuss anything with my parents, as I didn't want them involved. I hoped that having the children at home would make things less tense.
Sam asked me to come into the family room that Saturday evening after we had put the kids to bed. He said that we needed to talk and that he felt he was able to do so calmly and rationally. I could only hope. I did realize that we needed to do this.
"I have come to some conclusions and made some decisions. Some I can tell you about now and some need to wait for a while to see how things go. If you agree, I think we should take some time together to be alone. We need to do that to see if I can still make love to you as my wife. I can get a cabin at the lake for a few days if that's OK."
"That's wonderful news. Yes, I agree that we need some time alone and I want you back in my bed where you belong. I am your wife and nothing has happened to change that. I know you see it differently, but I am still here. I love you and have never stopped loving you." I was suddenly hopeful that we could get past this and get our life back. Inwardly, I smiled for the first time in a long time,
"We'll see. We can leave Sunday night and stay a couple of days. I have time off, if you can take time as well? I don't want to wait."
"I don't care what they say, I'll take the time anyway. I'll call in tonight and leave word that I have an emergency and will be out for a week. We can leave anytime."
We made arrangements with my mom to take the kids and she agreed, suspecting that we had problems that needed time to work out. The kids were cool since they loved staying with the grandparents. They spoiled them rotten! We packed some things and left just after dinner on Sunday. We were at the cabin in just over an hour and were able to catch some time in the sun before it set. It had started as a pleasant outing and I hoped it would continue that way.
"Let's go in and do some talking. We need to start sometime and I suppose this is as good a time as any. Are you OK with that?" Sam seemed to be in an agreeable mood as he suggested this.
"It's fine with me. I'm not looking forward to this, but I know it has to be done. I can only tell you what I know and feel. I hope you can hear the truth and still be calm."
"I promise to stay calm and controlled. If I didn't think I could do that, I wouldn't have come and I wouldn't have suggested this."
We took the stuff in, hung up our clothes and got everything ready in the cabin. We both got settled, a beer for Sam and a coffee for me. I sat on the couch and Sam sat on the floor in front of the now dark fireplace. He started.
"The first thing I want to know is why? Why did you feel it was OK to cheat on our children and me? I remember the vows we took when we were married and I don't remember any that said 'forsaking all others most of the time'." Sam looked at me calmly.
"I can't tell you why. I think it started because I thought he was very good-looking and very charismatic and then I had too much to drink and things just got out of hand. I also believe that he was making sure that things went the way they did. I wasn't sober enough to stop it." I wasn't sure that this was really why but it was the only answer I had.
"So, your answer is that you were drunk and he took advantage?"
"No, that's not what I meant. I mean he made sure that I needed his help to my room so that he was there and my inhibitions were down and, you know."
"No, I don't know. I have been drunk many times and I don't remember a single time I took another woman to bed with me. I still don't know why you did." He was still very calm just as he promised.
"Sam, I just don't know what happened. I didn't mean for it to happen and I don't know why I did it. I certainly didn't plan for it to happen. I still think he took advantage of me." I was rattled and had no sure answer. This was not going well.
"I'm sorry, but I remember you spending the entire night with that guy and I can't believe you were drunk the whole time. I also believe that you were either fucking him or about to fuck him the second time before I interrupted you. I also believe you drove 250 miles just to be with him and to have one more time, as I believe you put it. How does that square with your explanation?" Sam now had a small frown on his face.
"I can't answer you. I just don't know why. I remember thinking that it was fun, probably because it was wrong and that you would never find out so it's like it never happened. I would come home and never see him again and you would never know and we would be OK again!" I was now in full panic mode. I was losing this fight to save my marriage.
"Since it was OK because I didn't know about it, was this the first time you cheated on me?" That one caught me by surprise, but I should have been expecting it. Unfortunately, my hesitation was all he needed.
"Well, that certainly answers that question. Makes me wonder if the girls are even mine." I couldn't let him think that! It wasn't true and I knew that without doubt!
"Sam, think what you want about me, but Melissa and Jennie are yours. I would never do something like that. Anyway, you make it sound like I am a cheat and a slut."
"That's exactly what you are, but let's forget that for the time being. It's clear that you are confused. Let me ask you another question if it's OK. Did you ever think of our two girls or of me when he was fucking you? Did you remember our wedding vows as you sucked his cock? When you yelled his name during an orgasm, did you ever once think of our life together? How about the others? Was it the same with them?" He still appeared calm outside, but his questions were pure anger and hatred. I didn't even try to answer. I just hung my head and began to quietly sob.
"Why don't you just tell me in your own words why you did what you did?" Sam watched me sob with no expression on his face. If I expected any sympathy from him, it was not going to happen.
"All I can tell you is that I was impressed with him when I first met him. During the time we spent in the meeting, he was smart, self-assured and treated me as an equal. He complimented me on my business knowledge and he treated me with dignity. He was very good looking and his voice was mesmerizing. I guess the whole package was very tempting. That was not the problem. We went to dinner and we started drinking wine. I now remember that my glass was always full and Rudy seemed to be filling it every time I looked. He sat beside me and touched me all during the evening. I got used to his touch and didn't think much about it if it got a little personal."
"As the evening went on, we had more wine and I began to focus more and more on Rudy to the exclusion of every body else. When I noticed that we were the last two there, I was pretty wasted. We had finished three bottles of wine, the last one just between the two of us. I don't remember Rudy drinking at all. I had to take a cab to get back to the hotel so Rudy volunteered to call the cab and to see me back to the hotel. He said that I needed his help and I agreed."
"Once we were in the hotel, he went to my room with me and helped me to the bed. I was dizzy and very sick and he got a wet washcloth and held it against my forehead. I remember it felt so good and I held his hand, the one with the washcloth. After that, we began to touch and he ended up with his mouth between my legs. After that, it was pure lust. I really don't want to go into specifics, just that we had sex several times. I remember it feeling wonderful. Trite but true: it was just pure, raw sex. We fucked, we didn't make love."
I looked at Sam setting there and knew this had to hurt him. It hurt me to tell him about it and I was almost sick to my stomach as I recounted that evening. I was being honest about my feelings and how it came about. The hard part was now coming; why I chose to do it again.
"This is the hard part. I left vowing that I would never cheat on you again. I got home and guilt plagued me for the first week. I think now that I was waiting for you to see in my eyes what I had done. When you didn't, I thought that everything was going to be OK and that we were fine. Nothing was going to happen. Since everything was OK, I began to remember the pleasure that I experienced and wondered if I could do it again without you knowing anything. I thought, just once more and then never again."
"I didn't pick up on the questions you were asking me about going to Savanna and I didn't connect your behavior the week before. I guess I believed your story about the base closing and you worrying about your classes. I was so wrapped up in my betrayal that I ignored all of the signs that said you knew." I had pretty much run out of steam but I think I had covered it all.
"That's it. That's what happened and that's why I did what I did or at least that's what I think. There were no 'others', there was just one other time and it was much like this time with Rudy except that I didn't sleep with him and we only did it once in an empty conference room. I was also drinking at the time and it was just after I had started back to work after Melissa was born. I felt like a dowdy mother and this guy flattered me." I was done. I was exhausted and I was frightened.
"Well, that's quite a story. I guess it's as accurate as you can be. I do believe your version of how it happened and it is as painful to hear as I expected it to be. But it's out now and we have to face it." Amazingly, Sam was not angry or sad or anything. He was simply stating the facts and he let it go at that. He got up, asked me if I wanted another coffee and went to get a second beer.
Sam came back into the room, but this time he came to the couch where I was sitting and sat beside me. He put his arm around me and pulled me to his chest. I went willingly and just enjoyed the scent of him and feel of his strong arms and his hard chest. I began to relax when I felt his hand move to my side and then to my breast. I didn't move, and I hardly dared breathe. He hadn't touched me since the Sunday before I went to Savanna the second time. Sam cupped my breast and began to touch and kneed it through my sweater. I tentatively let my hand drop to his thigh and began to rub softly. He made no effort to stop me so I moved my hand to his groin and felt his erection. I was so happy that a sob escaped me and I squeezed him in joy.
"Please make love to me Sam. I want you so much and I need to show you how much I love you. Please, Sam." I wanted this chance to show my love and to make him forget how much I had hurt him. This was all I knew to do to make up for what I had done.



Without a word, Sam picked me up and carried me to the bed. He put me down and began to remove his clothes. I did the same and laid back waiting for him to enter me. Instead, he moved between my legs and began to pleasure me with his tongue and fingers. I tried to pull him up on top of me, but he simply remained there. He drove me mad with pleasure and continued through two orgasms. I was writing and screaming and still he continued. I finally grabbed him by the hair and pulled him up on top of me.
"Take me, now! I need to feel you inside me. I want to feel you fill me with your seed. Make me yours!" I held on to him with all my strength and felt him push against my sex. He entered in one swift stroke, causing my breath to leave in a loud groan. I was in heaven as he drove into me with passion and with what no doubt was a lot of anger. I didn't care. Sam was making love to me and that's all I wanted. He continued pounding me in silence until I felt him tense up. I wrapped my legs around him and pulled him tight to me. He pushed once more, going as deep as he could and then I felt his cock pulse as he dumped his sperm deep inside me. He finally collapsed on top of me and I just held him as he came back down.
"I love you Sam. I have always loved you and I will never stop loving you. What we just did is love. What I am guilty of doing with that other man is nothing. There is no comparison. You have to find a way to forgive me." Maybe I should just let it be but I had to make him see what we shared. It was too wonderful to lose.
"I'm trying and I do love you. I hope it will be enough." Sam rolled over but made no attempt to get up. "In the meantime, why don't we see what else we can do to pass the time?"
His grin was enough to get me excited again and we made love several times that evening. We did things that we had talked about but this night we tried them all. I began to feel that there was a good chance we would make it, but Sam was still holding something back from me. I could feel it as we made love. Something was coming and I hoped it was not bad news.
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Sam rolled off me and sat up on the side of the bed. "I'm gonna take a shower. Want to join me?" He looked back at me lying there exhausted and sweaty. We had just finished another solid hour of lovemaking and it had been great.
"Thanks but no thanks. I need to stay here and recover. You wore me out and I'm going to be sore later. I'm not complaining, mind you." I got up to put on a robe, but I was too tired to get dressed. I lay back down to try to get my breath back.
Sam came out of the bathroom sometime later and sat down on the couch in the open room. I was still lying on the bed dressed only in my robe. I thought maybe we could have another round of that fabulous love that I had missed so much.
"Could you come here and sit with me? There are some things that I need to tell you." Sam had come out of the shower dressed in traveling clothes. Since we had no plans to go anywhere or do anything, I was confused.
"What's up? Why are you dressed that way?" I was beginning to become worried.
"I want to tell you about the rest of the decisions I have made. I told you I had made several but I wanted to wait? First, I resigned my job at the Marine Air base effective last Friday. I also cancelled all of my private classes."
"But why would you do that? You love working with those young pilots and you wouldn't just up and quit!" This was getting more and more strange.
"Well, as you always said, it really wasn't a job, it was a hobby. Isn't that what you told me? You and your dad always wanted me to get a 'real job'? Well, I did. I called Josh Miller about a job in his personal security firm and we agreed on a package deal. In exchange for a commitment on my part for one year in various locations teaching hand-to-hand and defensive combat to his personnel, he offered me an excellent salary package. Better than I was making both at the base and in my private lessons. That should make you and your dad very happy. I leave tonight." Sam hit me with this without any warning.
"Why would that make me happy? How can you quit a job that you love? What do you mean you're leaving tonight, and what about the girls and me? Where will you be when you say various locations?" The anger came first, followed by dread. What was he telling me?
"I'll be in Europe and Asia. I'll spend about 3-4 months in each location teaching. I hope to get some time back during some of the holidays, but that's up in the air. I booked a flight out tonight on a military plane to Germany and I plan to be on it." He looked very different now than he did just an hour ago. We had made love to each other an hour ago and I was thinking about our future. Now that future was in jeopardy.
"I tried very hard to put what you did in the past and tried to find a way to move on. I kept coming back to the things that you told me about your affair with that man, and that left me with the feeling that I could no longer trust you. A marriage with love but no trust is not something I can live with. I need time to resolve my feelings. I need this year just to see if I can allow myself to begin to trust you again. And I need for you to examine your own feelings to see if you really want this marriage to continue."
I had to respond to that. "Of course I want this marriage. I love you and I have tried to show you how much. I don't know what you mean when you say you can't trust me. I made a mistake and I told you everything I can about why. I'll never do it again and I will regret it for the rest of my life. Our children come first. How can you give up on them and on us without a fight?" My composure was gone and tears were coursing down my cheeks. From making love to this. How had it happened so quickly?
"I told you there were several things. First, I can accept that you had too much to drink, your inhibitions were down, and he did everything to seduce you. OK. That part was a mistake, maybe. Problem is why did you stay with him all night? Once you sobered up, why did you continue? It's clear to me that you were doing it because you wanted to and to hell with me."
"Second, after you cheated on me with this guy and the first one and came home to face me, what was it that allowed you to justify it in your own mind? What allowed you to do it again? You broke our wedding vows, not once but at least three times. You did not honor our marriage or me and you gave yourself to other men."
"Finally, since you planned to do it again when there was no wine or seduction, the justification for that leaves me wondering what you would do in a similar situation if it presented itself. Since you have no clear reason for why you did it in the first place, there is no guarantee that you wouldn't do it again."
"Please Sam, don't do this. We were so close to working this out. You made beautiful love to me tonight, and I know you still love me. If you love the girls and me, why can't you stay and work this out? Don't the girls mean anything to you?" Desperation made me say that just before I realized what he would say.
"I don't remember the girls being a part of your thinking while you planned your infidelity. You didn't think of them while you were fucking your lover. And what was different about what you did with me and with him? Didn't you fuck him? Didn't you suck his cock? Didn't he eat you out? What's different? The fact that you love me? So what? What did that buy me that he didn't get?" Sam was still angry and cold but now it was coming out. He had just let it slide for the past three weeks. His anger had never been displaced.
"I'm going to give you what you want. For the next year, you will be here alone. I will not have anyone spy on you, check up on your behavior, or give me reports on what you do or where you go. You cheated on me and told me that it was OK because I would never know and I wouldn't be hurt. For the next year, you can do as you please, fuck whom you want, do whatever you want with whomever you want and I'll never know so I won't be hurt. We will still be married but that hasn't stopped you before. " He spoke these words so coldly it frightened me.
"That's what you think marriage is about. It's OK for you to do whatever you want so long as I don't find out about it. You decide what you want to do and what you think is OK in a marriage. The rules are yours to make. I take myself out of your way. I have spoken with an attorney and you will have a deposit each month in the checking account equivalent to what I was depositing. You can use that for child support and I guess your parents could set for you so you could be free to go out with your lovers. I would rather you not bring them to the house, but since I won't know, you can really do as you please."
"While I am gone, I intend to live by your rules of marriage. I will do whatever I believe is OK since you won't know what I am doing. So whatever I do should be all right with you. When I return, if I find that I can live with what you have done, we will determine where we go with our marriage. By that time you should have decided what marriage means to you and what the rules are. But if I live by your rules for the next year, I may discover someone else and our marriage will be over."
"If you continue to believe that it's OK to do anything you want so long as it's kept secret, we have no marriage. The fact that you believe that gives me serious doubt about any future we could have. But, if at any time while I am gone you want a divorce, just contact my attorney. He'll give you what you need to proceed. I have already signed the necessary papers. You will only have to file them." Sam seemed to be finished and he sat back and waited for my response.
"It seems that you have made up your mind about me and what I want. Well, you are wrong and it seems that you are so angry that all you want to do is punish me. Fine, I deserve anything that you do to me. I don't think our daughters deserve to be without their father for a year or more." If I could appeal to his love for our girls, maybe.
"I thought about that but came to the conclusion that pain of separation now knowing that I am coming back is probably less than they will have if we split up later. This year is a long shot, but it's a shot. If I had to decide right now, I would file for divorce. After a year, I may feel differently. No guarantees. You have always been a wonderful mother so I have no problem leaving them with you. However, if you continue to behave as you have, I will fight for full custody when I return." He waited for another attempt to talk him out of this.
"Can't you accept the fact that I made a mistake and won't do it again?" Desperation.
"I could accept that you made a mistake the first time, but there was more than one time. I have no trust in your claim that you won't do it again. I didn't think you could ever do it in the first place, but you did and you did it again. The fact that this last time you remained with him all night even after, in your own words, you realized that you had made a mistake, and the fact that you fully intended to do it again tells me that you never felt it was wrong."
"This is why I need the time away. You can't even give me a straight story about what you did and why you did it. You are unwilling to accept responsibility for your own actions. If you can't be honest with yourself and if you continue to try to make me believe something that even you don't believe, how can I ever trust you again?" With that, Sam got up and walked back into the bathroom. He came out carrying a small overnight bag.
"I'll have the rest picked up at the house and delivered. I'll let them know where. If you need to contact me, call my attorney. He'll know how to reach me. I don't want any direct contact with you from now on. I'll have letters and cards for the girls delivered through Josh."
"Think hard for the next year as to what it is you expect me to accept from you. I can't share you, I can't excuse betrayal and I won't stay with someone who believes I could. Part of our future is up to you. If those things are too much for you to give up, then we are through. I will know if you are telling me the truth when I return, so for once in our marriage, you had better plan to be honest." With those words, Sam walked out of my life.
True to his words, I didn't see him for the next year. He did contact the girls and send presents on holidays and their birthdays when they were with my parents, but he never contacted me. I thought he would at least call or send a card on our anniversary, but nothing came.
After Sam left me, I remained in the cabin for the next two days. I needed the time to think of what I was going to do. I was not in any shape to face my parents and I had the rest of the week off, so I just went back over our life together and tried to find the truth in what Sam had said of me.
What I had to admit was that he was right that I believed as long as I kept the truth from him, there was no harm to him or our marriage. In fact, Rudy was not the first time I had betrayed our marriage and Sam.
The first time was just after Melissa was born. Sam and I had just begun to resume lovemaking but I was not yet feeling feminine and desirable. I felt like a mom! In this mood, I had gone to a kickoff dinner related to my job with three clients from Columbia, SC. We had sponsored a concert with them for disadvantaged children that had made a lot of money. We were celebrating and it got quite rowdy.
One of the clients was a young man, probably 6 or 7 years younger than me and he had been coming on to me all evening. He was careful not to be too obvious to his companions, but it was clear to me. I was responding because he made me feel exactly how I wanted to feel: sexy!
Towards the end of the evening, I got up to go to the ladies room and found him waiting in the hall when I came out. He didn't say a word but he took my hand and pulled me around the corner into an open conference room. I have to admit that I went willingly. At that time of night, no one was around and it was dark inside the room. He pushed me back against one of the walls and smothered any sound I might have made by pressing his mouth to mine. His kiss made my knees weak and I felt the stirrings of desire.
He pulled my blouse loose from my skirt and slid his hand up under my bra to cup my breast. His hand rubbed my nipple and I felt it grow erect. I didn't resist and it felt wonderful. I dropped my hand down between his legs and grabbed his erection through his pants. It felt to be a good size and I wanted it in my hand. With my other hand, I undid his zipper and reached in to take him out. It was hot, and big and hard. It was magnificent. I groaned into his mouth and then dropped to my knees on the carpeted floor and took him in my mouth. I tasted a drop of pre cum and it was enough to make me want more. He let me work his cock until it was as hard as iron and then he reached down to pull me back up. He lifted my skirt to my waist and pulled aside my panties. I raised one leg and hooked it to his waist to make entry easier. He put one hand on my hand, the one still holding his cock, and had me guide him into my wetness. He entered me in one swift plunge and it took my breath away. I put my arms around his neck to pull him tighter. He fucked me hard that way for about 5 minutes while we kept our mouths together to avoid making any noise. He was stroking into me powerfully, slamming me against the wall until he suddenly tensed and stopped, buried as deep as he could inside me. I felt him shoot his seed deep into my womb. One, two, three powerful spurts and then he relaxed. I came at the same time. I held him against me until I finally sagged. I lowered my leg and he backed out of me. I squeezed my legs together and, avoiding looking at him or saying anything to him, dropped my skirt and tucked my blouse back in and went to the door. I saw no one so I left and reentered the restroom to clean myself out.
I left the party soon after without talking to him, and went home to face my husband. I went through a week of hell, but decided not to tell him and to try to live with what I had done. I did and never thought of it again until now. I realized that what happened then and what happened with Rudy was too similar to ignore. Both times were with someone I had just met. Both times were after drinking at a party and both times were a betrayal of my marriage vows. There was no way to justify what I had done and no way to argue that Sam was wrong when he said that I felt that if he didn't know, somehow it was all right. I knew that I had a very distorted view of what my marriage meant to me. I needed help.
I finally decided to go back home to my empty house. I already felt the loss of my husband, my best friend and confidant. Having my children back would help some but they could not fill my empty bed and my lonely evenings. I decided that I had to have them with me so I made plans to pick them up first thing the next morning. I wanted one more night alone with my thoughts.
It was Friday when I called mom to tell her I was coming over to pick up the kids. She said she would get them ready to go but wanted to talk with me for a while. I knew that she suspected what had happened and I wasn't sure I was ready for her. I had to deal with it sooner or later so I might as well get it over with. I left for her place with a heavy heart.
"Hi, mom. Where are the kids?" Mom was in the kitchen as usual baking and cooking. I didn't know how she and dad kept so slim. Neither one ever seemed to gain weight in spite of the wonderful food always available.
"They're with your father on a trip to the grocery store. I sent him off when I knew you were coming. I want to talk with you about things." She had it planned as usual and was in charge.
"I suppose you know that Sam left me?" I might as well get to it.
"Yes, I know. He called your dad and I Monday afternoon. Told me he had a new job and was going to be gone for some time. Didn't say much more to me except that you would probably need my help with the kids. He did come by and talk with dad though. Don't know what all he told him." She wiped her hands on the towel she always kept tucked into her apron. "He left because of you, didn't he?"
"I betrayed him mom. I slept with a man I met in Savanna and then made it worse by planning to do it again. Somehow, Sam found out about the time in Savanna and then figured out that I had plans when I told him I had to go back. He actually caught me naked in a hotel room with another man." It helped to be able to share it with someone that wouldn't judge me.
"What made Sam mad was my attitude that if he didn't know about it, it couldn't hurt him and it was OK." I was able to tell her the whole thing and it felt good. "He said that I had to figure out what I expected from a marriage and that he couldn't accept my idea of no harm, no foul." As I told mom what Sam had told me, I began to realize just how stupid I had been and how callous my idea of fidelity was. Sam was right!
"I have to tell you girl that your man is absolutely right and that you have a twisted idea of what marriage is all about. I don't know where you got that idea. It certainly wasn't from me. I understand what my marriage vows mean and I honor your father. There is no two ways about that. It either is or it isn't!"
"But I love Sam with all my heart and my marriage is the most important thing in the world to me. How can you think otherwise?" If mom thought this about me I was lost. She had to understand.
"I would do anything to keep Sam. He didn't give me a chance and he didn't try to fight for us. He just left me. He may have been right about my cheating but he didn't give me a chance to explain."
"Explain what? That you slept with another man and that you were going to do it again? Let me ask you what you could say to make it right?" She looked directly at me as she said this. The look on her face was the one I used to see when I had done something wrong and she was about to lay into me.
"I don't know of any reason in the world that you can say gave you the right to betray your man. If you have one, let me hear it right now!"
"I didn't say it was right, I just wanted to say why I did it." She must listen.
"If it's wrong to do, it makes no difference why you did it." She was relentless.
"But, I had too much to drink and he was trying to seduce me. That's why it happened."
"That's bull and you know it. A married woman doesn't get drunk with another man and she doesn't put herself in another man's hands when she can't think straight. You did both, so I don't want to hear that as an excuse."
"Mom, I'm all screwed up! I know I was wrong but I don't know why I did it. You are right, I keep trying to find an excuse that I can live with but I can't. I was wrong and my husband left me. He was right about me. This wasn't the first time, even though he didn't know that. I want things I shouldn't and I don't want him to find out because he would stop me." As I said it, I realized that it was the truth. I didn't want to be stopped from doing the things I did. I wanted what I wanted and I didn't want Sam in the way.
"Finally, you admit it. You were selfish and your marriage was the price you paid for it. Now you have to decide what you want to do from here on in. I can tell you this girl, if you want the same things he wants, then you have to expect the same things from yourself as you expect from him."
She paused a minute and then asked, "Would it be OK with you if Sam came home and told you he had found a new love?"
"I would die! I don't want Sam to leave me for someone else. I love him and our life together. Why would I want him to find someone else to share his life with?" I had no idea where she was going with this.



"Well, what did you expect Sam to say or do when he found you with a new love?"
"I don't love Rudy and I didn't love the first man. They were just there at a time when I was stupid." This was insane. I didn't love these guys. I loved Sam!
"How was Sam supposed to know that you didn't love this Rudy character? You spent the night with him and made plans to do it again. What was Sam supposed to think?" She drilled into me.
"Are you so stupid that you think your husband can just ignore your sleeping with other men? He is a man and he feels that he has somehow failed you and he feels that he was inadequate." She was shaking her head as she used to do when I messed up as a child.
"Sam was never inadequate. I was always happy with him and with our love life. He can't believe that."
"Why not? What did you give him to make him see that? Were you faithful as you promised? Did you hold yourself only for him? Did no other man ever share what you promised only to him? You betrayed his love and his trust and you have maybe lost them both."
Mom was making me see things I didn't want to see. It was hard and cruel and honest. I had done everything she said. I had hurt the one I loved and I had done it more than once. If he left me, I had only myself to blame. At his point, I had no idea of what I could do to make things right again.
"I don't know what to do? I really screwed up and I don't know how to make it right. I can't even talk to Sam since he won't let me know how to get in touch with him." I was finally beginning to understand. Too late.
"Maybe dad will have some ideas. Maybe Sam talked to him before he left. Dad would know what to do." Dad would certainly help me. He had always been my rock.
Mom looked at me sadly. "If I were you, I wouldn't count on your dad too much. Sam did stop and he and your dad had a long conversation. I can only tell you that Harry is very upset with you and he made it clear that he still loves you but doesn't want you around here any more than necessary. He blames you for taking their father away from those girls."
That was the final blow. My own father was turning his back on me. I had lost everything! Sam had walked out on me and dad didn't want to have anything to do with me. I felt myself falling and mom grabbing me. I slipped into a deep, dark quiet place and everything just faded away, all my worries and all my guilt. Blessed peace.
This quite place was very nice. It had no pain, no sorrow, no guilt and no worry about tomorrow. I could stay here forever. But, I became aware of light, irritating light, coming from somewhere. I tried to ignore it but it wouldn't go away. I wondered what I was doing and where I was but it seemed like too much work, so I forgot about it all for a while and just drifted. But eventually the light came again. I could hear people talking and someone spoke to me about something but it just didn't seem important. I just wanted to go back to that pleasant dark place I had come from. I slowly drifted away again and into forgetfulness.
"Mrs. Simons? Can you hear me? Mrs. Simons, please open your eyes. I know you can hear me. Come on, now. It's been two days. You have to wake up." This voice was annoying and I wanted it to go away, but it wouldn't. I finally opened my eyes and immediately closed them again against the bright light.
"Good, good, now you are awake. I'll get the doctor and he can come talk to you. I'll pull the blinds so the light isn't so bright." With that the irritating voice went away and the light seemed a little less intense. I knew that it was a mistake, but I opened my eyes carefully to see a white room filled with institutional furniture and a bed with railings. I was in a hospital!
After a few minutes, I saw a man wearing a white jacket with the traditional stethoscope around his neck enter the room. He came over to the bed and smiled down at me.
"Welcome back to the land of the living. My name is Doctor Carlson and you had a major physical and psychological breakdown. I believe it was a combination of fatigue, worry and some type of shock to your system that caused it. You are going to be fine but you need to see someone professionally to get to the root cause of your obvious depression. If you don't this will happen again. I can arrange a consult if you would like."
His smile was reassuring but his words made no sense. I couldn't remember what happened but I couldn't have had a nervous breakdown. "Where's Sam? Where's my husband?" I wanted to see Sam and have him tell me what... Suddenly, I remembered and I began to shake! The tears started to flow and I felt hot and dizzy! I heard a moan and realized that it was mine. The doctor's smile disappeared and he called for the nurse. He had her give me an injection of something and I slowly stopped shaking and began to feel sleepy and relaxed. He stayed till I dropped back to sleep.
As I drifted off, I heard him talking to someone. "Whatever her problem is, it hasn't disappeared. Get Psych down here as soon as possible. She'll sleep for about 4 hours but after that, she needs to see someone. Is there family waiting for her?"
"Yes, doctor. Her mother is outside waiting to come in. I haven't seen a husband or anyone else." No Sam? That I understood but I didn't seem to care much just now.
"Fine. I'll talk with the mother to see if I can find out what the problem is."
I spent a week in that stupid hospital while they put me on some type of medicine. They said they had to regulate the dosage so that I could function. I could function OK. I just didn't want to. My life was a wreck and the two most important men in my life had both deserted me. Maybe for good reason, but they were still gone. How was I supposed to function through that?
I did have the kids and that was important enough to get me moving again. I talked with mom daily and got the reports that the kids were fine but were worried about me. I called them the first chance I got and told them I would be home very soon. I made arrangements to begin therapy and checked myself out. Mom agreed to come over and help me till I was back to normal. I had taken a leave at work and they were OK if it didn't last too long.
I don't want to go into detail about the next several months, just that I did go to therapy and I did return to work. The girls and I are doing OK and I have a much better idea of who I am and what I want from life. I did learn from my shrink that my problem stemmed from a lack of respect for Sam. It was actually very simple. Sam was the one that mentioned it to me the night he left. I just didn't understand it at the time, although it's now certain that he did.
I loved Sam from the moment I met him. I dated him for some time before we began to talk of marriage. Sam was doing the same thing at the time; teaching self-defense for the military. I never took that job seriously and talked to Sam about it, but he loved it and was making a decent living doing it. Since I loved him, I accepted what he did. I had a good job and was making quite a bit more than Sam, and when we talked about marriage, I knew that our combined salary was more than sufficient. It is interesting to note that while mom loved Sam from the start, dad never took to him because he didn't think Sam could support a family doing what he did. Dad called it 'damn foolish' and thought Sam should get a decent job. They finally came to like each other, but dad still thought Sam was not living up to his potential. Yet dad was the first to condemn me when Sam left. As if dad didn't play a part. He understands it now!
Put it all together: Sam made less money than I did; I never took his job seriously and considered it macho baloney; I knew that dad thought he was beneath me and Sam never considered a better job. It all boiled down to a subconscious lack of respect. In the back of my mind, I always put Sam second to my needs. When Rudy came on to me, I saw a hard working, successful man doing the type of work I considered important. The same with the young man from South Carolina: Successful and doing what I loved to do. When I thought about what I did and thought about Sam, the lack of respect made me devalue his feelings and let me disregard him. Bingo!
My shrink, a woman, told me that I had to make a choice. Since my feelings for Sam were rooted in a lack of respect for him, I had to decide if I could stay with him and still remain faithful. Would that lack of respect destroy our marriage if I couldn't cope with it? She said it was going to be hard to do that.
She gave me an alternative to think about: was my lack of respect for Sam and what he did valid? Didn't Sam love what he was doing? Did I love Sam enough to want him to be happy or did I simply want him to be successful by my terms? And didn't I finally tell him that I accepted his vocation? Wasn't that decided before we got married? If Sam was happy doing what he did and I loved him, why did I not respect that?
Good question and one I had no answer for. The more I thought about it though, the more I began to see that Sam happy was what I valued more than how much money he made. Sam made me happy and made our girls happy and without him we were less. How could I not respect that? More and more, I began to review our marriage and my love for him. I realized that my betrayal was rooted in a selfish desire to please myself, and a callous disregard for Sam and my life with him. There was no honor in what I had done. Sam deserved more from me and I failed to give it to him.
That, of course, led to another bout of depression, but at least we knew why I was depressed and with my shrink's help, I got over it.
That was where I was 6 months ago. I have come to terms with myself and what I now know is important to me and to my life with Sam and the girls. Sam is due home next week. He called mom and told her that he would be landing in Atlanta on December 17, exactly one year to the day he left, and wanted to see the girls. He had made arrangements for an apartment and he was having his belongings sent there.
Mom called to let me know and we decided that I would be the one to take the girls to the airport to see their father. He never requested that I be there, but that was not going to stop me.
As I stand here with my girls waiting for Sam to come through the doorway, I fear that he isn't ready to see or talk to me, but I want to talk to him. I am ready to answer the questions he posed to me the night he left and I am determined to make sure he knows it. If nothing else, he will hear that.
I know what I want from my marriage. I want Sam back and I want our marriage back but with some big changes. I will be the one working to earn trust and respect from my husband, not the other way around! The lack of respect that I had for him is gone, replaced with a knowledge that I was the one that did not respect my marriage and myself. The ground rules are very simple and always were, even though I didn't recognize them: honor my husband and my children and put caring for them instead of myself first before anything else. Finally, do nothing that would dishonor my marriage. I dishonored it and I have a price to pay for that. I am ready to make payment if Sam will only allow me to.
The girls see Sam and run to meet him. He smiles at them, takes them into his arms and looks up to see me waiting.
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For those of you who requested the conclusion, here it is. I believe half of you will be pleased and half will be disappointed, which is why I didn't finish it the first time. But the response was overwhelming to the story so this is my conclusion. I hope you enjoy it.
The girls see Sam and run to meet him. He smiles at them, takes them into his arms and looks up to see me waiting.
End of Part 3
Sam looks around apparently searching for my mother but doesn't see her. He glances back at me and then gives his full attention to Melissa and Jennie. I was not encouraged by the lack of welcome in his glance.
As I stand there watching Sam with the girls, I fear that he isn't ready to see or talk to me. I need to talk to him, however, to make sure that he is still willing to continue with our marriage. When he left, he made it clear that I had broken the rules of marriage and that he no longer believed that I even knew what those rules were. He pointed that out to me and so did my mother. When I came to realize that I had completely betrayed all of the vows that I had made to Sam and to God, I had a breakdown, complicated by rejection by my dad who believed I had cost my girls their father.
With help I had come to realize my mistakes and to see very clearly that the failures in my marriage were mine and not Sam's. It was also a shock to both my father and I that he was in part responsible for my lapses in judgment. He and I both demeaned Sam's chosen profession and in so doing, had made him insignificant in my mind when it came time to make behavior judgments. I was unfaithful with two men, both in professions that I considered to be 'proper', unlike Sam who was only 'playing at a career'. The first time was just over 7 years ago now and was a one-time thing that happened in a darkened conference room. The second time was a year ago with Rudy, a project manager in Savannah. That was more serious and resulted in Sam finding me out in a planned betrayal. That was what brought about the collapse of my marriage.
All of this went through my mind as I watched the three of them move toward me, the girls laughing and jumping around their father. Sam looked older somehow and more mature. He also looked very tired and I felt some concern.
"Hi, Sam. Welcome back. We all missed you very much."
I reached up to give him a kiss but he pulled away. I felt the heat rise to my face as a result of the rejection, but I was very careful not to press him, or put him off. I decided to accept this rebuke until I could talk to him. He was obviously still angry and the year away hadn't done much to reduce it.
"Do you have much luggage? We can get a dolly from the dispenser if you need one."
"I'm fine. I had my luggage sent on ahead to my apartment so I only have a carryon." He glanced quickly at me, and then away. If he noticed my discomfiture, he didn't let on.
I turned away to the girls. "Come on girls, let your father catch his breath. Why don't you take his bag and both of you can carry it for him." They liked that and Sam gave the bag to them willingly. He again smiled at them. He was clearly glad to see them.
We walked down the corridor to the steps leading to the luggage area and out of the airport. Neither of us spoke for the first part of the trip.
I finally decided to break the ice. "You look tired, Sam. Was it a long trip? I guess I don't know where you were coming from this time." I knew this flight came in from London but I didn't know where Sam had left from originally.
"It was a long trip. I left yesterday from Singapore. I changed planes three times to get here, but it's over for awhile."
"No wonder you are tired. Do you have a car meeting you or do you intend to get a cab? I have the van so I could drop you anywhere you want. I understand you have an apartment that you are going to stay in." I wanted to know why he chose to stay in an apartment rather than come home, but I was careful not to ask too soon.
"I thought the apartment would be best for awhile. I wanted to get myself back in stateside behavior mode. Where I was and what I was doing was not for civilized people. I didn't want to make a mistake around the girls." He wouldn't look at me! I didn't know what to make of that, but it scared me.
"Sam, do you have any intentions of moving back into our home?" There! I had asked the question but I dreaded the answer.
"I don't know. I think it is too soon to talk about that. I told you, I need to get myself back into stateside mode." He was defensive which was not good. I was determined to hold myself in check so I let it go.
"I understand. I can still give you a lift to your apartment. The girls need to spend the time with you now and they will be happier if they know where you are staying. They won't understand but they will at least feel better knowing you are close by."
"I guess you're right. Let's go then. I'll give you the address that Josh sent me along with the key. That's where all my stuff is, I hope."
We walked to the van and the girls got in the back seat. Sam sat in the front with me but turned to talk to the girls most of the way. I knew approximately where the apartment was located and it was only about a 20 minute drive. I pulled onto the side street where the apartment buildings were located and found the complex indicated by the address. It was one of 10 identical buildings. The one we wanted was marked 'C'. I pulled in to a slot in front of the building.
"This is the building that we want. The apartment number is 3C so I think it's on the ground floor. Girls, grab the bag and help your father find his apartment."
Sam turned to look at me with some surprise. "Aren't you coming in? I don't even know what the place looks like and I might need some advice on what to do first."
"This is not our place, Sam. It is yours. I have no desire to see it or to make it more comfortable for you. As a matter of fact, I think if you want to see the girls, you will have to pick them up and drop them off. I won't be coming here. And when they ask, you can explain to them why you are living here rather than at home with us."
I had been giving this some thought since I saw Sam at the airport. He had rejected me when he got off the plane and he was making his life here at an apartment rather than at home with the girls and me. The more I considered it, the angrier I became.
Sam just stared at me, taken aback by my attitude. I guess he expected me to be the submissive, cheating wife, begging to be taken back into his loving and forgiving arms. Well, part of that was true, but I was not going to beg. I would explain what I found out while he was gone and I would apologize for actions totally inappropriate to our marriage. I would make my amends but I expected to go forward. What he was doing was not going to make repairing our marriage easier.
"Come on girls, let's find my place." Sam got out of the car and the girls went with him to a door on the right side of a pass through. Sam tried the key and it opened the door. They disappeared into the apartment while I sat there considering what the future would bring. The more I thought about it, the more I wondered why Sam needed a place by himself. It made little sense to me and it was simply an expense that was unnecessary.
After about 10 minutes, the girls and Sam came back out to the car. The girls raved about the apartment and they found three bedrooms, one for each of them. They climbed in the back while Sam came around to the driver's side. He still looked surprised by my attitude.
"The apartment is pretty nice. Are you sure you don't want to see it?"
"I'm sure." I changed the subject to practical matters. "What do you want to do about a car? I sold your BMW as you requested. The money is in a separate account so you could buy something tomorrow. Until then, I guess you could rent a car."
"I will probably just rent one for awhile. I'm not sure what my plans are. I need to talk to Josh before making any decisions."
"I think you need to talk to me before you make any decisions. I don't know what you think you are doing but you need to remember that there are three other people involved in this. For the past year, you thought only about yourself when you left me here to fend for the girls and myself. The money you provided was fine, but it wasn't you." My anger had been building since Sam rejected me at the airport. I decided that it had to find an outlet and Sam was it. He was not the only one that paid a heavy price when he left me. He had better learn that fact soon.
Again, Sam was shocked that I wasn't falling all over myself to make amends and beg for his forgiveness. That wasn't going to happen unless and until he sat down with me and worked on the marriage that we shared. If it was over, I would learn to live with that, but I was not going to live this way.
"I guess you're right. I have been alone for so long and thinking only about myself that it is hard to remember what it right and wrong. I'm sorry. I'll settle in and give you a call tomorrow. We can get together, just the two of us, and see where we are going. Is that OK?"
"It will have to be. I'll take the girls to moms for the evening. Since I am working, we can't do much before 6:00 or so. Call sometime after that and we can work out a schedule."
Again Sam looked surprised. "Are you still working at the same place? I thought maybe you might have left there or changed jobs or something."
"Why on earth would I do that? I love my job and the money is great and it gives me a lot of freedom. I needed that since I was an only parent taking care of two girls. You seem to keep forgetting that I was the only parent for our girls for this past year. A few cards and gifts don't make a parent." I began to realize that Sam had not thought much about me since he was gone. I guess I began to believe that our marriage had little chance of surviving. I was starting to prepare myself for what I believed was inevitable.
"No, you are right. I just wasn't thinking. I'm sorry. I forgot how hard it must have been for you." He finally looked at me, really looked at me and seemed to see me for the first time. I guess he was so wrapped up in himself that he had had no time for me.
"Apology accepted. I'm going to get the girls home now. It has been a big day for them. I guess I'll wait to hear from you tomorrow." With that, I started the van and backed out of the slot, Sam standing there watching us. The girls waved goodbye as I pulled out.
I went to work the next day as usual. As I thought over the previous day, meeting Sam at the airport, his rejection, driving him to his apartment, refusing to go in and telling him that I was a single parent, I realized that I had come a long way in dealing with my past mistakes. I was not going to be a victim of my own foolishness.
I had also learned that the way Sam chose to deal with my infidelity was not a way that was without fault. Sam had left, leaving me alone to deal with it. I had learned from my mistakes and I was ready to move on to a new life. I wanted to talk to Sam and to explain the reasons for my fall and to assure him that I had learned what he knew I needed to know. I wanted Sam to be a part of that life, but not at the expense of my pride and dignity. I was willing to apologize and do whatever was necessary to rebuild the trust he once had in me but I was not going to live my life apologizing every day for things I did in the past. I had moved on but apparently, Sam had not.
I talked to mom that evening and told her of my feelings after meeting Sam. She was quiet and reflective but finally told me to do as I thought best. She had little to offer, saying only that this was new territory for her and for me and that I had to just take it a day at a time. I agreed with that and told her to tell dad that things were going OK. He and I were back to our previous relationship, once he found out that he was as much to blame for my attitude about Sam and I was.
Sam called me at home that evening, asking me if it would be OK for him to stop by about 7:30. I agreed and told him that I would have dinner ready if he wanted to share it. I ate about that time every evening and I could just make enough for the two of us. He agreed and we made plans.
I did nothing out of the ordinary for that meeting. I felt that we needed to work things out and that we needed to start on an even level. I had to proceed that way since I wasn't going to beg or grovel. Sam was as wrong in this as I was. Yes, I had cheated and betrayed him but he had left me and my children. We both had problems. I had tried to overcome mine by understanding why I had done what I did and to make changes to my life to be sure they didn't happen again. Sam had run away. At least, that's how I saw it. Maybe that was unreasonable but I didn't think so.
Sam arrived right on time and I ushered him in to the dining room. Dinner was on the table and he sat in his usual place at the head of the table. To show him that I was the parent when he was gone, I sat at the other end. It was a little silly, but I was jockeying for position. Sam didn't seem to notice.
"This is pretty good for just dinner. Of course, I have been eating some strange things for some time now and I guess I forgot how good meatloaf, mashed potatoes and gravy could taste. You were always a great cook anyway." He was really putting it away. I remembered that he always had a great appetite.
"Good old meatloaf. Hard to mess it up. I wish the girls liked it as much but they prefer mac and cheese or burgers. We have that quite often. I carry home a lot. Makes it easier on me."
We chatted over dinner without saying much of importance. He told me a little about the places he had been and the people he had met. I found it fascinating but also a little scary. I told him about some of the girls' exploits. I guess both of us were waiting for later to begin the tough talk. That was fine since it gave me time to study Sam while he ate. He looked very tired and worn. I noticed that he had lost weight, maybe 12 to 15 pounds. He wasn't that heavy to start with and he had a slightly sunken look to him that I didn't like. He was deeply tanned but he looked to be fit in spite of the gaunt look. I didn't comment on it, saving it for a later time.
We finished dinner and Sam leaned back, looking full and satisfied. I offered desert, a slice of pie with coffee and Sam accepted readily. He was starved! I told him to go sit in the den and I would bring the pie and coffee in there. He went willingly while I got the desert tray. I found him in his old recliner; the one none of us would sit in while he was gone. He looked relaxed and contented.
As we sat there, eating our pie and drinking our coffee, it felt like old times. For a minute, I forgot where we were and just enjoyed the feeling. It wasn't going to last.
I finally put down my plate and decided to start. "How do you want to begin this, Sam? I don't know quite what to say or how to start, but I want to say right off that I have considered all that you asked me to think about when you left and I realized my mistakes. First, I am so very sorry that I behaved as I did. It was wrong, it was cruel and it dishonored you and our marriage. I understand what I did wrong and I have learned some hard lessons. I didn't put you and the girls first. That has changed. I did not honor my marriage and that has also changed. I know my priorities and I know what is important. My marriage comes first and everything I do is based on that simple fact. I am willing to go into much more detail and to answer any questions you may have, but I don't think that is going to solve our problems unless you are willing to take steps to be a part of the solution. I certainly don't know what that is anymore and since you have been home, I see no movement on your part toward any kind of beginning." I watched his face for some indication of how he felt. As before, what I saw was confusion and surprise.
"I guess I am confused. I am totally surprised by your attitude. You seem to feel that all you have to do is apologize and I should forget everything. I also got the impression yesterday that I was in the wrong for leaving you and the girls. I told you when I left that it was to give you time to decide what you wanted from our marriage and what you thought the rules were. I have no idea of what you have decided and what you expect from me. How does that make it my fault?"
"Sam! You haven't talked to me in over a year. You haven't told me anything of what you plan to do; you come home and ask my mother to meet you at the airport with our girls; you treated me like a stranger; and you move into an apartment without talking to me or asking me what I want. Yes, I guess I do think that is your fault. Who was I supposed to talk to while you were God knows where? Who did I express my apologies to? Who was there to help me work out what to do to make this up to you? It certainly wasn't you."
Sam looked at me incredulously. "I couldn't stay with you after what you did without some time to understand my feelings. I had to get away from you to do that. You knew that."
"You left not only me, you left our children. You left them here with me, without a father. How was that fair to them? Did you want to punish me so badly that they were the price you were willing to pay?"
"I left them here with you because as I told you, you were a great mother and I knew they would be safe with you. What's wrong with that?" Sam was becoming more and more frustrated with this conversation. I think he was looking for capitulation on my part and he was still waiting for me to grovel and beg him to forgive me. It wasn't going to happen. I had apologized for my mistakes, yes, but he was not getting a whimpering female if that's what he wanted.
"Why don't you ask them what's wrong with that? They asked every night where you were for almost 6 months before they finally gave up. They expected their father to be there with them and you weren't. You were off licking your wounds and salving your male ego. You missed their birthdays, their holidays, the last Christmas and Halloween, their favorite. You weren't there, Sam! How can you not see that?"
"That was your fault. You were the one that drove me away." Sam still couldn't see anything wrong in what he did.
"No, it wasn't. I cheated on you, Sam. Not them. They paid for what I did and that wasn't fair to them. I was willing to do all that was necessary to fix my mistakes. If you weren't willing to forgive me, that was one thing. You could have divorced me at any time. But you didn't even stay for that. You left that up to me as well." I was getting very angry now because he was just waiting for me to take the responsibility for all of the wrongs in our marriage.
"I don't see it that way. You cheated! You lied and you betrayed me." Sam looked at me with a righteous face. He was the wounded one.
"You're right. I did. I'm sorry. Now what?" That was all that was necessary as far as I was concerned. I wasn't going to rehash the past. I screwed up, big time, but I paid the price and I did the time and I did the fixing and I learned. What did Sam do?
"What, that's all? For what you did? Did you forget what you did?" He was irate.
"Of course not. But what do you want from me? You never told me, you never asked me about it and you left me without any discussion of it. I worked my ass off this last year, understanding what and why, taking care of myself and the girls and playing the part of father and mother while I did. I spent time in the hospital, blaming myself until I was able to understand why I did it. Dad learned a lot along the way too and has accepted some of the responsibility. But how about you, Sam? What have you done during that time beside run away?"



"I didn't run away. I got a real job like your father and you wanted in the first place. You always told me that I wasn't living up to my potential. So I got a real job and I made some real money and I lived up to your expectations. Didn't I? Wasn't that what you wanted? So I had to leave for a while to do that. That's what it took so I did it."
"You ran. If you had stayed with me you would have realized that I finally understood that what I wanted all along was for you to do what made you happy. We talked about that before we were married and I knew what you were doing than and I accepted it. I just forgot. When you were happy, we were happy. When I forgot that, I made mistakes. I learned that soon after my collapse. Dad also understood that his attitude colored the way I looked at you and what you did. He helped to diminish you in my mind. He is so sorry and he is too ashamed to face you. That's why he wouldn't talk to you when you called mom. But you didn't know any of that because you weren't here."
Sam just looked at me, thinking about what I said. He had removed himself from our lives so completely that all of this was news to him. He just assumed that dad continued to treat him with contempt as he always had, and that's why he never talked to him.
"Some of what you say makes sense, but I still believe that the fault lies with you. You betrayed me."
"I agree. I said I was sorry and I understand what I did and why I did it. I know now that I could never do it again. But I ask you again: So what? Where do we go from here? Do you just want me to keep on saying I'm sorry? Is that all you want from me? Fine: I'll say it once a day for the rest of my life. Will that satisfy you? If I promise to do that, will you tell me how we go forward from here?"
"I don't know what I want. I still feel the betrayal and the pain and I don't know if I can move forward. I don't honestly know what to do." Sam seemed to be telling me the truth.
"OK. I can accept that. If that is the case, I think we need to move forward with the divorce. I refuse to live in limbo for the foreseeable future. If you can't go forward, I can. I need to worry about the girls and their future stability. I still have the papers you left me and I can talk to a lawyer tomorrow, but I will change the reason for divorce to abandonment. You have abandoned the girls and me and I won't accept that. I still have my job and I make enough money to support us with only a little help from you. I will ask for minimal child support and no alimony. That's the best for all of us." Sam had that look of shock on his face again. He seemed to be in shock most of the time anymore. I don't know what he was doing over there, but it certainly didn't do much for his mental acuity.
"How can you talk about divorce? I never asked you for a divorce. I told you that if you didn't accept the rules of marriage that we both agreed to when we were married, that you could move on and I would agree to a divorce. I thought you said you had learned and accepted those rules."
"I did, but it didn't seem to make any difference to you. I tried to do it your way but it wasn't good enough for you so I have nothing left to give you. I think divorce is what you want. A divorce will make your separation easier since the girls and I will no longer wonder when you are coming back and we can go ahead with our lives." More and more, I felt that this was the right move for all of us. I couldn't take this attitude from Sam. It wasn't fair to me or to the girls. Fine! I screwed up but would I have to pay for it the rest of my life? I wasn't willing to do that.
Sam stood up and ran his fingers through his hair. "I don't know what to say or do. I am so confused. This isn't what I expected from you and I can't get my head around what you are saying. I need some time to think. I have to be by myself for a while. I'll call a cab and go back to my place. I'll call you later."
"I'm sorry Sam. I am still going to go ahead with the divorce. You don't know what to do or say? You need time alone? You want to go to your place? You've been doing that for the last year and none of it involves your family. None of those things are helping to work through this crisis in our marriage. You are still running away!" I got up and shoved the phone at him. "Here, call your cab." I turned and walked out of the den, leaving Sam alone.
I was setting at the kitchen table, just staring at the clock on the wall. It was just after 9:00. It had only taken an hour and a half to end my marriage. I had such high hopes before Sam came home. I had done what he asked of me. I found my problem and I took the steps I needed to take to fix it. I went back to the beginning and I found what I had lost. I rebuilt my life with the correct goals and priorities: Sam and the girls first, above all else. I knew that I had made mistakes, but I had discovered why and knew that it could never happen again. I wanted only to convince Sam of that but he refused to even let me. He wanted something I couldn't give him. Total submission.
In that frame of mind, I didn't hear Sam walk into the kitchen. He moved to the table and sat down across from me. It took me a second to focus. He was just looking at me with a calm expression.
"Kristen, I owe you an apology. I guess I came home with a preconceived idea of what I expected you to do. I guess I wanted you on your knees, begging forgiveness and crying. I wanted to hear you say 'I'm sorry and I won't do it again', and all of those things. It never occurred to me that you would say I'm sorry and then expect me to move forward. I hadn't even gotten past the apology in my own mind. I was so hung up on my own unhappiness that I never thought of anything else."
He paused for a moment, watching me with that same expression. I didn't know what he was going to do or say. I had little hope but I would listen.
"You told me what I needed to hear but I couldn't seem to let it go. And you are right: I never thought of what I left you with when I took off. I knew you were a good mother but I never thought of the problems you would have trying to raise two girls alone while in a crisis. I never considered that you would have a breakdown from all that I handed you, and I certainly never bothered to find out. You are absolutely right. I took care of myself without any thought for you and the girls: my family."
"I do need some time to myself to sort this out. But I can tell you that I don't want a divorce and I don't intend to leave again. I called Josh just now and told him that I couldn't take another assignment out of the country. He agreed and offered me a full time job here anywhere I wanted to live. I might have to travel occasionally, but not often. I accepted."
"If you still want to, I would like to try to work this out. I still love you as much as I did before. I know you made mistakes but we need to deal with them together. I did some things while I was away that I'm not proud of and we need to deal with them as well. You made mistakes of judgment but I made mistakes with intent. I am not sure if that isn't worse."
I was quiet for a while, thinking about what Sam said. As it was when he left me, it was a complete change from just minutes ago and it was difficult to change the focus of my thinking. He had heard what I said and he had finally worked through his own expectations. That was a good thing but I wasn't sure it was enough.
"I would like to try as well, Sam. I don't know what we can accomplish but it is worth the attempt. I am willing to try with professional help. We can't do it alone. OK?"
"I agree. We can find someone to help us. We have two girls that we owe this to. They need both of us, together if possible but both of us either way."
With that agreement, Sam and I went to counseling to try to put our marriage back together. We worked very hard and our girls were the foundation we tried to build on. But after almost two years of hard work, we found that we had little left to hold us together. Sam moved back in with us and we tried to get back the old feelings, but they just weren't there. We made love, but it wasn't the same. There were reservations on both our parts and we finally gave up. We loved each other, but we had both changed. I through professional counseling and Sam through travel and being on his own. I had grown, understanding my motivations and strengths as well as my weaknesses. Sam had become more independent and more attuned to his own needs and almost introspective. As a result, Sam wasn't able to let go of my betrayal. He had always been a proud man but he had become far more rigid during his time away. For my part, I couldn't forgive Sam's desertion at a time when we needed to be together to work out our problems. Time away had made my petty affairs far more important in our life than they actually were. With those huge blocks in place, we had little in common other than Melissa and Jennie. They needed us strong and healthy, but not necessarily together. We finally agreed to a divorce and it became final 6 months later.
Less than a year after our divorce, Sam married a lovely woman with a son of her own and they seemed to be quite compatible. She was pretty, but mousy, and didn't work. She preferred to be a stay at home mom. Our girls liked her and I found her son to be a delight. We often got together at holidays and special occasions.
I was dating an older man, Jeffrey, who was quite well off and he and I traveled together as often as we could. Jeff owned a home in the country with a stable and three horses, so Melissa and Jennie were in 7th heaven. He doted on them and they loved him. We had discussed marriage but neither of us was in a hurry. We decided to move in together and I was happy with that. Sam and Jeff got along quite well. Jeff owned an engineering consulting firm and had contacts all around the world, so they had a lot to talk about. I continued to work and travel but I never again had any temptation to stray. I guess there was nothing lacking in my life and, in my own way, I had made a commitment to Jeff, which I intended to honor.
Maybe Sam and I would have continued in our marriage if I hadn't strayed as I did. Maybe, but I doubt it. We both are much happier now.
The End
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Tom's Story
On Tuesday, I told Julie, my wife, that I had to make a trip to St. Louis to fix some problems on a new installation. I would fly out Wednesday afternoon, meet with the contractors Thursday and Thursday evening, and fly home Friday. She did not seem very upset by the last minute trip, even though she had always hated me being away. She actually smiled when I told her and wished me a good trip. Strange.
I thought that we could make love that night since I would be leaving for the rest of the week but Julie pleaded fatigue when I suggested we go to bed early and cuddle.
"What's new?" I said.
"What's that supposed to mean?" Julie snapped back at me.
"Fatigue is getting to be your standard answer when I suggest we make love. I wonder what's making you so tired. It can't be work since you seem to love being there instead of at home with me." I was just getting wound up.
"It can't be the baby since as soon as I get home, you leave her to me to play with, or bathe, or get ready for bed." I was sorry to have begun this but I really wanted to have it out with her. This just did not seem like the right time. It had been coming for some time but I didn't realize how close to the surface my anger had become.
"I don't know what you mean by that. You love Rachael and I know you like to spend your evenings with her. What's wrong with that?" Julie's face was red and her anger was clearly showing.
"I love my daughter, but I only spend as much time as I do with her because you've turned away from me. We haven't made love since you returned to work. Before that, it was not love making; it was a disaster. I tried to talk to you and you pleaded fatigue, you blamed me for being too tired, you even tried to claim that you had orgasms when I clearly know you didn't. I believe you actually laughed at me a couple of times and called me a wimp!" I waited for her to say something but she just stared at me.
"I wanted to go to counseling but you couldn't see any reason to. I wanted to ask the doctor to check you over to see if he could find a reason for the fatigue you always seem to have. None of those things were necessary according to you."
"Now, we have no love life. We go to bed and you turn away from me and just go to sleep. You don't want to talk to me before or after dinner and you don't care to spend any free time with me. You are happy as a clam when you go off to work and angry or depressed when you are here with Rachael and me. I don't know what to do anymore. I wonder if we even have a marriage. Do you want to talk about divorce?" I said the last as a means to try to shake her into some sort of response.
"I don't think I want to continue this conversation. You're not being reasonable and you are certainly making some very stupid accusations. I think you should go on your trip and think about what you just said. It appears that I don't do anything that suits you anymore." Julie rose from her chair and walked into the other room. Her expression was one of disgust or disinterest. There was certainly no distress at my words.
I just sat there and stared into space, trying to determine what had gone wrong and when it happened. I thought back over the past few years of our marriage and tried to remember what they were like. It seemed like the problems had begun just before Rachael was born. Before that our marriage was strong and times were good.
My name is Bill Montgomery and I am now almost 40. Julie and I were married shortly after we both graduated from college. I had interviewed with a firm in Youngstown that manufactured air conditioning and heating equipment for large installations. The interview went well and I was offered a job with them. Julie had also landed a job at a saving and loan bank, in training as a loan specialist. With both of us working, I proposed and Julie accepted. We were married 3 months later in a small ceremony with a justice of the peace. I wanted more for her, but since her parents had died some time ago, she did not want more than a simple service.
After we were married, Julie and I made plans for a family and a home. The family would come as soon as we had saved enough for a down payment on a home, and by saving very carefully, we were able to make the move a year and a half later and found a home we both loved. While it stretched our income, we were able to swing it and moved in.
While our love life was strong and often wild, Julie wanted to begin immediately to make a baby. She insisted that we abstain until she was in her fertile period and then she wanted me to make love as often as I could get it up. At first, I loved it, but after a few months, it began to become work. No spontaneity, no love, no snuggling, no foreplay, just straight fucking! Three weeks of abstinence, one week of fucking. Then do it all over again.
After 3 months, Julie announced that she was pregnant. I whopped for joy and hoped things could get back to normal. Julie seemed to glow and she welcomed me back to making love. Things were good again for the next 5 months. Because of her developing pregnancy, we investigated new ways to please each other. Our sex life actually got better.
After a visit to the OB/GYN, Julie announced that we had to stop with the sex we both enjoyed and were used to having. From now until the baby was born, only gentle penetration was permissible and no missionary sex. Julie was to avoid strenuous activity of any kind and the doctor recommended she quit work.
Julie did resign from work, taking a sabbatical so that she could return if she desired.
She seemed to resent having to quit and began to become angry with me for little things. I thought at first that it was hormones, but after a while I knew it was more. When I asked Julie about it, she denied anything was wrong and said she was just uncomfortable most of the time. I hoped the birth of the baby would bring back the old Julie.
The time came and the baby was born. It was a beautiful baby girl whom we named Rachael after Julie's mother. The baby was perfect and was a joy for both of us. For a while.
After Rachael was about 3 months old, I tried to initiate lovemaking again. I wanted to try as soon as Julie was ready, but she kept putting me off. I was patient until I finally told her it was far past time. She finally agreed, but did so in an angry mood. As a result, the sex was terrible and I could not even perform. I was embarrassed and humiliated and Julie did not help by becoming angry all over again. Instead of encouraging me, she belittled me and laughed at me.
I finally was able to complete the act and I tried to have a normal sex life again but it remained uncomfortable and unpleasant. Julie never instigated sex and she seemed not to enjoy it. She wanted little foreplay and no variations. After a while, the frequency of sex declined to only once or twice a month. Until she returned to work.
Julie approached me about returning to her job after one of our more successful sexual unions. Julie had seemed to be more into it than usual and while I knew she faked her orgasm, I was still able to enjoy myself. As we were lying in bed afterwards, Julie brought it up.
"I would like to go back to work, Tom. I need some stimulation from adults once in a while. You know what I mean. You get it all day so that when you come home, the baby is a pleasure." Julie looked at me for my response.
"I wish you would stay home for a while longer. Rachael is just a year old and she is beginning to develop those traits she will have for the rest of her life. She really needs someone to help her develop good habits and I wanted that person to be you." I hoped that Julie would change her mind.
"Tom, I have made up my mind. I will arrange for day care for Rachael and talk with your mother about part time babysitting. I have already notified Mr. Williams and he has agreed to give me my old job back."
"Why did you even ask me? You have already made the decision and to hell with my opinion. If I agreed, good. If not, tough!" I was furious.
"I knew you would not agree with me going back to work. You are happy with me staying at home while you go out in the world and mingle with adults. I think you would just like to keep me barefoot and pregnant." Julie was almost dismissive of me.
We did not discuss it any further. Julie had made it clear that she was going to do this and I had no say in the matter. She rolled over and turned out the light. I tried to ask her some questions but she refused to answer me so I dropped it, which I later believed was the first mistake I made along the path to disaster.
Julie returned to work and our life changed for the worse. She no longer even pretended to be interested in making love, she rarely played with Rachael in the evenings when we were all home together, she began to let me get Rachael ready for bed and she had me take her to daycare in the mornings while she slept in. Since she started work at 9:00 AM and I started at 7:30, she said that I might as well take Rachael so that I could spend the extra time with her.
While Julie was distant and aloof with me and with Rachael, she was usually almost happy while she was at work and for a short time after she came home. She talked about the people she worked with and some of the people she interacted with during loan applications. She mentioned something about a new department being organized which she hoped to become part of. When I asked her about it, she didn't comment so I let it drop.
I had met most of the people that Julie worked with and knew John Williams, her boss, socially. I had also met the newest member of the bank, Richard Means. He was a young hotshot that I found to be obnoxious and arrogant. John didn't like him much either, but apparently he had impressed someone in the main office so he had no choice.
I listened to her talk about work only half the time, spending the rest of the time with my daughter who had become the focus of my life. My wife had deserted both of us by this time and we had nothing to say to each other. My attempts at trying to initiate a dialog about our marriage and our life together resulted in her avoiding me the rest of that evening. She would not discuss it.
I remember one evening after I put Rachael to bed. I had had a bad day at work and was in a very dark mood. I was sitting in the darkened great room when Julie came in from the kitchen and, ignoring me as usual, sat down on the couch ready to watch some TV. I decided to confront her.
"Julie, do you love me?" I asked.
"What are you talking about? You're my husband! Of course I love you." She said this with a disgusted look.
"If you love me, why do you ignore me? Why don't we make love anymore? Why do you avoid Rachael when I am home?" I wanted desperately for her to give me an answer that I could understand.
"There you go again. We can't just have a peaceful evening together once the brat goes to bed without you getting into more of your paranoid crap!" Julie was angry as usual.
"I want an answer to my questions. Not more of your attack dog attitude. You don't even pretend to love me anymore and you seem to be sick of your daughter when she is awake. How can any mother call her child a brat? We don't have a marriage anymore. I just wonder what you are doing at work that makes our marriage unimportant and our daughter a pain in your butt? Is there someone else?" I pressed her for an answer.
"I will not have this conversation with you. You are sick and paranoid. I told you I loved you and our daughter and I love our marriage. I wouldn't do anything to risk it and I have done nothing that you need worry about. Now, I am going to bed and I don't want to hear another word." With that she went to bed without a backward glance. I noticed that while she protested, she never denied that someone else might be involved.
I awoke after a fitful night on the Wednesday of the trip at my usual time of 6:30. My loving wife was asleep as always and I got up to begin my preparations for the trip. I showered, dressed in comfortable traveling clothes and packed an overnight with all I would need for the meeting and for dinner that evening. I got Rachael up and got her ready for day care. She had her breakfast of cereal and juice and was happy as she normally was. She sat and hummed a little tune while she ate. It was hard for me to be sad in her presence.
I got ready to leave and went into the master bedroom to see if Julie had awakened. I watched her for a while, marveling at how beautiful she still was. She appeared to be asleep but I had the feeling she was awake and just waiting for me to leave. With a sigh, I did just that.
After dropping Rachael off at daycare, I went to work to finish up some last minute details before the trip. I talked with Claire, my secretary and gave her my schedule. I told her that I would probably not be in the rest of the week since I was due home late Friday so to call me at the hotel if there were any problems.
I flew out at 2:30 that Wednesday and had an uneventful flight to St. Louis, Missouri. I got a cab from the airport to the hotel and checked in. Once in my room and unpacked, I called my office and asked Claire if there were any messages. She gave me one or two that she thought were important enough for me to know about and then surprised me by saying,
"Your wife called the office about 3:00 this afternoon and asked if you had gotten off on your trip on time. I told her you had and asked if she had your room number and cell number. She said she did and only wanted to know if anything had changed. She said your cell was off, probably because you were in flight and she would call you later at your hotel." Claire was telling me this because we could count on one hand the number of times Julie had called me at the office over the last two years.
Needless to say, I was surprised and a little confused about that call. Why in the world would she do that? It almost sounded like she was confirming the fact that I was gone. With that thought in the back of my mind, I dressed for dinner with the gentlemen for St. Louis.
Although the dinner Wednesday night was supposed to be just an introductory meeting to get to know a little about each other, we had actually made some progress towards solutions for the problems I had been sent to solve. Thus it was that Thursday's meeting that began at 8:00 am sharp saw us off to a flying start. By lunch we knew that things were progressing much faster than we had hoped. If things continued, I thought that maybe I could get home earlier than scheduled. I had planned to work all day Thursday and Thursday evening and then leave for home on Friday morning or early afternoon at the latest.
Since we had things going pretty well, we ordered lunch catered in and continued to work. By 3:00, all of the issues had been addressed and the plan for correcting the problems was in place. We worked to finalize the program and at 4:30, we were finished.
I made sure everyone agreed and settled back in my chair. Just to be sure I asked if there were any more issues they could think of while I was still there. To my delight, there were none. I was done! Almost 24 hours early!
I asked their secretary to see if she could book me a flight that evening rather than wait and take the first flight out Friday morning as planned.
She told me that I could take a 6:00 pm flight that would put me into Pittsburgh, Pa at around 8:45. With luck, I could hop on I 78 to I 80, and home. I could be there by 11:00 pm. I told her to confirm the flight and I put in a call to Julie from the conference room. There was no answer at home and her cell was usually turned off during the day while she was at work. I was a little surprised that she didn't answer since she should have been home with Rachael. It was too late for her to be at the bank so I left a message telling her I would arrive home that evening.
As I boarded the plane, I looked forward to getting home. While I had left under a cloud, I still hoped that Julie and I could work out our problems and save what was to me the most important part of my life. I loved Julie with my whole being and the addition of Rachael had given me a gift that made my life complete. I could not envision anything that could take that away. I wanted to get back and continue what we had begun just before I left. With that thought, I went back to the beginning.
Julie and I met in college. She attended Mt. Union College, a private college in Alliance, Ohio while I went to Youngstown State. We met at a mixer set up by one of the fraternities that had chapters at both colleges. We seemed to hit if off and got to know each other a little that evening. Before Julie left to return with the rest of her group to her dorm, I asked for her number and for permission to call her later. She gave both and left with a group of girls.
Over the next week, I could not get Julie out of my mind. I finally broke down and called her that Friday evening after class. When she came to the phone, I told her who it was and asked if she remembered me. She said she did and had wondered if I would call. I asked her out and she agreed.
I picked her up outside her dorm on the following Saturday morning. We had made plans to go on a picnic to the lake that was just a mile from the college. My parents had a cabin there that I did not tell her about for fear that she would get the wrong impression and back out. However, I knew the lake well and quickly found a quiet spot for our blanket.
The day passed pleasantly and Julie and I were more and more comfortable with each other. We talked of our lives and families and our hopes and dreams and found that we had much in common. I learned that Julie lived with her Aunt since her parents had died in a car crash some years ago. Julie loved her Aunt and missed her parents terribly, but she had learned to accept that they were gone. I told her that my parents were still alive and lived in Boardman. My dad had retired and they traveled often.
We both had enjoyed the day and made plans to get together again as soon as our school schedules allowed. I mentioned the cabin at the lake and Julie immediately wanted to see it. I agreed and we packed up their blankets and lunch fixings and drove to the cabin.
When Julie saw the place, she immediately wanted to go inside. It was quite impressive. It was an A-frame with two floors and an open great room. Once inside, Julie looked up to see the skylights and the balcony that wrapped around three sides of the room. She ran upstairs to see the bedrooms and made approving noises. I remained downstairs as she toured. When she returned from her upstairs tour, I showed her the kitchen and the den. We spent an hour or more just looking over the place and admiring the lake view from the second story porch. All in all, it was a pleasant hour.
As we prepared to leave, Julie looked at me and said,
"I hope that we can come back here some time, just you and I."
"I hope so too. I want to spend more time with you. Can we plan to meet next weekend and maybe stay here for the weekend?" I paused. "Am I moving too fast for you? Or maybe I'm being presumptuous."
"You presume correctly, Tom. I would love to spend next weekend with you and spending it here would be great."
That weekend was the beginning of our relationship. I picked Julie up after her last class and she hopped in the car with an overnight bag already packed. I was also packed and we left immediately for the lake. I drove to the cabin and we entered to find that the fireplace was ready for lighting and the kitchen was fully stocked with food and drinks.
"Where in the world did the food and things come from? They weren't here last weekend when I first saw the place." Julie looked at me for an explanation, although she was pretty sure I had done it this week.



"I guess the management took care of it when I called them to get the place ready for guests. They are pretty responsive, you know." I smiled knowing she was pleased with my preparations.
"Please thank the management for me." Julie was very excited. She was looking forward to this weekend and was glad I had taken precautions to see that she would be impressed. It meant that she was as anxious as I was that all go well.
We spent some time getting unpacked and deciding where we would spend the night. We were both a little nervous as we went into the master bedroom at the top of the stairs. I carefully put her overnight bag on the bed and put mine in the corner to be unpacked later. I asked her if she would like some privacy while she unpacked. She said yes, so I went downstairs to light the fire and to put some water on for coffee.
I changed into a soft flannel shirt and jean shorts I kept in the closet downstairs. This is what I always wore when I came here. By the time the fire was blazing she had returned wearing a soft, light pink sweater and a plaid skirt. She was beautiful and my breath caught in my throat.
"I have soft drinks, coffee or wine in the fridge. What would you like?" I was glad that I could get the words out without stumbling like an idiot. She made me feel so clumsy because she was so beautiful.
"I'll have whatever you are having," she replied. "But if you don't mind, I would really like some wine."
"Wine it is. I think this is pretty good since dad is somewhat of a wine aficionado. He had this in the pantry so I just chilled it." I was beginning to relax, but I couldn't get over her beauty. She was more beautiful this weekend than she was the first time I saw her. I couldn't figure what the difference was, unless it was that I was falling in love.
"Why don't we take this into the great room in front of the fire? It is a great place to stretch out and relax. I'll grab some cushions and we can settle back until time for dinner." I had planned dinner in advance and had put the already prepared entrees into the oven with a time delay.
We talked about the cabin and what we could do tomorrow. Julie was impressed with my plans when I told her about dinner and what I had prepared. She was beginning to feel more at ease and began to touch me occasionally as they spoke. Her touches turned into caresses as the wine lowered her inhibitions.
I was fully aware of Julie's touches and her contact sent electricity through my psyche. I also began to feel the effects of the wine and returned her caresses. I loved the feel of her body through the soft sweater and I noticed her legs curled under her. The skirt she was wearing was fairly short and her legs looked great.
We stopped talking as we looked into each other's eyes. Without another word I pulled her into my arms, my face hot as I looked at her. Without thinking my hand cupped her breast, while with the other, I caressed her thigh just below the bottom of her skirt. I bent to her and covered her mouth with mine.
Julie responded to my touch with a small moan of approval. She opened her mouth to my probing tongue and allowed entry. She pulled me more tightly to her and one of her hands covered mine as I stroked her thigh. I began to slowly unbutton her blouse and skirt. I slid the blouse off her shoulders and to the floor. I did the same with the skirt until she was wearing only a lacy bra and panties. She reached behind to unsnap her bra and shrugged it off. I put my hand inside her panties and rubbed her mound until she writhed under my hand.
"I can't wait. I want you so badly," she whispered, laying her body back onto the cushions that covered the floor.

As my hands roamed her body, I could feel the shivers of arousal running through her. Her hands roamed over my chest and she reached down to feel my erection. She stroked it with her hand and I responded. I slid her panties down her legs and onto the floor. She lifted her hips to allow me to complete the removal.
"Now. Do it now. I want you so badly." She put her arms around me and pulled me down to her waiting wetness. I spread her legs apart and moved between them. I took my hard cock and moved it up and down the lips of her swollen sex, moistening it with her juices. She opened herself to me as she felt the head of my cock pushing inside her swollen lips. She raised her knees and spread as wide as she could, allowing me to penetrate deeply into her. I pulled back out to her moan of disappointment and then pushed back in as far as I could go. She put her arms around me, grasped my ass and urged me deeper inside her. As I began to move into her, she moaned in pleasure.

I began to move slowly in and out, feeling the warmth and wetness of her. I finally had my cock in as far as I could go and stopped to allow Julie to get used to the feeling and to allow me to gain some control. I counted to 100 by 5s just to stop my urge to plunge into her and let go. I wanted this to last and make sure Julie enjoyed it. I wanted to give her pleasure, even if it meant that I had to withhold my own.
After a minute of holding still, I began to again slowly push all the way in. Once I had reached my limit, I pulled almost all the way out and then pushed back in with a strong stroke. I repeated this until I had a good rhythm going. Julie was moaning and tossing her head back and forth. She wrapped her legs around me and pulled me even tighter against her. As she did this, I reached my hand down between our bodies and found her clit. I rubbed the little button as I steadily stroked into her. Julie exploded! Bucking and screaming, she clawed at my back, and pulled me even tighter into her. She finally tensed and let out a muffled scream. I had still not cum but I stopped to ask her if she was all right.
"I'm perfect," she said. She looked at me, sweat beading her lip and brow, and said that I should go ahead since she had already climaxed. She smiled and pulled me back down to her.
I began to pump into her slowly and exquisitely. The feeling was unlike any I had felt before. Of course, I had had sex before with other girls, but this time was different. I guessed this was what making love felt like as opposed to having sex.
My own climax came like a shock. I began to speed up my strokes and the feeling overwhelmed me. I pounded into her with total abandon as she urged me on with words of lust. The warmth and tightness was too much and I was unable to hold back. I came more than ever before and as I came, I felt Julie begin to moan and hump back at me. She had climaxed again after saying she wouldn't. I had to admit I was pretty pleased with myself.
We relaxed in each other's arms and enjoyed the warmth of the fire and the afterglow of our lovemaking. After only about 30 minutes, Julie felt for my flaccid penis and began to slowly stroke it. It was only a short time before I felt myself respond. I began to kiss and fondle Julie's breasts until the nipples were hard and she was moaning. She leaned over me and took me into her mouth, using her tongue and lips to drive me mad with desire. I held her head for a few wonderful seconds and then pushed her down onto her back. I entered her, but this time slowly and gently. We moved together to another wonderful orgasm. If possible, it was better than the first time.
The weekend went by so quickly. We made love several times over the next two days and as we got to know what the other liked, we enjoyed our lovemaking even more. That weekend sealed our fates; we were meant to be together forever.
That was just over 5 years ago last week. We had celebrated our anniversary that evening by going out to dinner while my mom watched the baby. We had a wonderful time and had seemed comfortable together. With Rachael not there, we were able to relax and just enjoy each other. It was a great night, except that it had ended as most nights did without lovemaking. Julie had pleaded fatigue and gone to bed before I had a chance to suggest it.
As the plane landed, I was jolted out of my reverie. I grabbed my briefcase from the overhead and joined the queue leaving the plane. I had a short walk to the baggage area and then an uncertain wait for the bus to the parking lot. The plane was on time so, if everything worked out on schedule, I would arrive home at about 11:15. Just about on schedule. I hoped Julie had waited up for me.
The ride home was uneventful and traffic was light. We lived in a comfortable suburb in Poland, just outside Youngstown, where the homes were middle class. We had found a beautiful house in a development that was small and fairly private. We bought it and had lived there ever since. It was a ranch home with about 2500 square feet, plus a bonus room upstairs where I had my workout room and my computer. Overall it was a nice area and a safe one to raise kids. Julie had loved the house on sight and we had been able to swing the down payment and manage the mortgage.
As I pulled onto the street where we lived, I again wondered about our recent lack of lovemaking. Things were not good. I didn't know how I was going to find any resolution to our problems since Julie wouldn't consider any kind of counseling or therapy. As a matter of fact, I believed she was content to continue without change. The only thing that I could do was to continue to confront her until things finally came to a head. I wasn't sure that our marriage was going to survive this but I had to try.
Maybe tonight I could insist on our going to counseling or something like that to get things moving again in the right direction. I felt that this was a move we had to make to keep the marriage alive. With this in the front of my mind, I pulled into my driveway.
I pushed the remote and waited for the garage door to open. I glanced over at the front porch and noticed that the lights were off. Apparently Julie had decided to go to bed not caring if I would be on time. No problem. I would call in tomorrow and take the day off as a result of a successful trip. I could cover everything from home. That would give us time to talk.
The door rose slowly open. I almost didn't notice the strange car setting in my place in the garage beside my wife's Volvo. I didn't recognize the car or the plates, but noticed the vanity name of HOTONE. No one I knew had a plate like that. With a sick feeling in the pit of my stomach, I opened the car door and slowly walked into the garage. I put my palm on the hood of the car and determined that it had been there for some time. The hood was cool to the touch. I looked in the car but didn't see anything to tell me whose it was.
I walked past the car to the door from the garage into the kitchen. I put my key in the lock and turned it. I opened the door and reached in to turn off the alarm. For some reason, I was as quiet as I could be. I felt like a burglar entering my own home. I felt a premonition of disaster.
To get to the master bedroom once inside, I had to turn left and walk the length of the kitchen towards the dinette and then turn left again into a short hall. The master bedroom was at the end of the hall and off to the right. As I entered the kitchen, I could see the glow of our nightlight coming from the bedroom. I closed the door quietly and went into the small pantry located just inside the door. I reached up to a shelf above my head and grabbed a 9 mm pistol I kept there and moved through the kitchen and towards the dinette. I wanted to find nothing out of place. I wanted to find the car to be one of her girlfriends that had stayed over since I was gone. I wanted a lot of things, but did not expect to find anything good. With a sick feeling making me want to rush to the sink, I turned into the short hall leading to the bedroom.
Holding my breath, I walked quietly into the bedroom and stopped just inside the doorway. In the weak illumination from the nightlight, I couldn't be sure what I was seeing but I could hear moaning and see movement in the bed. I moved into the room and turned on the overhead light by the switch just to the left of the doorway.
A jolt, similar to a strong electric shock went through me as I saw my wife of 5 years underneath a humping man. She was on her back with her legs spread obscenely wide: he was positioned between them and had been grunting and plowing into her as I entered the room. They had not heard me enter and were now looking confused and panicky with the sudden appearance of the overhead light. Julie focused on my face and screamed. She pushed the man off of her and grabbed the covers and pulled them to her chest. The man, a look of total surprise on his face, rolled over and fell off the bed on the side away from me.
"Tom what are you doing home?" Julie struggled with the covers and pulled them around herself as she just stared at me. Her beautiful face was angry as she held the sheets to her bosom. Her eyes were as cold as I had ever seen.
Ignoring the look in Julie's eyes and her question, I looked directly at the man as I spoke. He was frantically trying to pull his pants on while grabbing for his shirt. He at least seemed to be embarrassed. "I want you to out of my bedroom: get your clothes and get the fuck out of my house! If you are still here in 5 minutes, I'll kill you." I held the pistol in clear view.
I than turned to my wife and said, "You get dressed and let him out of the garage. I parked right behind him, just about to pull into my place in the garage before finding out you had given that place to someone else. If I went outside with him, I would probably kill him and I don't want to go to jail because of a whore like you. But if you're both still here in the next 5 minutes, I'll probably kill both of you."
With that, I turned and walked into the family room. Julie had said nothing while I addressed the man: just looked at him with a small smile on her face. I had never struck Julie or any other woman in my life, but if I didn't get out of her sight, I was not sure what I would do.
I did not look back as I heard Julie and the man yelling at each other. He apparently took me at my word since he was out of the house within two minutes. I never did get a good look at his face, but I had recognized him and knew who he was. Somehow or other he would pay for this, regardless of what happened next.
Within the time I had given the guy, he pulled out of my garage and Julie came back into the house. She came into the kitchen and looked for me. I had left the family room and had gone into the baby's room looking for her. She wasn't in bed so I assumed that Julie had taken her to my mother's house so she could have the house to herself and her lover.
"So, you have found me out. What are you going to do now?" Julie sat there with that cruel smile on her face and waited for me to say something. There was no remorse, no sadness and no words of apology. I wasn't even surprised.
"There is nothing that you can say that will change what happened. I don't want to talk to you tonight. I'll stay with my parents and then tomorrow I am moving out. I don't know what I am going to do, but for your own safety, do not talk to me or try to touch me.
"Why would I want to touch you? I haven't for some time and I don't care what you do or where you go." She rose and walked into the kitchen to get something to drink. "You know as well as I that this has not been a marriage for some time and you didn't do anything to try to change it. You knew I was cheating on you and accepted it. It was clear that you only cared about the brat and not me. What did you expect?"
I looked at this woman that I had loved for most of my adult life. I had no idea what she was talking about and I was totally floored by what she had said. Rather than lash out at her, I stopped cold in my tracks and thought. Has she had a major breakdown? Did someone say something to her about a perceived wrong that I may have done? What did she mean that I knew anything about her cheating? I was at a loss.
"Julie, I loved you as much as it is possible to love anyone. I loved you even more for giving me a gift like Rachael. The two of you were my life. I lived only to make a home for the three of us. There is nothing that I wouldn't do for you or for her. I would give my life for you."
"You say the marriage has been over for some time. Only in your eyes. In my eyes we had a problem that I wanted to try to solve. You always turned away when I suggested it. I wanted to have you stay home with Rachael, but she was not enough for you. I was not enough for you, either. I did all I could for you and for her but it was apparently not enough. So you chose to go outside our marriage for what you couldn't find with us."
"You say I knew about your cheating. That is simply not true. When you love someone as I love you, there is no way you can consider that the one you love is cheating on you. I never considered the possibility for myself and never suspected it of you. I know now that makes me a fool."
"Well, congratulations. You get your wish. This marriage is over and I will file the papers tomorrow. I'll get Jerry Adams as my attorney. You get whomever you want and I will pay the costs. I will have Jerry divide everything evenly and you can have the house. I would suggest you sell it for the equity."
"Finally, I am going for full custody of the 'brat' as you called her. It's clear that you would rather have the time to fuck your lover, and Rachael is in your way." I looked at this creature that I had once loved. She still had that arrogant smile on her face. I would never leave Rachael in her hands again! "Don't even try to fight that or I will name your fuck buddy in the suit against you and go for child support from you." I was still coldly furious and wanted to hurt her as much as I could.
Julie just sat there listening to me. Her face had become blank as I spoke. At least the smirk was gone. It was as if she wasn't even in the room with me. I worried about her for a moment, but quickly remembered the scene I saw when I entered the bedroom. After waiting for a minute to see if she would have anything to say, I got up and went into the bedroom to pack what I needed for a few days. I finished in just a few minutes and returned to see that Julie had not moved.
"I'll come by tomorrow after you go to work and get the rest of my clothes. There is nothing left for me here that you haven't dirtied, so you can keep or sell everything, including the house. I will pick Rachael up from mom and take her to my place once I find one." I wondered what else I could say without exploding.
"Is there anything at all you want to say?" I asked finally.
"Just go. I want to see you gone just as much as you want to get out of here. It's what you have wanted for some time anyway. And you can keep the brat. You love her far more than me and have since she was born." Julie still appeared to be cold and disinterested.
"It is clear to me that you are a very sick woman. No sane mother would call her child a brat and look forward to being without her. You are driving away the two people in the world that would give their lives for you; that love you beyond reason and feel betrayed by your actions. I would suggest that you get help. In the meantime, you can enjoy what you have earned." With these words, Julie finally seemed to focus on me. But as I said this with tears in my eyes, it was difficult to see the look on her face.
I turned away from her and our marriage and left.
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Tom & Julie
After Tom left that night, I just sat on the couch not moving or thinking. I think now, looking back, that I was in shock. My husband had just walked out on me and I said nothing to stop him. I actually just smiled at him as I told him that I had been cheating on him and that he knew it. For some reason I expected him to get angry and cry and wail and plead with me to stay and work everything out. That isn't what happened.
When Tom looked at me after I said my piece, I could see anger and pain in his eyes. As he spoke, I could hear the sadness in his voice and the words were delivered in a manner dead and devoid of any love. I don't know what I had expected but this was not it. I listened and as he spoke, my mind seemed to awaken from a deep, dark place. A place it had been for the past year or more. I tried to focus on his face and I heard snatches of words as he spoke. I heard words like divorce, whore, custody, and others: words that had no meaning. Why was he saying these things? What had I done to make this man so angry with me? I tried to focus on what he was saying but I couldn't hold onto the words: they kept slipping away. I knew that something really bad had happened but I didn't know what at that moment.
Tom left the room while I just sat there with an arrogant smile on my face. I was still angry but I didn't know why or what. I honestly believe that I had gone just a little insane at that point and as I try now to remember what I was thinking or feeling, it is all still a blank.
Tom came out of the bedroom with an overnight bag and said he was going to his parent's place for the night. He said he would be filing divorce papers in the morning. With that he walked out of my life. I do remember feeling that my world had collapsed and I remember beginning to recall some snatches of what I had done. I know that I began to panic and to feel something for the first time: remorse and guilt. Other feelings that I had not had for some time came crashing into my consciousness with a vengeance. I know that drove me over the edge for a while.
I remained on that couch for almost 12 hours. I alternately cried, raged, slept and cried some more. In between crying, I raged at the things that I had done and cried because I didn't know why. I was angry with Tom and then I tried to remember why I was mad at him and no answers came. I remembered being angry a lot but not why. The more I tortured myself with my actions of the last year or more, the less I understood the reasons for actions that seemed so bizarre: actions that I would never have countenanced from Tom. Actions that drove me away from the little girl that I loved more than my own life. That was one of the more bizarre things that I could not explain. As I considered the things that I had done, things that had cost me my marriage and my little girl, I realized that I needed help. I was sick, of that I was sure. Regardless of what happened from this point forward, I needed to understand why I had acted as I had. To not know why I had done these things was not acceptable. As I became aware of my surroundings, I noticed that it was early afternoon. I was confused since the last I remembered it was late at night. Tom had just gotten home, and... Then I remembered.
I got up from the couch and went into the bathroom. I looked at myself in the mirror and almost didn't recognize the woman I saw there. My mascara had run from my tears. That was the first shock since I rarely wore mascara. More importantly, my makeup looked like that of a streetwalker: heavy mascara, red lipstick and false eyelashes. Who the hell was that person? It wasn't me. I also noted that I had on no panties or bra. Then I remembered why. I had actually been fucking another man in our bed! At that realization, everything came flooding back and I collapsed to the floor and just sat there in a daze. I must have sat there the better part of the day since I again became aware setting on the bathroom floor with the setting sun coming in the portal window over the tub.
I got painfully up and washed the makeup from my face and pulled my hair back into a ponytail. I put on just enough lipstick to make me look human and dressed in jeans and an oversized T-shirt. I looked like a boy. That was OK with me. Boys weren't whores! I left the bathroom and called John Williams, my boss at his home.
"John, it's Julie. Sorry about not coming in to work today or letting you know. I won't be in Monday and I need to ask you to give me some medical leave. I know it's short notice, but I am really sick and I need to get help." I know my voice trembled but I had to begin this now.
"Julie, you sound terrible. Is there anything I can do to help?"
"Yes, John. You can give me the name of a good shrink. I desperately need one to tell me what is wrong with me." I didn't mean to involve John in my problems but at this point, I had no one else to turn to.
"Julie, where are you? Are you at home? Is Tom with you? Julie, please talk to me."
"Tom has left me and I have been here at home for the past day trying to understand how my life has gone to hell." I was now sobbing into the phone. I was totally lost and I knew my life was out of control.
"Stay right there. I will be over in about 15 minutes." John hung up before I could say anything.
I thought about Aunt Sophie. I wondered if I could stay with her for a while. It wasn't fair to Tom and Rachael to make them stay somewhere else. This was their home. I was the one that fucked up so they should not have to pay. That was the first time in a long time that I had actually thought of either of them before myself, but I was concerned about what I would tell Aunt Sophie. I wasn't sure I could tell her the truth about what I had done because I couldn't answer the questions she was sure to ask.
I decided I had to call. This was hard but it was the most important thing in the world to me at that time: to do the right thing for Tom and Rachael! I had to do this while I still could! I went to the kitchen and called while I had the courage.
"Hi, Aunt Sophie. It's me. I really need a place to stay for a while. I need to be away from here for a few days. Can I come stay with you?" To my surprise, Aunt Sophie did not even ask me any questions. She simply told me to come whenever I wanted and to stay as long as I liked. She would be there for me for whatever I needed.
Her kindness was almost painful. Everyone I talked with wanted only to help me. John Williams, my boss was on his way to help. Aunt Sophie only wanted to be there for me. No questions asked. The last words Tom said to me as he left for his trip were words encouraging me to get help or to talk to someone. Even as he left me Thursday night, he said he would be fair to me and would pay for my lawyer. And I? I had lied and cheated on all of them. I lied to John by pretending to see clients while I fucked Richard. I lied to Tom when I told him I had done nothing to jeopardize our marriage. I had broken my vows to him and to God. I had not told Aunt Sophie the truth about needing her. Overall, my record was perfect. Lying, cheating and ignoring my own daughter.
I waited for John to get here. I would start with the truth, telling him every thing that had happened from the time I started back to work. I would take it from there.
*****
After I walked out on Julie Thursday night, I got in my car and opened the garage door. I just sat there for a few minutes, breathing hard and trying to get my feelings under control. I was shaking so badly I didn't want to chance driving. By the time the garage door was open I had started to cool down. I started the car a few minutes later and backed out of the garage. I wasn't sure where I was going to stay, but I decided to go to mom and dad's place in the city, at least for the night. I put in a call to dad and told him I would be there in a few minutes.
As I drove to their home, I thought back over the past hour. What I saw as I turned on the light was a shock, but not a total surprise. I knew something was wrong but I had honestly believed that Julie would never do anything like that. To see her in bed with another man was the worst thing I could have conceived of. How could she do that to me: fucking another man in our bed. In the same bed where our daughter was conceived: where we had spent the best part of our married life. The degree of betrayal that encompassed was inconceivable to me.
This must have been the reason behind the lack of lovemaking for so long. She must have been fucking this guy behind my back for the past year or so. At that thought, a shock went through me, the second of the night. Was Rachael even my daughter? That thought made me pull over to the side of the road and spill my guts out the open door of the car. I heaved my airline peanuts and orange juice over the guardrail of a dark, lonely side road. A fitting metaphor for my life at this point.
As I sat there trying to get a handle on every thing, I realized that unless this was not her first lover, there was no chance that this asshole was Rachael's biological father. I had recognized him as he grabbed for his clothes as the punk kid Julie worked for at the bank. I knew he had only been hired after she left for maternity leave. So, he was out. That left the rest of the time at the bank. I didn't think John Williams would have been in the dark if Julie had been having an affair after we were married. She had worked for him ever since graduating from college. He and I had played golf together. John would not have kept me in the dark if he suspected anything. As a matter of fact, a phone call to John should be on my list of things to do. If Richard was Julie's boss, and he was screwing her, that was sexual harassment and the bank could be in deep shit if I wanted to press the issue. Yes, a call to John was in order.
I pulled in to my parent's place and saw that dad had left the porch light on over the front door. I grabbed my overnight and went up the steps. My father opened the door as I did. He just reached for the overnight and stood aside for me to enter.
"I told Helen to just go back to sleep and let you and I talk. She didn't like it, but I told her that we needed to talk first, man-to-man. She'll accept that." He took the overnight and put it into the spare room. Rachael had her own room here that dad had fixed up for her shortly after Julie went back to work. He was glad to do it and mom loved the idea. Julie had never commented on it.
"Dad, I want to tell you every thing, and for my own sanity, I have to do it tonight. I will start by saying that Julie and I have parted ways and I don't think that we can work things out." I dropped down into the comfortable chair that was moms when she was watching TV. I realized how tired and mentally exhausted I was. It had been an intense 24 hours for me, ending with the collapse of my world. Tough for anyone to take.
"Son, I hear what you are saying but I don't think any decisions made at this time are going to be very good ones. Why don't you wait till tomorrow for any decisions: when you are rested and can think clearly?"
"You're probably right. I can tell you this. After what I saw tonight as I came home and after what Julie said to me just before I left the house, there are going to have to be hard decisions made. They will be necessary decisions, but not good ones." I was tired and depressed but as I began to talk to dad, the words just began to pour out.
"I walked in on Julie in bed, fucking Richard Means, the asshole she works for at the bank. I had tried to talk to her just before my trip to St. Louis, but she wouldn't take the time to talk to me. She denied doing anything that would hurt our marriage and then I come home to that. She told me she had been cheating on me for some time and actually had the guts to say I knew about it and did nothing!" I shook my head. "She knows so little about me that she would actually believe I would accept that fact that she was fucking someone else and do nothing about it."
"We haven't made love for over a year and a half, since about 3 months before Rachael was born. We have had sex, but never made love again after the doctor told Julie to take it slow just before Rachael was due. Julie has wanted nothing to do with me since the birth and since she went back to work, nothing. She went to work against my wishes and actually made the decision before she even told me. She cares little about what I want and nothing about Rachael. She called her the brat! Can you imagine a mother talking about her daughter like that?"
"This marriage is over. I can't imagine a reason for Julie's behavior. Even if there were, she never had the decency to come to me and talk about what was bothering her. She chose instead to betray me and break our wedding vows. She even chose to do it in our bed and in our home." I had tears flowing down my face by now and did not even try to hide it.
Dad simply listened and heard me out. He rose from his chair and came to me. He reached down to touch my cheek and said, "Son, you are hurting and in deep pain. I can see that. Go to bed and let's talk tomorrow. You can't handle much more tonight." With that, he pulled me to my feet, hugged me tightly, and led me like a little boy back to the spare room. He flicked on the light and helped me to bed. I lay down with my clothes on and dad removed my shoes. I didn't even notice.
"Goodnight son, try to get some rest." He turned out the light and shut the door.
I awoke Friday morning in my old bed at home in my parents place. I stretched, feeling drained. I suddenly remembered why I was here and the shock hit me again, taking my breath away. My marriage was over and my life would change from this day forward. I rose and went into the bathroom where I shaved, took a shower and combed my hair. All routine tasks but it was almost more than I could manage right at that instant.
I went out to the kitchen where mom had begun breakfast for her and dad. She smiled when she saw me and asked if I would like something to eat. She knew I rarely ate breakfast and normally took only coffee and sometimes a bagel.
"Thanks, mom but I'm not really hungry. A cup of your delicious coffee would hit the spot though." She smiled and put the cup in front of me and filled it with steaming brew. I put both hands around the cup to feel the warmth. For some reason, I felt cold inside.
"Your father told me some of what you said to him last night. He said to let you talk in your own time. That's what I intend to do, so don't you worry about me grilling you." Mom smiled at me and for a brief instant, I remembered the safety that I always felt living here. It was just what I needed.
"I want to tell you all about it mom, but I don't know if I can get my own head around all of it yet. Did dad tell you what I walked in on last night at home?"
"He told me and I wouldn't have believed it if you hadn't seen it with your own eyes. I knew something was wrong with Julie, and have known for some time. When she brought Rachael over, she seemed distracted and uninterested in anything but getting away: but not what you described. That is not a thing I would have believed. I am so sorry you had to see something like that." She watched my face as she spoke. She could tell the pain I was in.
"According to Julie, this was not the first time with Richard. She indicated she had been cheating on me for some time and actually thought I knew about it. She said as much." I didn't want to remember last night, but there was no way I was ever going to forget it.
"I think more than her cheating was the way she spoke of Rachael. She called her a brat and she gave me every indication that she was jealous of my love for Rachael. She claimed that I spent more time with Rachael than I did with her. When I told her that she had forced me to spend time with the baby since she had turned away from both of us, she refused to believe it. I honestly think she is nuts!"
Mom listened with a serious expression on her face. I expected anger and disgust, but the look was more concerned and introspective. She obviously was thinking about something that I had not seen.
"Tom, I want to say something to you and I want you to listen. I am not going to try to change your mind or ask you to do anything but I want you to hear what I am going to say. Will you do that?" She would say no more until I promised to hear her out.
"Of course I'll listen to you. I have always valued your advice and wisdom."
"OK, here goes. The things that you describe Julie doing and saying make a small amount of sense to me. The timing of her actions also hits me as important. The fact that a mother would resent her child and do something that would cause her child and her husband pain is not easy to explain but it does sort of fit a pattern that I have heard tell of before."
"Sometime, when a woman has a baby, things change in her chemistry. Her hormones begin to get out of whack early in pregnancy and stay confused through the birthing. Afterwards, things get back to normal. Sometimes! Sometimes they get haywire again but in a different way. They have a name for it: It's called post something depression, or something like that. In any event, it's a deep depression that makes a woman do some very strange things. It's unusual for it to last as long as it seems to have in Julie, and it is rare that the action is directed against the husband rather than the baby, but it happens." Mom looked at me to see how I was taking this. My expression must have told her something since she continued.
"I know you don't think I am right considering what Julie has done, but I believe it explains most of her behavior." She looked at me now. "I don't know what you will do with this information. It's not my place to tell you what you should do. I love you and Julie and the baby. I will not judge Julie till I know more, but I do know that she has hurt you and that makes me angry. And, I know you won't believe me when I tell you this, but the pain that Julie is going to feel when this hits her is going to be awful."
"You may well be right about what caused Julie to do what she did. I'm sorry but I don't care about her reasons. I only want what is best for Rachael and to be away from Julie is best." I paused before I went on.
"I am going to see my lawyer today and begin divorce proceedings against Julie. I am going for full custody of Rachael and I have told Julie that if she fights me on that, I will bring her lover into the mix and sue him for alienation of affections or something like that. I have no malice towards her though and I told her that I would divide every thing 50/50 and give her the house. I don't ever want to see that house again. I don't want to hurt her even though she had no such reservations about hurting me and Rachael."
"Tom, I am so sorry. But if that's what you feel you have to do, we will support you. You can stay here as long as you want and I will be glad to care for Rachael when you can't."
I got dressed before Rachael woke and went into the office. I told Claire that I only wanted to get some paperwork and that I would be gone the rest of the day. Since I hadn't planned on being in the office that day, there were no meetings scheduled so I was free to go. I only wanted to get my files from my desk. Those were my personal files with names, addresses, account information and bank records. Also all of the information on assets that we held in joint and singly. I would need those for my lawyer.
I spent over three hours with Jerry Adams, my attorney. Once he got over the shock of what I had told him, he was all business. He didn't want to give Julie as much as I did but I convinced him that custody was my primary concern and I didn't want assets to be a distraction from that. He agreed and we were ready to file the papers on Monday.



*****
John arrived shortly after I hung up with Sophie. He had his wife Lauren with him. I let them in and we all went into the kitchen.
"OK, Julie. Start at the beginning and tell us everything. No lies, no cover up. Just the truth. We are here to help, not to judge." Lauren held my hands in hers and I could tell she was almost in tears. John also had tears in his eyes.
"God, this is hard, but here goes. I have been having an affair with Richard Means. It started about 6 weeks ago and we have seen each other 4 times. Tonight was the last. John, we lied to you when we said we were meeting with clients. We really went to the Holiday Inn to got a room. Richard didn't force me. I went willingly." I had to stop for a minute as my throat closed up with emotion. I took a deep breath and continued.
"Tom was supposed to fly in tomorrow afternoon, so when he came home a day early, he found me in bed with Richard and Richard was fucking me. I'm sorry Lauren, but what I was doing was crude, so crude words are only fitting."
"I can't begin to imagine what I was doing or why. It was almost like waking up from a long sleep to see myself doing those things. I actually recall wondering what Tom was so angry about. The whole thing came as a shock to me and, after Tom walked out on me, I sat here all night and never moved. I finally got up and went into the bathroom and when I saw myself in the mirror, makeup and all, I went into shock and woke up on the floor this evening. That's when I realized what I had done. That's when it all came crashing down around me."
"After I cleaned myself up and dressed, I called you. I only wanted to tell you I was sorry for not coming in to work, but when I heard your voice, guilt and remorse hit me again. That's when I lost it and here you are."
I actually felt better than I had in months after telling John and Lauren my story. It was a relief to have someone else know what I had done. Lauren just held me as I cried until I finally got myself under control.
"John, can you have Marvin Catsman see Julie as soon as possible? She needs help and I believe he is the one she needs. Julie, it is clear that you have had a traumatic experience and even a nervous collapse. Marvin can help you and, at least, give you something to help you get through the next couple of weeks. That will be the worst time." Lauren was right to the point.
"Consider it done. I'll call him right now." He looked at me and asked, "What are you going to do now?" Are you going to stay here?"
"I have already called my Aunt Sophie and she said I could stay with her as long as I wanted. I want Tom and Rachael to move back in here. Rachael needs the stability of her own bed and surroundings. It's best for her. They should not have to pay for what I did." With this, I began to cry. Lauren came to me and again held me as I sobbed.
"I think you have already begun the healing. You know what you did and you are putting your family ahead of yourself for the first time in a long time. That is a start. John and I will support you as well and the company has a program to help you."
John walked back into the room. "I just spoke with Marvin and he will see you in his office Monday morning at 9:30. He will work with you at the company's expense. You only have to worry about yourself." John looked very upset as he continued. "I am not doing this only as your friend. What Richard did was totally inappropriate and is in violation of company policy. I will tell you now that you have a valid lawsuit against the bank and I, for one, would support your claim."
"Richard was not alone in this, John. I was as much to blame as he was. After all, I'm older and supposed to be wiser."
"Richard was your superior and, as such, it was totally his responsibility. I told you sometime back that I would have made you department head but corporate wanted youth and a man instead. This is their responsibility as well so they should pay." John actually smiled as he said this. I knew that Richard was never his choice.
"I think that you should pack what you need and we will take you to your Aunt's house. Lauren can drive you and I will follow in your car. I'll call Tom's cell phone when we get back home and talk with him about moving in here."
"That will be fine and I can't thank both of you enough. I am so ashamed of the way I have behaved. I am so grateful that I have friends willing to help me since I drove the one person in the world that would have done anything for me away."
We left for Sophie's house and I left my home, a place that I loved, maybe for the last time.
*****
I was surprised to get the call from John Williams. He told me that he and Lauren had gone to Julie when she called and that she was in a bad way. He also told me that she had moved in with Sophie and that she wanted Rachael to return to her own bed and to her own surroundings. She was adamant about that. I told him that I would never set foot in that house again and that I intended to find a condo for Rachael and myself. I told him to thank Julie, but tell her no thanks.
John also told me that he had retained a psychiatrist at company expense to help Julie. He made no attempt to talk about our problems but did tell me that he was going to fire Richard Means Monday morning. He said that the bank did not condone his actions and that I had a case if I chose to pursue it. Since Richard was the supervisor it was his responsibility to set an example. This was a stupid stunt and he deserved to be terminated.
I thanked John and told him that I wouldn't consider moving back home, but I wanted to talk with my attorney first to be sure that didn't set any precedents. I was also interested in the fact that Julie was going to a psychiatrist. I knew she was mentally unbalanced but had not thought it through. Maybe that was for the best.
When I told mom about Julie's offer to let us move back into the house, she told me that it was a good sign that Julie was once again thinking about Rachael. "A mother will always look out for her child, even when she is sick or injured." She looked smug as she continued. "Julie is sick right now, but her love for her child will be her rock as she fights her way back!"
"You take that child home where she belongs. I'll have dad bring me over first thing in the morning and I'll stay with you for a while. Things will need to be done and you will have to be free to do them. Rachael and I will be fine." Mom was already taking charge, just as she always had. Dad was letting her take the lead.
I told mom that while I valued her opinion, I would not move back to the house and that I would find a condo close to work that I could buy. Julie could have the house where she ended our marriage. We argued about it but I eventually found a three-bedroom condo just 3 miles from my office, and Rachael and I began our life without Julie. We missed her, but for now, we had to go on.
It was about four weeks later when I got a call from my attorney. He said that Julie's psychiatrist had contacted him. He wanted me to agree to a meeting with him as well as a meeting with Julie. He wanted me to see him first for about 15 minutes before I spoke to Julie.
"I think you should take both meetings. It will not look good to the judge if you refuse to make an effort to reconcile. The effort has to be made, even if you have no intention to make it happen. That's the way the judge will put it." I thought that was dumb and said so, but he was adamant.
"Take the meeting!"
"Alright. You set it up and let me know. But I have no intention of getting back with Julie after what she has done. I know the shrink will tell me why she did it and that she was sick, etc. but I don't care. She killed all of the compassion I had." I had not lost any of my anger. As I tried to raise my daughter alone, I saw only the pain that Julie had caused to my daughter as she asked every night where her mother was.
Jerry set the meeting with the shrink for the following Friday morning at 9:30 am. I was to meet with him for 15-20 minutes and then I was to meet with Julie for an hour or so. Our meeting would be private and no one would be watching or taking notes. It was between her and I.
At the appointed time, I entered the office of Marvin Catsman, psychiatrist. He was a short, bald man with a potbelly and jovial face. He put me at ease almost immediately.
"Welcome Mr. Simmons. I am very glad to finally meet you. Julie has told me much about you and Rachael and I think I know you already. I want to see if the reality matches the picture of you that Julie has shown me." He waited to see if I had a comment, but I just listened. This was his meeting.
"Julie is a severely depressed young woman. At the root of her problems are fear and anger. We are getting to the causes but you have already seen the results. Her problems can be solved with hard work and time. Yours can be too if you are willing."
"I did not come here to solve my problems as you so tactfully put it. I know that my wife caused the problems I have. I repeatedly asked her to get help or to talk to me about what was bothering her. She chose to shut me out and to turn to another for intimacy. That is a pain that will take time to go away, and no reason for her behavior will make it less. She almost killed me with her actions and I will have to find a way to live with that." I was pleased that I could say this without breaking down. My pain was still very close to the surface and I found myself often just staring into space with tears in my eyes.
"I wasn't trying to solve your problems, only to indicate that I knew they were there and very painful. I want you to listen to Julie when you meet with her. She is not sure what she wants to say and in my opinion, it is too early for her to be able to tell you what she wants to say. She will probably make a mess of it and say things that will make you very angry. She is talking with you against my advice. I urge you to have extreme patience with her and to let her say what she wants. You have to remember that you will be talking with a sick person, one who has severe mental anguish. It will be harder for her than it will for you. She knows what she did but she doesn't know why. You don't care why, only that she did it."
"I promise you I will listen and I will try not to lash out at her. But you have to know that the pain is very close to the surface. I wouldn't even be here except that my lawyer urged me to come."
"I understand, but if you have any feelings left for this woman, please listen and try not to judge while you are so full of pain." With that he rose and ushered me into a small conference room next to his office. "I'll get Julie. Please have a seat."
In just a few minutes, Julie entered through the office door. I was shocked at her appearance. She had on no makeup, her usually bright eyes were red and dull, she had on jeans and a sweater and her face was puffy and pale. God, she was still the most beautiful thing I had ever seen! My heart broke just looking at her.
"Thank you for coming here and letting me say some things to you. I know Dr. Catsman doesn't think this is a good idea, but I have to do it for myself." Julie went to the seat across the table from me and sat down facing away from me. She had not met my eyes since she entered the room. She paused and seemed to be trying to control her emotions, but I said nothing.
"There are three things I want to say. If you will, please just let me say them. It is hard enough just being here with you without falling apart. I don't want to apologize or ask you for anything. I just have to say these things to make sure you understand." She waited, glancing at me out of the corner of her eyes to see if I would say anything.
"I am here and I will listen to what you have to say. I am angry, but I will try not to interrupt."
"That's all I ask. I am trying very hard to understand why I did what I did. Dr. Catsman and I have determined it began when the Dr. told me that you and I had to be careful having sex. That was in the last three months of my pregnancy. That doesn't explain anything, but does put a beginning to the problems." Julie still hadn't looked at me. Her voice was dull and she talked in a monotone. She was almost reciting something she had written in advance.
"The first thing is very hard to talk about. It is what I did with Richard. I will not go into details since that isn't important. I know that what you imagine is probably ten times worse than the reality. We only met four times, the last being the time you found me in bed with him. That was also the only time we did it at our home. I do not know why I invited him in; just that you and I had that argument Tuesday night before you left. Since I was only doing it to hurt you, it was probably the reason I asked him to our home. We had met three times before at the Holiday Inn, pretending business meetings with clients. None of our meetings lasted more than an hour or so.
"Second, I want you to know this: sex with Richard was terrible. I never enjoyed it and did not do it for me. I did it to hurt you. As a result, every time he and I had sex, I compared him to you. You should know that you were in my thoughts almost all the time I was with Richard. I compared what he and I did to what you and I did and every time Richard fell miserably short. I judged everything he did by how you did it and he simply couldn't measure up. I realize now that what Richard and I did had nothing to do with love or respect or feelings. It was cheap and dirty and not very interesting. If it's true what they say about a spouse who has a cheating partner, it is that the spouse feels somehow inadequate. I want you to know that you have no reason to feel that way." At this, she finally faced me directly. She looked directly into my eyes and said, "There was no love with Richard, and as a result, the sex was just that; cheap and dirty sex. Not even a poor excuse for lovemaking. Even when you and I made love over the last year, as bad as it was, it was still more than I had with Richard."
"Finally, I want you to take care of Rachael and do what is right for her. At this time, I can't be with her because I am sick. I don't want her to see me this way. If she can remember mommy without knowing how badly I treated her, that is the best thing." I saw the tears begin to flow down her cheeks as she finished this last. I knew now how much she was hurting and how much she had lost. I wanted to go to her and hold her and make it right. I wanted to, but I couldn't.
"That's all I wanted to say. I hope you can take some peace from that and I hope that we can work out some way for me to see Rachael when I am better. I want nothing but the best for you and for her. You can't believe this now, but know that I love you and Rachael with all my heart and I never stopped." With that, she got up and fled the room without another word. She left before I could even call her name.
I left the office that day with a better feeling in my heart than I had had for some time. I believed what she had told me, and it certainly made me feel better about myself. That, in turn, allowed me to think more about her and what it would take to make her well. I resolved to talk to Dr. Catsman and offer my help in any way I could.
The divorce papers had been filed some time ago and it would take 90 days for the separation to become legal. After that, if the divorce weren't contested, it would be final in another 60 days. Five months to the end of my world as I knew it. I knew that it had to be, but it did make me sad.
*****
I continued to work with Dr. Catsman. I had no idea of what was going to happen but I knew that I was out of control and my life was a mess. I had lost everything I cared about and I had done some things that I was ashamed of. As I began to understand what I had done, the shame increased and I fell deeper into depression. Dr. Catsman told me I had to hit rock bottom before I could begin to rebuild my life.
In order to let me function, he gave me medication to relieve the depression and let me get back to work. I found that Richard was gone. Fired for inappropriate behavior. I was glad that I didn't have to face him again. My shame was too great to allow that. John did let me start back gradually and I soon found that I could once again enjoy my job. I think that, as well as the understanding from John, helped me to get back on my feet more quickly.
During one of our early sessions, Marvin took me back to that visit with the OB/GYN who told me that I had to begin to be very careful for the last 3 months of my pregnancy. He told me that I was at high risk for a premature birth if I didn't stop work and if Tom and I weren't careful when we made love. He suggested we stop any activity that could cause discomfort to the fetus.
Marvin, as Dr. Catsman told me to call him, felt that this was the beginning of my problems. I somehow took what the OB said and translated that to sex being risky and causing danger to my baby. Not consciously, but still a nagging start. Since Tom was related to sex and lovemaking, I began to connect him to risky behavior. This then began to translate into harm to the baby. Tom slowly became an enemy. All of this was deep in my subconscious and came about without my even knowing it.
After the baby was born, things were fairly normal since lovemaking was not possible for a while. During that time, things began to settle into a routine that did not include sex with Tom. When Tom did try to initiate sex, I was not comfortable and in my subconscious, Tom was trying to hurt me, using sex as a weapon. It all sounds crazy to me, but Dr. Catsman feels that this is the area we need to work on.
We had been meeting two times a week for the last three weeks when I told Marvin that I wanted to talk to Tom. I hadn't seen or talked to him since the night he left me. I had been thinking of him and of my daughter and I began to worry about some of the things I had said to him that night. I desperately wanted to set some things straight for Tom. He had to know that I still loved him and Rachael and that Richard was nothing. I was afraid that Tom would think I loved Richard and that Richard was a better lover and that we had a love affair. It became an obsession with me to tell Tom these things.
Marvin was not in favor of me talking with Tom. He felt that I was not ready and that I was still not clear on why I had acted as I did. I didn't care. I had to do this. I asked him to make it happen. If he wouldn't I would quit therapy and try on my own. He finally agreed and set it up for the following week. He said he wanted to talk with Tom first and then I could see him. I agreed.
As I walked in the room where Tom was waiting, I found I couldn't look at him. I walked to the chair across from him but I faced away. I was ashamed and I knew he could see it on my face. He didn't say anything as I sat down but I could feel his eyes on me the whole time. I began to shudder and I had to take slow, steady breaths, the way Marvin had taught me to control panic attacks.
I began to talk and fortunately, the words came out, as I wanted. I wanted to tell him the things that I was concerned about and I asked him to let me talk. I knew if he began to question me I would fall apart and begin to cry. I didn't want to do that. What I had to tell him was too important to him. He had to know the truth.
I wanted him to know that I used sex with Richard as a way to hurt him. I didn't know why I wanted to hurt him but that I did not have sex because I was unhappy with Tom as a lover. I also was ashamed that I had taken Richard into our home. I told him that Richard was nothing and that sex with him was terrible. I wanted him to know that lovemaking with him was beautiful and that sex with Richard was dirty and cheap. I also wanted him to know that he was a much better lover than Richard and that he had nothing to worry about.



I finally told him to take care of our daughter and that I was not capable of being there for here at this point in my life. I wanted him to know that I had begun to put them first again and that was important to me. Finally, as I left, I told him that I loved him and Rachael more than anything else in this world. I knew he didn't believe me, but I wanted to say it.
I left before he could ask me any questions. I held together long enough to say what I wanted but I could not stand any more. The pain was too intense and, as I looked at Tom and thought about the life I had lost, I nearly collapsed. I did collapse after I got back to Marvin's office, but Tom didn't see that. So that was OK.
I had no idea of where my life was going. The divorce would go through and we would no longer be a family. Tom was no longer a part of my life and I had no idea of what I would do next. I only knew that I had to take care of my self and make a life without the two of them. Maybe some day, I could become a part of my daughter's life again, but only time would tell.
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Tom told me a day ago that he would be out of town for a two-day meeting. He would leave tomorrow, and if things went to schedule he could fly out Friday morning or early afternoon and be home by dinner Friday. He traveled a lot in his job as an engineer but usually only short trips like this. I didn't mind as it gave me some time away from him.
It's not that I didn't love my husband. Tom was a good father, a gentle lover and a wonderful provider. He had never given me any cause to want to be away from him but our marriage didn't seem to be enough for me after the baby was born. Our lovemaking didn't satisfy me and Tom wasn't able to meet my needs for companionship. I wasn't sure what the problem was but I wasn't happy.
The problem seemed to begin just after Rachael was born. The birth was easy, she was perfect and we loved her to death. Tom couldn't get enough of her and spent most of his free time playing with her and taking us both out to eat or shop or just enjoy the day. I found myself resenting the time he spent with her. He would stop everything just to be with her and when I wanted to spend some time with just him, he couldn't understand why I didn't want her with us. I thought that if we could resume lovemaking, he would once again pay more attention to me. I don't know why I felt this way, but I did.
The first time we tried to make love after Rachael's birth, it was terrible. I was impatient, Tom was clumsy and he was being too gentle. I wanted him to make love to me, not pamper me! I finally got angry and told him to get with it! He did, but almost as soon as he tried to enter me, he went limp. I was furious with him and, as a result, he was unable to perform that time. I was so angry that I remember yelling at him and I think I laughed at him, and called him a wimp or something like that.
The next few times were only slightly better but none of them left me with any kind of satisfaction. We tried to get into a routine, but most of the time, I just faked it to get it over with. I wanted Tom to be more aggressive and to just take me like he used to. He seemed to want to take things slow and just cuddle and make love. That wasn't enough and I couldn't think of a way to tell him to just fuck me instead of making love to me. Sounds crazy but that is the way it was.
I began to wait for Tom to come home so that I could let him take over with Rachael so I could pamper myself. I would usually go take a warm bubble bath after dinner while Tom played with the baby. I sometimes dried myself off and went to bed early with a book or with the TV on. I had no interest in going into the den to play with him and Rachael. I began to plan her evenings with Tom so that I was not even needed. Tom did not seem to mind and he enjoyed his time with her so I thought, no harm. Things got to the point that I hardly talked to him after he got home and just did my thing. It was only on weekends that we behaved as a family. I didn't enjoy it, but I couldn't disappear all day.
One day after Tom went to work, I took Rachael over to her grandmother's place. That was Tom's mother and father's home in Boardman. She loved to baby sit with Rachael. I had called and told her I needed to run some errands and wouldn't be able to take the baby where I had to go. She agreed so I dropped her off at about 10:00 that morning.
I went into town to see John Williams, my old boss at the bank. John had hired me right out of college and had become a good friend as well as a boss. He knew Tom and they played golf together occasionally. I wanted to speak with him about getting back to work. He welcomed me into his office and asked after my family and my new daughter. I told him that all was well and that Rachael was doing great. Growing fast and healthy.
"The problem is, John, that I need to get back to work. I'm going crazy without anyone to talk to and something to keep my mind busy. A baby is a lot of hard work but it is way short on stimulation for the mind. I need adults to talk to. I want to come back." I was close to tears as I talked with him. I wanted to say more about my life at home but didn't.
"Julie, you know you are welcome anytime you want to come back. I did hire a new man, Richard Means, but not for your job. You know we had an opening anyway so when you left on maternity leave, I filled the second opening, but kept yours open. Richard is working on loan approvals, but if you come back, I will move him to corporate loans. That should suit everyone. OK with you?" John seemed pleased that I wanted to come back because I had been one of the best. Richard was young and inexperienced but worked hard. This move would be best for both.
"That's great John. I'll get things in order at home and try to start the beginning of the month. That's just two weeks away."
"How does Tom feel about your returning to work? I didn't think he would want you working with the baby at home." John was curious, as he knew Tom's feelings about Julie working. They had played golf on several occasions and were friends, although not close.
"Tom doesn't know my feelings yet but I wanted to talk with you first to be sure my job was still here. I'll tell him tonight. I'm sure he will be OK with it." I knew that was a lie but I was going to go back to work in any event. If Tom didn't like it, that was too bad.
That is what led to one of our more violent disagreements. I decided to make Tom feel good so I deliberately faked a major orgasm as we made love at my instigation that evening. I had decided to tell him as we lay together after intercourse. I did and he hit the roof.
The conversation was bad mainly because Tom figured out that I had already made the decision and hadn't asked him for his opinion. I simply told him what I was doing and made no attempt to make him part of the decision. I didn't feel bad when he got angry; rather I got angry also and just shut him down. It felt good. That had bothered me later because I didn't know why I took delight in shutting Tom out of my choice to go to work. I also remembered saying some things to Tom that were harsh and cruel and I even made a remark about Rachael that was totally inappropriate.
As I thought back on that night, I felt a cold shudder go down my spine. I wasn't sure what that was but I dismissed it.
When I returned to work two weeks later, it was as if I had never left. It felt good, it felt right and I did not miss the crying and spilling and whining from a 1½ year old at all. I got right into it and within a week I was back to normal. The only thing different was Richard. He was new and he was young and he was good looking. All those things combined into one guy. Wow!
As things got back to normal at work, they just got worse at home. I usually arrived home first, got dinner ready and ran over to pick up Rachael. By the time Tom got home, I had lost the good feelings I had during the day at work and things just began to get intense and I began to get angry. That's when I began to leave Rachael to Tom and go off to take a bath, or to read or watch TV. I wanted to keep away from both of them so that I wasn't constantly reminded of this life that I wanted to be away from.
Things began to get into a routine at work and at home and nothing changed for a good 4 months. Then John Williams called me into his office and asked me if I would like to make a change to commercial loans rather than continue with personal loans. I told him that I thought Richard had that job. John said that he did but that the corporate office wanted to expand the commercial loan business. That would mean Richard would not be able to handle the extra load.
"Julie, you know you are very good at this business. While Richard is young and aggressive, he doesn't have the tact and finesse that you do. He needs someone like you on his staff and I want you to be that person. It will mean a raise and a promotion for you. I would give the department head job to you if it were my choice. But, corporate has picked Richard to head the department. Will you do it?" John looked at me intently.
This was a major move for me, and one that I couldn't pass up. It would mean more money but more importantly, it would be a new challenge. I needed that challenge at this point in my life.
"You bet I'll take it. When do we start?" I smiled and watched John relax.
I didn't tell Tom about the change right away. I just told him that there was going to be a new department and that I would like to be part of it. Tom was not very interested in what I had to say about work so it just went right by him. Actually, that was my intent. I'm not sure why, but I didn't want to mention that I would be working for and with Richard Means. Tom had met Richard and had nothing good to say about him. He thought him to be arrogant and conceited. I didn't agree and thought he was cute and very sexy.
For the next two months, I worked with Richard and learned the commercial language and twists, those that were different from the personal loan field. Richard was very good at his job and I did quickly learn the tricks of the trade from him. We worked together on several big loan accounts and were successful. I finally was able to begin taking some of the smaller loans on my own and closed most of them without problem.
We had just been contacted to handle a major client for a loan that would be the biggest we had worked on to date. Richard wanted both of us to handle this one just to be sure. I agreed and we made plans to begin the research.
We had been working all morning on one of the client's subsidiaries for information and background when Richard suggested we go to lunch. For some reason, we had never been out together for lunch or any meetings. It just had never happened. So this was a first for both of us. I accepted and we went to the local Holiday Inn for lunch.
We had eaten and were finishing up when Richard jokingly mentioned that we should just get a room here at the Holiday Inn and work there. When we got tired we could just have some fun before we got back to work. He blushed as he realized what he had said. I just looked at him and smiled. I said,
"And what kind of fun would a young man like you have with an older woman like me?" I wanted to see what he would say.
"I don't think of you as an older woman. You are beautiful and sexy and certainly not old. I would be glad to show you what kind of fun we could have." He was certainly not offended or embarrassed to the point where he missed an opportunity, when presented.
"Why don't we make plans to do as you suggest then, say tomorrow?" I held my breath waiting for his response.
"You're on. I'll get the room and tell John that we have a client meeting here at the hotel. Are you sure you want to do this? I know you are married and have a daughter. I do not want to be part of anything that would cause you a problem."
"Why don't you let me worry about that? Let's see what happens, OK?" I wasn't sure what I was doing but I was not going to back down now.
We returned to work and nothing more was said that day about our conversation. I worked till quitting time and went home without another word to Richard. I did intend to keep the date tomorrow but I would wait to see what he did.
At home that evening, I was uneasy and unsure of myself. While in the bath, I wondered if I had the nerve to go through with what I had proposed to Richard. Later I looked at Tom with Rachael and wondered what had happened to our marriage that could lead me to this point in my life. I had a sudden feeling of panic and dread.
I realized suddenly that I was planning on cheating on my husband and risking my marriage to Tom and my daughter. What was I doing? What had happened to me? I shuddered and began to cry. In order to cover up my tears, I turned away and went into the bedroom. I lay down on the bed and cried. I must have fallen asleep because Tom shook me awake and told me it was time for bed. I mumbled something to him and slid under the covers. Thank God we did not make love anymore. That would have been too much.
When I awoke the next morning, I had forgotten my fears of the night before. As I got ready to go to work, I considered what the day might bring. I looked at my underwear drawer and riffled through it to find the only pair of thong panties I owned. They were almost new, as I never wore them after I bought them. They were red. I also had a red bra that I also never wore that I put on. I looked at myself in the mirror and smiled. I looked like an over aged tramp. Suited the mood I was in, so I left them on. I put on a white blouse with a light brown skirt that fit me like a glove. Once dressed, I liked the way I looked. I still could turn a few heads when I wanted. I put on some jewelry to finish the outfit and finally used some of the special perfume Tom had bought me on one of his trips overseas.
With a leather blazer, I was ready for a day at the office, and with the underwear, a day with a virile young lover. Once again, I asked myself if I knew what I was doing. My answer was no, but what the hell! I wanted to do this and I was going to do this. I left for the office with a smile on my face.
When I arrived at the bank, Richard was at his desk and signaled me over.
"I told Mr. Williams that we had to leave about 11:00 for our meeting with the clients. He said it was OK and wished us luck." Richard was all smiles and gave me the once over as I leaned over the desk toward him. At this angle, he could see right down my blouse to my red bra and my breasts. I moved my arms closer together to push my breasts together, which made my cleavage more pronounced. Richard licked his lips and had trouble meeting my eyes. Good!
We worked on separate accounts for the rest of the morning until, at about 10:45, Richard called over to me.
"Julie, are you ready to go meet the clients?"
"I'm ready to go. Just let me close down my computer." I answered nonchalantly.
We left together without any body noticing anything out of the ordinary and got into Richard's car. I noticed his vanity plate of HOTONE, and commented on it.
"What's the significance of the vanity plate? Who is the hot one? You?" I teased.
"The vanity plate is one that I bought as a joke when I was dating the hottest girl in my senior class in high school. I just kept it from then on as a reminder of high school and the freedom we all had then." He kept looking over at me with a smile on his face. I knew that he liked what he saw.
Richard took the right turn that would take us into the Holiday Inn parking lot. I expected him to park in front where there were plenty of parking spaces, but instead he went around to the back of the hotel. He pulled into a slot just beside a back door to the hotel. I wondered why he had done this and asked him.
"I thought we could go in through the back door so no one could possibly see us and wonder why we were here at the hotel. Why?"
"I just wondered since every one knew we were coming here to meet some clients. I don't think anyone would have thought otherwise." I was just a little put off by his making this dirty and clandestine. But then again, that is exactly what it was. If I was going to cheat on Tom, why couldn't I just admit it? Well, so be it.
"You're right, I guess I just didn't think this through too well. It's probably because I am so excited by the thought of being here with you that I was too anxious." He was anxious and he appeared to be pale and sweating. What the hell was I doing with this kid?
"Well, let's just go in and find our room. We can relax and enjoy our time together. Do you have a room key?" I wanted to get things moving before he collapsed!
"OK. Here, let me open the door and we can go up to the second floor. Our room is 211, a king size single." With this, he grinned at me, looking for all the world like a teenager about to get lucky. Actually, since he was only 24 that was pretty close to the truth. Since I was 35, this was like I was Mrs. Robinson in that movie, The Graduate.
With all the clues I was getting that I was doing was wrong, I still didn't have the slightest qualms about what I planned to do. There was no guilt, no second thoughts, and no worries about my marriage or my virtue. I just wanted to get fucked by this young stud, period.
We found the room and Richard opened the door. He waited for me to enter and followed me in. He shut and locked the door and turned to me. "Well, what do you think? This is a pretty nice room."
"I don't care what the room looks like. I'm not here for a decorating lesson." With that, I pushed him down on the bed and stepped back. I began to slowly unbutton my blouse while slowly moving my hips side to side. I took my time and watched his face as I opened my top to reveal my red bra. I slowly slid the blouse over my shoulders and down my arms and let it fall to the floor. His face was red and he was sweating even more than before in the car. I stopped and told him to turn on the air conditioning since it was going to get warm in the room. He complied and returned to the bed.
I then reached behind me to unbutton the single button on my skirt and then to the zipper. I pulled it down, listening to the sound of the zipper as it moved. My skirt opened at the waist and I put my hands into the band and slowly wiggled out of the skirt, bending over as I did so. The view Richard was getting must have really turned him on since he began to rub his erection as he watched. I wiggled my hips side to side as the skirt fell to the floor. I stepped out of it and kicked it to the side. I stood there before this young stud in just a red bra and thong.
"Like what you see? I wore this just for you. My husband has never even seen me like this. How does that make you feel?" I wanted to turn him on so that he would want me with a passion that was intense. I don't know what I was looking for, but I did want him to lose control. To do what, I wasn't sure. I knew that my thinking was dangerous but I didn't seem to be able to think clearly about anything else other than getting this kid as hot as I could.
"I like what I see for sure." He licked his lips and stood up suddenly and began removing his clothes. He pulled his tie off and then his shirt, just barely keeping from ripping off the buttons. He then unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his pants and pulled them down to the floor. As I had, he kicked them into the corner. He had removed his shoes earlier so he sat there in his skivvies and socks.
"Do you want some help with the rest?" I asked with a smile.
"No thanks. I know what to do with these." He put both thumbs into the waistband of his shorts and pulled them down and over his erection. He straightened up and I looked at his cock. Not very large and not anything to brag about. Maybe that was good since he wasn't going to hurt me and I could deep throat him without any trouble. I compared him to Tom without conscious thought and Richard came off the worse.
Well, I wasn't here with Tom. I was about to cheat on him for the first time in my life. Why? I didn't know. Was I sad? No. Did I feel guilty? No. I actually felt very little at that moment. I knew what I was going to do, but it was nothing special. I wanted to do it, but I didn't really have any feelings for Richard other than that he was here and I wanted to do this.
Richard stood and came to me. He put his arms around me and pulled me to him. He kissed me and tried to put his tongue in my mouth. After a brief resistance, I opened to him and he entered with his tongue. He was rough and there was little finesse to what he was doing but I tried to go along. I put my tongue in his mouth and he seemed to like it.
He finally put both hands on my ass and pulled me into his groin. His cock was hard against my stomach and I found it to be very uncomfortable. I pushed him back and smiled.



"Let me feel what I am going to be getting. I don't want it pushing into my stomach, I want it somewhere else." With that, I reached between us and grabbed his cock in my hand. I began to jack him off to be sure he was hard and ready. I then dropped to my knees and held him just inches away from my lips. My tongue flicked out to take the first drops of pre cum that had formed. He tasted slightly salty and just a little sweet. I moved my lips over the tip of his cock and closed them. He jerked a little and I looked up to see his eyes closed and his head thrown back. He was not going to last long at this rate.
I began to slide my lips down his shaft and then back up. I sucked and swirled my tongue and I moved up and down on his hard cock. I had one hand on his balls and the other stroking his cock as I sucked him off. I felt his balls tighten and knew he was close. I looked up at him but his eyes were still closed. He was close. I sucked harder and stroked faster and suddenly felt him shoot his load into the back of my mouth. I was able to swallow all he produced without any problem. I continued to suck him off as he softened in my mouth.
"God, Julie, that was great. I never had a blowjob like that before. You are something else. Give me a minute to come back to earth." He was shaking and smiling. He grinned like an idiot.
"Why don't you come over her and return the favor for me?" I asked him with a sexy grin. "I need to have your face buried in my sweet pussy."
"Uh, I've never gone down on a girl before. I usually get hard real quick and then we fuck. I'm already getting hard again. See?" He looked a little sick at the thought of eating me out. That was not what I had expected. Tom had no problem going down on me and he actually enjoyed the pleasure it gave me. I couldn't see what Richard's problem was.
Once again, I compared Richard to Tom. Richard enjoyed the blowjob but he expected to be the one getting the pleasure, not giving it. He wanted me to just wait till he got hard again and then just lay down so he could fuck me. Big deal. Tom was into giving me pleasure before his own. He would never refuse me anything and always made sure I was satisfied. He would give me oral before we had intercourse and made sure that I had at least one orgasm before we had sex.
Again, I examined my feelings. There was still nothing for Richard but also no guilt thinking about Tom. I was here, I still wanted to get fucked, but that was all. No pleasure, no guilty feelings, no remorse and no thought about tomorrow.
Richard was hard again and I moved over to the bed. He rolled over and held out his arms to me. I lay down on my side facing him and he began to fondle my breasts. He began to kiss my nipples and suck on them alternately. He put one hand between my legs and inserted a finger into my waiting pussy. He pushed his palm against my mound as he moved his finger in and out. He added a second finger and then a third until I began to hump against his hand. He buried his face in my tits and his warm breath on my breasts and his hand giving me pleasure made me moan with impatience.
"I want that cock in me now! Put it in and do what we came here for. Do it now." I was wet and ready for that cock that I had been thinking about for the last two days.
Richard rolled me over away from him and lifted my leg while he inserted his cock into my waiting pussy. I had never been fucked from behind while on my side in this manner and I waited to see what it would be like. He raised my leg and pulled it back toward him while he pushed into me. I was very wet and he had no problem entering me all the way. He quickly got a rhythm going and he was fucking me with a strong steady pace. He had been at it for only about 5 minutes when I felt him tense up. He increased his pace and pushed into me as far as he could and stopped. He blew his load into me. I couldn't believe it. He had come again and I had yet to have an orgasm.
"That was fucking unbelievable! You are the best I have ever had." What a shithead this kid was. He was done and I had yet to begin. I didn't know what to do or say. I lay there thinking about what to do next.
"I hate to tell you this Richard, but I have not even had an orgasm. I blew you, and let you fuck me, and you got off twice and I have nothing to show for it. What do you intend to do about that?" I have to admit that I was disappointed. It was a new feeling for me since Tom never let me down that way. To bad this wasn't Tom.
"Sorry. I can do whatever you want me to do. That is except eat you out. I don't do that. How about if I finger you till you come? Would that be OK?" He looked eager to help me out but too much of a pussy to eat me. I guess I had to take what I could get.
"OK, do me with your hand. Do what you were doing before you fucked me. I kind of liked that." I would settle for that.
Richard climbed back on the bed, settled behind me and reached between my legs to put his hand on my mound. He slowly rubbed my clit till I began to hump against his hand. He then put two fingers back into me and began to move them rapidly in and out. I used my hand on his to slow him down and urged him to add another finger. He now had three fingers in me and his thumb was rubbing my clit. I added my hand to his and we began to finger fuck me slowly and steadily. As I began to feel some sensation, I urged him to increase his speed. With my hand on his, we pumped faster and faster and I began to rub my clit harder. After 10 minutes of this, I finally came. It was good but lacked something. It occurred to me that I had just masturbated using this kid's hand to do the work. Talk about being disappointed! I had better orgasms with my own fingers!
We lay together on the bad; me breathing hard and him just holding me. This was not what I had expected from my first foray into infidelity. I had just fucked another man and I felt nothing but fatigue. Ironic, but that is the excuse I used to give Tom when he even bothered to suggest sex. Now, I was feeling real fatigue when just an hour ago I had such eagerness and enthusiasm. I was confused and disappointed and suddenly just a little concerned. What had I done? If this was what I thought was going to give me what I was missing, maybe I was confused about what it was that I wanted. This would take some time and thought on my part.
I got up from the bed and told Richard that I was going to take a shower. I had brought some things from home in the overnight I carried, but I would have to dress in what I wore to the hotel. That meant putting on the red thong and bra. Somehow that now felt cheap, not sexy. I wasn't yet a professional whore! I didn't pack a change of clothes. I guess that was something.
I went in and turned on the shower. I got in and just let the water wash over me. It felt good; actually it was the best I had felt for the last hour. I leaned against the wall and enjoyed the feeling of the water as it cleaned the sweat from by body. As I stood there, I suddenly felt a blast of cold air and Richard entered the shower. I was not really in the mood for another groping session, but I didn't say anything.
Without any warning, Richard reached around me and put both hands on my breasts. He pulled me back against him and I could feel that he was hard again. The advantages of youth! He massaged my nipples and let one hand drop to my mound. He moved a finger between my swollen lips and just slid it up and down my slit. After a few minutes of this, I began to become aroused. I could feel the wetness increase and I wanted him to continue. Instead, he pushed me over till my hands were again resting on the shower walls. He took his cock in his hand and rubbed the head against my slit just as he had his fingers. I was ready! He pushed into me from behind and pulled me onto his cock with his hands on my hips. He began to fuck me hard and fast. This was more like it! This is what I had been expecting earlier. Maybe I could cum if he could keep this up for awhile.
"Do you like this, slut?" Richard seemed to be a totally different person now than what he had been earlier. "Is this what you wanted me to do? Fuck you like a whore?" Richard pumped into me over and over and I felt a climax building. This was what I wanted.
"Fuck me you bastard! Fuck me hard. Fuck my brains out!" I was yelling and pushing back against him and holding on for dear life. "Fuck me!"
Richard pumped even faster and suddenly he stopped. He pulled me hard against him as he pumped his cum into me and I could feel his seed as it shot into me. I climaxed just as he shot his load and we both shuddered together as we came down from an extraordinary high. I had finally gotten what I had come here for: fucked like a whore. As the euphoria passed, I realized what I had become and I felt a cold shiver run down my spine. I shrugged it off, letting the hot water run over me and wash away the results of my fall into infidelity.
I remained in the shower as Richard got out. He dried himself off and said he would be in the room waiting for me. He said we had about 20 minutes before we had to go back to the office. I told him I would be out in a few minutes. I wanted to calm myself down.
After another 5 minutes of water therapy, I exited the shower and dried myself off. My hair was wet but fortunately there was a hair dryer in the bathroom provided by the hotel. I was able to dry myself off and dry my hair and make myself presentable with some fresh makeup and a brush. I was feeling strange. Satisfied but on edge. I thought maybe it was the fact that I had just cheated on Tom, but as usual, the thought of Tom caused me to become angry. That was normal and what usually happened when I was at home with him or when he wanted to go out or have sex or any number of things. I was confused and needed time alone to think.
Richard and I returned to the office without talking and completed the rest of the workday without any further interaction. As he got ready to leave, he came over to my desk.
"I think we need to give ourselves a couple of days to think about where we go from here. OK?" I nodded. "I'll talk to you Monday." With that, he left and I got ready to go pick up Rachael. That was the first I had thought of my baby girl and the thought only made my confusion worse. I was really at a loss for what I was feeling and what I was going to do.
After I got home that evening, I turned on the TV and put Rachael's favorite video in for her to watch while I got dinner. I wanted to make something special tonight but I just didn't have time. I was lost in thought as I heard Tom come home and stop to talk to Rachael. Just like him. His first thought was for the baby, always. I waited for him to come into the kitchen. He usually came in, gave me a quick hello and went to the fridge for a cold beer. Today was no exception.
"How was your day today? Any interesting clients? How is Richard doing?" I knew he was just being polite since I knew he didn't like Richard. He had met him on several occasions and found him to be, in his words, a cocky, dumb geek. I had never thought much about it since I had originally resented the fact that I had to work for a kid 12 years my junior. I smiled as I remembered that kid in the shower today. Being a kid gave him the stamina that resulted in that last, but best, sex.
"My day was as usual. At least it was stimulating." Why I said that I didn't know. Tom was just being Tom. He always asked about my day and usually listened if I had something to tell him. He knew I loved working and even though he would rather I not work, he was glad that I was happy. He didn't deserve what I had just said.
"Someone's in a bad mood. Sorry I asked." He went into the other room to be with Rachael and it suddenly occurred to me that I had just pushed my husband away, verbally yes, but without provocation and with malice. That thought sent a cold chill through me that wasn't pleasant. What was wrong with me? I was suddenly scared and felt the beginnings of a panic attack. I sat down and put my head between my legs until my breathing slowed. Quilt? Remorse? I really didn't think so. I needed time to get my emotions under control.
"Tom, can you watch the stove for a few minutes? In need to use the bathroom." I needed to get in there before I lost everything in my stomach.
"Sure babe. Go ahead, I'll be in straight away."
I left quickly and ran into the master bath. I closed the door and just stood there, shaking. My breathing was shallow and my face was flushed. I was sweating and shivering at the same time. I was afraid I was going to vomit and knelt down and leaned over the toilet. I sat there in our master bath on my knees; sweating, shivering; face flushed and about to heave my guts out. I was quite the sophisticated cheating spouse who had just cuckolded her husband and felt nothing when doing it. I stayed there until I felt some control returning.
I had no idea of what had just happened. Could I really be feeling guilt? I wasn't sure but I didn't think so. I thought back to that afternoon and what I had done. It wasn't great but the last time in the shower was pretty good. I had one orgasm and Richard had cum three times. I was not ashamed of myself and actually felt very little. The afternoon was fun but nothing special. When Tom and I made love it was far more satisfying, or at least it used to be. He hadn't approached me for some time so it hadn't happened much lately. I wondered why we had stopped making love.
As I thought about Tom, I felt my anger begin to grow. I couldn't even think of him without getting furious. He didn't love me anymore or he wouldn't spend so much time with Rachael. Even now, when I am a wreck, he is with her and not there for me. Granted, he didn't know how I was feeling but he could at least knock on the door and ask me if I was OK. Instead he is with Rachael, always with Rachael. I realized with a shock that I was jealous of my own daughter. What the hell was wrong with me! I stood up, splashed some cold water on my face and went back to the kitchen.
"Are you OK, babe?" Tom was standing in the kitchen draining the pasta that I had put on. He looked closely at me and said, "You look like you might be coming down with something. Good thing tomorrow is Saturday. You can relax and take care of yourself. If you want, I'll call mom and have her take Rachael for the day and you can just stay in bed."
God, this man was something else. I had just cheated on him with another man and he is worrying about how I feel. He can't help this feeling I have that every time I see him I get angry. He has done nothing to deserve it. How can I do this to him? This secret that I now held over him was a dirty one and not one to be proud of. It made me feel cheap and mean. Yet, I still felt no remorse and had no urge to tell him what I had done and no intention of not doing it again. I realized for the first time, that there was something wrong with me.
The following Monday, I talked to Richard about our affair. He was still high thinking about what we had done and wanted to make plans to get together again. I, on the other hand, was not that anxious to put myself through that again. The sex was OK, not great, but the aftermath was horrible. Even though I didn't think guilt or remorse was the cause of my panic attack at home, I was not about to test it again soon.
"Richard, last Friday was great but we have to be careful. I'm married and I have to face my husband every night when I go home. We may get together again but not until I am certain of how I want to proceed. I hope you can accept that." I was not going to make this an ongoing affair. If I decided to have sex again, it would be on my terms and only when I felt comfortable about doing it again.
"I don't want to accept that, but I will have to. Just know that I think you are the most exciting woman I have ever met. I had a great time Friday and would love to do it again as soon as you are ready." Richard looked sincere as he said this and it make me feel a little better to know that he didn't think of me as a piece of meat.
We continued working as a team for the next 5 weeks, getting together again twice more. Those times were better but we quickly learned that the only way I was going to have an orgasm was if I got Richard off at least twice so that he could have some staying power. Great for Richard, but sort of dull for me. Richard continually made overtures but I rejected them and told him to be patient. We had just started on a new client when Tom mentioned his trip to St. Louis. I didn't tell Richard about it right away. I wanted to think about it and decide what I wanted to do.
I had almost decided to forget it until Tom confronted me that Tuesday night. He suggested we have sex and I responded without even thinking that I was too tired. Tom reacted angrily and wanted to know why we never had sex anymore and why I was always tired at home. He indicated that I was only happy when I was at work or talking about work. I got angry when he mentioned Rachael and I lashed out at him. He accused me of neglecting her when he got home and giving her to him so I could go to bed or anything else not having to do with her.
His remarks hit home and I became furious. Rather than get into an argument where I was likely to say something that I probably shouldn't, I walked away. I did not want to have this discussion with him because I wasn't sure of the answers myself. I did know that anytime he questioned me, I became angry. Anytime he asked me for sex, I rejected him. Every time I saw him with Rachael, I became jealous. All of these things made me lash out at him. Again I thought that something was wrong with me, but I didn't want to confront it. Tom dropped it and I went to bed. He came in later but I pretended to be asleep and he made no attempt to touch or talk to me.
In the morning, Tom got up at his usual time, got ready for work and then got Rachael ready for day care. He made no attempt to wake me and proceeded to pack for his trip. I feigned sleep and simply waited for them to leave. I finally heard the car leave the house and I got up. I was still angry from last night. Tom had done nothing but try to talk to me and his questions were, I had to admit, valid ones. All that did was make me mad again. I got dressed for work and left feeling like I was about to explode.
When I got to work, I had calmed down somewhat. I thought again for the thousandth time about what was wrong in my life. For the thousandth time, I had no answers. While in that frame of mind, Richard came by and asked me what I was thinking about.
He said, "You look like you're in another world. Anything I can do to help?"
"I'm fine. I was just thinking about what I have to do tonight. Tom left for St. Louis this morning and I have to make arrangements for Rachael tonight and tomorrow. Tom usually takes care of getting her to day care and usually takes over for me at home in the evening. I'll be alone until Friday." I was really feeling sorry for myself that I would have to see that she got to daycare and that meant getting out of bed early. Really tough!
"Well, I would be glad to come over to your place and give you a hand." Richard said that with a stupid leer on his face, referring to our last get together. He didn't even have the courtesy to blush. Stupid shit!
"Thanks but no thanks. I'll take care of myself like I usually do." I said this with the same reference in the back of my mind. I'd had to ask him to take care of me since he was so busy taking care of his pleasure.
Richard left but I continued to think about the argument yesterday and how angry I still was. I wondered if I could somehow get even with Tom for what he had said to me. Maybe they were things that were true and needed to be discussed but he didn't have to attack me. I became more and more angry as I thought about what he had said. I decided to do something about it. To be sure, I called his secretary to be sure he had actually left. He sometimes had trips cancelled at the last minute.



I moved over to Richard's desk and whispered in his ear. "If you would like to come over to my place tomorrow evening, maybe you could spend the night. Tom won't be back till Friday afternoon so we could have quite a bit of time together. I'll have the kid stay with Tom's mother Thursday and Friday."
"I'll be there. Why can't we start tonight? That way we could have two nights together." Richard looked like a kid who had been offered a box of candy.
"I'll have to make arrangements with Tom's mother tonight and arrange for her to pick Rachael up after daycare tomorrow. Tonight won't work. If you can't wait, why don't we just forget it?" I looked at him with eyes have closed in mock seduction.
"I'll come over tomorrow right after work and we can go out for some dinner. Then we can come back to your place. How's that sound?" Richard was willing to wait as I suspected.
"Fine." I was going to do this. I realized immediately that this would be different than our faked trips to the hotel to see clients. This was planned. This would be in our home and in our bed. This would be deliberate and done strictly to cause pain to another, even though he would not know it. I would know and I would have the pleasure of doing this to him.
Things went according to plan and Richard came to my house Thursday evening directly from work. He wanted to proceed to the bedroom immediately, but I reminded him that he was going to take me to dinner. He said that he didn't think he could wait, so I led him into the bedroom and gave him a blowjob. Quick, dirty and I did it without any emotion. I felt like a true whore and that gave me some pleasure. Even more hurt to Tom. Strange that even in my betrayal of my husband, he was constantly in my thoughts. It occurred to me that I wasn't doing this for myself; I was doing it to him. Maybe that's why I didn't particularly enjoy it.
We returned home about 9:30 and I had him park in the garage in Tom's empty slot so that no one would notice a car in the driveway overnight. We went into the bedroom and showered together. We repeated what we had done in the hotel shower but again, Richard came too soon and I was left pretending to have an orgasm. I thought that would be easier than forcing him to pleasure me. We dried off and went into the kitchen for coffee and to snack on the deserts we had brought from the restaurant. I noticed the blinking message light on the answering machine and checked caller ID to see if it was from Tom's mother but it wasn't so I left it for later. It was after 11:00 so I turned off the lights and we went to bed. We had foreplay to get Richard back into the mood and to get me wet. We went slow, knowing we had all night together. Richard wanted me to get him off again with my hand so that he could last longer. I agreed and jerked him off. I felt a little like I was back in high school! Jesus! What the hell was I doing?
When he was ready, Richard began to fondle my breasts and to rub my mound. He was doing all right and I was able to feel some degree of arousal. I was finally getting wet when I finally told him to fuck me hard. I told him that this time he had better stay with me until I had an orgasm. I told him that if not, he was to get the fuck out of my bed and go home. He laughed, but I was very serious. I wasn't going to be disappointed again.
Richard entered me and began to pump in and out slowly and with long, hard strokes. I began to feel something and started to relax. I spread my legs as far apart as I could to allow him to penetrate me better as he began to speed up and to go deeper and deeper. I began to groan and started to hump up to him as he was pulling back. We had just settled into a good rhythm when the overhead light came on.
It took a few seconds for me to focus and I finally recognized Tom's face. He was standing in the doorway with his hand on the light switch. I was so shocked I screamed. I tried to get up but Richard was still on top of me. I began to push him away and he rolled off me and fell off the bed on the other side. For some reason I thought that was funny at the time.
"Tom what are you doing home?" I struggled with the covers and pulled them around myself as I just stared at Tom. I was angry as I held the sheets to my naked body. All I felt was cold and numb as I watched Tom for his reaction. I don't know what I expected but all I saw in his eyes was cold fury.
Tom looked at Richard and told him to get out of the house or he would kill him. I saw the gun in his hand but it didn't register on me. He looked then at me and told me to get some clothes on and let Richard out of the garage since he had parked behind him. He said that he had planned to pull into the garage in his place. As he said his place, I thought I heard his voice waver. But just for a minute. He then turned and walked out of the bedroom.
I told Richard to get dressed and to get out. He was panicked and looked like he wanted to be sick. I just yelled at him to move! He finally got his clothes on while I put on a robe and slippers. I followed him through the kitchen and into the garage. He was practically running he was so scared. I was amused at his reaction, again thinking of him as a kid. I let him out and he left without another word. I left Tom's car in the driveway and closed the overhead door.
I entered the kitchen and found Tom just coming back from the bedrooms. He had gone in to check on Rachael and assumed that she was with his mother when he found her not to be there.
"So, you have found me out. What are you going to do now?" I sat there with a smile on my face and waited for him to say something. There was no remorse, no sadness and no words of apology. I didn't even care that he had come home early.
"There is nothing that you can say that will change what happened. I do not want to talk to you tonight. I'll stay with Rachael at my parent's place tonight and then tomorrow I am moving out. I don't know what I am going to do, but for your own good, do not talk to me or try to touch me.
"Why would I want to touch you? I haven't for some time and I don't care what you do or where you go."
I rose and walked into the kitchen to get something to drink. "You know as well as I that this has not been a marriage for some time and you didn't do anything to try to change it. You knew I was cheating on you and accepted it. It was clear that you only cared about the brat and not me. What did you expect?"
Tom just stared at me as if I had lost my mind. And then he began to talk in a calm but sad voice. His words would later come to haunt me for they were as alien to what I believed to be true as possible.
"Julie, I have loved you as much as it is possible to love anyone. I loved you even more for giving me a gift like Rachael. The two of you were my life. I lived only to make a home for the three of us. There is nothing that I wouldn't do for you or for her. I would give my life for you."
"You say the marriage has been over for some time. But that is only in your eyes. In my eyes we had a problem that I wanted to try to solve. You always turned away when I suggested it. I wanted to have you stay home with Rachael, but she was not enough for you. I was not enough for you, either. I did all I could for you and for her but it was apparently not enough. So you chose to go outside our marriage for what you couldn't find with us."
"You say I knew about your cheating. That is simply not true. When you love someone as I love you, there is no way you can consider that the one you love is cheating on you. I never considered the possibility. I know now that makes me a fool."
"Well, congratulations. You get your wish. This marriage is over and I will file the papers tomorrow. I'll get Jerry Adams as my attorney. You get whomever you want and I will pay the costs. I will have Jerry divide everything evenly and you can have the house. I would suggest you sell it for the equity."
"Finally, I am going for full custody of the 'brat' as you called her. It's clear that you would rather have the time to fuck your lover and Rachael is in the way. Don't even try to fight that or I name your fuck buddy in the suit against you and go for child support from you."
Tom rose and went into the bedroom for some additional clothes. He returned with a small overnight case. He stopped and looked at me. His look was enough to make me begin to feel something. I seemed to be waking up from a sound sleep without knowing where I was. I had begun to focus on his words before he went to get his things. I began to wonder why I suddenly felt like my world was breaking up. I had a sick feeling that somehow I had done something so terrible that I was going to be very sorry.
In that moment of clarity, Tom turned and left. But as he did, I could see tears in his eyes, and that fact alone was enough to turn my whole world upside down. As I looked at Tom's face, suddenly I saw everything clearly. I had done this to him and to my family. I had destroyed everything that I held dear and didn't even know why. I suddenly knew that I was very, very sick and that what I had done was an act of insanity.
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I apologize for the way this story came out. It was supposed to be three chapters with Tom, Julie and then the final chapter with both, but the middle chapter was initially corrupted so it couldn't be posted in sequence. I did post it later but it sort of ruined the flow. Anyway, a lot of good readers asked me to finish it, so here it is. Thanks to all who comment both positive and negative. You can guess which ones I listen to.
Thecelt
*
It has been just over two years since the divorce and I was looking forward to my weekend with Rachael. Tom and I had agreed during the divorce that I would gradually get more visits with Rachael as I progressed in my recovery. I had begun to see her about 8 months after I began therapy, at first under supervision and then alone. I now saw her almost every weekend. I would leave from work and pick her up. We would go home and fix dinner together, and I treasured my time with her. She was growing so fast and I had missed a vital part of her development. I was there, but not for her. It's difficult to explain but suffice it to say that I was truly her mother now and I would lose no more time.
Tom and I had not had much contact since the divorce. When I came to pick up Rachael, he would have her all ready and would open the door so she could run to the car. He wouldn't come out and I wasn't invited in. Since she was staying with me on the weekends, I had purchased duplicate PJs, toothbrushes and all the other stuff she needed for a stay over. We also had several outfits so that we could go most places without having to bring her suitcase each time she came. She brought only her favorite toys or dolls.
I had returned to work a few months after I began therapy and found that Richard had been fired. Apparently he put the bank in a very bad position so he was gone! With Richard gone, I was given the department head job for commercial loans. I wondered whether that was because I was qualified or because they wanted to keep me happy so I wouldn't sue. For whatever reason, I was happy: happier than I had been for some time. I didn't need the money since Tom had made sure I was well taken care of. He had kept his promise and split everything evenly during the divorce. I was pleasantly surprised when I discovered he had invested our savings wisely and we split a tidy sum. He had given me the house and I had sold it for a good price. I honestly couldn't imagine keeping it after the scene I had created, and Tom had never set foot in the house again after that night. My half of the equity was enough to allow me to buy a small cottage home with two bedrooms, one for Rachael. I put Tom's half in a separate account even though he wouldn't touch it. I thought that maybe someday it would make a nice college fund for Rachael.
Before I left for the day, I stopped in to see John Williams, the bank manager and a personal friend. If it wasn't for John and his wife Lauren, I may not have survived my breakdown. They were the first to come to my aid and had never left my side.
"Good night, John. I'm off to get my daughter for the weekend. Oh, by the way, we closed the loan on the Carter business expansion. Good terms and a solid credit rating." I stood in his doorway watching him frown at the computer screen. He hated computers.
"Have a good time and thanks for the update. I have to say we seem to be having a run of good luck lately, or do you think that maybe you have something to do with that?" He knew we were one of the companies leading loan houses. Since I had returned as department head, we closed more commercial loans and with a better track record than any of the other subsidiaries.
"Just your good management. See you Monday." I left feeling good about my life and life in general. Only a few things I would change if I could, but we don't always get all we wish for.
It was just a short 20-minute drive to Tom's condo. He had bought a ground floor condominium within biking distance of his workplace. He loved to bike and the exercise suited him well. While I only saw him briefly, he sure looked in good shape. Better shape than when we were married. The condo had three bedrooms; one he used for an office while the other was Rachael's room.
I pulled into the parking slot in front of his condo and shut off the engine. I waited for Rachael to come running out of the door as usual. Instead, I waited for about 5 minutes without seeing her. That was strange. I got out of the car and walked up to the door. I rang the bell and waited.
"Mommy! You're here." Rachael opened the door and jumped into my arms. She was now almost 4 years old. I hugged her and kissed her little face. "Where were you? Usually, you run out the door almost before I can stop the car." She just smiled at me.
Just then, Tom walked into the hall and watched the two of us. He was smiling as he stood there. It was good to see him smile. I had missed that smile so much.
"How are you doing, Tom? You look like you have lost some weight. Is that due to the daily bike trip to work and back?" He really did look good! "I'm sorry, but I guess neither of you heard me pull in."
"We were expecting you. And, thanks: I'm doing well. Yes, I think the 3 miles to and from work are making a big difference. I also bought a new exercise machine that I use three times a week. Would you like to see it?" That was a surprise. He had never invited me in before, let alone give me a tour. I had not even seen Rachael's room.
"Come on, mommy. I can show you my room too. You should see the bed and the chest and the closet and all the clothes I have." She grabbed my hand and started to pull me along. I looked at Tom to see if it was OK. He just smiled and nodded.
Her room was really neat. It was painted all pink and while and looked exactly like her room in the old house. The furniture was almost the same so I think Tom and Rachael had picked it out together. For a second, the sadness returned and I started to tear up, but I quickly caught myself and gave my daughter a smile and praised her choices. She sat down and began to dress one of her dolls.
Tom had followed us and was standing in the doorway watching.
"Come on and I'll show you the rest of the place. You haven't seen it before, if I remember correctly."
Tom waited for me to leave Rachael's room and he followed me down the hall to the third bedroom, which was his office. He had an exercise machine in the middle of the floor and a boom box with a collection of 70's music that he said he listened to while he exercised. He said he loved to 'zone out' as he called it. I made approving noises but I was really having trouble keeping my emotions under control. We went into the living room and then into a kitchen that was really beautiful: compact and neat. Tom always had liked to cook. Something smelled good but I didn't ask.
"The master bedroom is down that way. You will probably appreciate the master bath. It has a garden tub and a separate shower." Tom said this with no hint of sarcasm so I assumed he was only trying to impress me. He was right. It was magnificent. I told him as much.
"Would you care to stay and have dinner with us before you take Rachael for the weekend?" Tom looked at me as he offered the invitation. His look was closed and I could not tell what he was thinking.
"Uh, you caught me by surprise. I hadn't expected an invitation. I am not dressed for dinner and I'm still in my work clothes. I came here straight from the bank." I was nervous, excited, frightened, all at the same time. This was out of the blue! Tom had barely talked to me for the last 18 months, and now he was asking me to dinner?
"I'm sorry. That was rude of me to make a last minute invitation, especially when your time with Rachael is so important to you." He looked crestfallen. He truly was sorry and embarrassed.
"Tom! I would love to have dinner with you right now! I didn't mean that I didn't, I was just trying to cover my surprise. Yes, I'll be glad to stay." I saw the light in his eye and my heart missed a beat. "Spending time with you and Rachael is something that I would never miss out on. I have missed that more than anything else."
"Great, I know Rachael will be pleased. She wanted to know why you never wanted to see her room and I thought that it wasn't right that she should think you didn't care. I should have asked you in before, but I wasn't sure how you would react." Tom had a funny expression on his face. It was an expression he used to get when we were dating and first married. It was that look he got when he wasn't sure of what he wanted to do next. It was a mix of embarrassment, determination and uncertainty all mixed together.
"I have macaroni and cheese and hot dogs: Rachael's favorite dinner. Is that OK?"
That was all it took to break down my determination to keep my feelings under control. I began to cry, really crying. I turned to the sofa and sat down before my legs collapsed. I was overwhelmed with feelings that I had come to understand but thought that I had under tight reign. The overwhelming emotion was sadness. Deep, crushing sadness. I let it take over and control me.
Tom sat down next to me and put his arms around me and held me till I began to get myself under control. I took huge deep breaths and began to recite the mantra that Marvin and I had made up to help me during these attacks. "I have made mistakes, but I am willing to learn and go forward." I repeated this to myself as I felt control returning. After about 5 minutes of this, I finally looked at Tom.
"I am so sorry. It was the mac and cheese and hot dogs. I know that is her favorite and it suddenly reminded me of what I had destroyed. You and I and her setting down to dinner together, as a family." I looked at Tom setting there with concern on his face.
"The one thing I never told you after that night at home was that I am so sorry for what I did. I want to apologize to you for all I did to you and to Rachael and to us. I was sick, yes, but that was no excuse for destroying our family and our marriage."
"I have worked so hard to understand why I did the things I did and Marvin says that it was a combination of my pregnancy, the doctor we had at the time, the hormonal changes in me and the deep depression I went into. Those are all things that I don't understand and I still don't know why it all came out as a desire to hurt you. He said that was determined even before Rachael was born and was linked to the fear that I could loose the baby if you hurt me during sex."
"I have accepted the fact that I was not in my right mind and that I went slightly crazy for a long time. Most of that period is a blank to me and I don't remember much of what you did or said to me. When I try, I just remember periods of darkness. Just a cold, deep darkness! All of that time lost forever, and I can never get it back!" I began to shudder as it all threatened to come pouring back.
"Julie, please. You don't have to talk about this. That's not why I asked you to dinner. I just wanted to spend some time with you and our daughter, together, like we used to. I hate to see you in pain again after you have done so well for so long. I don't need you to apologize to me." It was his holding me that finally brought me around and let me slowly let go of the pain. I didn't want to ruin this chance he had given me.
"I'm sorry. I guess I had that locked up inside me for some time." I straightened up and put a smile on my face. I hoped it looked more genuine that it felt. "I promise, no more thinking about the past. Let's just enjoy the dinner and our daughter." I wiped my eyes and then, on the spur of the moment, asked Tom a question.
"Do you think we could get together sometime to just talk a little about what happened? I would like to tell you some of what I have learned about myself and maybe find out a little about what you have been up to?" I waited hopefully.
"Why don't we have dinner some night next week. I'll get a sitter for Rachael and we can just talk. We haven't done that in over two years. I guess it is time." He seemed sincere in has desire to get together. "We can go out to some neutral place or have dinner here. I can cook something. I have become quite the cook."
"Here would be great. I can bring the salad and desert if you can fix an entrée of some kind?" I was not going to screw this up. Public was not the place I wanted to begin the recovery of a life with my family!
Tom and I met on Tuesday of the next week in his condo, and after a dinner of spaghetti and meatballs, his own recipe, we sat down in the living room. Rachael was with Mrs. Nelson, a neighbor who sat for Tom often. We began to talk. I went first.
"I told you Friday when I broke down that I was sorry about all of the things I did to us. What I didn't tell you was that I was totally at fault and that you had done nothing to cause any of it. It is important that you know that. Marvin helped me to see that you could not have done anything to make things different. The problems were with me and in my failure at first to talk to you to let you know that something was wrong. That was the first mistake I made."
"The second mistake was in letting my fears turn to anger at you. Again, you did nothing to make that happen, and I didn't tell you why I was angry. Of course, I didn't even know that at the time. The anger is at the root of all of the mistakes that I made from that point on." It was actually a comfort to be able to tell Tom these things. You might think it would be so hard to tell someone you loved how you hurt him or her, but this was a necessary thing I had to do.
"Returning to work after Rachael was born should have been a good thing for me to help with the fear and the anger, but when John gave the department head to Richard, the anger intensified and since I was angry at you first, you became the target of all of my new anger. I didn't realize that of course, but it happened none the less."
"Finally, the affair with Richard was nothing more than an attempt to hurt you for wrongs that you were not guilty of. The strange thing is that I had no intention of telling you of the affair even though it was meant to hurt you. I can't figure that one out and even Marvin has a little trouble with that one. He thinks that I subconsciously knew that if you found out, I would lose my marriage, exactly as it happened, and I didn't want that."
"I know I told you that sex with Richard was a disaster and it really was. He was totally inept and selfish. I think that was one of the reasons I continued with it: it meant nothing and I felt little from it. That fit my scenario of hurting you but not benefiting from it. But the affair was the least of my betrayals. I betrayed your love, your trust and our marriage vows for nothing. I was also a victim in the affair, feeling cheap and dirty and constantly angry with everyone. I was the one who cheated, but I was also the one that I hurt the worst. You lost your wife: I lost everything."
I stopped, having said everything that I had wanted to say for the last two years. I looked at Tom to see how he was taking this. I wanted so much for him to understand everything.
"He never told you, but I met with Marvin on at least 5 occasions and we discussed most of what you have just told me. He feels that you have finally come to understand the root cause of your anger toward me and that you can now see what it led you to do. I agree with him on most of it. But, if you are willing, I would like to ask you some questions. If you would rather I not, that's OK." Tom watched me for a reaction.
"I will answer any question you have, if I have the answers. Honestly, some of this stuff is still over my head. But I'll try. Ask away." Here it comes! I would answer any questions he had and I would tell him the truth regardless of how it made me look.
"First, when you decided to cheat on me for the first time, what were you thinking? What did you say to yourself that said it was OK to cheat and break your vows to me and to God?" Tom was dead serious as he asked me this.
"Wow! That's one I never even asked myself." I paused to consider this question. I had to admit that it was one that I should have asked myself at the time I did decide to screw Richard. "I have to be honest and tell you that I never even considered it. I decided to cheat and never once thought of the consequences, the vows, the promises or any of it. That's as honest as I can be. In retrospect, if I had thought of it, there would have been no satisfactory answer. There is no acceptable reason to cheat, ever!"
"That's an honest answer. Thank you. My next question is one that is simpler. Why did you never consider coming to me, even in anger, and telling me what was on your mind?"
"That's easy. You were the root of my problems and the cause of my anger. To come to you to discuss anything was never going to happen. I avoided you. I didn't want to reason with you. I just wanted to hurt you and if I had given you a chance to make things right, I would have had to give up my anger." That one was much easier. Marvin and I had gone over that one many times.
"My last question. Was there anything that Richard did that you liked better than what I did? Not only sexually, but also when you were intimate with him following sex or just relaxing after work. Anything you liked about being with him?" God, this man could really ask some whoppers. I knew that he had been thinking about this much as I had. That fact actually made me feel somewhat hopeful.
"There was nothing about Richard that I enjoyed. He was young and inexperienced. I may have enjoyed being more mature than he but not much. He was a selfish partner sexually, wanting pleasure for himself but not caring about me. We did not spend any time intimately, as you put it, after sex or after work or at any time. We had nothing in common and nothing we shared. You may not understand this but that was the whole point! We shared nothing that would give me any pleasure! That was necessary to the whole affair. I couldn't enjoy it because that wasn't the point. Hurting you was the point!!" I was getting excited because it was necessary that Tom understand that I got no pleasure from what I had done. No pleasure, no sexual gratification, no nothing!
"I told you that day in the lawyer's office that Richard did not compare to you and you had nothing to worry about in that department. I meant that. You and I made love. Richard was someone I used to hurt you. He couldn't be too good or I would have had to break it off. You and I had stopped making love long before I started with Richard, but even the memory of you and I was better than the reality of Richard and I."
Tom was smiling at me and my heart swelled to the point of bursting. I could tell that he believed me and that what I said was what he wanted to hear. I smiled back at him and saw some of the love that we had shared in his eyes.
That evening was the beginning for both of us. We had a long way to go and I wasn't sure if Tom could ever forgive me but he was willing to try. With work and time, I hoped we could begin to build a life together based on friendship and a daughter that we both loved and who loved us in return. That shared love for her was a bridge between our differences and maybe a bridge to a new life for both of us. I knew now that I could no longer keep things to myself. I had learned to open my feelings to the one I loved and to work out differences rather than letting them fester. I would never make the same mistakes again.
Tom had come home a day early to find that I had destroyed our marriage. But maybe it was not too early: maybe it was just in time to fix something badly broken and to give us a second chance to get it right. What the future would bring, I didn't know, but it was a future worth fighting for.
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As I wrote this story, I kept looking for a place to break it into two or three parts. It didn't seem to work so here is approximately half of the story. Part 2 is right behind. Remember, the mind can only accept what the seat can endure, so you might want to read this in two or three settings.
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As I sat there in the dark family room wondering what the hell had gone wrong, I tried to bring myself back to the matter at hand. It was clear to me now that my wife was cheating on me big time and apparently had been for some time. I didn't know who she was doing or for how long, but I was sure of what she was doing. I only had to figure out how to find out the who and the where.
My name is Charles Sonders. I am 48 years old and my wife Ilene is 45. She and I have been married for 18 years just last month. We have a wonderful son Anthony who is 20 and away at college. We had adopted after finding that Ilene was unable to have children. We tried AI but after two attempts gave up. It was Ilene's idea to adopt and I quickly agreed. We went the private route and when we saw Anthony, it was love at first sight. He had some medical problems but with our love and care, he developed into a magnificent young man. He was 4 years old when we adopted him so that explains his age.
I had no idea why Ilene would be cheating on me. We had a wonderful life and our sex life was frequent and quite satisfying, at least to me. She had never once indicated through actions or words that she was unhappy about anything. We both worked, but only because we chose to. I had a good job and she could stay home but she was happy in her job with an Advertising firm. She was an account executive and also did quite well. Our combined income was in the mid 6 figures.
I worked for a Media Consulting firm that handled large corporate accounts. I was in charge of the department that put together media presentations: we made small to medium length documentaries about the clients' business or products. My department consisted of me as Director and 7 artists in all of the necessary mediums. I reported to the VP of Media Development, Peter Atkins. I was 10 years older than he and I often resented reporting to someone younger and less experienced then I but that was whom management picked. I had little choice but to make do.
I had just last week returned from a scheduled trip to Minnesota to meet with the Marketing Manager of a medium sized Consumer Products Company that wanted to do some short films to use in training their sales people. We discussed the concepts and I and two of my specialists traveled to their plant to make preliminary notes and take some films of the operations for later editing. We had all we needed to begin work, but for some reason, Peter wanted me to personally fly out to meet with them again to firm up the contracts and to put together an outline of our plans. I didn't know what I could do that hadn't already been done, but he was the boss.
I made arrangements to meet with them on Tuesday morning at their plant. I would fly out Monday afternoon and return here to Columbus, Ohio on Wednesday afternoon. I would be gone for two nights and two days of wasted time as far as I was concerned. I went to the airport Monday as planned but while waiting for the plane I received a call on my cell. It was Aaron Parks, the Marketing Manager I was supposed to meet. He filled me in.
"Charles, I'm so glad I caught you. You haven't left yet?
"No Aaron, my plane doesn't leave for another 45 minutes. We haven't started boarding yet."
"Great! Can you cancel this trip? I have to make a presentation to the board of director's tomorrow afternoon and I won't have time to meet with you at all. I don't want to put you off onto someone else."
"That's no problem Aaron. I'm only coming at my boss's request. I don't think we need to meet at all so this is no big deal for me."
"I couldn't agree more. Let's cancel and delay any reschedule. How's that sound to you?"
"Great. Consider it done and good luck on your presentation."
This was really a break. I hadn't been looking forward to this trip at all. I wondered if I should call Ilene, but remembered that she said she would be in meetings all day today. I would just see her at home this evening.
I decided to call a cab since Ilene would probably be late coming home. I never drove to the airport since parking was such a hassle. The company paid for a cab, just no limos. I could be home by 4:30 and could relax before she got home. Maybe I would call for a pizza so she wouldn't have to cook. Since I was to be gone, she probably hadn't planned anything anyway.
I got the cab and was home in no time. I took my suitcase up to the bedroom and unpacked my clothes. I put the suitcase away and went back downstairs to get myself a beer. This was the life. I called for a pizza to be delivered at 6:30, which would be just about right if Ilene was a little late. All was right with the world.
By 7:00 Ilene was still not home so I decided to call her work number to see if she was still there. I called but got no answer. Her voice mail didn't have any message so I called her cell.
"Hello?" She answered on the forth ring.
"Hi, honey, it's me. Where are you? I called your office and you didn't pick up."
"I'm here at home you nut. Where did you think I would be? Did your flight get in on time?"
Now, wait a minute! Here at home? I was here at home and she wasn't. Did my dear wife just lie to me? All of this hit me in just the time it took to come back with a smooth reply.
"Yea, everything went off as planned. I wasn't sure where you would be and I called the home phone but you didn't answer. I thought maybe you were still at work." Let's see how she fields this one.
"I must have been out on the back porch. I took a beer and sat down on the glider to try to unwind from this whole day. I am exhausted."
"Guess so. Well I won't keep you but I will try to call later tonight if you want me to." I could guess this answer.
"No, it's probably best if you didn't. I think I will just go to bed early and try to catch up on my sleep before you get back home. We can have some fun time Wednesday night." Boy, she was good. Planning to fuck someone now and me later.
"OK. You have fun but don't do anything I wouldn't do and I'll see you Wednesday." I hung up with that cryptic comment. It would be interesting to see if she caught it.
Since she had lied to me about being here at home and didn't want me to call later tonight, it's a safe bet that she had plans on spending the night with someone. I needed a plan. I had to know who she was with and what I could do about it. I thought for a while and finally came up with at least an idea.
She would probably go to work tomorrow since she knows I would call her there sometimes when I traveled, so I could probably wait close to where she parks her car and then follow her. If she leaves at noon, she would be going to meet him since she usually takes her lunch. She likes to stay in at noon and just relax before the grueling schedule typical of her afternoons. If she stays in, I could probably relax until quitting time. Then she may go home first and then to meet him or just go directly to see him. Either way, I would be ready. Now I had a plan!
I went up to bed and tried to sleep, but all I could do was picture my wife with another man. I imagined all sorts of scenarios, most of which were probably far more than most men could even accomplish. I guess I watch too much porn. She was a wonderful lover and I always tried to please her in several different ways. I wondered if she asked him to do the same things to her that I did.
This type of thinking was not going to get me to sleep. I finally got up and got one of her sleeping pills out of the medicine cabinet. That finally put me to sleep for about 4 hours. I finally gave up at about 6:30 and went downstairs to fix myself a big breakfast. I may not be able to find time to eat today. As I ate, I wondered what I could do once I discovered whom she was screwing. Well, time would tell.
I called a local rent a car agency and booked a car for the next two days. I didn't want to be driving mine since someone might recognize it and say something. I had someone come pick me up so I could leave my car in the garage where it was supposed to be. That way, if she came home she would not notice anything wrong.
At just after 9:30 that morning, I drove into the lot near her office where she parked her car. Sure enough, it was there. I thought a call might be in order so I called her office number. She answered right away.
"Hi, honey, it's just me. I was on my way into the meeting but I wanted to hear your voice so that I would have something pleasant to help me make it through a totally boring day." No reason to give her cause to be suspicious.
""Glad you called. I missed you last night. I can't wait for you to get back tomorrow. We'll have to do something special." God, she made me sick to my stomach.
"I'm looking forward to it. What are your plans tonight? Got a hot date?" Let's see what she says.
"I've got a hot one all lined up just to help me out while you are gone. He's young and good looking and will probably be able to go all night. Aren't you jealous?" She was probably telling me the truth!
"I'm never jealous of you. I know that you would never cheat on our marriage or me. I love you too much to believe you could ever do anything like that." Take that you cheating bitch!
There was just the slightest of pauses before she said, "I love you too sweetie. Just come home to me as soon as you can." I noticed that there was no agreement to my statement. So there was a limit to how much she could lie and still be comfortable. Looks like I found that limit.
"OK, babe. I'll be home before you know it." That was also very true.
I left the lot and went home for a couple of hours. I wanted to get everything at home back the way it was before I came back. That way, if she came home first after work she would not know I had been there. That was essential if I was to find out where she was going and whom she was going to be with.
At noon, Ilene didn't come out so she was staying in as usual. This part was good since she wasn't going to be doing him during the day. I wondered if she would leave early and decided that she probably wouldn't. I left again and got myself a good lunch. I had a couple of beers since I was not going to be driving for a while. As I thought over the next few hours, I decided to pack a bag with enough to last me for two or three days just in case. By 3:30, I was back in place and waiting for her to come out. Her normal quitting time was 4:30.
Right on schedule, Ilene left the building with some of her coworkers. They talked for a couple of minutes and then she got into her car and pulled out. I watched, as she turned left as she exited the lot. That could mean she was going home first. I followed at a good distance even though I had a car that she didn't recognize.
Sure enough, she drove home and pulled in to the driveway. She left the car in the drive: that meant she was going out again. I turned around and parked down the block and waited. She would have to come past me to exit our little subdivision.
It was only about 20 minutes later that I saw her come out of the house with a small overnight bag and a dress carrier. She put that in the car and backed out of the drive. I watched as she came toward me. I ducked down while she passed and then pulled out behind her. This time I remained close so I wouldn't lose her. It was too important that I find out where she went. She never noticed me as she drove out of our subdivision and turned onto the main street going downtown.
I followed her to the downtown Marriott Courtyard hotel. She pulled in and let a valet take her car. I did the same and followed her in. I waited until she was inside and I remained just outside the glass doors where I could see her. She never slowed down but went directly to the elevators. I waited until she entered the elevator and the doors closed. I went in and watched to see which floor the elevator stopped at. It was the 6th.
Now, if she was early, then I would just wait to see if anyone I recognized came in. If not, I had a long night ahead of me. I stood behind a potted plant and pretended to watch the TV. It was only about 10 minutes later that I got the shock of my life. I watched my boss Peter Atkins walk into the lobby and, like my wife, walk directly to the elevator. As he went up, I watched again and sure enough, the 6th floor.
I just went over to the nearest chair and collapsed into it. Peter Atkins was sending me on these stupid trips so that he and my wife could get it on! How stupid could I be? It was right there in front of me all the time. Peter had met my wife at the dinner parties we all attended. He seemed to be very attentive to her, but I just put it down to him being a smooth operator. I never expected that Ilene would be so dumb as to fall for it. I guess the fact that he was much younger and very smooth and good looking was all it took. She was not the Ilene that I thought I knew.
I sat there in that lobby and fought to control my temper. I had to be smart about this and I sat there furiously thinking of what I could do. I couldn't let this go. I was not one to allow my wife to fuck another man without trying to stop it. Suddenly, I had a thought. Maybe I could kill two birds with one stone! Yes! The more I thought about it, the better I liked it.
I went over to the house phone and picked it up. I asked the operator to connect me to Mr. Peter Atkins' room. She said that she could do that. While I waited for the phone to ring, I attached the phone tap on the small portable recorder that I always carried to the receiver. It would record both ends of the conversation. Peter finally answered.
"Hello. Who the hell is this? This is a private room." Peter was probably pissed that he had to stop in the middle of a good fuck.
"Hello Peter. This is Charlie. How are you doing? Is everything OK there?" Let's play a little game.
"Charlie? What the hell are you calling me here for? How did you get this number? I am with a client and we are in a meeting so I can't talk right now." Oh, boy were these two good!
"Before you hang up, Peter, please let me talk to my wife." His move.
"What, what do you mean talk to your wife? Your wife isn't here." He wasn't able to control the hesitation before he finally said that and he couldn't stop the sudden intake of breath when I mentioned Ilene. I heard a loud gasp in the background.
"OK, then please give her a message from me. Tell her if she won't talk to me right now, not to bother coming home. I don't ever want to see her again." I waited for what seemed like forever while they argued back and forth before she finally came on the phone.
"Charlie, this isn't what you think. You have to let me explain. Please, honey, wait for me at home. I'll be there as soon as I can."
"I don't think I'll wait while you finish fucking Peter again. I won't be home when you finally get there. And by the way, I never left town. I was sitting in our bedroom last night when you told me you were home. That's the bad thing about cheating: you get caught by your own lies." I hung up the phone before she could say anything. I had done what I needed to do. I didn't think they would be in the mood for any more playing.
I left the lobby and got my car from the valet. While I waited my cell phone rang. I glanced to the caller ID and it was Ilene's cell. I turned the phone off. I drove down the street to the Radisson and took a room for the next three nights and charged it to my company. I went up to the room and broke open the minibar. I poured myself a stiff drink and called information. I got the number for Peter Atkins and put in a call to Peter's wife, Sharon. I knew Sharon fairly well from the same parties where Peter met my wife. She was a delightful, petite blond and very pretty. I enjoyed her company but was not looking forward to this call.
She answered and I told her who I was. "Hi Charlie. Pete isn't here you know. He had a trip that he had to make and he won't be back till Wednesday morning."
"I don't think Peter is where you think he is Sharon. I hate to be the one to tell you this, but he is with my wife at the Marriott Courtyard on Broad Street. They were together last night and were planning on spending tonight there as well. I called Peter in his room and I think I screwed up their plans. I used a threat to have Ilene come to the phone. She came on and I told her that I wouldn't be home tonight. I checked in here for the night at the Radisson."
"Charlie, are you sure about this? I can't believe Pete would do something like that to me." She was almost crying and I could hear the pain in her voice.
"You can check by calling his room at the Marriott. Just ask to be connected to Mr. Atkins' room. I don't think he told you he would be here in town did he?"
"No, he said he would be out of town for two nights. Let me check and then call you back. Will you wait for me?" She had to check and I didn't blame her.
"Sure, I'll be here." I gave her the number and hung up. I had another call to make but it would have to wait until tomorrow morning.
Sharon didn't call back and I waited for over an hour. I had just about given up when the phone rang. I answered and it was Sharon.
"I called the hotel as you suggested and he was registered there. He answered the phone with a really nasty voice and I just hung up. I had all I needed." She sounded quite calm.
"Can I come up?" Whoa! Was she in the lobby? Now this was interesting.
"Absolutely. I'm in room 214. I'll be the cuckold husband." I might as well get used to saying it.
I answered the door just a few minutes later and there she was. I had forgotten how cute she was. Her hair was a golden blond and cut just to her shoulders. She had a beautiful tan, probably from their pool, and her figure was just short of perfect. Her breasts must be C cups and her waist was tiny. She was dressed in a very short skirt and a very tight sweater. Overall she was a knockout!
"Sorry Charlie." She actually giggled when she said that, referring to the tuna commercial. I asked her in, smiling for the first time in two days.
"God, I had forgotten how beautiful you are. I don't understand your husband. How could he cheat on someone who looks like you?" I didn't think flattery was going to be a bad thing under the circumstances. We both had ego problems right now because of our spouses.
"Same to you Charlie. You are a good-looking man and your wife is nuts. Unless Pete does something special for her, she is going to be very, very disappointed. I bet you don't disappoint her." She was up to something and I thought I knew what it was. I decided to play the game.
"I don't think I can honestly say that Ilene was ever disappointed with me. I can't say why she decided to cheat but Peter will have his hands full trying to upstage me." I smiled to show that I was not being entirely serious.
"You may just have to prove that to me." Her smile was having an effect on me, one that I wasn't prepared for.
"I would be very glad to show you what I mean if you are serious. Maybe you want to think about that first?"
"Seriously, I am not going home tonight to that asshole. He can worry about where I am and what I am doing. I assume that you are staying here for a few days?"
"I have this room for the next three nights. I don't intend to let Ilene know where I am and I am not going to return her calls. I don't know what I am going to do past that."



She looked serious for a few minutes while she decided what she was going to do. Finally, she looked at me with a very serious expression on her face.
"I would like to stay here with you if it's OK? I don't have any place to go, and there is nothing that you tell me that Peter will ever hear from me. Even if it is bad for me." She looked so sad sitting there. All of her earlier bravado was gone. The truth was finally taking its toll.
"You have a deal. You are welcome to stay under your terms. I won't do anything that you don't want me to do." I smiled at her to let her know that this time I was serious. "There is one thing I have to tell you that I don't know how you will take." This was the final part of my immediate plan and one that would affect her as well as Peter. I was willing to tell her and take a risk that she would go to him.
"I intend to call Peter's boss tomorrow and tell him what Peter is doing. I intend to get him fired. I know that is going to affect you so I want you to talk to me about it." If she wanted to stay with Peter, this would make that much harder. If she wanted to divorce him, it wouldn't help either.
She looked at me for a minute and then damned if she didn't begin to smile! This woman was something else. How dumb could Peter be?
"I think that is a wonderful idea. Show that son of a bitch that there are consequences to his actions. All his life, he has had things handed to him without any effort on his part. He thinks the world is his little oyster and I am just one of the pearls he expects to be waiting for him." Now she was grinning like an idiot. I could grow to love this little thing.
We discussed my plan and she was enthusiastic about everything. She even volunteered to go in to see Conrad Volpe, Peter's boss and the Executive VP of Media Development and Production. I asked her if she knew him and she said she did. He had even hit on her a couple of times. Peter knew but thought that was a good thing for his career.
We went out to eat at a small restaurant on the other side of town so that we would not be seen by anyone we knew. Sharon was a delightful companion and I completely forgot about my problems for an hour or so. All too soon, it was time to go and they all came back.
We went up to the room and discussed sleeping arrangements.
"I will be glad to sleep on the couch over there. You can have the bed. I can sleep almost anywhere." That was pretty true. I never had a problem sleeping on planes, trains or in a car for that matter. I was trying to be a perfect gentleman.
"I don't care where you sleep since I intend to be right beside you. If I were you, I would pick the most comfortable place you can because we will be very active most of the night." Sharon was completely relaxed as she watched me for my reaction. She had the most enchanting expression on her face. She looked like a pixie that had just eaten a sweet.
"I asked you earlier if you wanted time to think about this. Are you sure?"
"I thought about it and I am completely sure. I intend to enjoy this time with you and I have no guilt in doing so. My husband and your wife set the rules so we might as well enjoy them too." She had a point.
Sharon went into the bathroom while I got into bed. I usually slept in the nude and tonight was going to be no exception. I slipped under the covers and waited. I was nervous but excited as she emerged from the bathroom.
Before me stood one of the most erotic sights I could ever remember. She was a vision. Completely nude, her skin was a golden tan except for two white stripes: one across her breasts and one across her hips where her bikini fit. Her breasts were magnificent: firm and white as snow. The nipples were erect and pointed straight out. Her waist was tiny and her hips were slim but the overall picture was enough to make my erection grow. Since she emerged from the bathroom I had not breathed at all. "Do you like what you see?" After she spoke I let out all of my breath in one great exhale. I sank back against the pillow. 'This can't be happening to me,' I thought.
"You are the most beautiful thing I have ever seen. You take my breath away!" I couldn't stop looking at her. She was smiling at me but at my words, she grinned and ran to the bed where she slipped in beside me.
"Make beautiful love to me Charlie. I want this night to be one I will remember during the bad times that are sure to come." She turned to me and pulled my head to hers as she kissed me so sweetly.
I kissed her back and as I did, two things happened at the same time: her tongue probed at my closed lips and her hand drifted down to my erection and covered it. I was in heaven! I gasped with the feel of her hand and she took that opportunity to slip her tongue into my mouth. I responded by sucking on her tongue. She began to stroke my cock with her hand and I just let it happen. I didn't want this to ever end.
After I was able to get my breath back, I began to kiss her face and neck and caress her breasts. She groaned softy and I could feel her hand slow down as the pleasure began to get to her. I was content with that as I wanted to make her feel every pleasure I could give her. I began to kiss my way down her neck and chest to her breasts. I nibbled the nipples and took one in my mouth, caressing it with my tongue. She writhed beneath my ministrations and grabbed my head to pull it tighter to her breast. I wasn't content with that however. I pleasured her for a while longer and then began to continue down her body with my kisses. As she felt me move lower, I could feel her breath catch in her throat.
I moved to her belly and down to her mound. It was covered by the softest fuzz; light brown, almost blond and neatly trimmed. This was a treat to me. I loved to pleasure Ilene this way but her bush was not trimmed and could sometimes be a hindrance. Sharon's was great! As I moved to her outer lips, I blew my warm breath against her clit. She almost screamed in pleasure. I wasn't through.
I inserted one finger into her while I used my mouth on her clitoris. As I nibbled on her clit, I moved my finger in and out encouraging her to become wet with anticipation. I added another finger and then another until I was fingering her with three fingers, while my tongue teased her clit. I was rewarded with an intense orgasm that had her hips thrusting into my face while her hands tried to pull me closer to her pussy.
"God, Charlie. I have never cum like that before. That was a first for me. Peter won't do oral on me but he wants me to do it to him. I knew that you would be great! Poor Ilene. If this is what she was getting from you, I have no idea why she went with Pete."
She stretched so beautifully. I could just watch her all night. That would be enough for me. However, she wasn't about to let that happen.
"Come here my beautiful lover. Let me give you some of what you just gave me." With that, she pushed the covers off the bed and moved down to put her face level with my newly energized erection. She put one of her tiny hands on my cock and moved it up and down the shaft, very slowly. As she did, she looked at me and smiled. She was beautiful! I couldn't believe a creature like this was here in bed with me. I didn't want to wake from this dream.
She bent over my cock and took the head between her lips. She moved her tongue over the slit and tasted the pre-cum that was there.
"You taste as good as I thought you would."
She moved her lips down my shaft until she had taken 2 or 3 inches in. She pulled back and then moved down again, adding an additional inch. She continued this until she had taken all of me. She then began to bob her head up and down the shaft while one hand played with my balls and the other encircled my shaft at the base. She began to increase her pace and suck strongly as she did. I felt my scrotum begin to contract and I could feel the beginnings of my climax. I warned her that I was about to cum but she just looked me in the eyes and smiled. If anything, she began to move faster. I wasn't able to stop the explosion that was coming. I blew my load into her willing mouth and she kept her lips locked around me until I was done. She moved up and back down my shaft once or twice to be sure I was done and then sat back with a huge smile on her face.
"How was that?" She sat back on her heels and looked at me, waiting for my approval. She looked so young and so vulnerable. I still couldn't believe this.
"Peter is a moron. You were magnificent." I could see the smile widen and the pleasure was clear in her eyes. It was plain to see that her husband hadn't complimented her much on her technique.
"Please hold me for a while before we continue. I want more but I just want to stay here in your arms. I feel safe here with you and the unhappiness I know is waiting for me at home has no power here." I was glad to hold her. She still had no idea of the effect she had on me. I knew it was dangerous to continue but I couldn't have stopped if I wanted to. I didn't.
After a while, I felt her hands move down to explore my readiness to continue. She could see that while I was hard, I still had some way to go. She moved down and took me in her mouth again. This time she had a purpose: to get me hard and ready. She was very good at it and in no time I was up and willing.
"Would you mind if I got on top? She had already straddled me and I could feel her sex on my stomach.
"I would love to watch you and your tits will be within reach while you are up there. So no, I don't mind at all." I grinned at her and she grinned back. She moved down my body so that she was poised above my hard cock. She reached down with one hand to guide me into her as she lowered herself down over me. She slowly allowed my cock to penetrate her vagina and stopped to allow its size to become comfortable.
"You are so much bigger than Peter," she breathed. She began again and this time took it all. She signed when she had me all inside her and then began to rise up. She pulled almost out and than dropped back down. With her hands resting on my chest, she continued in this way as she slowly increased her pace. As she did, I reached up to caress her tits and watch her beautiful face as she closed her eyes in pleasure.
I was able to stay with her since I had already cum once before and it was only a short time later that I began to see her grimace as her orgasm approached. She began to move faster and faster and I dropped my hands to her hips to help her. She pulled up and I pulled her down. She slammed into me as she shuddered and stopped. I could feel the walls of her vagina squeezing my cock as her orgasm climaxed. She bent forward to me and I put my arms around her as she experienced an earth shattering orgasm. She was not even aware of me holding her.
I just held her as she slowly came down to earth. She pulled away from me and looked at me with wide eyes and an open mouth.
"My God, I have never felt that way before. I didn't know it could be that way. I think you have spoiled me forever Charlie."
I just smiled at her with pleasure. "I think you had a lot to do with it. You don't even know how desirable you are and how much you turn me on." I hadn't told her that I didn't cum when she did.
She surprised me by saying, "I know you didn't cum that time so it's your turn to tell me what you want me to do to get you off." She grinned at me and wiggled her hips. "What do you want, big boy?"
"How about you get on your hands and knees for me? Would you mind doing that? Doggie is my favorite position." I loved her fine ass and this would be the ultimate for me.
"I've never done doggie before but I don't mind at all if you show me how to do it." She actually seemed like she wanted to learn this.
I turned her around and pushed her down to her hands and knees. I told her to get comfortable while I got behind her. With her bush as fine and light as it was I had no trouble finding my way. I put two fingers into her slit and made sure she was wet and ready. She was very ready. I removed my fingers and took my cock in hand and rubbed it over her lips to wet the tip. I pushed against her opening and let the head enter her. I stopped to be sure she was OK, but she pushed back against me driving me into her all the way.
"I think I have the idea, Charlie. Now, let's see how you do it. It's your turn so give it all you have!" She wiggled her hips back and forth urging me on.
I began to fuck her slowly and strongly, pulling almost out and than shoving back in as far as I could. She met my thrusts and gave me encouraging words. I loved this!
"Fuck me hard, Charlie. Give me all you've got and do it hard. Fuck me with that beautiful cock. I want all you've got. Fuck me Charlie!"
And I did. I gave her everything I had and slammed into her with every stroke. It wasn't long enough before I felt the surge, starting in my balls and forcing its way through my cock and out the slit into her waiting wetness. It was the strongest climax I could remember. I held her in place with my hands on her hips until I finished. It felt like forever.
I rolled over, out of breath and panted like a dog. "You are too much for an old man like me. I believe you could kill me this way but what a way to die."
"You are not too old and you are certainly not going to die. I may, however, die from pleasure. We have to do that again when you recover." She looked so good lying there beside me. I still couldn't believe this vision. If this was a dream, I never wanted to wake up.
"I'll be up to more after some rest. I think I'll take a nap and then we can try some new things. Would you like to learn some more?" I grinned at her like a little boy just learning about candy.
"You bet. But I am going to grab a shower. I'll wake you if you nod off." With that, she went into the bathroom, while I admired the view as she did. True to her word, she did wake me later and we made love twice more that night. We both collapsed in fatigue and slept the rest of the night in each other's arms. It was a night that I would never forget.
I woke early the next morning before she did and took my shave and shower. I wanted to get an early start on the plans I had made the night before. I called for breakfast from room service and then I called Volpe's secretary. I knew her pretty well and she and I had always gotten along. I put my plan into motion.
"Hi, Grace. This is Charlie Sonders and I need to see Conrad as soon as possible. It is very important. Can you set me up this morning?"
"I don't know Charlie. Is it really urgent? I know he has several meetings planned."
"Grace, tell him that I know of a plan to sue the company for big bucks and I know all of the details. Tell him that I think I know how we can stop it, but we have to move quickly." That should get him thinking. Actually, it was true. I was the one planning to sue and only I knew how to stop it.
"Let me talk to him and get back to you. Are you in your office?"
I gave her the number here and told her to call within the next 20 minutes or it would be too late. I then sat back to wait. In the meantime, Sharon had awakened and emerged from the bathroom just as breakfast arrived. I know I had an appetite after last night. I needed to refuel!
Grace called me back in less than 10 minutes and told me that Conrad would see me as soon as I could get there. He would make time for me. I told her I would be there in one hour.
I told Sharon that my meeting was on and that I would give her a call as soon as it was over. She came to me and gave me a long, sweet kiss and wished me good luck. She said that she was going to call a lawyer first thing and go from there. She hadn't really decided what to do but I told her that was the best way to begin.
I arrived at work 45 minutes later and stopped at my office. I told Judy, my secretary that I had a meeting with Conrad but that I wasn't officially back to work yet. I let her know that my trip was cancelled but that I may take the rest of the week off. She said she would handle any calls that came in and that Ilene had called 4 times that morning and that Peter wanted to see me as soon as I came in. I thanked her.
I went up to Conrad's office and true to her word Grace immediately notified Conrad that I was there. She told me to go right in. I stopped at her desk and smiled down at her and thanked her for her help. She blushed but accepted the praise gracefully.
"What's this about a lawsuit Charles and what do you know about it?" Right to the point. I guess that was why he was an Executive VP. I thought that there must be some reason since he was a singularly unimpressive individual.
"Here's the problem, Conrad. I just found out that Peter Atkins has been sending me on useless trips so he could fuck my wife. I wasn't aware of it, of course, until he did it again this week. But the client canceled the trip and I found Peter and my wife at the Marriott Courtyard, shacking up for the last two nights. Of course, last night was a bummer since I called him at the room and talked to both him and my wife. He was a little upset I think since I ruined a perfectly good fuck."
"I can't believe Peter would do anything like that. I think you had better be careful what you are saying. I will protect this company from slander like that." He was going to bluff this through.
"I'm sorry you are taking that path Conrad. I do have proof on tape and I also have Sharon, Peter's wife to confirm what I told you. Here's my deal. If you fire Peter right away, we can discuss this further. If he is still here in two hours, I have retained a lawyer and he will file a $5 million suit against this company, naming you as the responsible party. I will also file an additional claim for loss of companionship and spousal comfort against Peter as an employee of this company for an additional $5 mil." I now had put phase 2 of my plan into action. Let's see where we go from here. I really wanted Peter to be fired and I would sue if necessary.
"If you show me the proof, maybe I can do as you suggest. Otherwise, I will have to hear Peter's side of this. I think that is reasonable, don't you?" Conrad had a sick smile on his face as he continued to try to bluff.
"No, that won't work. I have the proof and I guess you'll see it in court." With that, I got up from my chair and started to walk out of the office.
"Wait! Don't be hasty. Let's discuss this. There must be something we can do to make this go away."
"Again, no. You have my conditions. All it takes to begin some serious negotiations is for Peter to be terminated immediately. That is your only option at this point." With that, I did leave the office and stopped at Grace's desk.
"Grace, I want to give you a number where I can be reached. I think Conrad may want to talk to me some more. See you later."
I gave her my cell and my number at the Radisson and went back to my office. I gave the same number to my secretary and left the building. I now had to wait to see if things went as I hoped.
It was just about an hour later when Grace called to tell me that Conrad had met my conditions and wanted to get together to talk. I told her that I would meet him at Tony's, a popular restaurant we frequented at 6:30. She said that she would check with him to be sure it was OK. I told her that it had to be or else for him not to bother.
Surprisingly, she chuckled and said, "Way to go Charlie."
I went back to the Marriott to find Sharon still in the room. I was slightly surprised as I thought she might have reconsidered last night. When I told Sharon that Peter was terminated, she clapped her hands and laughed.
"I hope that serves him right, the SOB. He cheated on me and thought he could get away with it. I have a mind to divorce him right now and take everything he has." Somehow the look on her face didn't jive with the words she spoke. I believed she still loved him and this was ripping her apart. I told her as much and she just smiled a brave little smile.



"I do still love the bastard. Can you believe that?" She had a tear in her eye.
"I understand since I still love Ilene. I can't help it, but I do. I just don't know how to accept what she did and go on." She came to me and put her arms around me.
"This must be harder on you than on me. I hear it is always harder for the man than the woman. Men will screw anything with a skirt on and never look back, but a woman usually invests something emotionally in any relationship." She was smarter than her good looks implied.
"Listen, I'm having dinner with Conrad tonight. Why don't you come with me and we can talk to him together? You could use the time and we could see where Conrad is going to go with this. I think we could probably get a nice monetary settlement from this. You could certainly use some cash if you decide to live on your own for a while."
I believed that I could get the company to kick in some cash instead of going through a lawsuit. I could take some for Tony's college fund and Sharon could use it as a nest egg while she decided her future. She agreed and we discussed our approach. We decided that I would go for Peter's job and agree to a settlement in lieu of suing for $10 million. We would see what Conrad was willing to commit to.
Dinner that evening went very well. Sharon looked absolutely gorgeous and her presence made a big difference from the very beginning. Conrad was surprised to see her and it just gave more credibility to my position. He was the one to offer me Peter's job with a nice 'signing bonus' and he was the one that suggested a 'line of credit' for Sharon for a period of 6 months. This would allow her to live away from home if Peter tried to make things difficult. It also would defuse any allegations against the company that Sharon might make.
We agreed and he produced a document that I read very carefully. It stated that I was accepting a position as VP of Media Development, reporting to him with a contract period not less than 5 years. It also stated that any unspecified claims against the company were exhausted by acceptance of this contract. He also promised to document the line of credit offer to Sharon. I withheld signing until we had that document and he agreed.
After dinner, we left Conrad and went back to the Marriott. Sharon stayed with me that night and again we made love. It was almost as beautiful as the night before but we were more comfortable with each other and less anxious. Afterwards, I held her naked body in my arms as she fell asleep. Just before she did, she whispered that it had been wonderful but that it had to be over. Although I didn't want it to end, I knew it had to. In the morning she dressed in conservative clothes, gathered all of her things together and kissed me goodbye. She promised to stay in touch and to call me later. I was missing her already.
This was Thursday morning. It had been just three days since I became aware of my wife's infidelity and just about 36 hours since I had spoken with her on the phone while with Peter. I had not called her or left word where she could reach me. I guess I had better see what she has been up to. I called my secretary first to find Ilene had called there all day yesterday and again this morning. I checked my cell phone log for missed calls and found 10, all from Ilene. I listened to voice mail but it was just what I had expected; I'm sorry, it's not what you think; we need to talk, etc. All of the sorry bullshit from a cheating spouse.
I decided to call her at home to see if she was there or if she had gone in to work. I dialed the number and waited. She answered on the first ring.
"Charlie, is that you? Charlie?" She sounded panicked and frightened. Good!
"Yea, it's me. I understand you wanted to talk to me? I can't imagine what you could have to say that would mean anything to me."
"Oh my God. Charlie, you have to give me a chance to explain what I did and why I did it. Please, you have to do this. I need to tell you everything and I want you to come home to me. Please. It really isn't what you think it is. Peter is nothing to me and never was. I can explain. Please come home." She was really pouring it on.
"The problem is that you began lying to me before I found out about Peter. That means that you were more interested in seeing him than in being honest with me. I am your husband and you had no right to be with another man. I simply can't think of what you could say that would change either of those things. Can you?"
"Charlie, I need to see you and to talk to you but not over the phone. We need to be together like we should be. You have to let me tell you everything. Please."
"OK. Why don't I come by the house tonight about 7:30? We can talk then."
"Oh thank you! I'll fix something to eat and we can share a bottle of wine and we can talk and get things out into the open. I can make this right if you give me the chance."
"Sorry, but I will eat dinner myself before I come. You don't need to fix anything, except maybe some coffee. That's all I need from you."
"Oh. OK. I'll be waiting. Thank you for giving me this chance."
I don't know what she thought she was going to accomplish by this evening but I was pretty sure I didn't have much hope of her giving me anything to wipe out what she had done.
I made some phone calls to some people I knew and touched base with my guys at work to be sure things were running smoothly. Everything was under control. I ate lunch and returned to my room to make some plans for getting an apartment and to hire an attorney. I may need him for a divorce and for other things. I should at least be prepared.
Sharon called just before dinner and told me she was at home with Peter. She said he was a beaten man. He had been fired, which we knew, and all of his benefits had been discontinued. He was given no time to collect any of his belongings and he was unlikely to get a recommendation from Conrad.
She laughed quietly into the phone and said that he wanted her to 'stand by' him during this dark hour. She giggled and said she wasn't sure when to hit him with her cheating or even if she should. She said that if she did, she would be sure to tell him about my ability as a lover. She still had not made a decision on whether to divorce him. She said she would call me tomorrow.
I told her I was going to talk with Ilene tonight and she surprised me by telling me to listen to what she had to say. "Make no decisions now while you are still angry. Listen to her and wait. If you want to, call me and we can get together to talk about what she tells you." I really loved this woman. Like a sister, but different of course.
"I'll listen but I will certainly call you afterwards. Can I call you at home?"
"Absolutely. Call anytime, even if it's late. If Peter answers, just tell him you want to talk to me. I'll make sure he lets me know if you call. Don't worry and good luck."
It was after 7 by the time I finished dinner. I didn't want to be on time and I wanted to make sure I was as calm as I could possibly be under these circumstances. What I wanted was to rant and rave and cry and scream and just let go, but that wouldn't help me any. I determined that I would just listen and go from there.
As it was, I got there right on time. I had just started up the walk when she opened the door. She was framed in the light from the foyer and she looked absolutely gorgeous. She did it on purpose of course, but it still affected me, as she knew it would.
"Hello, Charles. I'm glad you agreed to meet me like this. Please come in." She flushed as she realized she had treated me like a guest.
She finally said "this is still your house as much as it is mine so you don't really need an invitation." I felt pretty good since she was already flustered.
"Hi, Ilene. You look very pretty tonight. Do you have a date later?" Cruel but not totally out of line. It could be considered a valid question based on what I knew.
Ilene looked at me in shock for a second and then decided to try to play the game by my rules. "I have a date right now that is pretty important. I dressed for you."
She led the way into the den and we sat down. She asked if I wanted coffee now or later and I said now would be fine since I had just finished dinner. I thought the time would help me to get back on track.
Ilene brought the coffee into the room on the silver tray that I had bought her on our 10th anniversary. Nice touch. I helped myself to her delicious coffee.
"Before you start with your story Ilene, I want to thank you for sleeping with that bastard. Because of you, I now have Peter's job with a nice increase in salary and Peter's ass has been fired. He was escorted out of the building this morning. I don't know whether you have spoken with him since last night but he is probably not very happy. I guess he knows now how much this piece of ass is going to cost him."
Ilene just stared at me for a moment. "I don't care what happened to Peter but I am very pleased for you. I guess that helps to make up for what I did to you. Congratulations." God, she was cold.
"If you believe that, you are not the person I thought you were. I would give it all back if this hadn't happened. But I guess you don't think that way. So much for the promises we both made 18 years ago." I had to get that out of the way.
"Ilene, I have to ask this before you begin. Why did you do this? Why did you decide to cheat on our marriage and me? What did I ever do to you to deserve this?" I had already lost my control.
"First, you did nothing to deserve anything I have done to you. I have no excuse to offer that will mean anything to you. What I did I have no reason for and I can't even begin to explain why I did it." She was very serious and I could tell she was being honest. It was a good omen.
"So you are telling me that you fucked Peter for no good reason and don't have an excuse that means anything. I guess you are also telling me that I should just accept your infidelity and not even worry about why you did it? I don't even know if this was the first time. Have you done this before?" My anger was beginning to grow and would become too great to control at this rate.
"Of course this is the first time. How could you even ask that? And yes, part of that is true. I don't know why I did it. I have no excuse to offer you. I hope you can accept it and we can move on but I seriously doubt that you can. I certainly don't expect you to and I don't blame you." Ilene was totally cool about all this and that was certainly going to make me lose it very soon!
"Tell me; are you sorry that you did it? Did you feel any guilt the first time you did it? What did you say to yourself that allowed you to do it again and again? That's the part that is killing me. You didn't feel enough guilt to stop doing it." The anger was growing.
"Of course I felt guilt. How could I not? But, the guilt seemed to be something that I could use to punish myself, which then made it OK to do it again. Each time I felt crushing guilt and I would cry myself to sleep. When I woke up, I was able to go on with my day and look forward to another night of betrayal. It was only the last two trips you took. The first one I wouldn't go with Peter and he came here to try to talk me into it. I finally got mad and made him leave, but I did allow him to take some liberties. That gave him incentive to plan another trip and that time I agreed to meet him at the hotel. I met Peter twice on that trip and on three nights all together. You were able to prevent the last two nights." She stopped and waited. Apparently she wanted me to ask the questions.
"You still haven't told me why. Why would you fuck a man that nobody even likes? He is considered a moron by most of the people he works with. There are a few of the young bubbleheads that work there that think he is hot, but most of the others just think of him as a pig. Why would someone of your intelligence be interested in him?"
She looked at me for a second and I thought I saw her eyes begin to shine with the beginning of a tear. Maybe not. "Peter always made it clear that he was interested in me from the first time I met him at one of those parties you made me go to. He hit on me from the beginning. I was flattered. He said nice things and he suggested we get together. I never discouraged him and he took it seriously."
"He finally sent you on the first trip about 2 months ago and that's the first time he actually propositioned me. He came to the house but I told him to leave. He did try to kiss me and I let him; he tried to go further and I allowed him to but finally stopped. I told him then to leave. He went but I couldn't get him out of my mind."
"It was the second trip he sent you on that was the first time I actually went with him. He called me the night before you were to leave. He told me that he was sending you out for two nights and that he would make reservations for us at the Marriott if I would meet him. I thought about it and agreed. I don't know why. I worried about it, I changed my mind, and I cried myself to sleep, all the while thinking of what I had here at home with you. You never noticed and I convinced myself that you wouldn't be hurt if you didn't know. In the end, I decided to go. I still thought I could take it to a certain level and then stop before it went all the way. I was lying to myself."
"I do want to tell you that Peter is a terrible lover and there was very little that I enjoyed when I was with him. I know that sounds like a crock, but it really is true. It wasn't about enjoying the sex with him. It was about the excitement of doing something so out of character with who I was and what I was all about. I didn't care if we had sex, but I knew that was what he expected. It was just being out with someone else and doing something I shouldn't. I don't even know if that makes any sense to you."
"I'm not sorry I did it but I am sorry that you found out. I didn't want you to be hurt and I never planned for it to continue. As a matter of fact, I told Peter Monday night that this was the last time and that it couldn't happen again. He threatened to tell you and I countered by threatening to tell Sharon. He finally agreed if I would meet him last night. That's when you caught us. Actually, I was happy you did. The thought of one more night with him was really horrible."
"I have told you everything that I can about this and I hope you know I am sorry that you had to find out. I love you with all my heart and never stopped. Peter was never in the picture when I thought about you and me. I never compared you to him since, as I told you, he was really pathetic. I want nothing more than for you to forgive me and for us to go on as before. You must know that I would never do anything like that again."
She had apparently finished her story since she just stopped talking and looked at me. I didn't know what to say. She sat there, not apologizing for the affair, not being sorry it happened and wanted me to forgive her and go on! I was blown away! Who in the hell was this person? What happened to Ilene, the one that I married? I was speechless.
"Aren't you going to say anything?" She was beginning to look a little worried. So far, she had been as cool as a cucumber except for that little welling up that I saw right at first.
"I have to say that I am almost unable to find words to express how I feel about what you have just told me. I don't think I have ever heard as much bullshit in one sitting as this. You actually expect me to just forget and forgive your cheating and betrayal. You want me to just go back to our happy life as if you haven't been fucking the dumb shit that I worked for. You actually know so little about me after 18 years that you think I could do that." I was finally coming out of my shock and the anger was building.
"You cheated on our marriage and me. You betrayed my trust yet you expect me to believe this is the only time. You lied to me in order to carry on your affair. You tell me you aren't sorry you did it. Finally, you say you love me but I wasn't enough for you and you looked elsewhere. What the hell do you think I am?"
I had to get myself under control. This wasn't what I wanted to do. This made me look weak and ineffective.
"There is no way that I could ever trust you again. Not now. I don't have the foggiest idea of what to do now. You pissed away our marriage. You tore out my heart and have the audacity to say that I should just forget and forgive. I can't!" Ilene was now truly in shock. I don't know what she expected but this certainly wasn't it. She had a frightened look on her face and tears were beginning to run down her cheeks. She must know that she had pushed me past the point of forgiveness.
"Charlie, please don't do this. I didn't mean to say I wasn't sorry. I am, really. I never wanted you to find out and I never wanted you to be hurt. But it was only sex. You know that. I told you it meant nothing. If it never happened I wouldn't have been disappointed. He was young and sexy and he made me feel 10 years younger. His youth and power seduced me. He went after me and he made me want to be with him. I never thought of it as cheating on you. It wasn't about love or family or anything important. It was just a sexual fling. Meaningless! You have to believe that."
"Why? Why should I ever believe anything you tell me again? What makes you think that I can trust you? After what you did, why would I trust you?" She just didn't get it. Obviously, she never had.
"I love you and only you. I know I screwed up but I didn't mean to do that to us. I never thought of it as something that could affect our marriage! It was just a meaningless fling! Please don't throw our marriage away over this. It isn't worth it and neither is he." Here she had a point, but only a small one.
"I can't talk about this with you any more tonight. The whole thing makes me sick and your attitude is enough to make me want to toss my supper. I have plans tonight but I'll call you sometime soon."
I just wanted out of there. I wanted to call Sharon and spend the night with her and just make love. She and I made love, not just sex. I thought about that.
"What are you going to do? Do you have someone else? Peter said you did and he said you had bragged to him about someone you met on one of your trips. He said you cheated first! You did, didn't you?" She glared at me as if I was the one that had been unfaithful.
"Why would you believe the word of a shithead that only wanted to get into your pants instead of trusting your husband? Did you actually think that he would tell you the truth? He just wanted a piece of ass! Don't you get it?" This was funny.
"Are you saying you were never unfaithful to me?" She was beginning to see the light.
"Before I found you with Peter, I had never cheated or been unfaithful to you or our marriage." That part was true.
"What do you mean 'had never cheated'? What does that mean?" Ahaa!
"Since you decided that our marriage was not exclusive, I have taken advantage of that. It helped to dull the pain that your cheating caused me." That was a killer! Her infidelity was to blame for what was to follow.
"I never meant for you to think that. I made a mistake and I will pay for it but I never wanted you to think I would be OK with your having an affair. Why would you think that?" Panic was evident in her eyes now. What had she done?
"Doesn't matter what you think or what you wanted. I am simply doing what you did. You may be interested in the similarities. She is younger than me by 15 years, she is beautiful and she seduced me. And I loved every minute of it and I want more. And she was very, very good at it. Even better than you." Mostly true.
"Oh, no! Please, no! Charlie, don't do this to me. I am sorry! I will do anything you want me to do but please don't do this. I couldn't stand it if you were to find someone else. I couldn't stand it!" She collapsed to the floor in tears, sobbing uncontrollably. I watched but couldn't bring myself to go to her. Instead, I got up and walked to the door.



"I'll call you tomorrow and we can find a time to talk." With that I opened the door. As I went out the door I heard her say, "My God, what have I done?" That was all I heard as I shut the door and threw up my wonderful dinner.
End of Part 1.
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"I'll call you tomorrow and we can find a time to talk." With that I opened the door. As I went out the door I heard her say, "My God, what have I done?" That was all I heard as I shut the door and threw up my wonderful dinner.
I managed to get to my car and close the door. I just sat there for a moment, too emotionally stunned to move. I suddenly realized that I loved this woman more than I could understand. She had hurt me more than I thought possible but even so, I still loved her. I wasn't sure I could forgive her and that scared me more than anything else. I also realized at that moment that I wanted Sharon. I needed her.
I pulled out my cell and called her. She answered right away. She must have known it was me because she answered with, "Charlie, is that you?" The sound of her voice calmed me down and made things seem manageable again.
"Yea, it's me. I need to see you now. Can you come to the room or can I come pick you up? I really need to talk to you." I didn't think I could go on if she didn't let me see her.
"I'll come to you. I'll be there in 20 minutes. Wait for me and don't do anything stupid." How could she know what I was thinking? Actually, I wasn't thinking right at the moment. Maybe she could tell me what the hell I was supposed to do now. The woman I loved was fucking another man and didn't think it was even important. His wife was fucking me and I knew it was important! If this wasn't a conundrum I didn't know what one was.
I got to the room just a few minutes before she did. When she knocked on the door, I hurled it open and grabbed her and pulled her to me. I held her there in the doorway of the Radisson Hotel while I just shook. Why was it that this young wife whose husband was cheating on her could comfort me while my wife left me angry and cold?
"Tell me what happened. Did you see Ilene and did you hear her out? What happened Charlie?" She just held me and waited for me to calm down. I did, finally, but only because I wanted to look at her and remember her as she was last night. She moved into the room and shut the door. She sat down on the bed and waited for me to begin.
I told her of my conversation with Ilene: the lack of remorse, the lack of emotion, the attitude and all of it. I told her that I got sick after I left and only the thought of her made everything tolerable. I told her that the woman I loved apparently thought I should just forgive her and forget it happened since it meant nothing to her. I was not supposed to care that she did it and that she did it again and again, lying to me and cheating on me and betraying our marriage. I went on and on for 15 minutes while she simply listened to me.
"You have to forgive her, you know. You and I both know that there was no love involved and the sex wasn't even good for her. I bet she told you that didn't she? Peter was just a diversion for a woman who had it all and was bored with it. She had the perfect husband and home and family and there was no challenge to it anymore. Why wasn't it enough? I don't know and probably she doesn't either. You know she'll never do it again. She can't. Not now that she knows what it might cost her." Sharon was wise beyond her years, but I wasn't sure I could just accept it. I wasn't there yet.
"Tell me Charlie. Do you still love her? Can you picture your life without her in it? Can you just go on without her and live like nothing is missing? I don't think you can. You are a decent guy and it is in you to forgive if you can find the key." She got up and went to the window and just stared out, waiting for me to catch up to her. As I did, I realized that I had not asked what happened to her.
"Tell me about Peter? What happened when you went home this morning? Was he angry? Did he hurt you? I'm sorry, I never asked. I was so wrapped up in my own grief that I forgot about yours."
"Peter was asleep when I got home. I didn't wake him. I just sat there and tried to think about what I wanted. I went back to the bedroom and just stared at him until it came to me: I couldn't live without him. I love him Charlie, in spite of what he is: weak and spineless and inconsiderate and all of those things. But I still love him. What does that make me?"
"It makes you a wonderful and caring wife. You love your husband and I love my wife and they have taken our hearts and shit on them. But as you say, we have to find the key to forgive them."
"What are you going to do? Were you able to talk to him after he woke up? Did he apologize and beg you to stay? What happened?" I wondered why she was so quick to come to me.
"We talked and he apologized and told me that this wasn't the first time. I suspected but now I know for sure. I told him that I needed time to think and that I couldn't be there for him now. I had to take care of myself. He wanted to know what he could do to make it easier on me and I told him nothing. I am considering moving out for a while and I told him that. I also told him about you and me. I didn't tell him who you were but I think he might have an idea. He cried but didn't get mad. He said he deserved it and that he wouldn't try to stop me. He only hoped I would come back to him." She began to cry softly. I went to her and held her. She felt so good in my arms.
"You can take an apartment if you want to. We have that agreement with Conrad for an indefinite period. I would do it if I were you. Of course, part of that's just me wanting you away from him. But I will respect any decision you make." I did hope that she didn't go back to him, but I realized that was just selfishness.
As I held her, I felt her begin to move against me. I was surprised, as she had said this morning that we had to end this. I waited to see what she would do. Her arms went around me and dropped to my waist. She pulled me tight against her and looked up at me with a smile.
"If you want to explore, you might be surprised." Her look was the one she used last night: sexy and teasing. I slid my hands over her back and felt no bra strap. What was this? I slid my hands down to her cute ass and felt for panty lines. None! Well, now this was more like it.
"You aren't planning to go home are you? You planned to stay tonight even though you told me earlier that we had to stop this. Please, I don't mean to criticize but are you sure this is what you want to do with your marriage in trouble?" I wanted her to stay but I didn't want to take advantage of her.
"I need time away from Peter. He cheated on me more than once and I need to learn how I want to deal with it. You give me strength and confidence. With you I feel that I can make the right choices. If I stay with him, I will just let him talk me into forgiving him and going back to the way we were. I don't want to do that." With that, she moved to the bed and took off her blouse and skirt. She stood there looking at me in all her glory. God she was beautiful!
I went to her and stripped off my own clothes. We stood there together, nude with nothing to hide from each other. She pulled me down to the bed and I kissed her with a passion that I had been missing with Ilene for some time. I moved quickly down to her wet sex and began to pleasure her with my tongue and fingers. Once again she climaxed easily. I continued to pleasure her while she held my head close to her. I was in no hurry and she was enjoying my actions. She whispered my name and told me how much she enjoyed what I was doing. As she began to rise to another climax, her words became more personal and erotic.
"God, Charlie, I love your tongue in my pussy! I love your fingers and the way you fuck me with them. Oh, God! Oh, Oh, Ohhhhh!" She bucked against my face and squeezed my head between her soft thighs. I was in heaven! Her climax shook her body for what seemed like minutes.
"How do I go back to Peter after you?" She had a glow on her face that made her even more beautiful.
"You can teach Peter how to make you happy. He needs some education and training and you now know what to show him. It wouldn't hurt him to know that he was not the great lover he thought he was." I wondered how Ilene felt with him and whether she tried to get him to do some of the things she liked. Probably not.
"Come up here and fuck me hard! I want to feel that cock deep inside me and I want you to fill me up with your seed! I need something to carry me through the next few weeks."
She lay back with her legs spread and her knees pulled up. She had her feet flat on the bed and she looked so inviting that I mounted her immediately. No time for any more foreplay. I entered her and drove all the way in on the first stroke. She was wet and I had no trouble. I began to pound into her with no finesse, just desire. I established a good rhythm and she wrapped her legs around my waist and pulled me in on each stroke. I fucked her this way for 10 solid minutes and it was one of the greatest feelings I could remember. This was what I used to have with Ilene. I wanted it back.
"Come on baby. Fill me up with your cum. Make me scream! Make me cry! Come on, do it. Do it!"
She began to hump back on each stroke now and I could feel her walls clamp down on my cock making it harder to pull out each time. She was close so I decided to make my climax match hers.
"I'm coming. I'm going to fill that sweet box of yours with all I have. Can you take it all? Do you want it all? Tell me!" I was now stroking as fast as I could. I was ready.
"I'm cummingggggg!" She was almost screaming and that was enough to put me over the edge.
I came with a fierceness that I hadn't felt in years. She clamped her legs around me and held me in place while we both came at the same time. I couldn't move even if I had wanted to. It was incredible!
We remained that way for what seemed like hours, but was only a few minutes. She shuddered once and relaxed her legs to let me loose. I rolled off of her but held onto her hand. I pulled it to my lips and kissed it.
"I haven't felt like this in many years. I don't know what to say. I do know that I love you."
I knew it was true but I didn't know what it meant. I knew I still loved Ilene and I knew she loved Peter but I did love her. I would have to work this out some way.
"I love you too. I think some of it may be that you make me feel in a way that Peter never has, but I still love him and he is my husband. What are we going to do?" She looked at me with those trusting eyes. I had to think.
"I think we need each other right now and that is a big part of love. It isn't the love that lasts for years and years and that makes everything else unimportant. That we have had with our spouses. I hope it is still there but I know we have to find out. We have to give it a fair chance."
I did believe that and I did want to give Ilene and me a chance to go back to where we were or at least make a new start. I believed she wanted the same thing. I told her that and she smiled and agreed.
Sharon stayed with me that night and left in the morning. She promised to call me at work to tell me if she wanted to stay in an apartment for a while. I agreed and told her to call me anyway after she talked with Peter.
In the meantime, I called my staff together and told them that Peter was no longer with us and that I now had the job as VP. I have to say I was pleased with their response. To a man, they were happy for me. I settled in and began to do the job that I had wanted to do before Peter.
Conrad stopped by the office later that day and shut the door. He began by apologizing for Peter and putting me in the position with Ilene that I now found myself.
"I personally wanted to tell you that I am not unhappy that things with Peter went the way they did. You know that I was never the one that wanted him in this position and since he screwed up so badly, I was free to get him out. That is all thanks to you. I know it doesn't help your marriage, but maybe you can get some benefit from it. Now, we have some documents to sign."
With that he handed over the contract for my new position that I read and found to my satisfaction. I told him so and asked about the second document. He just smiled and handed it over. I read it and also agreed with it as written.
"You have kept your word and I appreciate that. It wasn't a pleasant meeting the other day but I was not in a pleasant mood. I was angry with Peter, not at you. I have spoken with Sharon and she will let me know probably today if she wants to take a place for a while." I signed both documents and kept a copy for myself.
"One final thing. I am trying to reconcile with Ilene but I don't know how it is going to go. We spoke once and I plan to see her again tonight. If things don't go as well as I hope, I may need to stay in corporate housing for a period of time until I decide where I want to live. I hope that is going to be OK?" I was up in the air on this but wanted to have a backup plan.
"I don't have any problem with that. We have several vacant apartments right now and I could actually assign one to you immediately. You wouldn't have to use it until you wanted to. Want me to do that?"
We agreed and he told me he would have Grace call to tell me what apartment number and to give me the key. She gave me all the information before I left work that day. I went back to the Radisson and had a quick dinner and called Ilene. I made plans to see her that evening.
When I got to the house, she again met me at the door this time dressed more conservatively. I think she now had an idea of the trouble she was in. She wasn't going to seduce me into forgetting.
"I'm glad you're here Charlie. I have done a lot of thinking and I know I completely blew it last night. I wanted to make everything so unimportant that I came across as not caring about you and your feelings. That was dumb of me and I'm sorry. I know I hurt you terribly and for that I apologize. But you must know that I never meant to do that and I never meant for it to get to the point it did. I still don't know why I did it other than the fact that he made me feel good with his comments and his suggestions and he was so much younger than us and I was amazed that I could turn a young man's eyes. I was just behaving stupidly and acting silly: not much different than a teenager."
It's clear that she had been doing some thinking and she spoke as if she had been rehearsing all afternoon. I still wasn't hearing what I wanted to hear.
"I told you last night that most of what you told me was bullshit and you aren't doing much better tonight. Maybe I had better ask questions and you can answer them. Would that be OK?" She nodded, looking like I had just slapped her across the face.
"First, is Peter the first man you cheated with?" I would start easy.
"I told you he was. Why would you ask me that? I never cheated on you before." I watched her face as she told me this and I have to say I wasn't that convinced. But I had no proof of anything so I let it go.
"Second question: Why should I believe you about that when you lied to me so easily just two nights ago? And why should I believe you when you hid your affair from me for weeks before I discovered you?" Build on her answers.
"Charlie, I know you have a hard time believing me when I tell you about Peter but I don't have any reason to lie to you about other men. There weren't any and you have to know that. We were too busy with Tony and our life. I never had time to think about anyone else besides you and Tony. You two were my life." She had begun to tear up.
"What you forget is that when trust is destroyed, there is no longer a basis for believing. I would have trusted you with my life before this week. I did trust you with my love and you took that and stomped it in the mud." I had to take a step back and calm down. Anger is useless at this point.
"What I did was terrible, I admit that. But I never stopped loving you and I never meant to hurt you or our marriage. I was bored with my life ever since Tony went to college, and things have seemed so dull and lifeless. You have your life and your job and you don't need me like Tony did. You and I made love more often and it was better than ever but I knew you and you knew me, and our life together had become predictable. I was susceptible to someone like Peter with his compliments and seduction."
She was staring at the wall over my head as she talked. I think she was just beginning to come to grips with why she had done this thing.
"Did you never think of the humiliation you were causing me when you fucked my boss behind my back? What was he thinking every time he looked at me, or when I talked to him and tried to do my job the best way I could? He was laughing his ass off knowing he was fucking my wife! He had a secret that he shared with you, and you had a secret that you shared only with him. While you and I made love, you knew he had done the same thing earlier. I was the odd man out, kept that way by my loving wife!"
"I never thought about any of that. I certainly never thought about him when you and I made love. He was a terrible lover and I never had an orgasm with him other than the very first time we did it and that was only because I knew it was wrong! Christ, he was pathetic! I told you that." She shook her head in disgust. To give up so much for so little!
"I apologize for what he may have been thinking about you because of what I did, but I never ran you down when I was with him. He actually promised to make your life better because of me and I trusted him to do that."
She probably did believe him. She was gullible enough to think he was a man of his word. Really stupid for such a smart bitch.
"What do you suggest we do now? I don't know how I can forget what you have done and you have given me no assurance that you won't do it again. And I only have your word that this is the first time you have done this. I have no basis for trust and no way to verify what you have told me so I am left with a nagging doubt that won't go away."
"Charlie, I will do whatever you want me to do. I am so sorry that I hurt you and sorry that I embarrassed you in front of your boss and I'm sorry that I have given you reason to doubt me. I will have to earn your trust by living my life as you should expect." She looked at me with a hopeful expression on her face.
"Can you come home so we can try to put this behind us and go on? I want so much to have you back and if you come home I can show you how much. Regardless of what you decide to do, remember that I love you with all my heart."
"That's one of the things you forgot. The love that I have for you is the strongest thing in my life. Unfortunately, the stronger the love, the deeper the hurt when it is betrayed. You betrayed my love and I hurt. Very much. I don't know what can make it go away." Actually I did know what would make it go away, but I promised her that we had to make this attempt.
"Will you move back home so we can have more time to work this out?"
"I'm not sure I want to be here with you right now. I have made arrangements with the company for the use of one of the corporate apartments. I think I would be better off staying there for a while. At least till the pain begins to die down." I actually didn't want to be around here right now.
"Are you sure that's it or do you want to be with Sharon? I know that's who you have been seeing for the last couple of nights." She was beginning to get angry since things weren't going her way. Typical of Ilene. If she couldn't control things she got angry.
"I see you're still in contact with your lover. So much for telling me the truth! He is the only one who knows that." I smiled at her discomfort, having caught her in one lie.



"Peter called me just before you came to tell me about you and her. He was crying, the stupid shit. He cheats on her and then is upset when she does the same thing to him. I hung up on him."
"Sharon is a wonderful woman. She still loves Peter but he is a real bastard. You should have known that about him. He treats everyone like shit. I'm surprised you put up with him. She also told me that he was a terrible lover and that you would probably be very disappointed. She was convinced after the first night we spent together." This last was meant only to hurt her, like she had hurt me.
"She was right about Peter. But I wish you wouldn't see her again. I want us to work this out and we can't as long as you are with her. She is very young and very beautiful and I can't compete with her. As long as you are with her, we can't begin to heal the wounds I caused in our marriage."
She was very scared now. I could see it in her eyes. She was prepared to beg but I wouldn't ask her to do that.
"Sharon and I decided to stop seeing each other and try to work on our marriages. I just need time away from you to try to dull the pain I feel every time I look at you." I needed to give her something to think about before we spoke again.
"Some of the things I need to ask you about will require some time to discuss. I don't want to start on those right now. I won't promise not to see Sharon again, but for the time being, she is trying to put her marriage back together. You know the one you helped destroy? Like you did ours?" I wanted to leave but the anger kept me there for just one more shot.
"I will tell you this. With Sharon, I was able to put the hurt aside. I could forget your betrayal for a while when I held her. I didn't see you and Peter together when I made love to her. She helped me through a very bad time and I love her for that. I don't know what I feel for you right this minute. That is enough to scare me and make me wonder if this didn't happen for reasons other than those you mentioned. Maybe we have reached a point where separation or even divorce is an option."
Ilene looked terrified. Her face was pale and her eyes were wide open and she was shaking.
"Oh please Charlie, don't talk like that. You know how much I love you and if you left me I would die. I couldn't take a separation. What I did was wrong but what you are saying is far worse. I have done nothing that should make you divorce me. My betrayal is nothing compared to that. You know Peter was a diversion, nothing more and he doesn't compare to you in any way. You are more of a man and more of a lover than he could ever be. I can't believe you would allow someone like him destroy our life together. Please don't make me responsible for that, I beg you."
I now had her thinking and feeling the pain that I felt. She had to know what I was going through before we could even have a rational conversation about our future and our life together. I didn't want to throw 18 years away for a shit like Peter Atkins either. She was right about that.
"Let's calm down a day and we can talk more tomorrow evening. Why don't I come for dinner and we can discuss where we need to go from here? Is that OK with you?"
"Yes, that's great. I'll fix something light and we can spend the evening together, talking if that's what you want to do. I would prefer something else." She smiled at me the way she always did when she was trying to get me into bed. It always worked, but not this time.
"I'm sorry Ilene, but that doesn't appeal to me right now. I think it will take some time before I can look at you that way again. Let's just talk first." The pain in her face was enough to make me want to leave right away.
"I'll call you before I leave work tomorrow. Will you be here or at work?"
"If you call before 5, I'll be at work. After that you can call my cell. I should be home by 5:30 though."
"Fine, I'll see you then."
I left as soon as I could to get away from her obvious distress. Maybe I had gone too far, but I didn't think so. Ilene was a strong person and it took a lot to distress her. That I had succeeded surprised me.
I called Sharon that evening after I got to the apartment. She answered right away and must have been expecting my call. She sounded tired and depressed. I asked her how things were going and she said that they had tried to talk but Peter kept getting angry and yelled at her, blaming her for him loosing his job. He seemed to think that she and I had gotten together to get him fired. I did but she had nothing to do with it. I asked her if she wanted to come over but she said that she would stay and try to make it work. I reminded her that she was supposed to call me to let me know if she wanted a place to stay but she said that she was not going to move out yet. I was disappointed but I don't know why.
We talked for a little more and I told her of my talk with Ilene. She said that it was encouraging that Ilene admitted fault and was feeling threatened. She said that Ilene must have been feeling some of the pain that we were feeling. I wasn't sure but I would give it time. We finally said good night but I really didn't want to hang up.
I went to work the next day and things began to move along quite nicely. The absence of Peter made a huge difference and my whole staff seemed more energized and work was progressing very well. Maybe this was for the best, at least here at work. I was able to forget my problems for a while. It was just after 3:00 when Ilene called.
"Charlie, I just wanted to be sure you were still coming tonight? I have dinner all planned and was going to leave work a little early to get things started. I wanted to let you know in case you tried to call me at work." She sounded upbeat and pleasant.
"Sure, I'll be there as I agreed. I don't want you to go to any special lengths for this. We just need to talk some more and dinner sounded like a good idea at the time. Maybe it was asking too much?" I would be just as happy if she wanted to cancel.
"No problem. I just wanted some time to get ready and you know what a hassle it is coming home from work and trying to make a good meal. We have been doing it for some time, but it was getting pretty routine. This was a chance to do something different."
"OK. I'll be there about 6:30 or so. Can I bring anything?"
"Just you. I'll see you then. Goodbye."
Well, that took care of that. I was committed to this for better or worse. I did want to see what we could work out but I had no idea if we even could work together. Peter and Sharon had become a big part of our lives and they would be there with us this evening in many ways.
I got there right on time and knocked at the door. I didn't want to just go in as if I still lived there. I needed to set the tone the way I wanted it. This made me an outsider and she was the one that pushed me away. I liked that analogy.
"Charlie, come in. You don't have to knock. You still live here and this is still your home. If one of us should leave it should be me, but you didn't give me the option."
Her smile had faltered a little and she was struggling to stay positive. I could see the strain on her face and again it surprised me. I began to understand that Ilene had never given the consequences of her affair any thought. She had never planned for the eventuality that I could find out. How dumb was that? The strain did give me hope that she was clearly ready to do whatever she had to, to save this marriage.
"Ilene, I would never ask you to leave your home, regardless of what you did. I have a place to live and it is no hardship for me. It is close to work and paid for by the company so I actually like the arrangement. You might say that it is one of the perks of your indiscretion: that and my new job and signing bonus." That was just cruel and I felt bad after I said it.
"I guess I deserve that. Please, come in and sit down. I fixed us a martini, yours with an onion just as you like it. Go, sit and make yourself comfortable. I'll be right in." She left quickly; probably to hide the tears that I saw begin to fill her eyes.
I went into the family room and sat down in my recliner. God, I missed that chair. I usually fell asleep in the evening in this chair. I didn't get too comfortable but I was looking forward to a martini.
Ilene came back with a pitcher and glasses on a tray that she sat on the coffee table between us. She poured mine and handed it to me with a smile. "I hope that's the way you like it: dry and just chilled."
I have to admit it was perfect. And so was she: dressed in a soft silk dress that clung to every one of her curves. She had her hair brushed to a shine and left loose, down her back. Her makeup was flawless as usual and her eyes were highlighted in a way that made them look larger than life. She was a beautiful woman. So beautiful that she often appeared in some of the advertisements that she did for her clients: usually because they asked her to be in them. I had always been proud of her looks and that she was desirable to other men. I never considered that she would actually go to one of them.
"I have filets and baked potato with sour cream and chives. There are honeyed carrots and wild rice with onions. I have a chocolate tort for desert. I made a fresh fruit salad and we can start with that. I hope that will be OK?" She clearly had gone all out and I gave her the satisfaction of complimenting her. She beamed.
We talked about nothing in particular as we enjoyed our drinks and just relaxed. It was actually very pleasant. I asked her about work and she told me of her new assignment. It was a plum assignment and she was clearly up for the challenge. She had always been very good at what she did and a lot of very highly placed clients asked for her directly. I had always been proud of her, and I had told her so often. This was no exception.
We went in to dinner and continued to talk as we ate. The dinner was superb and I enjoyed it immensely. I ate my tort and finished hers as well. Just an old married couple at dinner. Yeah.
"Let's have coffee in the family room. You go ahead and I'll bring it in."
She carried our plates into the kitchen while I went in. I probably should have helped bus the table but I never did it before and I wasn't going to start now. I did settle back in 'my chair' and got comfortable. I didn't know how long that would last.
Ilene walked in and sat down on the couch. She perched on the edge, clearly ill at ease. I wanted to reassure her but didn't. I felt that her unease could be an advantage to me. Then I wondered what I meant by that?
"Charlie, I don't quite know what to say to you. I have apologized for what I did, I know that it was wrong and I think I know why I did it. I know that I would never do anything like it again because this pain is so much worse that I could ever have imagined. I just want to begin to put our lives back together but I don't know how."
She looked at me with an expression of hopelessness. I was rather shocked. Ilene was always in control and always had the matter well in hand. For the first time that I could remember, she was lost.
"I don't know either Ilene. I am completely out of ideas. I never would have expected you to cheat on me and I never expected to cheat on you, but that is what happened. I guess our marriage was not as sound as we believed. I wonder now whether it should survive this." I wanted to make her really know how much she had done to hurt us.
"Our marriage was a good one Charlie! It was not weak. I was. I was the one that cheated and that made you do the same thing. The fault was mine and mine alone. Our marriage can survive this. It survived my inability to have children, it survived Tony's medical problems and it can survive this. We just have to do what we have always done: work together to fix things." She looked more like the old Ilene: the one that I always believed was there. Not the Ilene that cheated with Peter.
"Those are strong words and words that may be true. I will need some time to make myself believe them. But first, I want you to tell me how I can ever learn to trust you again? What can I do to convince myself that when you are not in my sight, you are being faithful to our marriage vows?" That was after all the important part of this: lack of trust.
"You just said it: I have to work to give you back a reason to trust. You have to test me in any way you can think of. If I am at work, you call me. If you are away, you call me. You surprise me by coming home early or showing up at a shoot or talking with my friends. Any thing you can think of to convince yourself that I can be trusted. I have to earn your trust again. That is one of the things that I didn't consider when I decided to cheat: the loss of your trust and faith in me. For my part, I have to behave at all times as though you are by my side. If you wouldn't approve of it, I shouldn't be doing it."
It was clear that she had been doing a lot of thinking on this. I wondered if she had help. It sounded a lot like a campaign. I said as much. "You are right. I did have help. I talked with a friend of mine, Robin Parks. She did the same thing I did and her husband divorced her. They tried to make it work after he found out but they couldn't. She said he couldn't forgive what she did. She had an affair that lasted over 6 months, but it was more serious because she actually loved this guy. She did say that trust was not the major issue with them but she did help me come up with those things. She said they had discussed them but they broke up before it came to that. I really want this to work so I went after help."
"I am impressed. You are right in that the trust and respect are the critical things in our marriage. That is if I believe that Peter meant no more to you than you say. See that is a problem: believing anything you say. You say you love me; you say Peter was just a fling based on boredom and predictability; you say Peter was the first and only; and you say that you want to put our marriage back together. All things I want to believe but feel a small but nagging suspicion that there is more to this than that. That is what a lack to trust can do."
"I know that you don't trust me but I do want to put things back together. Peter was the first and only. That is something you must believe, and I think you know in your heart that's true. If I can't convince you of that, we can't begin to move forward. What can I do?" This was a breaking point. How to convince myself that it was true?
"There is nothing that I can think of that would convince me of anything. I will just have to take it on faith and try to move on. But, if I ever catch you in a lie about anything, I will remember this and assume that it is also a lie. Fair enough?"
"Yes. I will not lie to you about anything ever again. You may come to regret this but so be it! Now, what can we do to move forward?"
"The first thing is for me to move back into the house. I will sleep in the spare room for a while until I think I can be with you again. Right now, the thought of making love to you makes my stomach roll. I don't care how bad you say Peter was, I just visualize his hairy ass pumping up and down between your legs. That makes me sick!"
Ilene looked pleased for a minute, then shocked, and then she began to cry. She held her head in her hands while her shoulders moved up and down with her sobs. I wasn't sure why she was crying. The thought of Peter's ass couldn't be any worse to her than to me.
"I never thought of the pain and humiliation that I would feel for what I did. I never thought of it the way you would. That I caused you this pain makes me so sick I want to die. The thought of what you must see every time you think of the two of us together is horrible. You may not believe me but what you think is far worse than any thing we did. I told you he was pathetic and he was. I was just a thing that he used for his pleasure. I actually felt nothing but contempt for him. That's why I was going to end it the day you caught us." I honestly felt good because she was hurting. She had hurt me and I wanted her to pay.
"I am glad you are moving back home. This is where you should be and I can't begin to make amends until you are home. I would rather you sleep in our bed than in the spare room. I miss you and need you back with me." She was beginning to collect herself and her smile had come back. I admit, the smile was better.
"Let's take it slow for a while. I need some time to learn to adjust to being back with you without the trust we used to have. I will have to learn to live a new way. And, I need to let the visions I see every time I look at you die."
"Agreed. When can you move back in?"
"I'll get my stuff tomorrow and move it then. If that's OK."
"That's fine, but why don't you stay tonight?"
"Tomorrow. I'll be here just after work. I still have my key and the garage door opener so you don't have to be here."
I moved in as agreed and into the spare bedroom. Ilene again tried to talk me into moving back to our bed but I refused. I didn't think I would stay in the spare room for too long, but I had to start somewhere.
Things were hard at first as we learned how to interact with each other and what subjects were best left alone. Ilene tried very hard to make it difficult for me to stay in the spare room by her actions and her attire. She was out to seduce me and it only took her two days.
On the third evening, she came into the spare bedroom where I had gone to read and watch some TV, dressed in a short nightie that I had never seen before. It was red and was so thin as to be almost transparent. The back was cut clear to her shapely ass and the front dipped down to her belly button, showing lots of cleavage. It was a garment intended only to seduce and it worked on me.
"I've never seen that before. Is it new?" She never wore things like that for me before except for a year of so after we were first married.
"I bought it today just for you. Do you like it?" She modeled it for me, turning around and bending over so that I could see down the front to her magnificent breasts.
"Yes, I like it. Does it come off easily?"
"Why don't you take it off and see for yourself?"
She moved immediately to the bed and sat down on the edge within easy reach of my eager hands. I slid the straps off her shoulders and the top slid smoothly down to her waist. I noticed that the sides were tied with a small red tie and I quickly undid the knot. The nightie simply fell off onto the bed and she was there naked and willing. I could not refuse, nor did I want to.
I pulled her to me and kissed her mouth hungrily. It was as if I was an eager teenager, horny and anxious. I ran my hands over her erect nipples and pinched them between my finger and thumb. She had always liked this and began to moan into my mouth. I dropped one hand between her legs to feel her pussy and found it to be wet and willing. The lips were swelled with desire and I began to finger her with three fingers inserted as far as I could. She began to move against my hand, and then tried to pull my hand away but I resisted. I wanted to do this to her and to have her scream with pleasure.
As I continued, I moved the other hand to her clitoris and began to stimulate her that way as well. She was writhing under my ministrations and my tongue was fucking her mouth, as I was finger fucking her with my hand. She only lasted a few minutes before I felt the first orgasm explode in her. She clamped her legs, pinning my hand between her thighs while she came. She was panting into my mouth and her arms were around my neck holding my head against her mouth. She remained this way for what seemed like an hour but was actually only a minute or two. She shuddered and released me.



"My God, Charlie. That was incredible! Why haven't you done that before?" She was stretching, looking like a cat that had just devoured a canary.
"You would never let me do anything like that before. You hated foreplay and wanted to get right to it. Don't tell me that I never wanted to do these things to you."
"I guess you are right. I don't know why I refused to do this before. I hope you can show me more things that you want to do to me. But we have to do you first. Don't we?"
With that, she moved up to her knees and bent down over my erect cock. She took it in her tiny hand and began to stroke it up and down, getting it ready for her mouth. She took the head between her lips and laved it with her tongue. She was very good at oral sex but rarely gave me head. She said she didn't like doing it and that she didn't like the taste of cum. Tonight was an exception because she blew me like a pro. She didn't let up until I began to shot my load and then she moved down on my shaft and took it all down her throat. She had never done that before. I had to admit that I loved every minute of it even though I knew it was just part of her plan to win me back. I could learn to enjoy this.
We made love together and it was better than it had been in some time. I was able to stay for a longer time since my blowjob and she was able to climax twice while I pumped into her, first missionary style and then doggie fashion. I finally could hold out no longer and came while she was riding me. I loved holding her magnificent tits as she came with me. I watched her face as she closed her eyes and threw her head back with a loud cry. I knew it was good for her as I felt her pussy squeezing my cock dry.
That was the first of many nights like that. I was amazed by my staying power, thinking that I had died and gone to heaven. Again, I knew that most of this was her plan to make sure we stayed together and that I would come to trust her again. She seemed to be desperate to make me feel trust. I wanted the same thing, but I continued to feel a small doubt in the back of my mind. I couldn't put a name to it, but it was there and it wouldn't go away. For example, I wondered where she had learned to do the things we were now doing and who she had learned to do them with.
I hadn't talked with Sharon for over two weeks and I decided to give her a call the next day from work. It wouldn't do to have Ilene hear me talk to Sharon or even to know that I had talked to her.
Just after lunch, I called Sharon but Peter was the one that answered. I told him who it was and asked for Sharon. Peter just grunted and said, "I guess you didn't know. She left me last week and moved out. I don't know where she went and I don't really give a damn." He caught me by surprise since I wasn't aware that Sharon had decided to move out.
"Do you have a phone number or some way I can reach her? It's important that I talk to her."
"Don't have a clue, and even if I did I wouldn't give it to you. You cost me everything you prick." He blamed me for this?
"You were the one fucking my wife and all I did was let your boss know that you were sending me on useless trips so you could get me out of the way. How is that my fault?"
"Let me tell you something, you dumb shit. Why do you think I came on to your wife in the first place? Did you think it was just dumb luck? Hell, you don't have a clue." He gave a nasty laugh and continued.
"I talked to some of the big guys who were clients of ours. Some of them also used the advertising firm your wife works for. They let me know that there was a hot chick over there that was up for a good time. All you had to do was let her know and she would take it from there. When they told me her name, I knew I had it made. It was Ilene, you asshole."
He just laughed as I sat there dumbfounded. Could this be true, or was he just making this up to piss me off. I didn't want to believe him but that little nagging doubt in the back of my mind began to stir.
I couldn't continue this conversation so I just hung up without another word. I was in shock and had no idea of what to do next. I had to find Sharon and talk to her. I pulled my notebook and found her cell phone number and called. She answered.
"Hello? Is that you Charlie? I thought I recognized the number." Her voice seemed to calm me back down and things came into focus again.
"Hi, Sharon. I just talked with Peter and he told me you had moved out. Have you decided to leave him for good?" For some reason, her answer was important to me.
"Yes, Charlie, I have. I tried to stay with him but I couldn't. He was abusive and tried to make everything my fault. When I tried to talk to him he just yelled and blamed me for losing his job and for every bad thing that happened. I just couldn't take it any more. So I left. I called Conrad and he set me up in one of the condos where you were staying. I have the one next to where you were." She sounded upbeat and I was glad.
"That's great. Not that your marriage broke up but that you are finally making the move away from that no good bum. I just talked with him and he really laid one on me. I need to see you and tell you what he said. I need someone to help me figure out what to do and where to go. Can you meet me tonight? I can come to the condo if that's all right."
"Anytime is fine with me Charlie. Just come whenever you can. I'll be there all evening. I'm looking forward to seeing you again. It's been too long; almost a month."
"I agree. I'll be there right after dinner. I'll tell Ilene I have some work to take care of and that I'll be late. I'm looking forward to seeing you too. Bye."
Ilene was not happy when I told her I had some work to complete but she accepted my explanation. I told her not to wait up on me and that I would try to be home as early as possible. I really didn't want to have to see her that evening until I had done some thinking and talking with Sharon.
I got to Sharon's place just after 7:00. She opened the door and I suddenly remembered why I loved this girl. She was absolutely gorgeous! Let's face it, I had two beautiful women in my life and I wasn't sure how I managed that. We talked for a while just to catch up and then I told her what Peter had said on the phone. She listened without comment until I was finished.
"I think Peter was telling you the truth about Ilene. I don't know for sure but I heard him talking on the phone to some of his contacts and he mentioned her name a couple of times as someone who 'would take care of him'. I never asked him about it and he didn't discuss it with me. We weren't doing much communicating at the time so it wasn't at the top of my list of things to worry about." She told me this with a sad look on her face. I think it was pity for me.
"I know this is something that I have to make sure about so I need to make some plans to visit her at one of her shoots. I can do it unannounced. That would make sense since she used to ask me all the time to come down and watch. She hasn't asked me for the past year or so, though. That might tell me something."
"I think that is best and I hope that Peter is wrong. I hope that you find out that nothing is going on and Ilene is still faithful to you. But, you need to be prepared for the worst."
With that decided, we had a drink and talked some more. As we talked, things began to get more comfortable and she eventually moved into my arms, just as she had on those evenings we spent together in the motel. I remembered the pleasure she gave me and things just went from there.
Without thinking, my hands moved to her breast and I began to fondle her through her sweater. She just moved closer and snuggled into my embrace. With that encouragement, I moved my hand under her sweater and under her bra. She moved slightly forward to make it easier for me to reach behind her and unsnap her bra. She dropped her hand to my erection and began to stroke me. I stood and pulled her to her feet. I removed her sweater and my shirt and she undid my belt. I let my pants fall to the floor while she removed her slacks.
We stood before each other clad only in panties and jockeys. I embraced her and reveled in the feel of her tits on my naked chest. She slid her hands under the waistband of my jockeys and slid them down while I did the same for her. We were naked together just as before and I knew what she liked.
I went down on her and used my tongue to bring her to a shattering climax. She was still highly susceptible to oral lovemaking and I was very good at it. She shuddered and clung to me while she reached her high and then came back down. She laughed and cried at the same time, but her smile told me that she had enjoyed it.
As before, she dropped to her knees and took me in her mouth and began to bring me to the brink. Before I reached that level, however, she stopped and had me lay down on the floor on my back. She straddled me and lowered herself down over my waiting erection. She took my engorged cock in her hand and guided it to her opening. She dropped down, taking it fully inside her. She began to move up and down and I was amazed at the strength in her legs that allowed her to do this. She was fucking me, while I just lay there. It was the most amazing sensation I had ever experienced.
I watched her beautiful tits as she moved up and down and the look on her face was rapture. I loved watching her this way. She moved steadily for only a few minutes and then she began to speed up. I watched her face and when she began to pant hard and squeeze her eyes closed, I reached up to grab her nipples and I squeezed them with my fingers. This was enough to bring her to another climax. As I felt her vaginal walls begin to clench my cock, I started to thrust up into her, stroking fast and hard. I was able to climax almost immediately, matching her contractions with my spurting sperm. It was one of the most exciting experiences of my life.
We came back down to earth together and we held each other for the longest time. Words were unnecessary. We just basked in the sensations. After about 15 minutes of bliss, I got up to get my clothes in preparation to go home. That was the last thing I wanted to do at that moment but I had no choice. I remembered why I had come to see Sharon and the bliss I had felt evaporated as if it had never been.
"I had better go. I don't know what I am going to find out, but whatever it is, I'll live with it. As long as I know you are here, it will make it easier. I don't think we should be together much until everything is settled one way or another. It is too easy for me to just walk away when I know you are here waiting for me."
I knew that my marriage was probably over, but I had to continue as if it were still viable. Making love with Sharon was going to make that impossible if it continued. It had to stop, at least for the immediate future.
"I agree, Charlie. I will be praying for you. I don't know what I want to happen. Isn't that terrible of me? Part of me wants you to leave Ilene and come to me, but the other part knows that is not right. I will just be here if you need me." She smiled and reached out for me to hold her. I embraced her and held her tightly for a minute and then released her. I left for home, not knowing what I wanted to happen either.
The next several days were really bad, trying to stay away from Ilene. She was unaware that any thing was wrong and she wanted to make love the following night. I pleaded a stomachache and slept in the spare room. She let it pass, but she was unhappy. I maintained the stomachache for the next two nights. On the fourth day, she told me that she had a shoot scheduled for the next day and that she would probably be too tired afterwards to make love so that we should do it that night. I finally agreed, running out of excuses. I was able to perform and she went to sleep happy. I lay there wondering what tomorrow would bring.
The next day I worked like a dervish all morning, clearing my schedule for that afternoon. I wanted to be sure that I could spend the time I needed to investigate her shoot location and find out what she was doing. I actually expected nothing, thinking that Ilene would not be stupid enough to do anything while she was trying to win me back.
I called Ilene at her office just after lunch but, as expected, was told she had left for the afternoon shoot. I told the girl who I was and asked where the shoot was being done. She told me and I decided to pay a visit to watch my wife at work. She often asked me but I never went so this was to be a first. If nothing was wrong I thought she would be delighted with my newfound interest in her career. I caught a cab to the location and saw the site immediately. Lights and cameras and a general commotion surrounded it. I wandered over to look for Ilene.
I looked around the site but didn't see Ilene anywhere. I thought that she might be in one of the trailers with the models and decided to wait. I spotted a coffee shop half a block down and across the street and went for a cup of coffee while I waited. I brought my coffee back but remained on the opposite side of the street so that I could see the whole site. I found a place to sit down under a tree directly across from the site. After about 5 minutes, I saw a stretch limo pull up just opposite where I was sitting and in front of the site. I guessed that it was one of the big guys whose shoot it was for. I watched the driver come around the car and open one of the back doors. I was surprised to see him open the door on my side, away from the site. I moved back into the shade of the tree and waited to see who would exit.
As the door swung open, I saw a woman setting on some man's lap, kissing him with passion. At the same time, I noticed that the woman's skirt was up around her waist and the man's hand was between her legs, obviously fingering her as they kissed. The driver paid no attention and just held the door. The woman finally pulled away from the man, pushed his hand away and pulled her skirt down. She said something to him and then slid out of the car with her back to me. She bent over to kiss the man again and the driver then shut the door and returned to his seat. The car pulled away, the woman still standing in the street watching as it left. She then proceeded purposefully toward the shoot and went directly over to Robin Parks, my wife's assistant. They spoke for a moment and then both laughed. They both turned in my direction, obviously looking after the departing limo. I saw the woman's face clearly: it was Ilene!
I wish I could say that I was totally surprised but I wasn't. I think that little nugget of doubt that I keep noticing at the back of my mind had been trying to tell me things weren't right for some time. I just didn't pay it any mind. It noticed things like the fact that my wife had been faking orgasms for some time now; she was always up for sex except on the days when she had a shoot planned; she wanted me to let her know whenever I was going to call her and she hadn't invited me to a shoot for the last year of so. Our lovemaking since I found her with Peter had been good but she had done things we had never done before. She claimed that Robin was giving her instructions and that she was trying them out on me. She had never done that in the past and had usually tried to keep me from doing anything unusual or new.
Now that my little doubting friend had been vindicated, I somehow felt relieved. It was almost as though I had been doing my duty to try to save a marriage that I now realized had been dead for some time. I don't know why Ilene wanted to save it but I guessed the reason had to do with her job. She could have her little flings with the clients and not have to worry about anyone getting serious since she was a married woman. She could insist on discreteness and pretend to be concerned with the repercussions if her 'husband found out.'
I called a cab and returned to the office. I told my secretary to hold all my calls and cancel my appointments for the rest of the day. I called my attorney and gave him the grim news that my marriage was dead. He wanted to know the details but I just told him to draw up a 50/50 split of our assets. Since Ilene made almost as much as I did, there would be no question of spousal support. We had made all the arrangements for Tony's college funding so that was also not an issue. He suggested I withdraw all the funds from our joint account and give the proceeds to him. He would then set up a draw account for all bills and necessary expenses. Ilene could find an attorney and he would work with him to open a separate account immediately for her and I would do the same.
I asked him when he could have the papers ready for serving and he said that they would be ready tomorrow about noon. I asked him to have Ilene served at work and he agreed. I had done all I needed to do for the moment and I wanted to be alone so I left for the day and went back to my condo. I still had it and had not terminated my lease.
I waited until almost 9:00 that evening and then I called Ilene. She answered almost immediately and wanted to know where I was. I told her I was here at the condo and she wanted to know why.
"Why aren't you home where you belong? Why are you there? What's wrong Charlie? Talk to me!"
"Tell me where you were today at about 2:30? I went down to your shoot to look for you and I couldn't find you. Where were you?"
I wanted to see if she could tell me the truth. I expected nothing of the sort and I was right. There was a long pause, an intake of breath and then she must have decided on her lie.
"I was there most of the time. I might have gone down to Joe's, the coffee shop close by. Why didn't you just ask Robin? She would have told you where I was. Just because you couldn't find me is no reason to move back to the condo!" She was pretending anger and trying to sound reasonable.
"I saw the limo pull up and I saw you get out. Eventually, that is. I wondered if you were just going to wait till he got you off with his hand." Direct and to the point.
"I don't know what you are talking about! I wasn't in any limo and I won't listen to this crap. I was there and you just missed me, that's all. I did nothing wrong and I resent you accusing me of something."
"Sorry, Ilene. I saw you and I went down there because I had heard rumors that you were always up for a good time. I wanted to see for myself. 'All you had to do was tell her and she would arrange everything': that's what I was told. Several of your ex clients passed the word along and poor Peter is the one that got caught, mainly because he was stupid enough to get greedy. An afternoon wasn't good enough for him."
"Charlie, I don't know what you think you saw and I don't know what you have heard. It just isn't true. Please, you have to believe me. Charlie, I love you. You know that now. Haven't I proved it to you over this last month? Haven't we made beautiful love together? I know you have enjoyed it and so have I. Please, Charlie, please!"
"I enjoyed it that's for sure, but you have been faking orgasms most of the time. That is just a tiny little lie, but it is a lie. If I were pleasing you, why would you have to fake it? I guess it is because you have been with so many others that it is getting hard to get off anymore. I am apparently not enough for you now." That would explain why she had to fake it. I now knew the truth and it should have been painful. Surprisingly it wasn't as bad as I expected. How about that?
"Charlie, please come home. We have to talk. I know I can convince you that I love you and only you. I can quit my job if that is what you want and that will convince you that I want to have you in my life. I will stay home and never go to another shoot. I'll never see another man but you and we can love each other all the time."



"I gave you a second chance to show your love for me. You showed me something but it wasn't love as I know it. I don't think we have anything else to say to each other. My lawyer will contact you soon to start things moving. I will let you call Tony and tell him whatever you choose." I hung up then and just stared at the wall. This was the end of my life as it had been for the past 18 years. I didn't know how I felt about it just now.
As I sat there in my condo, alone and uncertain about my future, the only thing that came to mind was Sharon. She was the only thing that I was sure about. I knew that I loved her and I thought there was a chance she felt the same way about me. She was so young but she seemed to be a part of me already. It was as if she was the piece of my life that had been missing and now I had found it. I knew that now wasn't the time to talk to her, not before I had taken the next steps with Ilene. That part of my life had to be dealt with first and it had to be closed. I had started the process and now I had to see it through.
The papers were served on Ilene the next day at her office. From what I heard, she did not take it well. She screamed, she cried, she called me names and she finally left to see her own lawyer. I wasn't surprised. Ilene liked to control things and when she couldn't she went slightly nuts. It would be like her to want to fight this. I hoped she wouldn't but I would play dirty if I had to. I had Sharon, Peter, Conrad and I knew some of the big boys she had partied with. I could get affidavits from some of them if I had to. I told my attorney to make sure she knew that I was prepared to go that far. He conveyed my message and apparently it was enough to make her back down. Things proceeded.
It was two months later that I received a call from my attorney. It seems that Ilene wanted a face to face with me before she would agree to sign the divorce papers. This was the final stage and it was important that she sign, so I agreed to meet with her. We set a date to meet at my attorney's offices and I was there at the appointed time. Ilene came into the small conference room set aside for our meeting. She looked well, as beautiful as ever, and not the least bit nervous. I was intrigued to say the least. I waited for her to begin.
"You are looking well, Charlie. I hope everything is going good for you. I was hoping that you might look a little worse but I see that isn't the case. You apparently aren't unhappy that this is over." She smiled at me. Apparently I was expected to make some comment at this point.
"I can say the same for you. You look as beautiful and self-assured as always. I guess this is a blessing for you in a way. You are now free to do as you were doing but without any worry about me, or my finding out. I'm glad for you." I said this with a small amount of anger but well controlled, or so I thought.
She just looked at me for a minute. I couldn't get over how beautiful she was. "No, that isn't true Charlie. I haven't slept well since you left and I have lost about 7 pounds. Maybe that isn't a bad thing. I am still working but I don't go on the shoots anymore and I don't interact with the clients alone, now. I look this way because I am very good with makeup, as you know. I regret what I did and I can't tell you why I did it." She wouldn't meet my eyes as she spoke. I don't think she was really seeing anything but concentrating intently on what she wanted to say.
"I can tell you that it began just after Tony moved out, as I indicated when you caught me with Peter. I think that was what started it all. Tony was gone, you and I were in a rut and you didn't seem to need me much at all. If we made love, it was predictable. We never went on vacation, just for the two of us. I guess things changed and I didn't want to let go of the excitement. Having a teenager at home was commotion all of the time and when he left, I missed it. With all of his problems, I guess I had invested my emotions so heavily in him that when he left, he took a part of me with him. I don't know why I turned to infidelity as a way to replace it but I did. That is all there was to it. Fun? No. Exciting? No. Did I enjoy lying to you and deceiving you? No. But I did it anyway. Peter was no exception. Of all the men I was with, none made me feel anything other than a cheap thrill that lasted only till it was over. I honestly don't even remember their names. I never had an orgasm with any of them and I would come home to you but not be with you, because of the betrayal. I couldn't do that to you: be with another man that day and you that night. I wouldn't stoop that low."
"I began to realize that what I was doing was going to get me into trouble, but I couldn't bring myself to stop. When you and I got back together after Peter, we made love the first time and I felt like I used to feel. It was wonderful. The next time was good but not as good and then we began to experiment. That made you feel good but it made me remember where I had learned most of those things and the guilt was so terrible that I could not relax and enjoy it with you. I faked those orgasms because I couldn't tell you why I couldn't enjoy it. I was torn even then and I was in hell. I know that you knew something was wrong but you didn't know what and I couldn't tell you." She finally lowered her gaze to me and I could see tears in her eyes. She was being totally honest and that was probably a good thing. At least she was able to get it out on the table now, even though it would make no difference.
"I had to tell you these things so that I could go on with my life. I don't know what I will do or where I will go because you are the only man I ever loved and I don't think I will ever love another man like that. I will miss you more that you can imagine. I hope that we can be friends and that we can still share our love for our son. He is a bond that we share that can't be broken by any of my mistakes." "It was important that I tell you these things, not for you but for me. I had to be sure that you knew that you were never the issue and that you did nothing to bring this about. I have spoken to Tony, and he knows why we are divorcing. I didn't go into details, but he knows I was unfaithful. He will probably want you to try to fix things, but I told him that was not going to happen. You will need to speak to him soon. He needs to know there is no hope of our reconciling."
This was apparently all she wanted to say. I can't begin to describe the feelings I had. I was sad, so very sad. The sadness was crushing! I came into the room feeling only slightly down, knowing the end was in sight, but this was something else. The end of 18 years of loving the same woman so much that most of the time I was unaware that we were two separate people. I know that's hard to understand but it was true. And in spite of what people will say, the deeper the love, the stronger the pain when it is betrayed. That was true, oh so very true!
I couldn't trust myself to say anything to her at this time. I just sat there with my head down, holding back tears that were fighting to get out. I couldn't speak and I couldn't look at her. I remained this way until I heard her leave the room. When the door closed, I broke down and cried. I was unaware of time passing but when I finally dried my eyes and looked up, I saw my attorney setting there, waiting for me to recover.
"I'm sorry Charlie. I can't even guess how you must be feeling right now. It is very easy to divorce someone if you never have to see them or talk to them. But someone always gets hurt badly in these things and I guess it is you in this case. Maybe you don't want to know this, but Ilene signed the papers and left her copy here with me. I can file these tomorrow and you will be single again 30 days later. It is all over but the final decree."
After that day in the lawyer's office, life went on for me. I returned to work with a vengeance and our department became a great place to work and we had more jobs than we could handle. Our reputation as a 'get it done' shop was increasing and we were swamped. I had to hire 4 more people and everyone got a raise and bonuses. Conrad was so happy with me that he promoted me to executive VP with perks that made my life even more comfortable than it had ever been. It had now been just over a year since my divorce.
Sharon moved in with me after her divorce became final and we were quite happy. She was all that I thought she would be and we made love as often as we could. She found a job at a clinic close by and began work there. It seems she had a master's degree in business and they wanted an office manager. She seemed to like it and things were good between us for about a year. I was surprised that I could keep up with her but her lifestyle was very low-key for someone her age. We enjoyed going out for dinner and dancing once in a while and we took some time off to travel, which we both enjoyed. Things went this way until one day she asked if we could talk.
"My sweet Charlie. I don't know how to say this any other way but to just say it. I met someone and I really want to pursue it. I think we may have a chance at a real relationship. He is about my age and he is a doctor. He is also divorced and he has a daughter 5 years old. We have only had lunch together a couple of times but he asked me out on a real date. I told him I would think about it." She looked at me to get my reaction.
"I guess you took me by surprise. I know we never discussed how this would go if it happened but I also remember you telling me that if it did, you would be honest and up front about it. I'm glad you kept your promise."
How did I feel? I wasn't sure but there was no anger or pain, of that I was sure. I loved Sharon, but it wasn't the same love I used to feel for Ilene. It was more of a close friend? I didn't know.
"Charlie, I love you so much but it isn't the kind of love that makes me want to continue this way. I think you feel the same thing. I can tell that we are slowly drifting apart and I think it is because we haven't found that special person to live our lives with. I'm not yours and you are not mine. I hope you understand what I am saying?" She looked anxious that I follow her in this.
"I'm just trying to get my head around this. I am not mad or anything and I do love you too, but you are right. Something is missing and we are not where we were a year ago. So, if you want to begin dating this doctor, you have my blessing. I will begin tomorrow looking for a place to buy but you can stay here as long as you like. It's time we move on to the next stage of our lives. Thank you for reminding me." I smiled at her and she came into my arms. We embraced and I kissed her lips as I always did, but somehow, it now felt different. She kissed me back and then pulled away with a smile on her beautiful face.
"Thank you Charlie. You have been there for me through all of the hard times these past months, and I hope I have been there for you. I love you and will always love you. And if you need me, you just have to call. I will drop everything and come to you. I just hope that you won't need me for a long time." She looked so young in her happiness and I realized the difference in our ages, not for the first time but perhaps now for the last time. This was right, more for her than for me, but right.
I found a great duplex in a nice part of town and moved in three weeks later. Sharon helped me furnish it and she did most of the decorating. Her doctor, Jonathan, paid a visit and he seemed to understand the relationship between Sharon and me. He and I developed a good relationship and I fully approved. I asked her about him and she said that she had told him the whole story and he was fine with it. As long as it was over, that is. After about 6 weeks, she told me she was in love and he had proposed to her. She said it was too early to give him an answer but that she wanted to continue to date for a while. She said he was disappointed but that he would continue to try to win her over. I was happy for her and told her not to wait too long.
Without Sharon, life settled down to a low murmur. I had no close friends and I normally worked quite long hours. I spent what little free time I had reading, watching TV or just relaxing. I usually either went out to dinner or had something delivered. I talked with Tony every week and he came to visit me on holidays. He tried early on to talk to me about Ilene but I made it clear to him that our relationship was off limits. He eventually stopped and we discussed it only in general terms. It had now been almost three years since that final conversation with Ilene in the lawyer's office.
I was watching TV late one evening just before Thanksgiving when the phone rang. It was Ilene. I was surprised since I didn't think she knew my number. She was hardly coherent and she was crying. I tried to calm her down to find out what was going on. She finally got out that Tony had been in an accident and was in the hospital in critical condition. She said that she was too afraid to drive, feeling the way she did so I asked her where he was and I hung up, promising to get there as soon as I could. It was at least an hour away. I dressed and left in record time.
The drive was hectic but without much traffic since it was late and the rush hour was over. The hospital was in a small town just off the freeway and I had been there before so I knew where to go. I parked as close as I could and ran into the lobby. I got a visitor's pass and the receptionist told me where to go. I ran for the elevators and got to the nurse's station on the fifth floor to find someone to tell me how he was.
"Your son is in intensive care but he is in stable condition. We have just upgraded his condition to serious. He was in a car accident and his neck was fractured and he had some internal injuries, but he is going to be fine with no paralysis. We have him in traction so he will be very uncomfortable for a while but it is critical that we keep him immobile. He can talk and hear you without problem so you can visit him. Just don't stay too long." This was the doctor on call and he was one that had operated on Tony. He seemed quite confident and that made me feel a lot better.
I went into Tony's room and was shocked to see the apparatus he was connected to. "I guess this is the traction that the doctor told me about?" He was awake and smiled when he saw me.
"I have to be in this contraption for at least three weeks. After that, they will put a 'traveling cast' on me. That's what the doc called it. At least I can move around with that. I'm sorry that I had to drag you out so late pop. I was on my way home to see mom when I lost control on a wet patch and hit a tree. Really stupid, huh?"
"Your mother called me as soon as it happened I guess. I didn't know she had my number. I never gave it to her. Did you?" I was curious at how much he shared with her.
"Yea, I gave it to her a long time ago. I'm surprised this is the first time she has called you. I guess you two don't talk, do you?" "We haven't talked to each other in almost three years. The last time was in my lawyer's office the day she signed the final divorce papers. I was surprised that I recognized her voice since she was really in a bad way when she called. I promised to call as soon as I saw you. If it's OK, I'll call her now?"
"Sure. At least something good will come out of this. You two will have to talk a little." He smiled when he said this and I smiled back. He was right.
I put in a call to Ilene, asking Tony what the number was. I was not surprised to find that she had changed it. She answered immediately and I told her the good news. I gave her the information that the doctor had given me and she seemed to relax a little. She said that she wasn't in any condition to drive after hearing about the accident but she knew that I would make the trip. That was why she called me.
"If you would like, I can pick you up tomorrow and bring you here with me when I come. If that's all right?"
"I would really appreciate that, if it isn't too uncomfortable for you. I'll call and take some time off to be with Tony till he comes home."
"No problem at all. Tony wants to talk to you so I'll hold the phone for him while he talks. I'll call you tomorrow to arrange a time to pick you up. Goodbye." With that I held the phone while Tony reassured Ilene that he was going to live.
After Tony hung up, we talked a little until he grew tired. I said good night to him and made the long trip back home, much more relaxed than the trip up. I was curious as to how I would feel tomorrow when it was time to see Ilene. While I hadn't talked to her in over three years, I also had not seen her at all during that time.
I picked Ilene up at 1:30 the next day to make the trip to see Tony. I was pleasantly surprised to see her. She was as beautiful as ever: maybe even more so. Her hair was long and curled in soft waves. She was dressed in a tailored suit that accentuated her figure and her face was flawless as always. She still made me choke up when I looked at her. She came out to the car and I opened the door for her. She smiled her thanks at me and slid into the seat. That smile really jolted me! I got myself under some control as I walked around the car to get back in.
The trip was pleasant. We talked as old friends who hadn't seen each other for some time. I listened in surprise as she told me she had quit her job at the old advertising firm and took a new one with a smaller company. She said she took a reduction in pay that was difficult at first but that their principles were more to her liking. I didn't ask what that meant. She also told me that she had sold the house and found a smaller cottage just outside the city that she much preferred. She said there was room for Tony and her, which was all she needed. Tony told me she had sold the house but nothing more.
After we had exhausted most of the routine things, she asked me how Sharon was. I told her that Sharon was dating a doctor with a young daughter and that she was in love. I also mentioned that he had asked her to marry him but she was not quite ready. I glanced sideways at her to see if she knew this. From her reaction, she didn't. I guessed that Tony had kept his word and our relationships were not open to discussion. I also mentioned that I had a new place and she indicated that Tony had mentioned that.
We were silent for a while and then I asked her if she had a new love interest. She was quiet for a moment and finally said, "I don't date, so it is not easy to have a love interest. As a matter of fact, the last time I was with a man was the day you left me. I don't even remember his name." This was said as a matter of fact and without any inflection. As I wondered about that, she asked me the same question.
"None, since Sharon and I decided that we were not staying together. The dating scene is really not my cup of tea. I spend most of my evenings at home. It is not too bad after the rat race during the day. We have been very busy and it takes all of my time and effort just to stay with it."
"I know that your department is really doing quite well. We refer all of our clients to you as the best in the area. Congratulations. You have made quite a name for yourself, and I am proud of you." This was said with some feeling. I was strangely pleased to have her voice her pride in me.
"Thank you. I really value your opinion. It was all I had for awhile and I think that I just gave myself to it as a result. It seems to have paid off. I now have 12 people working for me and I am the newest executive VP. Some nice perks came with that. I have stock options and bonuses that I really don't know what to do with. Tony will benefit so all is not lost."



We had arrived at the hospital so any further discussion would wait till the trip home. We spent a pleasant afternoon with our son and it was good to watch the relationship between him and his mom. They were obviously devoted to each other and it was good to see that Tony never blamed his mother for our problems.
Beside the daily phone calls, we made the trip three more times to see Tony before we could bring him home. I got to know Ilene again and we made the first tentative steps toward friendship. I welcomed that after all this time. Up to this point, we had avoided any discussion of the past. I don't think either of us wanted to open that wound. Having Tony home also helped in that we didn't discuss anything personal in his presence.
Tony decided to postpone his final year of college while he healed and we agreed that he needed the time. His neck was still in a rigid cast and he didn't need any demands on him right now. He decided that he would like to stay with me since we had not been together much since the divorce. He usually stayed with Ilene when he came home and I saw him infrequently.
I offered to fix up one of the rooms for him with a hospital bed and any equipment he would need. Ilene had no problem with that arrangement so we moved him in to my duplex. Ilene was impressed with it and wanted to know all about it. I gave her the tour and she really liked the layout and the space. I told her that Sharon was responsible for the decorating. She said she knew Sharon had good taste; she was with me after all. It was a four bedroom, two level duplex with a master bedroom down and it had plenty of space. I don't know why I bought one so large, but I did.
It was fun having Tony there and it was also pleasant having Ilene visit. I felt more in control that way and as a result was willing to let things develop. Tony and I talked a lot and I began to learn some things of interest. He told me that Ilene did not date at all, and rarely went out in the evenings. He knew that because he called her almost every night and she was always home. If she did go out, it was with a woman she worked with and it was usually business related. If she did go out she always called him if she was going to be late. To her, late meant after 9:00 and she always told him where she would be and how she could be reached.
He also told me that she was the boss where she worked but never went out on shoots or locations. She always sent the other people in her department. She would often talk with them on the phone to arrange certain things but never went on site. He asked her why one time and she just shrugged her shoulders and told him she no longer had any interest in them.
I asked him if she ever talked about our divorce and he said she wouldn't talk about it. She said I could tell him about it if I chose. I asked him what he knew and he said that Mom always said it was all her fault but she wouldn't tell him any more. He said she cried a lot the year after the divorce but seemed to finally get past it. He just didn't think she had much fun any more.
I admit I thought a lot about what Tony told me. While Sharon and I finally grew apart and went our separate ways, Ilene and I had been torn apart and we were both just wandering around, going nowhere. I thought I had found something with Sharon but the differences between us were too great for a lasting relationship. I wondered what kind of relationship Ilene and I could have. I planned to have that discussion with her at the first opportunity.
About a month later, Tony had his cast removed and the doctor wanted to insert some screws in his cervical vertebra to give the fracture more strength. He felt that doing it now would benefit him for the rest of his life. We all agreed to do it even though it meant Tony being in the hospital for at least three days. This time there would be no cast so we scheduled the operation for the end of that week. Both Ilene and I scheduled time off to be available for the duration.
The operation went off without a hitch and Tony was fine. We stayed with him until we knew everything was going to be all right. We left him afterwards and headed for home, both of us with a feeling that things were finally going to be OK. On the way, I decided that the time was right for my discussion.
After we had been on the road for a while, I began:
"Ilene, have you thought of where you think our relationship is going? We share Tony and he has at least brought us to the point of a tentative friendship. If it is to develop further, we need to be aware of what we both expect. How do you feel about that?"
She seemed to be thinking of how to respond because she turned to me and began to speak a couple of times but stopped each time. She lapsed into silence for so long that I thought she was not going to answer. She finally sighed, and spoke.
"I can only answer you in part by saying that I would like a relationship with you that could become more than just friendship. I say in part, because I said something like that about our relationship once before and even told you how you could learn to trust me. You remember: it was all lies." She stopped again but I knew she was not finished and I allowed her to take the time she needed.
"I told you that day in the lawyer's office that I only loved one man and that was you. Nothing has changed. But I also know that you lost trust and faith in me then and I can't blame you, so you see there is nothing I have to offer you. I lost everything when I betrayed our relationship and I have nothing to give you that would allow you to trust me." She exhaled as though it had cost her a great deal to say what she had. "So you see the problem? I don't know how we can go forward."
This was a subject that I had given a lot of thought to and I had a thought that I wanted to put to her. It was too serious to allow me to drive and talk at the same time so I pulled over to the side of the road and turned to face her.
"I appreciate what you are saying, and I agree. But we have one thing going for us now that we didn't have then. We are not married and we have no claim on each other. If we decided to take our relationship farther than just friendship, it would be as two independent but consenting adults. If either of us wanted to end the relationship it would be only a matter of saying so. If we strayed, it would only be of concern if the other cared. If we cared then we would simply walk away and end the relationship. Maybe some small pain but no more." I looked to her to see her reaction.
"I see what you are saying. So, in other words, trust is not an issue and there are no promises to be true to. Neither of us could be unfaithful since no commitment to the other has been made?" She got it immediately.
"That's right. You and I could go back to my place right now and we could make love and it would be between you and me and no one else. If we enjoyed each other, we could continue, but if either of us had a reason to stop, we would just say so." I waited for her response. "That's a very interesting proposal. You would have no need to trust me because I have made no promises to you." She looked pensive for a minute.
I responded by saying. "That's right and I would expect nothing from you except your willingness to be with me. If at some point, you felt that wasn't enough, we could simply end it."
She was quiet for a moment and then said in a soft voice, "I think it might be worth trying. Would starting right now be a problem for you? I don't know whether you had something else planned tonight, but I would like to start now, if you would."
I glanced over to see her smiling.
"I think tonight is a great idea. My place might be best because I do have that great big shower and that huge Jacuzzi. Would you like to stop at your place to get anything?"
"I don't think I will need anything to wear tonight. If you have some pajamas that I could wear for tomorrow morning, that would be enough." She giggled like a little girl and I was happy to hear it. I realized that I had missed this kind of closeness. Sharon and I had a little of it since she was so outgoing, but I needed the familiarity of someone I knew as well as I knew Ilene to open up that way.
I started the car and resumed our trip home, but now with a little more enthusiasm. Ilene moved over to sit next to me as I drove and she placed her hand on my thigh. She rubbed my leg softly and I could feel my erection growing. She glanced down to see it as well and put her hand on it as she looked at me.
"Do you want me to do this?" she asked softly.
I didn't trust myself to speak but when I nodded yes, she smiled, reached over and pulled my zipper down. Reaching in, she freed my engorged cock from confinement and bent down to engulf it with her mouth. I was pleasantly surprised and put one hand on her head and gently stroked her hair. I told her that I was probably not going to last very long and that I would tell her when I was about to cum. She stopped long enough to tell me not to bother and went back to giving me a blowjob that made that trip a little more dangerous. True to her word, I came in buckets and she swallowed it all. Afterwards she snuggled against me and I heard her humming a little tune as I drove.
As we headed for my duplex, I realized that I was happy again for the first time in almost three years. I wasn't foolish enough to believe that our problems were in the past and I was sure that I would never get back to considering marriage, but a closer relationship with a woman that I knew as well as I knew Ilene was worth having. We would see where it would go.
The end.
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This is meant as a not very serious look at infidelity. I hope you just enjoy it as it is.
It was early on a Friday afternoon as Honey stood in front of the bed and proceeded to sway to the soft sensual music from the stereo speakers set in the headboard. She was 5' 4", a natural redhead with porcelain skin and a body to die for. She was beautiful and knew it. She looked at me with a sexy, come hither smile as she slowly unbuttoned her blouse. She let the soft silk slide down her arms and fall to the floor. She moved to the single button on her wrap around skirt and let it fall to join the blouse.
She was clad only in a pink lacy bra and thong panties. I knew them well as I had been with her when she purchased them in the Victoria's Secrets shop in the mall on the ground floor of the apartment building we were in. I had paid for them, as well as several other intimate garments that I fully expected to see her in later.
She moved to the bed and straddled me, reaching down to see if I was aroused enough to suit her. Obviously I wasn't and she favored me with a pout.
"I guess we have our work cut out for us, don't we? Someone is not ready to play."
Honey was not one to let that situation stand. She lifted off me and proceeded to remove my slacks and shirt. She wasn't gentle about it and I found myself naked in a matter of seconds. I admit I wasn't fighting her. When she had me exposed, she knelt in front of me, took my cock in her hand and began to stroke it to life. Since I was human, I responded to her ministrations and she purred her satisfaction.
Once she felt I was hard enough, she bent down and took me in her mouth. She closed her lips around my shaft while her tongue moved up and down the bottom where the skin was loose. She placed her fingers around the base of my cock and began to move her head up and down, pacing herself. I was immersed in the sensation and I luxuriated in the warm wet wonderland that was her mouth.
I watched the top of her red head as she began to deep throat me, which she could do quite well. She put one hand on my scrotum while she sucked me and increased her pace. She looked up at me to see my reaction. She continued to watch me as I moved closer and closer to a climax. When she saw me squeeze my eyes shut, she suddenly began to move faster, sucking harder as she began to jack me off while she massaged my balls. She felt them tense up as I reached my limit and she sucked harder while she clamped her lips around the head. I came in buckets! I came, as I hadn't in some time. She stayed clamped to my cock through all of this and swallowed it all.
"That's more like it. I think you are ready for some fun now. I guess you were so full you couldn't concentrate. That's not good for you, you know. You shouldn't deprive yourself when Honey is here to help."
She made sure I was licked clean and slid up the bed to snuggle in my arms. I just held her for a minute before giving her the kiss that she was waiting for. I admit, it wasn't my favorite kind of kiss: wet with my cum still on her tongue and lips. But, if she could swallow it, I could at least kiss her, which she always expected me to do.
After a few minutes to get her breath back, she unsnapped her bra and removed both it and her panties. She pressed her naked body tightly against me and moved her hand down to my spent cock. She stroked it slowly while she slid her thigh between my legs. She moved it up against my cock and the feel of her warm soft skin was enough to bring me back to life. As I grew in her hand, she began to move her thigh against my hardness.
When she felt I was ready, she threw one leg over and straddled me. She took my cock in her hand and guided it in to her waiting pussy. Once she had it in place, she lowered herself down taking me inside. She went slowly, taking a few inches, moving back up and then back down, taking more. She did this until I was fully buried in her warm wetness. The feeling was wonderful and I relaxed, letting her do all of the work. She knew exactly what to do and did it. She moved up and down, fucking my cock with her pussy until I was struggling to hold back.
She must have known what I was doing and intensified her movements. She was bouncing up and down at a frenzied pace and I lost the battle. I reached up to grab her hips and I pulled her down and held her tight against me as I came again. I shot gobs up into her until I felt that I had nothing left to give. I released her and fell back against the pillow. I was exhausted and sated. I wanted nothing more.
"You were great, as usual. I don't know how you do that. You seem to know exactly what I want and what I need."
I watched her as she stretched with catlike grace. She was a beautiful woman and she knew how to make a man feel special. That's why I paid her so much.
"I know you and I know what you need. That's what I do so well."
She curled up behind me and used her knees to put me in a position to spoon with her behind and me in front.
She rested her head on my shoulder and said, "I think you need some sleep right now. You go ahead and I'll use the time to get my energy recharged." With her encouragement, I soon drifted off into an exhausted, dream free sleep.
I awoke some time later to feel Honey stroking my flaccid cock into wakefulness. I pretended sleep while she brought me to a state of readiness. I wondered what she had in mind but soon found that she intended only to give me a hand job. That was fine with me since it felt great but required no energy on my part. She was very good at this, just as she was so good at anything sexual. She knew every trick and never hesitated to teach me when we were together. She stroked me and kissed the back of my neck, whispering sensually into my ear. Her warm breath and the words she used were enough to raise me into a sexually charged peak. She increased her stroking while she continued to kiss and entice me until I was humping against her hand. She squeezed my cock as hard as she could as she jerked me into erupting onto my belly and the sheets of the bed with long strings of cum. I groaned as I came until I was empty.
"I'm hungry! You need to feed me right away. I'm going to get dressed and you had better be ready when I get done."
With that, Honey jumped out of bed and walked to the bathroom to get ready. I just enjoyed the view as her plump rear wiggled as she moved.
I found the energy to get myself up and dressed in a pair of slacks and a blazer, no tie and a solid blue shirt. The combo suited me today: casual without flair. The blazer cost me just under $1500 and the shoes were Italian leather that cost over $1000 but unless you knew good stuff, you couldn't tell. That's what money did: if you had it you could afford to dress like you didn't. And afford someone like Honey, at $2300 for the day and night.
I guess it's time to talk about myself. My name is Remington Smith. I know, but my parents, Joe and Irma Smith wanted me to have a name that no one would confuse with Joe Smith. Everybody called me Remmy, except my Mother and my wife. Well, almost my ex-wife. To them, I was Remington or Rem. Never Remmy.
I was born to a comfortable middle class family and with my name; I learned early to fend for myself. I tended to stay alone most of the time and I was very smart. Almost too smart for public school. Kids didn't like other kids who were smart. But I was and I earned a scholarship to Brown University. With my scholarship, I graduated in just less than 3 years with a degree in business administration, which I put to use immediately upon graduating.
I started an Internet business; using every tool I learned and made a small fortune very quickly by selling out just before the dot.com bust. I sold my business for just over $5 million plus 100,000 shares of stock worth another 5 mil. I saw the bust coming and sold my 100k shares plus another 100k shares that I didn't own for $35 a share and when the price fell to $10 a share, I bought the 100k shares I had sold earlier for $35. When the dust settled, I had made $11 million. Within another three years, I had increased that $11 M to just under $40 million.
I met Patricia Sellers five years ago when I was just turning 35. I have a consulting firm that I started just to relieve my boredom. I work with new startup firms as an Information Systems troubleshooter. In other words, I set up their computer systems so that everything worked together. I am very well known and all my business comes from mouth to mouth references.
I made more money, and added to what I already had, I needed someone to handle the investments I owned. They were beginning to take too much of my time. That's when I met Patricia. She was recommended to me by one of my clients. He said she was as sharp as they came and beautiful to boot. Not that she gave him the time of day; he still thought a lot of her.
I set up a meeting with her the following week and met her at her office. I took one look at her and I was lost. She could have recommended I jump off a cliff and I probably would have tried to find one if she would come with me. To make a long story short, I hired her right then and there and she took over managing my assets. Not that it's important, but she made me even more money. You probably have gotten the idea by now that money is no object for me.
Patricia is 5'2" of perpetual motion. She is blond, with hair the color of honey that falls in soft curls just past her shoulders. Her skin is flawless and soft as silk. Her eyes are an incredibly light blue and her lips are just right. She is the classic 36-24-36 and she is a C cup. While I thought she was wonderful and perfect in every way, she thought that I was a jerk. Too much money and not enough common sense. I was determined to change her perception of me.
Since I had so much money, I was pretty much her only client. Her boss told her to give me her full attention and took her other clients away and gave them to coworkers. This didn't increase her opinion of me however, and she seemed to resent me even more. I had my work cut out for me. In any event, she and I were forced to spend a lot of time together, and slowly I began to change her mind.
We had been working together about 3 months, when I finally asked her out on a date. She hesitated before accepting, mainly because she couldn't find a way to say no. I went all out and had her over to my Penthouse for dinner. Of course, I had it catered with the best food and we ate in the dining room that overlooked the lake. It was a setting that should make an impression. It did.
We began dating steadily and I finally asked her to stay over one night as we sat in front of the fire, looking out over the city. She hesitated before finally agreeing. I was concerned with her hesitation and asked her if she was sure she wanted to stay. I told her that there was no pressure and that if she did not feel the same about me as I felt about her, I would respect that and back away. Just because I had money and that was her job, I did not want her under any false pretence.
"It is not you. I really do like you and I think I may be falling in love with you. It is just that I am not sure that I want this to continue. We come from two different worlds and I don't know that I can live with the differences." She was very serious and I knew what she was afraid of.
"We are not as different as you think. I have money but it is not what I live for. I made it without any real effort and I use it only to let me do what I want to do with my life. One of the things I want is you. If my money stands in the way of that, I don't want it. I'll give it away to charity and let you decide who gets it. I only want you. That's a difference you can live with, isn't it?" I was as serious as she was. I would really give it away.
She smiled with tears in her eyes and took my hand in hers. She raised it to her lips and my heart almost jumped out of my chest it was pounding so hard. "Yes, I can live with that and no, I don't want you to give it away. Let's talk about this in your bedroom."
She pulled me along as she moved to the master bedroom. It was complete with a round bed, silk sheets and a headboard that controlled everything in the apartment. She pushed me down to the bed and proceeded to remove my shoes and then my pants. She pulled them down with a yank and a giggle. She clearly was going to be the aggressor this time. I wondered as she removed my shirt over my head if she would always be this way. I determined to turn the tables just as soon as I could. In the meantime I just enjoyed.
We made love that evening and it was all I hoped it would be. She was fully into it and she took an active part in our lovemaking. We made love with her on top and me on top, from behind and on our sides. I lost track of the things we did, in bed, on the floor, in the shower and on the kitchen table. She was insatiable and so was I. We fought about who would do what and finally just grabbed each other and went at it. Pat stayed the night and moved in the following day. That was over 5 years ago and we never looked back. Until 2 months ago.
I had scheduled a trip to Singapore to work with a construction company that was building a high rise in downtown Singapore. They wanted a state of the art computer system to control everything in the building. They hired a top-notch environmental outfit to design the equipment and me to program the computer. I was the best in the business at this: custom designing computers to work with original designs.
The environmental boys would be in Singapore next week and wanted to test out the connections then. I had to be there since I would be programming on the fly. We agreed on timing and I would fly out on Singapore Airlines from LA Sunday night and arrive in Singapore Tuesday morning, crossing the dateline on the way. I estimated no more than 10 days and maybe as few as 7. I planned on taking Pat with me, as she loved Singapore and the shopping there.
That Friday night, Pat began complaining of being cold and was shivering all over. I felt her forehead and found her to be burning up. I called my doctor and he was able to see her in the hospital that evening. Pat had walking pneumonia and he wanted her in bed right away. He gave her an injection and a prescription and told her to be careful for the next three days or so. He said she would be fine but couldn't fly with her lungs full of fluid. She couldn't go with me and I couldn't postpone. Damn!
After a futile discussion, I knew I had to go and she had to stay. She wouldn't be alone as there were always people around the apartment, and Jimmy would be there. We accepted the inevitable and I left Sunday night as planned. I promised to call as often as I could but with the time difference it would be tough.
My trip was fine and I was able to get the work done without any real issues. The environmental boys and I worked well together and they had done some really good work. I was able to match the computer to their equipment with some off the shelf communications programs and I programmed the computer to respond to their specifications. All the tests were successful and we were finished in just under 7 days.
During my calls home, I noticed a change in Pat's behavior on the day before I left to return home. She was very quiet and let me do all the talking. She was interested in the sights and sounds and people I had met but she didn't have much to say, just hurry home. I didn't worry much since I assumed that she was still recovering from her illness. I told her I would leave the day after tomorrow and that cheered her up.
On schedule, I got back into Cleveland airport late Tuesday morning and had Jimmy pick me up. He loaded my bags into the back of the limo and we were on our way home. I chatted with Jimmy and asked him how things were going at home. He just shrugged his shoulders and said things were fine. That was unlike Jimmy as he was usually very voluble, hard to shut up.
Jimmy Joy had been with me for the last 8 years. He was a petty thief and had been caught trying to rip off one of my cars. When he was arrested, I asked the prosecutor about him and she referred me to his defense attorney. He gave me a quick biography, thinking to get me to back down some and I became interested in his story. He had a hard life and was in the foster system for most of his early years. I decided to offer him a job as a driver if he would accept it as part of a plea bargain. He did and I found that he was a good worker, and seemed to be very bright. He had lived a hard life and I found him to be eager to work and quite loyal. He's never let me down in the 8 years he has worked for me and I have come to trust him without reservation.
"Is something wrong, Jimmy? You seem to be very quiet. I haven't seen you for over a week and I expected you to talk my head off. What's up?"
"Nothing that's any of my business, chief. I ain't one to talk about things that I don't know nothin about. You'll have to ask Miss Patricia about that." He had said his piece and I got nothing else out of him on the trip home. I just decided I would have to ask Pat what was up.
My arrival home was nothing short of mind blowing. Patricia acted as though I had been gone for a month or more. She was all over me and couldn't let me alone. She talked a blue streak, fussed over me and worried about how tired I looked. She wanted me to go to bed, and when I said I wasn't tired, she suggested she could make me tired if I wanted.
I did but I was too wired to do anything but unwind with a cold beer and my feet up in my favorite recliner. She sat by my side and had me tell her everything about the trip. I felt like a King who had come home from battle to his Queen. She called and ordered dinner delivered and we sat in front of the fire and ate a light meal, perfect as I tried to overcome the jet lag. She sat with me as I fell asleep in the chair, and she was still there when I awoke hours later. She helped me to bed, where I collapsed and slept for the next 12 hours.
Since I had finished the job in Singapore, I decided to refuse any new work for a while and take some time off. When I woke up, I decided to tell Pat that we should make some plans to go someplace and enjoy some time together. I knew she loved to do that and I thought that would make her happy. I went looking for her and found her sitting in the den, watching the fish in the large aquarium I kept there. She seemed lost in thought and I had to call her name to get her attention.
"Hey there. Where are you right now?" I didn't want to startle her so I kept my voice soft.
She looked up at me and I could see the tears in her eyes. She looked as though she had been crying for some time. I was suddenly worried. Did the doctor give her some bad news that she hadn't told me? I asked her what was wrong. I was afraid of her answer, but it was worse than I had expected.
"I have something I need to tell you. I have been sitting here trying to find the words. I just don't know how to tell you this but I have to. I am afraid of what you will do when I tell you so you have to promise me that you will let me say what I need to say before you get mad." She had such a pathetic look on her face that I moved toward her to hold her and comfort her, but she held out her hand to stop me.
"Please, set there across the room from me. I don't want you close to me right now. I don't think I could say what I have to say with you near me."
"Pat, please don't say things like that. I love you and I need you to trust me enough to tell me what it is you have to." I was still afraid that something bad was wrong with her.



"Remington, I went to the party with Maryanne and Jennifer last Friday night. Do you remember I told you about it?" She waited for me to respond.
"Of course. I was glad you could go out and have some fun since I was gone. You had just spent three days in bed and I knew you needed time for yourself. I don't particularly like your choice of friends but I know you care for them."
"My friends weren't the problem. I danced with Greg Packard all evening and we were drinking wine and I got pretty tipsy. Maryanne and Jennifer had already left with some guys and I was ready to come home so I asked Greg to take me." She paused to see how I was taking it so far. I was not worried yet and I encouraged her to continue.
"Greg took me home, but it was to his home and not here. He made some coffee and I had some, thinking it would sober me up so that I could call Jimmy to come get me. Unfortunately, I didn't realize it at the time but Greg had spiked the coffee with something and I had two cups. By then I was completely out of it." Again she paused to see if I had begun to understand where this was going. I had but I remained calm and told her to continue.
"Greg took me in to lie down since I complained of being dizzy and he removed my shoes. My feet hurt from all the dancing so I didn't really mind that. The next thing I knew, he had my dress off and he put his mouth on me and was fingering me. I responded and he made me cum. As I was trying to recover, he moved up on top of me and he fucked me. I was still drunk enough that I didn't resist and I came again." She now saw the look on my face and stopped talking. She stood up from her chair and backed away from me as far as she could.
"Please Rem, you have to listen to me. It wasn't my fault. He took advantage of me and he put something in the coffee. You have to believe me." She was hunched in a corner, her hands out in front of her, pleading with me.
"I can't hear any more of this. Just stop talking right now. I don't want to see you or talk to you now. Please go away. I don't care where you go, just go away."
I couldn't have her near me. If she was near me I would do something stupid to her and I didn't want to do that. I just wanted her to go away.
I turned to look back at her as I started out the door. "No, wait, you can stay here tonight. I'll go to the club and stay there tonight. I'll make arrangements to have an apartment made ready for you tomorrow and you can move in there immediately. Good night!"
I left the room and stumbled to the foyer to get my coat. I called Jimmy to come get me and take me to the club. That's all he needed to know to take care of things. Jimmy was smarter than he looked in matters like this. Practical, that's what he was.
As I waited by the door for Jimmy's call, Patricia came out of the den crying and saw me standing there. She started toward me, calling my name but I held out my hand in entreaty to stop her. I was afraid for her: afraid of my anger and my temper. She had to stay away. Just then, Jimmy rang and I stumbled into the elevator, jamming my finger on the door-close button. That was the last time I saw or spoke to Patricia. That brings us to now, this night, two months later.
Honey came out of the dressing room dressed to kill in a short, tight black dress with a low front that displayed her prominent breasts and her magnificent cleavage. She always dressed this way for me when we went out. It was to make every other guy jealous of me. She twirled around, showing me her dress.
She looked at me with a disgusted face and said, "You were thinking of her again, weren't you?" Honey always knew what I was thinking, sometimes even before I did.
"I don't know why you don't call her and talk to her. This is killing you."
She moved to the hall and took her wrap from the rack there. It was a fur that I had bought her some time ago and she always wore it with me.
"If you aren't going to call, come take me to dinner."
She picked up the phone and called Jimmy. Jimmy would do almost anything for Honey and she knew it. She treated him like a brother and he loved it and her: almost as much as he loved Patricia.
We left for dinner and I took her to a private club that I belonged to where I could show her off. She loved being the center of attention and I always humored her. She talked with several of the gentlemen there and she was happy being who she was. I was content just watching her.
When she came back to the table, I had already ordered for us. We shared a bottle of wine and she settled back with one foot rubbing my leg under the table.
"You have to call her, you know. What she did is not the problem: you are. You know that, so what's your problem?"
"She cheated on me. Did you forget that? Is that not a problem?"
"What are you doing right this minute? Aren't you cheating on her? What we did this afternoon, that's not cheating? Who are you kidding?"
"This is different. She is the one that cheated on me while I was away and not here to stop her. That's what she did."
"That's crap. The way I heard it from you, Greg almost raped her and he did it intentionally. He planned it and he did it. She was too far gone to stop him and he knew it. That's rape in my book. What you and I are doing is called an affair: planned all the way. If he did to me what he did to her, I would have him castrated. You know that's true."
"I don't see it that way. I'm still angry and I can't get it out of my mind."
"What you can't get out of your mind is Greg Packard, that rich, smarmy son of a bitch!"
I looked at her like she had lost her mind. "Smarmy? What the hell kind of word is that?" She had me laughing as usual. She was good for me.
"Never mind. You just need to deal with Greg and then get on with your life."
"I don't know. Maybe." I knew she was right but I wasn't ready to give in just yet.
"You do know. I can't figure out why you have been letting him get away with it. You know in your heart that she wasn't all to blame. She was guilty of stupidity, but that's all. That's why you haven't proceeded with the divorce, isn't it?"
Just then the food came and we had a pleasant dinner of roast pheasant with wild rice and broccoli florets in cheese sauce. It was delicious as usual and I watched Honey put away a huge amount that always amazed me. She never gained weight and always looked great.
I thought about what she said and I admit, it made me do some serious reflection. As we were finishing with coffee and desert, Maryanne walked in with a man I had seen in the club before. She saw me, unfortunately and walked over.
"Well, hello there. I see you're enjoying your freedom while Pat sits at home wondering when you're going to cut her loose." She looked over at Honey and smiled.
Honey returned the smile and said, "Hello, Maryanne, how have you been? I see you are moving down in the world with Arlo as your date." Honey obviously knew Maryanne.
"Moving up or down, I see you are familiar with both my ex husband and my current date. You do get around don't you?"
"I know many men, as do you. They just seem to prefer me. I just think you could do much better than Arlo Pennington." Honey gave her a sweet smile and looked away, dismissing her.
Maryanne turned back to me. "Well Remmy, I think I'll talk to Pat when I get back and let her know what the rules of this separation are. I don't think she will have to pay for an escort, which apparently you do. That's too bad. I know several men who would give their fortunes for a chance to date Pat and when I tell her it's OK, I'll be more than glad to help her." She smiled at me and moved away to her date and her table.
As she left, I thought of what she had said. She was right. I knew several of my friends that would ask Patricia out in a minute if they thought that she was available. She was beautiful, sweet, well educated and well respected by all of my friends and those who knew her. That was why I had married her, all of those qualities wrapped up in one perfect person.
I also knew that Honey was correct. I was furious at Greg Packard, that son of a bitch. He had the reputation of a home wrecker and he went after married women exclusively. I knew that he had seduced Patricia just as surely as I knew that she was heartbroken over it. I knew all of that and yet, here I sat with Honey.
Honey was just watching me as this went through my mind. She knew what I was thinking and she waited patiently for me to come to my senses.
"Well? Has the light dawned yet? Do we understand what we are going to do?" She watched me with a slight curve of her lips.
"Yes, I do. You always knew that I would reach this point eventually, didn't you? And by the way, how do you know Maryanne?"
"Of course. We have known each other for over 3 years. We have been together God knows how many times and I consider you more of a pleasure than a client, although my price is still the same. I normally wouldn't have come to you this time since I knew you were so happily married but the fact that you called told me that you were in real trouble. So I came and I think I made you feel better so that you could get to this point. At least that's what I tell myself. I do like being with you though."
She looked at me fondly before she said, "Oh, and yes. I knew Maryanne's husband, and she had him followed. End of unpleasant story."
I thought again about what Maryanne had said about telling Pat that it was OK for her to find someone else since I had done just that. The thought of her with another man was more than I was willing to accept. I knew from Jimmy and the apartment manager that Pat had not been going out and had no visitors other than the two girls. I was pleased with that but not enough to call her and talk to her. That might have to change immediately if I didn't want to lose her.
I also had to decide what to do about Packard. That SOB was going to pay and pay big. I needed to talk to Jimmy to make some plans. Jimmy knew people who knew people and so on.
"Honey, are you ready to call it a night? I'll take you back to the Penthouse and you can get your things. Jimmy will take you where you want to go. You can consider the evening off as a bonus."
"I'll be fine Remmy, don't you worry about me. I can use the night off anyway. A girl's got to get her beauty sleep you know. Is there anything I can do to help you?" Honey was a pro!
"No thanks. You have already helped me more than you know. I sort of wish that I hadn't called you though. I feel bad now about what we did this afternoon, but I was hurting and I thought I was just getting even."
"You could have called me as a friend and I would have come without charge. You and I have history and you can always call me. I told you I liked being with you and I consider you pleasure, not business, but I have obligations and your money is a big help so I charge, knowing you can afford it."
She was something else. I called Jimmy and we left the club. As I walked past Maryanne's table, I leaned over and whispered in her ear. "I heard what you said and if you try to get Pat to cheat on me again, I'll ruin you. You got it?"
Damn that woman. She smiled sweetly up at me and said. "You do your worst, but you had better call her before I do." She patted my arm and turned back to her date.
I walked out of the club with Honey and got into the car. I told Jimmy to take us home and to wait for Honey while she got her things. Jimmy smiled and nodded. We went back to the Penthouse and I saw Honey out the door. I was alone with some decisions to make.
That night I tossed and turned in bed thinking about what I was going to do. I knew that I was still in love with Pat and I knew that I didn't want a divorce. She hadn't been totally to blame for what happened: stupid and naïve, yes. Greg Packard, however, was another story. He took advantage of another man's wife knowingly and intentionally. He was going to pay and pay big. Until that happened, I wasn't going to be able to go forward.
I did worry about what Maryanne had said. If she told Pat about Honey, Pat would believe that she was free to do the same thing and she would have no trouble getting some guy to take her out. If she thought our marriage was over, she was likely to do something to make herself feel better and to feel sexy again. I remembered our love life and how she would take charge. She was hot, actually hotter than Honey who was a pro and when we made love, she was relentless. I finally dozed and dreamed:
We were in bed together and Pat had on that silk nightie that I bought her on our last trip to Paris. She had nothing on under it and as she rolled on top of me, I slipped my hands under the bottom and gripped her sweet ass. She straddled me and sat up, pulling the nightie over her head and flinging it aside. She put her hands on her breasts and massaged the nipples until they were hard little buttons, sticking straight out, beckoning me. She moved her hands down her wonderful body, over her magnificent hips and down her thighs, directly onto my cock. She took it in both hands and stroked me up and down until I was as hard as a steel rod, watching me with sultry eyes. She then rose up and directed me into the entrance of her cunt, wet and dripping. She lowered herself down, taking my length in one stroke. Her eyes closed and her hands returned to her tits, massaging them as she fucked me.
She was controlling the action and I watched her face as she let the sensation build. I remained still, allowing her to pace herself, knowing that this was the way she brought us to a simultaneous climax. She continued stroking up and down and I finally saw the slight squeezing of her eyes that I recognized and put my hands on her hips. She smiled and began to move faster, breathing hard and groaning softly.
I was now helping her move up and down and she leaned over to allow my mouth access to her nipples. I took one in my mouth and bit down on the nipple, being rewarded with a louder groan as she moved closer and closer to her climax. She was now stroking hard and fast and I helped her by stroking up as she withdrew. She shuddered, put her hands on my shoulders and stopped her motion as she came down, me buried to the full length inside her as she climaxed. I felt her vaginal muscles squeeze me and I came hard with three quick spurts up into her.
Her face was a mixture of bliss and concentration. She finally collapsed onto me, my arms around her and my knees raised to fully enclose her. She loved this position and she loved the aftermath when she felt warm and safe in my embrace.
I awoke, realizing that I had fallen asleep dreaming of Patricia. It was light and I felt better than I had for some time. I knew then what I had to do. I rose, dressed and called Jimmy. He surprised me by sounding rather surly, unlike his normal cheerful self. I asked him to come up to the Penthouse. I needed to talk to him. He said he was on the way. While I waited, I made some plans.
When Jimmy walked in, he looked rather like he sounded: surly and angry at something. I wasn't in the mood so I just told him to sit and listen. I told him that I wanted to get even with Greg Packard. I told him that I wanted to just beat the shit out of him, but because he would have my ass hauled into jail, I didn't want to do that, so I laid out my plan for getting even with Packard. I wanted some of Jimmy's pals to plant some drug evidence on Mr. Packard and to play snitch to the cops to get him arrested and in the papers. While the cops hauled his ass into jail, I was going to break into his apartment and plant some incriminating evidence to make sure when the cops searched, they would find enough that Packard would spend the next ten years in jail. I was sure that Jimmy's contacts could get me the stuff I needed to plant in his apartment, but I didn't want Jimmy involved directly in anything. While I still wanted to beat Packard's brains out, this was more my style and would put him away for a good long time.
Jimmy seemed to be less than enthusiastic about my idea. He just grunted when I asked him if his contacts could get me the stuff I needed and if they could plant enough to get him landed in jail, giving me the time I needed to plant more evidence. He watched me with a hooded look and just listened until I told him that I was done. I reminded him that I didn't want him involved in anything illegal and I told him to let me know when he had the stuff. He left without another word.
I sat there in the apartment and stewed as to what my next move should be. I wondered if I should call Patricia. Should I let her know that we should get together and talk? What would I say to her? Should I take Maryanne seriously and ask Pat not to listen to her? What would I do if she did go out with someone else? I wasn't sure about anything at this point. I finally decided to wait until I had taken care of Mr. Packard. I would know if she went anywhere since Jimmy kept tabs on her.
Jimmy called about 4:00 that afternoon to tell me that he thought he could have everything ready by the next day or the day after at the latest. I mumbled about that, wanting to get things moving right away but remembered what I was requesting. I guess it would take some time to get what I wanted. I told Jimmy that would be OK and asked him if Pat had been going out or anything. He said he would have told me if she did and hung up sounding pissed.
I went to bed that night alone and confused. I dreamed again of Pat and also of Honey and woke the next morning feeling exhausted. This was getting to be a habit and I wanted to do something to end it soon. I hoped Jimmy would call this morning.
It was about 10:30 when Jimmy called. He wanted to come up and talk to me. I agreed and he came up almost immediately. He started right in without giving me a chance to say anything.
"Boss, I've got something to tell you. I waited all this time for you to do something about what happened to Miss Patricia boss, but you never did. You just got mad and took it out on Miss Patricia and she wouldn't talk back to you because she thought it was all her fault. Well, it wasn't and even I knew that. She was tricked by that piece of shit and you just let him go on about his life while you punished Miss Patricia."
"I just watched both of you be miserable and then I watched as you brought Miss Honey back into the Penthouse. I was against that and I told her so but she was concerned about you and how you were doing. I argued with her but I couldn't stop her. She didn't tell you because you wouldn't have liked that from me."
"Well, after all this time, you finally asked me to help you get even with Mr. Shithead. Well, I was finally happy that I could do something about it without you getting mad at me for butting in where I didn't belong. So I did. I didn't do what you asked but I finished something that I started some time ago."
"Mr. Shithead is currently in the hospital. It seems he was beaten bad by some very mad drug dealers, and a few bones got broke. It seems Mr. Shithead ripped them off. Of course, Mr. Shithead didn't know nothing about it but the drug dealers didn't believe him so they let him know that he wasn't welcome in this town anymore. When he gets out of the hospital, in about 3 weeks or so, some interested parties have promised to help him out of town."
"By the way. He was also fired from his job for embezzlement of funds. I know this for a fact from one of his coworkers who found the shortage in his accounts and felt it was his duty to report it to management. It was over $250,000 from what I heard and the company is going to file grand larceny charges on him tomorrow.
Seems Mr. Shithead doesn't know nothing about that either, but my friend had the proof, so Mr. Shithead will go to prison for 5-10 if he doesn't get whacked by someone first. Should be interesting to see who wins. By the way, the 250 grand is missing and nobody knows where it is. Too bad, huh?" Jimmy sat there with a huge grin on his face and watched me struggle with it all.



I sat there and just stared at him. I knew my mouth was hanging open but I didn't know what the hell to say. Jimmy had obviously had this in place for some time and I had given him the excuse he needed to act on it. God, this guy was something else. His loyalty to me and to Pat was something I had never questioned but the depth of his loyalty was something else. I just sat there trying hard not to choke up.
"Well, I guess that is the end of Mr. Shithead as you called him. I'm glad you had nothing to do with any of this so we have nothing to worry about. Right?"
"Right, boss. You just have to do what's right by Miss Patricia now. Otherwise this whole thing was for nothing." With that last comment, Jimmy turned and walked out of the Penthouse. He didn't look back or ask me anything else. He just assumed I would do the right thing. Whatever that was.
I sat there for about an hour just debating with myself before I finally reached for the phone. I called Patricia's apartment using the number I had obtained the day she got it. It rang four times and I was about to hang up when she answered.
"Hello?" I couldn't say anything when I heard her voice after all this time. I felt a lump in my throat and tried to get my breath.
"This is Patricia speaking. Is anyone there? Jimmy, is that you?" She sounded relaxed and just a little miffed by the silence on the other end.
"Hello Pat." That was all I could get out for the moment.
There was a long pause before she said, "Hello Remington. It's been a long time. Over two months I think?" Her voice was as I remembered it: soft and sexy. It always caused me to shiver when she talked to me on the phone. She had that kind of voice.
"Yes, it has and I apologize for that. I shouldn't have kept you waiting for so long without some explanation. I'm very sorry." I paused for a minute but she didn't say anything so I had to continue.
"I would like to come down to see you and maybe we could talk a little about our future together. Would that be OK with you?"
"Well, we can certainly talk, but I doubt that we have much of a future together. You made it quite clear that we were no longer a couple and that our marriage was over." Now the voice she used was not the soft, sexy voice that I was accustomed to hear from her. There was barely controlled anger in this voice and I knew I had to say something quick to stop a disaster.
"I believe I was just angry and wasn't thinking and that what I said was not what I meant to say. I think I have to start by apologizing and we can go from there. But I would rather do it in person if that's OK with you." I held my breath.
"Well, I guess we can talk, but I understand from Maryanne that you have begun to move on and I hope we can set things to rest so that I can too." So, Maryanne did it! Damn her!
"No, that's not true and that's why we need to talk. Honey is an old friend and she was there to help me through a hard time. I know you can understand that, can't you?" God, what could I say to make it better? Not a damn thing!
"No, I can't understand that since I expected to go through everything alone until we were legally separated. Isn't that what you expected from me? I certainly expected it from you after you made it clear that cheating on the marriage under any circumstance was wrong!" She was right! That's what I expected from her all along. But somehow it was OK for me to do it?
She wasn't the mild little love of my life now. I had really hurt her and I was going to pay the price.
"I guess you think that it's OK for you since I was the one that cheated? I guess that you think you have a free pass to do whatever you want? Well, fine! I want to move on too so let's talk!"
"Pat, please let me come down and talk to you face to face. I can't do this on the phone when I can't see your face and your eyes. I need to see you and talk to you and try to make everything right again. I have been going through hell these last two months."
As I said that, I knew I was it was a mistake. God, open mouth and insert foot. Would I never learn?
"Was Honey part of your hell?" A simple question.
"Honey was a mistake, one that I made that finally helped me to see that what you did was not your fault and that things can happen without our control."
"Maybe, but I don't think I can quite believe you were suffering much. Maryanne described her to me: the way she looked at you and how you looked at her and what she does for a living. Sounds more like Honey was a pleasant diversion that you may have enjoyed even when we were married."
"No! That's not true. I can have Honey talk to you if you don't believe me. She will tell you. I have known her for longer than I have known you, and she and I were a thing before we were married, but not after. That's the God's truth."
It was funny that I was the one pleading for her understanding now when she was the one that had cheated on our marriage. But she was more a victim of a slimeball that took advantage of a trusting woman where I paid for the company of a call girl just to have sex. No contest.
"I have one question before I agree to see you. Will you answer a question?"
"Of course. What is the question?" I waited, hoping I could answer.
"Do you love me enough to get through this?"
"Yes, I do." I knew it was true now.
"Then I'll come up to you. I want to come home."
"I want you home. Hurry."
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Prolog
I sat on the lanai of my villa in the Colony Cove Resorts on the island of St. Croix and watched Bitsy say goodbye to her husband. She waved as he walked to the waiting golf cart sitting on the path, and with his three golf partners, drove off. He would be gone for the rest of the day and part of the evening as well. I hoped that today might be the day Bitsy and I shared more than each other's company. Bitsy was about 40 or so and was probably a trophy wife. She was a beautiful, petite blonde with 36 DD breasts probably bought by her husband, and lips so full you had erotic daydreams just thinking about what they could do. Phil was older than me and was fat and out of shape. It had to be his money that kept Bitsy happy.
I had been here at the Colony for just over a week. I rented this villa when I arrived in Christiansted and Bitsy and her husband Phillip had moved into the one next to me three days later. We met and shared the obligatory information and then Phil asked me if I would like to join him in a round of golf. I declined since I had never played the game. That was fortunate since I got to know his wife Bitsy.
He left her alone every day to play golf and often spent the rest of the evenings on the 19th hole. She and I had hit it off and spent some of our days together shopping and touring the French perfume shops and the batik clothing boutiques in Christiansted where she spent a great deal of old Phil's money. She had accompanied me yesterday in my rented Jag as we drove down to a port about 15 miles away where we rented a boat and spent the day scuba diving off Buck Island. She wore a very tiny bikini and I had trouble watching anything else as I kept glancing at her wonderful legs and tits. Once when I was helping her into the scuba tanks, she had asked about my wedding ring, which I still wore. I promised her the story later.
We spent a wonderful day together, diving and exploring and sharing some incredible experiences. It was a great day and we were both happily exhausted when we returned to the villas. We shared a bottle of wine when we returned and I told her my story. She was very sympathetic and made little comment until I was finished.
To better understand why I was here and why I was alone, this is my story as I told it to Bitsy.
My Story
My name is John Parsons and I am 52 years of age. My wife's name is Serena who is 47 but looks much younger. She's a beautiful woman, tall at 5'7" to go with my 6' 2" frame. She has long black hair, pale skin and a great body. She maintains her looks by working out and eating well. We've been married 24 years with our 25th anniversary coming up in a month. We have two boys, Michael and Ben, both married and just starting families of their own. Both have remained geographically close to us and we see them often.
I work for a drug manufacturer in New Jersey that produces some ethical drugs, but we also make generics and we are one of the largest manufacturers on the east coast. The FDA closely monitored us and it was critical that all drugs were accounted for at all times.
Recently, our FDA inspector found some discrepancies in our paperwork and our audits were more frequent now and would continue that way until he decided we had our house in order. Because of my position as VP of Compliance, I'd been working very long hours and traveling twice a month for the past 8 months to our warehouse 110 miles away to show a presence when he inspected our drug inventory. It was difficult work but I was training three additional compliance techs to take over the load. It was starting to cause problems in my personal life but we were very close to recertification and I had started to back down on my workload. I had decided that I was going to retire just as soon as I had the new techs up and running and our recertification was either complete or in the works. I wanted to do that by our anniversary. I hadn't told Serena, as I wanted it to be a surprise.
I was able to find some time at work for myself one day, so I was downtown trying to find a jeweler to do a special job for me. It was for our silver anniversary and I was going to do something special for Serena.
I found the little jewelry shop I was looking for across from the downtown Hilton, down an alley, off to the side. A friend that used them for a special locket he had made for his wife recommended them to me. I had something similar in mind for Serena as my anniversary present to her.
I talked with the owner, a Pakistani who had immigrated to this country over 15 years ago. His English was perfect and I told him what I wanted. I had a 1.15 caret diamond ring that I no longer wore and the stone was a perfect clear white. I wanted to have it reset into a necklace for Serena because she had always loved the diamond. He looked at the stone, made appreciative noises and pulled out some white gold and sterling silver settings for my choice. I picked one that had three small diamonds surrounding the large stone that would go in the center. It was magnificent. We agreed on a price and I gave him the ring. He took a picture of it on his scope and made a copy for me for security. It would be ready in about two weeks. Perfect.
As I walked back out to the main street, I glanced over to my right and saw Serena coming out of the hotel lobby. Afraid that if she saw me she would ask what I was doing, I ducked back into the alley and watched as she hailed a cab. I was surprised since I knew of no plans on her part to come down town and certainly no plans that involved the hotel. As I watched, I saw Bill Collins exit the hotel and come up to her side. He said something to her and she laughed. She got into the cab and left as Bill walked away.
Bill Collins was my best friend. He and I had met when I first joined the company and he was our realtor. We became friends and he and his wife Sally were frequent visitors to our home. We had known them for just over 10 years and we'd taken a few trips with them before things got a little hectic with my job.
As the cab pulled away, I wondered about what I'd just seen but decided that maybe she was planning something for me on our anniversary and Bill was helping her. While I had no idea of what they could be doing at the hotel, I decided to wait and see how it played out. I would raise some questions at home tonight and see what she said.
Serena and I lived in a large two-story colonial in a very nice part of town. I had done quite well in my job and had a comfortable salary. I had also inherited almost three million dollars from my parents who had both died in a car accident 12 years ago. With good advice from my investment counselor, it had grown to almost twice that amount. Serena and I had decided that we would not touch it until I decided to retire. I wanted to do that now and the time looked right. Since our two children had graduated from college and moved on to their own lives, the house was way too big for us but we loved it and continued to live there. I loved coming home to it and to Serena. She always had a drink ready and waiting and we had a routine that included just talking about our day. I thought tonight might be very interesting.
I walked into the kitchen from the garage and put down my briefcase. I shed my jacket and tie and put them on the hanger in the hall as I made my way into the room we called the library even though it had few books. It was dark, paneled and comfortably small. I found Serena waiting as usual.
"Hi, darling. How was your day?" Serena's typical opening.
"My day was very productive. I was able to take care of some things I wanted to get done. I finished all of my work for the trip to Johnsonville next week." Johnsonville was where the warehouse was located.
"That's great honey. I was here at home all day and just did some cleaning and straightening up. I need to run some errands but I guess I'll have to do it tomorrow or Friday." She leaned over to pour a martini for me and refill hers.
I was immediately alerted to her comment about staying home all day. Why would she say that when she was downtown just about lunchtime? I hadn't called her today but she didn't know that so it gave me an idea.
"I called here at home just about noon and there was no answer. I thought you were here."
She started a little but then said, "I was here but I didn't hear the phone. Did you leave a message?"
"No. I just let it go and decided to wait till I got home. I forget what it was about now. It must not have been important."
Serena was not very good about lying so I decided to push it and see her reaction.
"Have you seen Bill lately? I need to tell him something about a question he asked me on some drugs. I thought he was coming by. Have you seen him today?"
I watched her face as I said that. I saw the sudden flush on her face and the grimace she made as I mentioned Bill's name. Her reaction was a guilty one, not innocent planning for an anniversary gift. I wondered what was going on.
"I haven't seen Bill since we went to their place. I guess it was about a week ago? I don't think he has called either. Why don't you call him tonight?"
Now the lies were beginning to compound. At this rate, she was going to make a mistake if I pushed it. I decided not to. I was far too concerned at what I began to suspect was happening.
Serena and I had not made love for over six months. I tried to initiate it several times lately and each time she had quietly turned me down with some excuse that meant she didn't want to have sex. The last time was Sunday evening and she pleaded a headache that came up suddenly at bedtime. I hadn't discussed it with her for fear of making her angry. Now, I thought maybe there was another reason.
"Maybe I will. I think we should have them over for dinner this week. Maybe Friday night would be good. Can you have something for a dinner by then?"
"I don't think I want to have a dinner party this week. Maybe we can plan it for next week?" She knew I had to go to Johnsonville and I hated to plan anything for one of those weeks.
"I have to travel next week so I would rather do it this week. Why, is that a problem? Don't you want to see Bill, and Sally of course? I thought you liked Bill?"
Again she flushed. There was something going on between her and Bill and I thought I knew what it was. One more question.
"Have you had a disagreement with Bill over something that I don't know about? You seem to be uneasy when I mention his name."
Now she was really uncomfortable. Her face was red and her breathing was becoming ragged. She stood up and left the room, saying something about the bathroom. I considered her reactions and answers to my questions and I knew without a doubt that she was guilty and that Bill was involved. I decided not to push her again when she came back into the room.
As she sat back down, looking a little more under control, I asked,
"Have you thought about what you want to do on our anniversary next month? I thought a party here at the house with our friends: Bill and Sally, Justin and Phyllis and maybe the kids and their wives. What do you think? We could have it catered so it would be no strain on us."
"I haven't even thought of it yet so I don't know. Is that what you want to do?" She seemed preoccupied and wouldn't meet my eyes.
"I think that might be a good idea and it might be fun. You and I haven't been having much fun lately. I don't know why, do you?" I wasn't planning on this but what the hell. I was becoming angry and I wanted to jab her to see her flinch.
"What does that mean? What kind of fun? You've been working so hard and we don't have a lot of time to do much what with your trips every other week or so." Her response was too quick and too heated: guilt again.
"How does that affect our love life, or what used to be our love life? I haven't been too tired for that but you've not been 'in the mood' for the last six months. I don't know what's going on but you seem to have no interest in me anymore."
"How dare you! I have not been feeling well and you know that. I have not been 'in the mood' as you say because of that and you shouldn't treat me that way. Anyway, it was you that wasn't 'in the mood' not too long ago."
She was angry and not because of my attack. She was angry because I was right and she wasn't going to tell me why. I now almost knew for sure.
"I'm sorry and I'll back off. I guess you have your reasons, even though I don't know what they are. I'll make all of the plans for the dinner next month and you can just relax and let me do the worrying. I'm sorry about the crack about our sex life. I'll just wait till you tell me you're feeling better."
With that, I got up and left the room. I went into my study and turned on the TV. There was nothing on I wanted to watch but I needed the time to decide what to do. I decided that my trip next week was the key. She and Bill would be too cautious to do anything while I was home since Serena was now alert to my awakened suspicions. She certainly didn't think I knew anything but she couldn't be 100% sure. They would be careful.
The next day was Thursday and I went in to work to make a phone call to a friend of mine in the electronics industry. He and I had worked together on some projects and I knew him well enough to confide in him. I told him what I needed and he told me what to buy. I called a supply store he recommended and gave them the order. It was delivered to my office that afternoon. It helps to have friends in the right places.
My plan was simple. I had ten voice activated bugs, all small and innocent looking and easy to plant. I also had two receivers, one single channel, battery operated that had a range of up to a mile and one with a range of just fewer than 300 feet. The short range one would go into the house to monitor all of the bugs but one, one in each room. The other bug would go into her purse and the receiver would be in her car. That way, if she went anywhere in her car, the bug would pick up her conversations in the car and anywhere she carried her purse, and the receiver in the trunk would record up to 5 hours at up to a mile away.
I placed all of the bugs that evening while she went to the drugstore and set the recorder up in the workshop in the basement. I turned on the radio in the spare bedroom and went down to the shop to listen. Perfect! I thought that I would have to wait until she went to bed to plant the one in her car and her purse. Fortunately, she fell asleep early on the couch in the living room so I glued the bug in her purse right then and there and took the recorder to her car. I set it up in the trunk and again did a test. All worked perfectly. Now I was ready.
Friday went by at a snail's pace. I wanted so desperately to listen to what was happening in the house but knew I would have to wait until after dinner to check. I was divided about what I expected to hear. On one hand, I wanted nothing to be on the tape. I wanted my world to remain just as it was: dull, boring, but safe and with a wife who was still true to me and our marriage. On the other hand, I expected to find that was not the case and that she was cheating on me.
That got me to thinking. Why would she cheat? Why had she suddenly stopped our love life? What was the problem and why wouldn't she come to me to see if we could solve our problems? We had been married 25 years and as far as I knew, the first 24 had been wonderful years for both of us. We were very much in love and we had a great life. What had changed? Maybe nothing had changed and I had simply been unaware of her actions? I thought about it all afternoon but found no answers.
That night, our dinner conversation was non-existent and we missed our 'how was your day' conversation earlier. Serena was very moody and seemed to be in another world. I was keyed up and nervous about what I was going to find later. We passed the evening without any more than the mandatory exchanges.
Serena finally said she was going to bed early and went up the stairs to our bedroom. I waited for about an hour and walked up the stairs to look in on her. Her breathing indicated sleep and I went downstairs to the shop. I looked at the recorder and noted it had recorded something. I rewound it with a touch and pushed play.
At first, I heard the sounds of the phone ringing. It was very clear and I knew the recorder was working perfectly. I heard Serena answer. From then on, I only had her side of the conversation but I could read between the lines.
"Hello? This is Serena."
"Why are you calling me now Bill? What do you want?"
"No! You know I won't meet you today or tomorrow. Yesterday was a mistake and I won't do it again. I won't do anything now until he goes out of town next week. He leaves on Wednesday, as always."
"Yes, I want to be with you too, but not till then."
"No, we haven't made love for the last six months. You know that; I told you. I can't make love to him while I am cheating on him with you. No, I will not do that to him! I love him and I always will love him. You're just a distraction now and I think we need to end it soon. I think he's beginning to suspect something."
"It was you who badgered me into this suggesting that he was ignoring me too much."
"I'm not going to compare you with him. I have never wanted anyone else but him until you seduced me."
"I know I went along with it. I have enjoyed it but I think it's time to end it."
"Yes, I'll meet you one more time next week, same time and place. No, I won't give you a blowjob then."
"Yes, you do know."
"Goodbye."
After that there was nothing else except a call from one of our kids that she took later that morning. There were no further calls that afternoon and she didn't leave the house so I didn't need to check the car recorder. I didn't need to check anything else period.
Serena
For her part, Serena was confused. John was acting very strange tonight and he had mentioned Bill several times. Since she had been with Bill that very afternoon, she was immediately on the defensive and she wasn't sure how to relax and not appear guilty. She finally got up and went to the bathroom to give herself time to calm down and convince herself that John knew nothing. How could he?
Why had she agreed to meet Bill today of all days. They had been very careful, meeting only when John had to go to Johnsonville, but today Bill had been very persuasive. They had met for lunch and he had already booked a room in the hotel and he convinced her that a quickie would be OK. She went but hated herself afterwards. She knew that what she was doing was now just a cheap affair. It was never supposed to be like this.
It had all started out about 4 months ago, innocently enough, as lunch with a friend. Bill had discovered that she went to a health club downtown twice a week and that John scheduled his trips to Johnsonville on one of those days. He began to show up every Wednesday at about the time she and some of her friends went to lunch and she soon found herself waiting for him so they could lunch together. Bill was very handsome and he was very appreciative of how she looked just after her exercise program. He made her feel attractive and sexy.
They had been meeting for lunch once a week for a couple of months and for some reason she had never mentioned it to John. Bill had not told his wife either. There was nothing to it at that time and they just enjoyed each other's company. Truth was that Serena enjoyed it much more than she should since she and John had not been together for some time. He was always tired and he ignored her appearance and her needs. She suggested on several occasions that they needed time together without work interfering but he was not receptive to either that or her complaints about ignoring her. He just kept saying that things would get better. They weren't! She didn't know why she had just let it drop. She should have confronted him and made him listen.



She could remember having made love only once in the past six months. She had tried on two occasions to interest him but he only shrugged and rolled over. She was devastated and instead of confronting him, she turned outward into her exercise and her friends.
It was after one of their Wednesday lunches that it happened. Bill and she were just finishing lunch when he casually mentioned that today was the day John was traveling. When she said yes, Bill made the first tentative move.
"Serena, I have a room here in the hotel. I would love it if you would spend the afternoon with me and let me make love to you. I have thought of nothing else for the past month and you are so beautiful that it makes me crazy." Bill reached over and took her hand in his and held it to his lips.
Serena sat there in shock. How was this happening? She was a married woman and Bill was her husband's best friend! This was insane, but more importantly, she was flattered and was actually considering it.
She just looked at Bill, her mind spinning, and finally said, "Yes, Bill. I'll spend the afternoon with you."
The look on his face was not what she expected. For a brief second, she saw lust and satisfaction and maybe a little smirk just before he smiled and said, "That's wonderful Serena. I know we can make each other happy and I'll do nothing that you don't want me to do. Let's go now. I can't wait to love you."
With that he got up and took her by the hand to lead her to the elevators. Once in the room, Bill quickly took her into his arms and kissed her with an urgency that took her breath away. He pulled her tightly to him and forced his tongue between her lips and entered her mouth. She felt his erection pressing against her stomach and the blood rose to her face. She felt on fire! She responded to his probing and they dueled with their tongues while he moved his hands under her blouse to cup her breasts. She moaned a little with the pleasure of it as he pushed her bra up over her tits to her chest, freeing them to his hands. He rolled her nipples between thumb and forefingers, causing them to harden and jut out. He reached behind her to free the bra and removed both her blouse and bra in one swift motion.
While she stood there, naked from the waist up, he removed his shirt and pants and let them fall to the floor. He stood back and looked at her.
"You are as beautiful as I thought you would be. You are incredible, Serena. I want to take you and make you mine."
With that he pulled her to him again and slid his hands under the waistband of her skirt and shoved it down with urgency. He now had her down to only her panties and he was completely naked. Somehow he had shed his boxers and his erection stood straight out in front of him. She looked down at it and took it in her hands as if she had never seen a cock before. She began to stroke its length while she continued to stare at it. It was only the second erect cock she had ever seen. She was a virgin when she married John.
Bill led her to the bed and had her sit down on the edge. He moved toward her with his cock at the level of her face. He stood there expectantly, wanting her to suck him off but she was not going to do that; certainly not yet. She looked up at him and just shook her head no. He tried to pull her face to his crotch but she resisted.
"I will make love with you but I won't do that to you; at least not now. If that isn't acceptable to you, we can just forget this ever happened."
She watched his face go through several different expressions including anger but finally settle into one of contrition.
"I'm sorry, Serena. Of course I won't ask you to do something you are not comfortable with. I promised and I meant it."
With that, he moved to sit beside her and again began to massage her tits and kiss her with that wonderful mouth of his. That she enjoyed and she let him move his hand down between her legs to her pussy. It was not yet wet and she would need some stimulation. He noticed this and began to rub her clit and run his finger between her swollen lips. As he continued this with the kisses, she began to become wetter.
Soon she was dripping and Bill determined that this was the time. He pushed her back to lie on the bed and moved between her spread legs. He took his cock in hand and moved it to her slit and pushed only the head in to allow her to feel the size and to wet his cock for lubrication. Since this was the first time for them, Bill tried to be careful and take it slow.
As he penetrated her, Serena tensed up. This was not right! This was wrong for her to cheat on John! What was she doing? As these thoughts swirled in her mind, she made an attempt to push him away but Bill finally pushed all the way in with one hard push. She exploded in pleasure as she felt him fill her as she hadn't been filled in some time. She forgot all except the feeling of him inside her. She raised her legs and wrapped them around his waist. She held him to her as he began to pump his cock in and out. She was now completely wet and the lubrication allowed her to enjoy him.
As Bill felt her relax, he increased his pace and was now fucking her hard and fast. He pushed himself up on his arms to look down at this gorgeous thing beneath him. He saw her face scrunched up with pleasure and her eyes closed in delight and he watched her through narrowed eyes as he fucked her.
It didn't last long enough as both of them felt the overwhelming pleasure rise to a crescendo. They exploded in climax together and the feeling was incredible. Bill continued to move in her and she pulled him to her body so tightly that he could hardly breathe. He emptied his sperm inside her and he thought he would never stop. She released him from her grip and he fell spent to lie on top of her. She made no complaint and he finally rose up to look at her beautiful face.
"That was incredible Serena. I have never cum like that before. I thought I had died and gone to heaven." He smiled down at her sweat covered face and dropped down to kiss her lips.
Serena was still lost in her feelings and she never even noticed Bill as he kissed her and began to stroke her breasts and thighs. She allowed him to take those liberties as she slowly awoke to the reality of what she had just done.
Serena opened her eyes to see Bill looking down at her. The only thing she could see at that point was his eyes, glinting with satisfaction. There was no love reflected there, as there was when the face looking down at her was her husband's face. She felt a sudden urge to throw up and she pushed against Bill's arms and chest to make him move off of her. He moved away and she ran to the bathroom and slammed and locked the door.
"Serena? Are you all right? Is something the matter? Talk to me Serena." Bill knocked on the door and jiggled the knob.
"Just leave me alone for a moment. I'll be fine. Please, just let me be." Serena's voice sounded as though she were crying.
Bill went to the bed and dressed. He knew what Serena was going through. It had been the same for him the first time he was unfaithful to Sally. But it passed. He knew that for a fact. She would be fine: he just had to be careful so that this could happen again.
Serena came out of the bathroom 10 minutes later, face washed and makeup gone. She looked terrible but still lovely. Bill waited to let her talk.
She finally looked at him and said, "I'm sorry. I don't know what happened. I guess it was the sudden realization that I just cheated on my husband of 25 years. I had no idea of the guilt and sadness I would feel. I'm not blaming you Bill; I just was unprepared for what I did. I never thought I was capable of this kind of betrayal."
"Don't think of it that way Serena. It was just two people enjoying each other. We're friends and we love each other as friends and we shared some pleasure. I don't want you to feel you're betraying John. I know you love him and not me. I love Sally but I can still feel love for you. Not the same love but different. We can continue to enjoy each other as long as we're careful not to let them know. They might be hurt and that's not necessary. We can keep this as our secret." Bill was very careful not to push her too far.
"I don't know how I feel right now. I just know I have to go home now. I want to be home by myself. I want my clothes now and I want to get dressed. Please leave now and I'll be fine." Serena looked at Bill finally and he could see the pain in her eyes. He thought it best if he did leave and let her work this out.
"I agree. I'll go and call you tomorrow. Just don't worry so much about something that was just an afternoon's pleasure. I would love to do this again when you are more comfortable with it. Goodbye Serena."
Bill left and Serena dressed. She put on some lipstick and tried to make herself presentable. She looked in the mirror but saw only guilt on her face. She knew everyone would see it and know what she had done. She decided to leave by the back stairs and not chance the elevator.
That afternoon at home she kept herself busy, knowing that she would have to face John when he came home later. She didn't know what she would do or say and she was certain that he would read the guilt on her face. By the time he arrived, she was a wreck. She tried to behave normally but was sure he saw something. Amazingly he was his usual self and asked her about her day. She mumbled something about typical and dull and that she thought she was coming down with something and turned it around to him as soon as she could.
Somehow she got through the evening and they finally went to bed. John was so tired that he just turned over and went to sleep. She said a prayer that she could live with herself and finally fell asleep. John was gone the next morning when she woke up and she was angry with herself for not making his breakfast as she did every other morning. He must have assumed that she still wasn't feeling well since he let her sleep. She cheated on him and he let her sleep thinking she was not feeling well.
The days went past and her guilt slowly disappeared. John suspected nothing and he continued in his way to ignore her and concentrate on his job and its pressing responsibilities. Friday of the following week, Bill called during the day and asked her if they could get together again the following Wednesday when John traveled. She initially said no, but he called several more times and she finally agreed just to get him to stop calling. She thought they could talk and she could break it off with Bill.
When she got to the room number that Bill had given her she stopped just outside the door. She hadn't decided what she was going to do but she knew she had to talk to Bill face to face. She knocked and he threw open the door. He smiled at her and pulled her into the room. She looked at his face and forgot all her planned words. She knew that she was going to do it again.
That time was similar to the first except that this time she enjoyed it more and stayed for an encore. Bill fucked her missionary style and then took her from behind. He had her lay down on her stomach and put a pillow under her hips. He then mounted her from behind and pushed into her. It felt wonderful and Bill maintained a good pace until she began to raise her ass up on each stroke. As she began to push back, he drove into her harder and harder. As he reached his climax, he was fucking her so hard she had to put out her hands to avoid having her head slam into the headboard. She loved it and came just as he stiffened inside her. When he was finished, he rolled over to her side, breathing so hard she was afraid he was going to have a heart attack but he just smiled. He again wanted her to give him a blowjob but she refused. He just looked disappointed but then he began to stroke his own cock as she rolled onto her side and watched. He finally told her to lie down on her back. As she settled back, thinking he would mount her again, he surprised her by straddling her at chest level and placing his erect cock between her tits.
He took her hands and put them on either side of her breasts and squeezed them over his cock. She immediately got the idea and let a man titty fuck her for the first time. She actually enjoyed it and watched Bill's face as he began to pick up the pace. She looked down at his cock sliding between her tits and wondered if she could put her mouth around the head as it moved up her chest. She raised her head and tried and was able to get her tongue on the head but that was all. It seemed to be enough for Bill as he groaned and shot a load of cum right at her face. She was caught by surprise and some got into her mouth. It was not very much and she swallowed by reflex, almost gagging. She had never swallowed John's cum and she had no intention of doing it for Bill. Bill hadn't noticed so she said nothing.
That night at home, she was able to act normally and she felt much better about what she had done. John still was paying no attention to her so she felt that she wasn't leaving him out. It was his choice, wasn't it? She still felt some guilt but she could live with it. John knew nothing and he would know nothing. She would see to it that he wasn't hurt while she simply took care of her needs. She never thought of confronting John about ignoring her needs. She simply thought it was easier looking elsewhere. This was his fault wasn't it?
They had continued with this routine for the next two months and she saw Bill five times all together. Each time they tried something new but, other than the one time, never anything she hadn't done with John. She still refused blowjobs but promised Bill that maybe the next time. He seemed content with that and she had to admit that he was a good lover. Not better than John and certainly not as big as John but good nevertheless. She never told him anything about her and John in bed even though he continued to ask her for comparisons.
Thus it was until today. She had broken the pattern by agreeing to meet Bill today at the hotel. He was going to be gone this Wednesday when John was scheduled to travel so he wanted to have 'make up sex' as he called it. He continued to harass her until she finally agreed to meet him at the usual time. John never came home for lunch and he rarely called when he was at work so she knew it would be safe. It was good as usual and she had sucked him off until he was hard but stopped. He complained but she just grabbed him and jacked him off while he watched. This always pleased him and this time was no exception. They had fucked twice afterwards and she was feeling pretty good when she got home.
At home that evening however, John's questions raised her alert warnings and she tried to maintain a calm exterior as he questioned her but she finally had to run to the bathroom. She finally got herself under control telling herself that he knew nothing and went back to finish the evening. When he began talking about their non-existant love life, she almost burst out with the truth. She stopped herself and decided to attack instead. She was angry, more at herself than at him but he couldn't tell the difference. She yelled at him and he finally backed down. He apologized and she felt less threatened. The evening was strained but they survived it.
The next morning John left without breakfast again; only the second time in their marriage. She was disturbed more by that than anything else. She had been making breakfast for John every morning for 25 years, even after they had been fighting. It was one constant in their marriage that they both took for granted. It was becoming apparent that they needed to do something about their relationship. She determined that she would end everything with Bill next week when they met. She couldn't do this anymore and she and John needed to talk about getting some counseling for their marriage. They had 25 years invested and she wanted to stay with him despite all that had happened. She truly loved John and she knew he loved her. They could survive this if he didn't know about her and Bill and if she could keep the secret. She knew she would because she had no choice. She knew her husband and she knew in her heart that John would never forgive her if he found out.
John
I stayed away from Serena as much as possible that weekend. I was so angry deep in my soul that I knew I had to avoid her. I knew that she and Bill would meet again and in spite of the pain I needed to convince myself that I should confirm what I already knew and not stop them. I had enough to know for sure what they had done but I needed more to convince a lawyer. I wanted to wait until after our anniversary party to tell her what I knew and I had a plan that would make this anniversary very special.
That Wednesday morning I told Serena that I was traveling to Johnsonville next week as usual but that it would be a short trip. I wouldn't leave until late morning and would be back by dinner. I told her I wanted to do some things to get ready for the party. I watched her pretty face smile at me and say something about looking forward to the party. She mumbled something about me finding someone else to make that trip to give me more time. She waited for another hour before she finally went to the phone to call Bill. I didn't bother to listen since it was being recorded. I'm sure they made plans for a different time. I was not looking forward to listening to their Wednesday afternoon get together but I knew it had to be done.
The day went very well since I was in a great mood and I found myself singing. I rarely had felt so good and it caught me by surprise to find that. This was likely the end of my marriage and why did I feel so good about that? That thought cooled me down and the pain returned with a vengeance. I wondered what I was going to do next. Why not listen to what Serena told Bill about today? Good thought!
I went to the basement shop and rewound the tape for today and pressed play. I heard Serena's voice as she called her lover, Bill.
"Hello, Bill. John just told me that he would be changing his schedule for next Wednesday. He's leaving later and he'll be home earlier. We can still meet at lunchtime but I have to be home by 2:00 in case he's home earlier than planned."
"I don't know why he changed plans. He didn't say, other than to do some things for the anniversary party. I don't know."
"I don't think he knows anything. He would certainly tell me if he did. He wouldn't keep it to himself."
"I don't know, but I meant it when I said that we have to end this. He may not have to travel much anymore. We will have to talk later. John's lurking around here somewhere."
The rest of the conversation was just like this with nothing worth keeping on the tape. I erased it and reset it to zero. So Serena was going to end it: but it was already too late. I was hurting again as I walked back upstairs. I would keep listening and go from there.
For the next two weeks, I kept to my plan. Serena and Bill kept their meeting for that following Wednesday. I couldn't wait when I came home and went out to her car while she was setting the table for dinner. I got the recorder out of the trunk and took it downstairs to my shop. I checked the counter and noted that there was 2 hours of tape used. I was sure that it would be very interesting. I couldn't wait till I could listen to it.
After dinner, I told Serena that I was working on some things downstairs and would only be about an hour. She just nodded since I usually spent very little time there anyway. She was just setting down for her usual evening knitting.
I listened to the tape and was rewarded with an hour of them fucking each other and her doing some things that I considered to be low key but he apparently enjoyed it. It seemed that Bill was as unimaginative as he was stupid. I listened to the first part closely and then let the rest of it go as more of the same. What I heard was actually rather dull:



"Serena, get in here. God, I've been thinking of you all week. Hurry up and get your clothes off. I want to fuck you right now. I'm so hot I'm about to bust!"
"Give me a minute Bill. Jesus! What's gotten into you? Just because we have to hurry, I would think that would suit you just fine. You always want to get to it with no foreplay. I feel like a piece of meat; just a quick fuck for you."
"Serena, you know that's not true. You're just so sexy that I can't keep myself from wanting to take you hard and not wait for romance. I just want to put my cock into that sweet pussy of yours and dump my load. I know you love it when I talk that way to you so you can't pretend you don't like it."
"No, I do love it when you talk to me like I'm a slut. Come on and put it in me, right now. I want you to fuck me hard and fast. Treat me like your whore. This is going to be the last time. I mean it; so make it good."
For the next few minutes, all I could hear was some grunting and groaning and the bed squeaking as they went at it. I listened as my heart grew heavier and I listened to the sound of my marriage going down the drain. I could never forgive this from either of them.
The tape continued for another hour and a half as they continued in the same vein. I couldn't understand what Serena was getting out of this. Our sex life was far more interesting than what I heard that day. At times she actually sounded like she didn't even want to be there with Bill. I shut off the recorder and rewound the tape. To be safe, I duped it and kept one copy in my safe downstairs and the other copy in my briefcase. I thought I would extract some excerpts from some of the phone calls and that meeting and make a demonstration tape for later.
I went back upstairs and tried to go on with the evening as usual. I felt pain just being in the same room with her. I looked at Serena several times but she looked perfectly normal. I guess she was now so used to cheating on me that she felt nothing when we were together.
There was one surprising thing that happened just three days before the party. As I listened to the tapes that evening as usual, I heard the sound of the doorbell ring. Bill came to the house but I only heard some of the conversation since Serena kept him at the door.
She was yelling at him and kept saying, "No, not here. Not in my home! Never! Anyway, I told you we were through!"
This continued for a few minutes and I finally heard the sound of the door slamming and Serena storming back into the house, cursing out loud. Sounded like Bill was wanting more and more and Serena didn't agree.
During those weeks, I maintained my silence to Serena. I spoke only when I had to and tried to avoid any time alone with her. She finally noticed my reticence and commented on it a week before the party.
"You haven't said much to me lately. Is something bothering you? Did I do something wrong that made you mad at me?"
"I don't know. Have you done something that would make me mad?" I wanted to avoid any direct confrontation until next week but why not a little push?
Serena had the good grace to blush before striking back, "Of course not! Why would you think that?" She was trying for anger but it came off as desperation.
"I told you some time ago that we had some problems, but you wouldn't talk about them. You just got angry and yelled at me. That's been your answer for everything. Yelling! I just hope you haven't done something stupid to get back at me or to try to hurt me in some way." That was the closest I had come to saying anything directly to her.
Once again, the blood left her face and her eyes grew wide. She started to respond but couldn't get the words out. She finally broke down and started to cry.
"I'm sorry if I made you cry. I was just letting off steam. I know that you wouldn't do anything like that and I trust you with all of my heart and soul. I love you too much to ever hurt you. I hope you believe that." I needed to bring her back without raising her suspicions.
She just wiped her eyes and looked at me sadly. She didn't say anything to answer me and remained quiet. She finally went to the kitchen and the subject was forgotten. We spoke little after that and things remained tense between us.
The Anniversary Party
The party was planned for Friday night, a day before our actual anniversary. Friday was best for most of our friends and for our children. It was catered so we had little to do other than dress for the party. We were together in our master bedroom about an hour before the party. I had decided to end my avoidance this morning in anticipation of this day.
"Are you going to wear that beautiful blue dress I bought you last year? I love you in that dress. It shows off all of your charms both in front and in back."
I did love her in that dress. I bought it for her when she saw it in a window and commented on it. I bought it the next day and she was thrilled. The back was cut down almost to the waist and the front was deeply cut as well. One side of the bottom was slit up to her thigh and she filled it out marvelously.
"I plan to. I love it too although I don't look as nice in it as you say I do. But you bought it for me and this is our anniversary so I think it's appropriate. What about you? What are you wearing?"
"Just a shirt and tie with a sports jacket. I don't want to distract anyone's attention from you."
Serena blushed with pleasure and she smiled for the first time in a long time. I wanted her to smile and be happy for the anniversary party. I wanted this anniversary to be remembered long afterwards.
"We have an hour before we have to get ready. I want to use that time more productively."
With that, I moved over to her and took her by the shoulders. I looked into her eyes and said, "I love you Serena. I always have and I always will. Happy Anniversary!"
The very sad truth of it was that I did indeed love her and I probably always would. That made what I was doing hard, but the pain I felt as I looked at her knowing what she had done was something that I couldn't live with.
With that, I pushed her backward to the bed and pushed her down onto its edge. She looked up at me in surprise as I knelt down in front of her and pushed aside her robe. She smelled wonderful and underneath she was naked and I moved to her pussy and began to use my tongue on her. She was caught by surprise but she made no move to stop me until I began to finger her. Her only move then was to take my head in her hands and pull me tighter against her pussy. She spread her legs apart to make access easier and I increased my actions. Using my tongue and fingers, it didn't take long before I quickly brought her to a climax. She held my head while she came and she made a whimpering sound as she came. I watched her face as she climaxed, wondering again how this woman that I loved so could do what she had done.
As she relaxed she looked down at me and started to say something. I stopped her with a motion of my hand and went back to work on her with my mouth. She tried to push me away but I continued to stimulate her until she stopped struggling. I inserted two and then three fingers into her wet cunt and finger fucked her until she began to hump my hand and face. I then nibbled on her engorged clit until she was almost screaming her pleasure. I continued until I felt the familiar climax coming again. I brought her to a second, shattering climax and held on until she came back down. That was twice within 20 minutes.
Again she tried to say something but I put a hand to her lips and silenced her. I pushed her back on the bed and opened her robe completely. She lay there naked in front of me while I knelt beside her as I took off my shorts, joining her. I straddled her body and moved up to put my cock in front of her face. She looked up at me and took me into her mouth without hesitation. As I straddled her, I took her head in my hands and began to fuck her mouth, something I had never done before. She didn't protest or draw back so I continued until I could feel the familiar tightening of my balls signaling a climax. I didn't even bother to warn her as I let it come. She widened her eyes as she felt my sperm hit the inside of her mouth but she didn't stop sucking. I continued to pump her mouth until I had no fluids left. She took it all and swallowed. That was a first but so was what I did to her. Seems she had become more liberal since Bill.
Since I had taken one of those magical blue pills, I wasn't soft yet. I withdrew my cock from her mouth and slid down her body until I was positioned ready to enter her. As she watched me with eyes wide open, I used my fingers to see if she was wet and found her dripping. I slid down and then moved back up with my cock at her entrance. I looked in her eyes and pushed into her in one swift stroke. I watched her eyes widen and heard her intake of breath as I took her. She flung her head back and arched her body under me as I pushed into her to my full length. There was nothing loving about this. It was straight, hard fucking. Our earlier foreplay was not gentle or loving either; it was sex, pure and simple. I didn't think she realized it yet, but she would later.
I pushed into her as far as I could go and then pulled back out almost withdrawing completely. I watched her face as it showed first disappointment when I withdrew and then pleasure as I pushed back in. I repeated this and got a good rhythm going; she helped by rising up to meet me on the in stroke. I began to increase my pace and I pushed in as far as I could on each stroke. She was panting and humping with abandon as I fucked her hard and fast. I was like a madman, stroking as fast as I could. Through all of this, I had not said a word. I knew from the tapes that she liked crude talk, but not from me and not tonight!
She began to scream my name over and over as I fucked her with everything I had. I felt my climax building but held it as long as I could, waiting for her to join me. When I felt her vaginal walls begin to squeeze my cock, I let go and shot another huge load into her. She came at the same time and we froze together, locked in an embrace. It was the best sex of our 25 years together, even though there was no love involved. I knew why, but she didn't.
We were laying side by side, exhausted by our session. "My God, John; where did that come from? You have never done that to me before. Where did you learn all that? Do you have someone on the side that I don't know about?"
Funny. Since she trusted me she could say something like that in jest.
"No one but you babe. How about you? You didn't seem to be fazed by anything I did."
"That's because I just followed your lead. You used me and abused me and I loved it! I love you!" She said it but I had trouble believing it.
"And I love you. Come on, it's time to get dressed for dinner. You look magnificent just as you are, face flushed from fucking, but I don't want any one else to see you that way. That's for me only. Right?"
"Of course silly." She went in to get dressed for the party.
The first guests were to arrive at 7:00 and we were dressed and ready by 6:45. I looked at her in that blue dress and I choked up. Tears came to my eyes as I looked at her. I had loved this woman for almost all of my adult life. She had been my life. And I was about to lose her. The pain was so intense that I had to sit down for a minute before my legs collapsed. I wanted to give her my gift now to add to what I had already done to her earlier. The more wonderful things she had to remember from this day, the better!
"Serena, before we go down to our guests, I want to give you my present now. I want you to have it for the party tonight." She smiled at me and watched me in anticipation.
"You have already given me a gift that I'll remember for a long time. I don't need anything else from you but your love."
She was radiant. I believed for the first time that she really did love me. It caused me a moment's doubt and then I remembered her words from her last meeting at the Hilton with Bill.
I went to the dresser and pulled out the gold box the jeweler had given me. I walked over to her and held out the diamond necklace I had made for her.
She saw what was in the box and her face showed her surprise and pleasure. She knew what it was as soon as she saw it. She looked up at me with tears in her eyes.
"Happy anniversary my darling."
I took the necklace and moved behind her to fasten it about her neck. I looked at her pale slim neck and felt a pang of tenderness. She moved to the mirror to see herself with this magnificent stone and was moved to tears again.
"It's absolutely beautiful. Thank you so much John. I love it and will treasure it forever."
She turned to show me and moved to give me a kiss of thanks. We shared the moment and moved to go downstairs.
As I followed her down the stairs I thought of what I had told her and the way I had made love to her. It was true that I did love her. That was the sad truth and one that I had the most trouble with over the past weeks. I knew that while I loved her, I couldn't forgive her betrayal and her failure to confide in me and try to save our marriage.
She turned her back on our marriage vows and on me and turned to another man; a man that I trusted and respected and who I would have done almost anything for. That betrayal from two of the people that I trusted most in this world was so great that I found myself struggling for breath each time I thought of it. The pain was such that I found it almost too much to bear. But when I thought that, I listened again to the tape of their afternoon together and found the strength to do what I planned on doing.
Everything seemed to be in place and the caterer was ready. There were two extra people I had hired acting as hosts and they would answer the door and take the coats as people entered. We expected 8 others including our two children as well as Bill and his wife and another couple we spent time with.
As the doorbell rang for the first visitors, I moved up to Serena and put my hands on her shoulders. I was rewarded with a smile as she looked back at me. I moved to her side and took her hand waiting to see who entered first.
As luck would have it, Bill and Sally were the first couple to arrive. The hosts took their coats and they moved toward us, all smiles as we stood in the doorway to the large family room set up for this event.
I shook hands with Bill as Sally went to Serena and embraced her. These were two of our oldest friends and this evening should be a time of celebration. I just didn't feel that much like celebrating but I had no choice.
"Congratulations to both of you, John. You have the best of everything: a beautiful home, wonderful children and a beautiful wife. What more could any of us ask for?"
Bill was his own self as usual, verbose and loud. The reasons why we ever became friends escaped me at that moment. I now saw him for what he was: a low life, cheating bastard that would stab his best friend in the back at the first chance.
"Thanks Bill. Serena and I have been very happy for the last 25 years. But things are not always what they seem. You know what I mean?" I gave him a look that should have alerted him and I was rewarded with a sudden widening of his eyes and a quick step back.
With that, I turned to Sally and held out my hands for a hug. Sally was cute but had grown heavy with the years. She once was a beauty but now was simply a typical dowdy housewife: overweight and plain.
"Congratulations John. I love both of you and wish you both more years of happiness."
She looked at me and smiled. Her smile was warm and genuine. I wondered how I could hurt this woman but knew that I would have to eventually. I released the hug.
"Thanks Sal. I wish I could count on more years together but that may not be in the cards."
I said this to her quietly so that only she could hear me. She looked at me in surprise but I just shook my head to let her know that now wasn't the time. She turned away with a pained look on her face.
She took Bill by the hand and led him away to the bar for drinks. I watched them go and turned to look at Serena. She just stood there looking at me with a question in her eyes.
"What did you say to Sally to make her react like that?"
"Serena, just enjoy the party. We'll have time to talk later. Tonight I just want to enjoy our friends and our children. This is our 25th anniversary and we have had 24 wonderful years together.
At that minute, the doorbell rang and we were ready for the next guests. Our son, Michael and his wife Julie came in, followed by Justin and Phyllis and our other son Ben and his wife Carrie. We quickly became immersed in the congratulations of our friends and children. Things soon became chaotic and Serena and I were separated to mingle with groups of people waiting to talk to us about our party, our house, and our anniversary. The evening went quickly and we had a wonderful dinner planned, catered and served by experts. Everything was perfect, except for three of us.
During the evening I watched Bill and Serena. They circled each other several times but were unable to find a minute alone to talk. I saw her finally grab his elbow and draw him into a corner. I watched as she spoke earnestly to him for a minute. He had a huge smile on his face that quickly began to fade. He listened and quickly glanced up to see me watching them. I looked at him for a second and turned away. I don't know what happened after that as my son Michael accosted me to talk about our plans. I was vague and told him we hadn't really made any.
I kept myself occupied with Justin and Phyllis and my sons and their wives as long as I could until it was time for dinner. It was announced and we all filed in. I held back until Bill and Serena had both entered. Seating arrangements had already been made and my daughters in law flanked me on both sides, while our sons surrounded Serena. It was a wonderful dinner.
After dinner was finished, I stood up to give a toast to friends and family. I had planned my speech carefully for this occasion. I tapped my knife against my crystal wine glass for attention. Once all faces were looking toward me I began.
"I want to take this time to thank all of you for attending this very special occasion. My beautiful bride Serena and I have been married 25 years tomorrow. During that time, we have raised two wonderful sons and are fortunate to have enjoyed all the benefits that life has to offer."
"I want to take this opportunity to raise a toast to our wonderful children and their new wives. To Michael and Ben and to Julie and Carrie." I raised my glass and took a sip, looking at Michael and Ben and their wives. They smiled back at me and raised their glasses in thanks.
"I want to raise a toast to good friends." As everyone looked at Bill and Sally and Justin and Phyllis, I looked only at Justin and Phyllis and took a sip. Bill noticed, as did Sally.
"Finally, I want to raise a toast to my beautiful wife, Serena." Everyone looked toward Serena, so all backs were toward me as I deliberately set my glass down without sipping. Only Serena could see me.
After the dinner was complete and people were sitting around in the family room talking with coffee and dessert, Bill came over to me. He looked concerned.
"John, I don't know what's got you upset but Sally and Serena have both asked me what's up with you. What's the problem, buddy?" He didn't know what I knew and he was trying to appear innocent while quizzing me.
"Nothing is bothering me Bill. Why do you and the ladies think something is wrong? What have I done to make you think that?"
"I don't know what they think but you have been kind of out of sorts with me this evening. You and I have been friends for a long time and if something is bothering you I would like to talk to you about it and maybe try to help you."



I had to cool it till tomorrow. This might be the best time to prepare for then.
"Well, there is something that I could use your help and advice with so if you and Sally are free tomorrow morning about 8:30, why don't you come over for some breakfast and we'll talk. I could use Sally's input as well. I know it's early, but it's really important and I would really like your help"
"Sure we can come but can you give me a hint? I can keep a secret if that's it."
"No, no, it's job related but it is a surprise and I would like to tell all of you at the same time. I'm not even going to tell Serena tonight."
Bill finally agreed, accepting that he was going to get nothing more out of me tonight. I clapped him on the back and moved away to speak with Ben.
I watched Bill talk first to Sally and then to Serena. They seemed to think that I had a surprise concerning my job that I was keeping and Serena seemed to relax considerably. That was good.
The party was winding down and the guests were all preparing to leave. I circulated the room and spoke with all but Bill, saying goodnight and thanks. I was anxious for the evening to end since it had been painful to me from the beginning. It represented a life that no longer existed.
Bill and Sally were the first to leave, followed by Justin and Phyllis and then Michael and Julie. My youngest son Ben and his wife Carrie were the last to leave and they spoke with Serena and then left.
Just before Bill and Sally left, she came over to me and spoke quietly: "If you want to talk before tomorrow John, please call me. You know I love both of you and if there is a problem I want to help." She gave me a hug while Bill looked on, saying nothing.
Her simple statement of caring caused me more pain than anything Bill and Serena had done. The problem with all affairs is that innocent people are always the ones to feel the pain first.
"Thanks Sally. I certainly will let you know if I need someone to talk to. I'll see you both tomorrow. OK?" She nodded and left.
I had made arrangements with the caterers to take away any perishables and come back about 10 the next morning to clean up. They were just finishing up when I walked into the kitchen. I looked around for Serena but didn't see her. I asked after her and was told that she had said goodnight and gone upstairs. I waited a few more minutes till they left and then turned out the lights. I had a few things to do in the den and then I went upstairs.
I walked into our bedroom and saw Serena, still dressed, setting in one of the two chairs that comprised our sitting area. It was a nice area that contained two soft chairs, a table with a desk chair and a TV. We used it often and I did most of my late night reading there, while Serena often watched Jay Leno before going to bed.
I walked over to the other chair and sank down heavily. I looked at Serena and felt nothing but pain. No anger, no desire for revenge, just deep crushing pain. With difficulty, I smiled at her and said that I thought the evening had gone well. She returned the smile but I could see the concern on her face.
"John, can I ask you something? It concerns the party." She was looking down at the handkerchief she had in her hands.
"Of course Serena; you can ask me anything. You're my wife after all. If I have secrets from you, it would mean that we have a poor excuse for a marriage, wouldn't you say? A husband and wife should never keep secrets from each other."
Serena paused, twisting her handkerchief and trying very hard not to cry.
"Why did you set your drink down when you toasted me? Why did you do that John?" Now she looked up at me with eyes wet with tears.
"Why do you think, Serena?"
"I don't know John. I really don't know. You haven't said anything to me about doing something wrong. Have I displeased you in some way? Have I done or said something that made you mad at me? Do you think I have done something wrong?"
She was looking at me with a strange look on her face. I think it was fear and anxiety but I wasn't sure. If she could cheat on me and keep it to herself, she could certainly try to fake it. It did seem like she was waiting to see if I did know something. I could swear she looked like she almost hoped I did.
"I don't know Serena. Is there something you have done that would make me angry with you?
"No, and I have tried to think of what it could be. I just don't know what's wrong." She was twisting her hands and her shoulders were hunched over. She was close to breaking down. I didn't want that tonight.
"I'm sorry, Serena. I don't quite believe you. I think there are some very serious problems in our marriage but I am too tired to talk with you about them tonight. I'm going to sleep in the guest room and we can talk tomorrow."
With that I rose and walked down the hall to the guest room before I lost my own composure. I had earlier moved some things in there so I went in and closed and locked the door. I had never slept in the guest room in all the years we had owned this house, nor had I ever locked my loving wife out of my bed. The pain of doing that was almost more than I could stand.
I checked my briefcase for the things I would need tomorrow and found them all present. I undressed, turned out the lights and lay down on the bed, knowing I wouldn't sleep much this night.
About an hour later, I heard a small knock on the door and Serena's voice asking me if she could come in. She knocked again but I didn't answer her and she eventually stopped and went back to our bedroom. I lay there with tears finally coming and I fell asleep dreaming bad dreams.
I awoke at my usual time of 6:45, but decided to stay in bed a while longer. I usually got up and was downstairs by 7:15 for breakfast but I wasn't hungry this morning. I had no appetite. I remained in the room until I heard Serena go downstairs and then went into the bathroom. I went back to the room and remained there until almost 8:15 and then went down with a heavy heart to face Serena.
When I walked into the kitchen, Serena was sitting at the kitchen table. My empty place had a plate of cold eggs and bacon with a side of toast and a glass of orange juice. It looked sad setting there. The butter had coagulated and it looked very unappetizing. Serena was just staring at the plate, not moving or looking up as I entered.
With false bravado, I said, "Good morning. Is there any coffee? I could really use a cup." With that, I walked over to the machine and poured a cup of coffee that had already become rather thick. It had been made hours ago and was now bitter. I drank it anyway since it seemed appropriate with my mood.
Serena still hadn't said anything so I walked to my seat across from her with the morning paper and my cup of bitter coffee and waited for Bill and Sally to arrive. I didn't tell Serena they were coming so it would be a surprise to her when they showed up.
As I folded my paper ready to read, Serena looked up at me and said in a very quiet voice.
"Do you suspect me of something John? Is that what this is about?" When I didn't come down for breakfast, she must have figured it out.
I saw now that she had been crying. Her eyes were red and dull and her makeup had run from the tears. She had obviously made herself up before coming down this morning. I now noticed that she had on a silk blouse and tailored skirt, a combination that I always loved on her.
I really didn't want to get into it until her lover was here but if they weren't on time, I couldn't avoid it. I was just about to say something when the doorbell rang.
When the doorbell rang, Serena looked up in surprise and wiped her face before going to the door. She opened it to see Bill and Sally standing there.
"What in the world are you two doing here at this time of morning? My God, it's not even 8:30." Serena was looking back and forth between the two of them.
"John asked us to come over last night. Didn't he tell you?" Bill showed surprise that Serena wasn't expecting them. Sally noticed Serena's obvious pain with concern. She moved to Serena and put her arm around her waist.
"Are you alright dear? You look like you have been crying." Sally held her close, trying to sooth her.
"No, I'm fine. And no, he never said a word. Please, come in." Serena came to find me to see what I had done.
"Did you invite Bill and Sally this morning? What is going on John? Why are you doing this?" She was obviously distraught and frightened.
Without answering her I walked into the hallway to see Bill and Sally and welcomed them in a booming voice.
"Come in, come in, my best friends in the whole world. Come in and sit down and have some of this wonderful coffee. I think it may be a little strong but that's OK. I think you all will be needing it very soon."
I took Sally by the arm and led her into the den where I had everything set up. I had done this last night before I went upstairs.
Once everyone was seated, Bill and Sally sitting side by side on the couch and Serena sitting in her favorite chair looking frightened, I walked over to my briefcase and pulled out two 8x 10 manila envelopes. I moved with them to the center of the room and faced all three of them.
"I have given this a lot of thought and I have some surprises for each of you. First though, let me tell you why I arrived at this place in time that I find myself."
"I have been working some very long hours and traveling more than I should have but I felt it was necessary. There were a lot of people depending on me and I couldn't let them down. But, I hired three new guys and they are finally able to handle the job by themselves. It has been my plan to retire just as soon as I felt I could leave. That time is now. A week ago, I quit my job and told my boss to go to Hell."
I watched the look of surprise, and some relief replace the fear on Serena's face. Bill and Sally were just confused. I did see a glimmer of discomfort on Bill's face, but it was fleeting.
Serena spoke first. "Why didn't you say anything John? I would have supported your decision. You know that. I knew that job was getting you down, and you should quit!"
Bill chimed in as well. "Hell yes buddy. You don't have to work for a company that doesn't care about what's best for you. Let them try to do without you for awhile."
"I'm glad to see that you both support my decision. I was planning on taking my wonderful wife on a trip around the world, beginning today on our 25th anniversary. I had booked a flight to Miami and from there we would pick up a sea cruise ending in St. Croix. I had us booked into the King Christian Hotel for two weeks."
Serena jumped up, looking pleased and excited and then suddenly her forehead wrinkled and she looked at me with puzzled eyes.
"What do you mean youwere planning on taking me?" Serena was looking at me with confusion and some of her fear was back.
I paused a moment. This was it. There would be no turning back once I did this.
"Why, I just thought that it would put a strain on your meetings with Bill at the Hilton downtown on Wednesday afternoons if you weren't going to be here."
All three faces were riveted on me now and this was the moment of truth. Now it was out in the open. I walked over to the table and pushed the play button on the recorder sitting there. I had made a tape with excerpts of their conversations. I thought the first few words of their last Wednesday meeting would be most appropriate.
From the small speakers we heard, "Serena, get in here. God, I've been thinking of you all week. Hurry up and get your clothes off. I want to fuck you right now. I am so hot I'm about to bust!"
"Give me a minute Bill. Jesus! What's gotten into you? Just because we have to hurry, I would think that would suit you just fine. You always want to get to it with no foreplay. I feel like a piece of meat; just a quick fuck for you."
I turned the tape off and watched the faces of the three people staring at me.
Serena was first. She looked like I had just slapped her across the face. She went still, her face frozen in shock and her eyes wide open. I had never seen her as pale as I did then. She fell down into the chair with her hands over her face.
I heard her say in a soft voice: "Oh please God, no!"
I looked to Bill and saw a look of shock on his face as well but more interesting was the look on Sally's face. She was furious!
Serena was now sobbing openly and she was looking at me with eyes filled with fear.
"Oh God, no! You did know? How long have you known? Oh, please John, please don't do this. Let me talk to you, please."
Sally jumped up from the couch with a look of anger and fury on her face. Bill also stood and turned to Sally just as she let him have it. She slapped him with her open hand as hard as she could and just glared at him as he staggered back. The smack sounded like a crack of thunder.
"You rotten son of a bitch! How could you, you and that slut? How long has this been going on? You and I are through! I'll take you for everything you have!" Sally was on a roll and Bill looked as though he had just swallowed something rotten. She turned on Serena with real venom.
"As for you, you filthy slut, I hope you're happy. You have just ruined two marriages and for what. Bill is a lousy lover anyway. I'm surprised you even let him touch you a second time. I guess sluts aren't very choosy." Sally gave Serena a look that would have curdled milk.
I decided I had better get back into the conversation before Sally killed somebody.
"Bill, I want you to get out of my house right now and I never want to see or speak to you again. You were supposed to be my friend and you stabbed me in the back. I despise you and everything you stand for. Get out, now!"
"Sally, I have something for you that you will want to take. It is a complete record of phone calls between the two of them and it is very graphic in some spots. It should help you if you intend to divorce him." I handed her a bulky 8 x 11 manila envelope.
Sally took the envelope and stormed out of the house with Bill trailing along behind her. He seemed completely confused and lost. I hoped Sally would make his life a living hell from this point on.
I turned to Serena who had been standing still sobbing and watching the whole sorry thing between Bill and Sally. She must know by now that she had destroyed Bill and Sally's marriage.
"Congratulations Serena. Bill and Sally were two of our oldest friends and you have succeeded in destroying both of their lives. I hope to hell it was worth it. Sally was a wonderful, kind woman. She didn't deserve what you and Bill did to her."
She looked at me with tears running down her face and I could see the beginnings of understanding the truth of her actions in her eyes. They were haunted and full of pain. I expected it would get worse for her in the next few minutes.
"I am so sorry John, I am so sorry. I never thought of it hurting you or Sally. You were never supposed to know. I never wanted to hurt either of you. It was just lonely for me and Bill was there and I just needed someone to hold me and make me feel like a woman. I'm sorry!"
I waited patiently till she finished. It was no more than I expected from her.
"I found out about your activities one day when I was downtown planning your anniversary present. Our silver anniversary. I thought it was special and wanted to do something special for you. I watched you and Bill come out of the hotel. That got me to thinking and after some questions that you had trouble answering I planted some bugs in the house and in your purse. I taped your phone conversations with Bill and your meeting at the hotel last Wednesday."
"John, you have to let me explain. You have been so busy and I was so alone and Bill was only trying to be a good friend. We just took it too far. It meant nothing and it won't happen again. You have to forgive me and let me make it up to you. Please John?"
Serena was really hurting now. It was clear that she finally saw the wrong in what she had done and she was frightened of what I might do. I wouldn't keep her in suspense much longer.
"After I discovered your affair, I did a lot of thinking. I went through days of pain because of your betrayal. I wondered what you were capable of and whether you had done this before, with others. I wondered whether I could live without you if I were to leave you. I wondered about the boys and what they would think."
Serena was sobbing almost out of control. She looked like hell and she was almost incoherent.
"Please John. We don't have to tell the boys, and I have never done anything like this before with anybody else. Honest, never before. You were my first and only until Bill. He and I only met a few times and only the last two months or so. You have to believe me when I say that I love you and want to be with you and only you. Please John, you have to forgive me!"
"As I was saying, I wondered about a lot of things, like could I live without you? And then I finally realized that I was asking the wrong questions. Remember when my parents died so suddenly? I kept saying I couldn't live without them? Well, I found out that I could. It just took time.
So, I knew that I could live without you. The question I really needed to answer was 'could I livewith you after what you did'. The answer to that question was much simpler and the answer was 'no'."
"John, you have to listen to me. I love you and have loved only you for 25 years. Bill was just there when you were gone and he complimented me, and the way I looked, and he was so friendly. I just was so lonely and he was there..."
"I understand what you did. But not why you thought it was acceptable to do it. I think I could have forgiven you if you had come to me and insisted that we try to find out what was wrong in our marriage. I could have accepted it if you had confronted me and insisted that we go for counseling. You never bothered. You never tried to fight for our marriage even when I asked you about it. You just turned to another man and gave him everything that you promised only to me. I can't forgive that, now or ever."
With that I handed her the second of the two envelopes.
"These are divorce papers. I had them made out last week after I quit my job. You'll be well taken care of. I want this divorce to be simple and quick. If you don't contest it, I'll leave you the house and one million dollars. If you contest it, I'll use everything I have from your affair in court and I will fight to take everything and leave you with nothing! I'll destroy Bill Collins and I'll leave you with nothing. The choice is yours."
Serena fell to her knees with her head down and tears coursing down her face. She was screaming. "Please John. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. I'm so sorry. Please, please don't do this to me. I'm sorry. Let me try to make it up to you. You have to give me a chance to make it right!"
Sobbing, shoulders shaking and face twisted in panic and grief.
"I am leaving today for what was to have been our anniversary trip. I left instructions with my attorney on how to reach me and how to handle the divorce. I do not intend to ever see you or speak to you again. I will call the boys and let them know how to reach me."
"Finally, I have written a letter to each of our sons. I have told them exactly what happened and how you betrayed me. If you fight this divorce I will send those letters. If you accept my terms, they will never see them. In the meantime I will tell the boys that you and I have some problems and that our marriage is over. I will tell them that we have grown apart and decided to separate. I will trust that they won't think too badly of me."
Serena was now completely shattered. She had dropped to the floor and lay there sobbing with her arms over her head. I looked at her but couldn't feel anything. I could only remember her words to Bill as they betrayed me in that hotel room. That memory was enough to give me the strength to turn away and walk out of the house. I could still hear her sobbing as I walked out the door of the house we had raised a family in for the last time.



I had the tickets to Miami, the cruise ship booked and reservations at a first class hotel in St. Croix, and enough money to last me in style for the rest of my life. I intended to make the most of it. I wanted a new beginning and I hoped with time I could get back what I had lost: my innocence and my trusting nature. I was so very tired.
I was tired of people who claimed to be my friend and then fucked me behind my back. I was tired of trying to maintain a broken marriage when my wife couldn't even tell me that there was a problem or let me know that we were in trouble. She put her own pleasure and needs ahead of mine. She fucked another man for reasons only she knew.
I was tired of expecting trust from those I loved. None of them had been honest and none deserved my trust. I had treasured my friendship with Bill Collins and he betrayed me without a thought.
I had always thought that my love for Serena was unconditional but I found out differently. You can't love unconditionally when the other person changes the rules.
I shut the door on 25 years of my life and walked out to my car and drove off to begin the second half of my life. The first half had not been all bad but it had ended badly. Maybe this time would be different. I had no idea of what I would be doing in the future but I would certainly be a different person. I had learned some valuable lessons. No longer trusting. No longer taking things for granted. No longer working for someone else's benefit. I would take care of myself from now on and let others take care of themselves.
As I pulled out of my drive for the last time, I looked back through the rear view mirror to see Serena run out of the house, look at my departing car and then collapse in the driveway. I slowed the car to watch as I felt some sense of pleasure: maybe she had really cared. Maybe she cared enough to feel the pain that I had been living with since I found her out.
I took my foot from the brake pedal and pushed on the gas. My future was waiting.
Epilog
That was my story and it made Bitsy feel sorry for me. Yesterday, after hearing it she said she wanted to show me that life was still worth living but Phil came home just about that time so she left with a wink and, "See you tomorrow"!
Well, I see Bitsy turning my way. She removes her bulky robe and places it on the chair as she comes toward my lanai. Under the robe, she has on only that wonderful little bikini that she wore when we went diving. I was looking forward to peeling what little there was off. Today was the day, I was sure of it.
The end.
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Silver Anniversary – Epilog
Well, I see Bitsy turning my way. She removes her bulky robe and places it on the chair as she comes toward my lanai. Under the robe, she has on only that wonderful little bikini that she wore when we went diving. I was looking forward to peeling what little there was off. Today was the day, I was sure of it.
You will remember no doubt, that I was waiting for Bitsy to come over once her husband Phil had gone off to play his daily 18 holes. I had designs on Bitsy and once Phil was out of the way, I intended to put those designs in play. It would be salve to my hurting ego and it would be a wake up call to dear old Phil. It was criminal to treat a beautiful creature like Bitsy the way he did. He deserved to be taught a lesson and I was willing to be the teacher. It was a lesson I had learned all too well.
"Hi, big guy. Are you ready for little ol' Bitsy to make you feel better?" With hips swaying and boobs bouncing, Bitsy came around the low wall between our lanais and approached me. I watched in rapt attention as she moved toward me. I wasn't really sure how she did what she did with her body, but she did it very well. I was almost hypnotized by the swing in her hips and the bounce of her tits and the smile on her face. This was a vision that most men would die for.
"I was born ready. Would you like to come in for a drink or something?" I stood up, trying to hide my erection by tying a towel around my waist, even though I hadn't been swimming. She laughed and walked past me, in through the sliding glass doors to my condo.
I followed her inside as she looked around my place. It was no doubt a duplicate of her place but she looked as if it were all new. I just watched her from behind, admiring an ass that was perfect in every detail. She was perfect in every detail: I don't know if I mentioned that before. She moved toward the bedroom and I hastened to follow her. I wasn't going to be left behind. She turned to be sure I was following and moved over to the bed. She bent over and pushed on the mattress, expecting I don't know what. It bounced, just like I expected it would. She seemed satisfied and turned to me.
"Are you ready to be happy, John? Are you ready to begin your single life with me?"
I was taken aback by her comments. What did she mean, begin my single life? I was beginning to worry. What I thought was just a quick roll in the hay may not be what she had in mind. I was going to do to old Phil just what was done to me by my best friend Bill. Bitsy had to know what my plans were since I had told her my story, leaving nothing out. She knew I was cuckolded and she knew I divorced my wife because of it. She also knew that I intended to do the same thing to her husband but it didn't seem to bother her one bit. It was her own statement of making me feel better tomorrow that had me here in my bedroom with a hard on waiting for this beautiful creature to take off her bikini so I could take off on her. I was surprised that I could feel this way. I felt no guilt; no doubt that this was wrong. Even though the pain of my wife's betrayal was still strong in my mind, I felt no hesitation to do it to another man. The only thing I kept telling myself over and over was that while I hadn't deserved what happened to me, Phil certainly did.
"What do you mean by that? You know that I want to make love to you right here and now. You offered to make me feel better about living and I thought you meant this."
With that I waved my arm around the room, stopping at the bed. I looked at her standing there and I saw a smile on her face that made me uncomfortable. It was a devious smile and not a seductive smile, hiding something.
"Come here John. Let Bitsy make you more comfortable. You don't need to worry about anything. I said I wanted to make you feel better and that's exactly what I am going to do. I know the thought of my husband worries you but don't let it. I'm not. He doesn't care what I do and he wouldn't get mad about it even if he knew. You aren't doing anything behind his back. You can trust me on that."
Her words seemed to remove all of my doubts. Maybe I was just looking for something to hold onto. She moved toward me, took my hand and pulled me to the bed. She sat down, facing me with my now bulgeless crotch in front of her. She looked at it for a minute and then slid her hand under the bottom of the leg of my shorts and moved up to find me wearing no underwear. She smiled hugely at that and took my limp cock in her hand. At her touch, it twitched and began to resume its anticipatory size. She continued to minister to it until she was satisfied that it was worth seeing.
She undid my shorts and pulled them down to the floor. She looked at my manhood in appreciation and began to minister to it again. I never mentioned that I am about average in size and girth and I have never considered myself a stud, but I had confidence after 25 years of marriage that I could deliver pleasure. I knew I could hold my own. She seemed to like what she saw and she leaned forward. I held my breath as she did what I hoped she was going to do: she took me in her mouth. I was in heaven.
In spite of what I just said, I behaved like a teenaged boy and came almost immediately. I yelled to warn her and she moved back just in time. I was surprised that she simply held her hand over the head and allowed the semen to collect in her tiny hand. I expected it to fly everywhere but she caught all of it. She looked at it and stood, moving over to the bathroom where she got a washcloth and cleaned herself of my shame.
I was humiliated and sat on the bed with my face red and my cock limp. What a way to impress this woman. I was afraid to look at her as she came back out of the bathroom. She sat down next to me and put her hand under my chin. She lifted my face and turned me toward her. I looked into her smiling face and saw only kindness and understanding, not contempt.
"John don't feel bad. I am flattered that I could do that to you. Don't you know that a woman feels that way when a man can't help feeling the way you did? She is happy that she can still make a man react sexually the way you did. I was worried that I could please you and it appears that I certainly did." She laughed, but kindly. She moved her hand back to my limp cock and began to move along its length. "I don't think that will happen again, do you?"
"I can't promise anything with someone like you. You are one of the sexiest women I have ever met. You could do that to most men, I bet." I turned toward her, giving her more room to stroke me. I began to kiss her and I put my hand on her breast. She gave a little gasp when I did and that encouraged me to do more.
As she stroked my cock, I slid the straps of her tiny bikini top off her shoulders and pushed her top down, freeing those marvelous 36 DDs. I moved back to look at her and the sight was enough to make my limp dick spring proudly erect again. She grinned in pleasure as she saw my face and again reached for my cock. I pulled her to me to feel those globes pressing against my bare chest. This was what I had been waiting for. I pushed her back on the bed and lay down beside her as I slid my hand down under the tiny piece of fabric that covered her sex. I found her to be already wet and I slid two fingers between the folds of her labia and began to move them farther into her depth. She began to pant as I fingered her and her eyes closed in pleasure. This was what I had anticipated, not that embarrassing premature ejaculation. This was more like me.
I fingered her, slipping another finger in and watched the pleasure show on her face. She seemed to be happy with my actions so I intensified my motions, sliding into and out of her faster and faster. When I saw that she was beginning to lose control, I bent down and put my mouth over her swollen clit and sucked, using my tongue to manipulate the little nub. This was more than she could stand and she grabbed my head in her hands and pressed me tightly to her, sounds coming out in gasps. I continued, although I was afraid I would suffocate but she finally released me and began to buck and twist under me as she came with a crashing orgasm. I heard her cry my name and then her body just sagged. She fell limply back to the bed.
I watched her beautiful face relax as she came back down to earth. Her eyes fluttered open and she focused on me, watching her. She smiled that wonderful smile and reached for me. I bent to kiss her and she wrapped her arms around my neck.
"That was very nice, John. I truly enjoyed that and you were very attentive to my needs. See? I told you that it was OK. We both needed that and we both came very quickly. Thank you."
"I loved watching you. You are the most exotic creature I have ever known and I could stare at you forever." I meant it. She was really beautiful, even close up.
"I don't want you to stare at me. I want you inside me and I want your body on top of me. Right now, Tomas! I want you inside me right now."
She spread her legs apart and pulled me over on top of her. She reached down between us to find my cock and put it at the entrance to her pussy. It was warm and wet from her orgasm and I slid in easily. I pushed all the way in and she took me without a problem. I stopped when I was fully in and waited until I had control. I began to move slowly in and out and she sighed contentedly. I reached down to her thighs and lifted her legs to place them inside mine. I then spread my own legs apart, opening her up even more. She got the idea and lifted her legs above my waist. The feeling was incredible and I was able to penetrate her even more. I began to rock her with the force of my strokes and she was pulling me deeper into her on each stroke. I was prone on top of her, she bearing all of my weight, and I could hear her whispering in my ear.
"Fuck me John. Fill me up with your beautiful cock. Come for me baby. Come for Bitsy. That's it. Fuck me hard and fast. Make me your slut, your bitch. Fuck me John."
After having cum once, I was able to keep going for some time and it was after about 10 minutes of vigorous fucking that I was ready to pump my sperm into her. I finally decided 'what the hell' and let it go. I pumped her as hard and fast as I could and the sperm spilled out into her waiting warmth. I was surprised to feel the walls of her pussy squeezing my cock as she came with a climax at the same time. She gripped my body with her legs as she experienced the pleasure that we shared. That made it all the better. We remained together like that for the longest time and I didn't want to let her go. But she relaxed her legs and I had to release her.
"God, that was great. I have never cum like that before. Twice in less than an hour and all because of you. You are incredible do you know that?" I felt absolutely drained. I wondered if I could find some viagra on this island. With Bitsy, I was going to need it.
"You were incredible yourself. I can't remember when I have felt like that. You have marvelous fingers and a tongue that I could grow to love. Your cock isn't half bad either." She was glowing and I was the reason. I was proud of myself.
She got up and went into the bathroom. I could hear water running and the sound lulled me to into a doze. As I drifted, I began to think of what I had just done. I had fucked another man's wife and now that it was done, I felt a growing sick feeling in my stomach. I couldn't help but remember the feeling I had when I discovered Bill and Serena's affair. I was deep into remembering my pain when she came out. She walked over to the bed and looked down at me.
"It's time for me to go John. I have to get ready and pack. We are leaving tonight for South America. Phil will be back any time now." She watched me as she delivered this shock.
I sat up in dismay. I didn't want to hear what I thought I had heard.
"What do you mean you're leaving? You can't leave now. I just found you." I was panicked. I really wanted to get to know this woman more. I was devastated.
"John, I want to tell you something: something that you need to hear and understand. You assumed that Phil was my husband and I never stopped you, but he's not. He's my brother. My divorce was final just a month ago and I had my last name changed back to my maiden name: the same as my brother's. When I told you that my husband wouldn't mind what we did, it was true. There is no husband. I wear my rings for protection and to ward off the more adventurous suitors. Phil brought me along on this trip to help me get over my divorce. We have been traveling for several weeks, he on business and me as a tag along."
She watched me as I digested this. As what she said sank in, I began to smile. Suddenly I felt a whole lot better about what happened. I hadn't caused her any problem and I hadn't hurt another man or a marriage. I was amazed that this was so important. I honestly thought I could do to someone else what they had done to me. I did, but I had begun to feel the pain of betrayal and I was not looking forward to seeing Phil. Now, it was over and I felt wonderful.
"I have to thank you for so much. I wish you were staying so I could properly thank you. You understood me better than I understood myself. You knew what I was going through didn't you? You knew I was going to be hurting for betraying your marriage?"
"I knew since I had gone through pretty much the same thing. I knew you were a decent man and I was sure you would need some assurance. I gave you that assurance and then we both had some pleasure. Now you have nothing to feel guilty about, and neither do I."
She laughed, pulled me in for a wet kiss, and then she was gone. When she left, she took my sadness, my quilt and my anger with her. I felt light and happy and ready for a new beginning, just as she said.
I pulled out my PDA. There was a phone number I wanted in there. I was sure I did.
The end.
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Chapter 1
Nicky watched Tom's face in the mirror as he moved toward her. She stood naked with her back to him. He smiled at her and she shivered in anticipation. He was tall, well built and handsome as the devil and she could feel herself responding to his smile and the seductive words he whispered in her ear. As he took her in his arms, she gave herself willingly to him to do with as he would. She felt his erection pushing against her butt as she bent forward and spread her legs allowing him entry. As he pushed into her, he pulled her hips tightly against him and she began to move with him as he pumped in and out, moving faster and faster as she rose to a climax. It rushed toward her with an intensity that she welcomed. As her climax was about to peak, she looked over her shoulder and into her husband's face just as it changed to Harris's face. She screamed and awoke from her dream with a crash. It was just a dream but it had seemed so real. But why had the face changed? As she lay in bed, she remembered.
She had thought about this day for the last two weeks and when Tom, her husband, told her he would be working late again, she had made her plans. She remembered the phone call to Harris just three days ago. She told him that Tom would be working late again and this was the chance they had been waiting for.
Harris had asked her if she was sure, to which she replied emphatically, "Yes!" This was the payback she had planned ever since Harris had told her of Tom's infidelity.
It was just two weeks ago when Tom called to tell her he would be late coming home again. This was becoming a habit that she didn't like, and it was so unlike him to do something like that. She was fixing dinner when Harris had called to say he was stopping by that evening. Harris and Tom had been friends since boyhood and they had maintained their friendship all through their adult life. Harris was recently divorced and had been spending a lot of time at their place, playing with the little ones and trying to resume a normal life.
Rita, his wife, had cheated on him and he had come home to find her and one of her coworkers in bed together. Harris had lost his temper and beat the man half to death before the police arrived and pulled him off. Neither had pressed charges so Harris was spared jail time. Rita tried to get Harris to forgive her and take her back but he would have nothing to do with her. She contested the divorce, but there were no children involved so it went relatively quickly once Rita found that Harris was going to stick to his guns and settle for nothing less than the divorce. Since then, Harris had spent most of his free time with them, not dating or going out much.
When Harris arrived, she noticed he seemed quiet and withdrawn. He asked about Tom, but she told him that Tom would be late and that dinner was already finished so they might as well go ahead and eat. She had already fed the twins and they were taking a nap, so Harris accepted and they ate a companionable dinner together. She noticed that he seemed quiet and preoccupied as they ate, and as they were finishing dessert with coffee, she asked Harris to talk about what was bothering him. At first he refused, but she kept after him until he finally relented.
"Nicky, you know I love you and Tom. You two are my best friends and you were there for me when my life fell apart. I wouldn't do anything to hurt either one of you. You know that."
"I know that, Harris. But I know something's bothering you and you have to tell me about it. You've suffered enough and I just want to help take some of the worry from you. So tell me what's bothering you."
"What I have to say is going to hurt you and maybe Tom. I don't know how I can do that. If I hurt either of you, I'll just want to kill myself, but if I don't tell you, you could be hurt much worse later and I couldn't stand that so I don't know what to do."
"Just tell me and let me worry about the rest. I'm here for you. You know that and nothing you could tell me would change that. Go ahead, let it out."
"First, you have to promise me that you will never tell Tom that I told you this."
"Fine, I promise. Now tell me what is bothering you."
"Tom is cheating on you with a woman he met at work!" Harris looked like he had just eaten something rotten and he had tears in his eyes as he said this.
She said nothing for a long time as she stared at Harris with eyes wide open and her mouth forming an "O" of shock. There were no tears yet: the shock was too great and the denial was too strong. She refused to believe.
"Say something Nicky. What are you thinking? Come on, don't do this to me."
Harris was beginning to panic. This is not what he expected.
"I don't believe you. Why would you say something like that to me? What do you mean he is cheating? I don't believe you." Nicky was almost crying as what he had said began to sink in.
"I'm telling you the truth. Tom is cheating with a woman named Phyllis and she works in his office. I saw them twice at the Holiday Inn on Cheves Street. They went up to one of the rooms and stayed there for over an hour each time. It happened three weeks ago and again last Tuesday."
Harris was watching her with a sad look on his face.
"I never asked him about it because I didn't want to know anything about it but I couldn't let you be hurt by this. It isn't fair to you for Tom to be doing this. I had to tell you."
That was the conversation and she and Harris talked about it for the next hour or so after she put the twins to bed and made a pact not to let Tom know that they had found out about his affair. When Tom came home that night, Nicky behaved as if nothing was different and Tom showed no indication that he was cheating. He even tried to make love but Nicky pleaded fatigue. Even though she hid her feelings, she was thinking about her next moves and what she would do to confront Tom. The more she thought of it the angrier she became. She cried herself to sleep that night and many nights after that when Tom fell asleep.
Things slowly returned to a normal pattern for Nicky as she let the infidelity simmer in her subconscious. She had not forgotten, just suppressed. It further infuriated her that Tom continued to behave as though he were not cheating on her. He was very good at hiding his affair she had to admit.
It was one evening after Tom had called saying that he would be late again that Nicky decided what she was going to do. She thought about it for a while and then called Harris, asking him to come over. Once he was there she described her plan to him. He listened and tried to withhold the smile that had been building as she told him what she wanted to do. He very solemnly declared that he would help her even though it would hurt him to deceive Tom that way. With his agreement, Nicky began to finalize her plan.
She very carefully wrote a letter to Tom, describing in full detail exactly what she would be doing and that she would be doing it with Harris. She had confided in Harris her plan to tell Tom, but had not told Harris that she was going to identify him. Harris believed she was going to keep his part in this anonymous, the only reason he had agreed to it. She read and re read the letter, making sure it delivered the maximum amount of hurt to Tom. Once she was satisfied, she put the letter in an envelope addressed to Tom in big block letters and put it in her purse to wait the right time.
She asked Tom that evening if he had an idea of the next time he would be working late since she wanted to spend the evening with her sister who lived about an hour away. She wanted to make plans for the twins to stay with her mom while they visited. Both Nicky's mom and dad were still alive and lived just three miles away. Her sister was single and had never considered marriage. She was happy living by herself and enjoyed her life but rarely visited with Nicky or their parents. Tom said that he suspected the next evening would be that Wednesday. He wasn't sure, but it looked like a good bet. Nicky thanked him and said she would make tentative plans.
The next day, she called the Holiday Inn and booked a room for that evening. She put the room in her own name and made sure that she used one of their joint credit cards. It was important that Tom be able to verify that she had stayed there. She next called Harris and told him to be prepared for Wednesday as the day. He agreed and said he would take off work early just to be sure.
The next day went very slowly as Nicky waited to see if this Wednesday was to be the day she got back at Tom. She couldn't wait to see the reaction on his face as he read the letter, knowing that when he did it would be too late to stop it from happening. She would let him know the pain and hurt she had suffered. She wanted him to pay.
About 1:30 that day, Tom called to say he was indeed going to be working late. He said that he thought he could be home by 9:00 that evening and if she was going to her sister's he would just pick up something to eat on the way home. She thanked him and hung up, elated and jumping with energy. This was it! Payback time.
She called Harris at work and told him to pick her up at the house at 6:00 that evening. He said he was ready and hoped he could do this. She said that she would help him and not to worry.
She got the twins ready and took them to her mother's place. Her mom loved watching the twins so it was never a problem getting her to agree. She packed a small overnight bag with some very naughty items, her cosmetics and those essentials she would need to make herself irresistible to Harris. She also took some casual clothes for afterwards and whatever else she thought she might need. She showered and dressed in a short red dress she used to wear a lot when she and Tom went out more. It was cut low in the back and very short, hitting her at mid thigh. She still fit into it very nicely since she kept herself quite trim. She knew she looked good since she was hit on often at the health club. Tom always complimented her on her figure, which again caused her to question why he would cheat on her.
She put the letter to Tom on the kitchen counter right next to the coffee cup that he always used. He would see it almost immediately. Once he saw it he would open it and read. By that time, she and Harris would have already done the deed and he would have to accept the knowledge that he had caused his wife to be unfaithful. And since she was telling him about Harris, he would know that she had cheated with his best friend. The double hit would make the pain even worse. That's what she hoped for. Bastard!
She had Harris pick her up at the house and they drove directly to the hotel. She had already pre-registered so she had only to give them her card and pick up the room key. Harris waited by the elevators while she completed the registration. They then went to the room together.
They were in the room and she had removed all of her clothes to stand naked in front of the mirror, her back to him, just as in her dream. Harris moved toward her as she stood there. She watched his reflection as he moved. He smiled at her and she shivered in anticipation. He was tall, well built and handsome as the devil and she could feel herself responding to his smile and his seductive words. This was to be his reward for telling her about Tom. She would submit to him and let him make love to her just as Tom was doing with his lover. Two could play this game and she was going to enjoy it. But she remembered her dream and remembered that this was just revenge. Pleasure would imply that she wanted to do this with a man not her husband and that caused her to question her actions.
Harris, for his part, was excited. He finally had the opportunity to fuck Nicky. He had been waiting for this day for a long, long time and his plan had finally borne fruit. He had hatched this plot about Tom cheating when he found out that Tom was going to be working late one or two nights a week with Phyllis and three other members of a planning team. They were planning a major expansion and Tom was the leader of the team. If they could pull this off, Tom told Harris that it would lead to a major promotion and a trip to Europe for him and Nicky. He wanted to keep it as a surprise for Nicky until he was sure about it.
Harris had then told Nicky that Tom was cheating on her and named Phyllis as the woman. He knew Nicky didn't know Phyllis and so couldn't check directly. Tom was so secretive that he only called Nicky after he had planned a work session so he played into the plot, making Harris' job easier. Nicky was convinced and she was now going to be his.
Harris pulled his shirt over his head and tossed it into a corner. He unbuckled his belt and opened the waist of his pants and stepped out of them with a kick. He was down to his jockeys, looking at one of the most beautiful sights of his life. Nicky was magnificent: her ass in front of him was wonderful, her tits big and natural, hips full, waist tiny and legs that were absolutely magnificent. She was looking at him in the mirror with a slight smile and she looked so gorgeous standing there. He slipped his jockeys over his hips and let his engorged cock spring free. He moved toward her with his arms open.
Nicky tentatively backed into his arms and let him pull her to his body. She could feel his erection pushing against her butt and she could feel the heat emanating from him. It was like a furnace, he was so hot. She on the other hand was shivering as if chilled. He closed his arms around her and instead of feeling warm and protected, she felt confined and suffocated.
She tried to relax and let this happen but she couldn't. He moved one hand to her breasts and the other to her sex. He rubbed her mound and she began to respond, letting him touch her. He slipped a finger between her swollen lips and began to move it along the slit. She could feel the wetness beginning and her breath became short. As she looked up to her reflection to see herself wrapped in his embrace with one hand on her tits and one hand between her legs, she suddenly realized that what she was about to do was not revenge: it was just wrong!
Nicky pushed away from Harris and wrapped her arms around herself. She wouldn't look at him and kept her back to him. She was suddenly ashamed of her nakedness.
"Nicky, what's the matter? Are you OK? I would never hurt you; you know that. Please, let me hold you and make love to you as we planned. I'll make you feel good. OK?"
"I don't know what the matter is. I'm scared and I can't feel anything but terror. I need to do this, but I'm having second thoughts. Please, let me think."
Nicky tried to move back to the bathroom to get a bathrobe but Harris stepped in front of her and tried to hold her again. She moved away but he followed. She was becoming afraid of him and tried to tell him so.
"Harris, please. You're scaring me. I asked you to wait and let me think. I don't know what's wrong but I don't think I can do this." She again tried to move past him but he continued to block her.
"Nicky, I think you need to come here to me and let me make love to you. That's all I have been thinking of and you know we are just doing this to punish Tom for his cheating. Right? Come on Nicky, stop teasing me and let's do this."
Harris' patience was wearing thin. So close to his desires and yet she was being difficult.
"I don't think I can do this. I'm sorry, but I am going to get dressed and go home. I still have time to get the letter I left so that he doesn't know anything about you and me and this night. I guess I can't cheat the way Tom did. I love him too much and I believe in my marriage vows."
Harris stopped in his attempt to convince her and looked at her in horror.
"You didn't tell him you were going to be here with me, did you? You said you were going to keep my part of this quiet. Tom will kill me."
"I told him about you and that you were the one who helped me see what he had done. He can't get mad at you since he is the one that was wrong. He will be angry with me but sorry for making me do it. You'll be fine as long as I can get the letter before he sees it. But he is working late tonight so we have plenty of time."
She seemed to be much more relaxed now that she had decided against doing what she had planned.
Harris considered forcing Nicky to go through with her plan when her cell phone rang.
She went to her purse and looked at the caller ID. It was Tom, calling from work. "Hello Tom, where are you. I thought you were working tonight."
"Hi babe. I'm done and I am free the rest of the evening. I've got some really great news that I want to share with you so I'll be home in about 30 minutes with a bottle of champagne. We're going to celebrate tonight."
"Celebrate what? And what do you mean you'll be home in 30 minutes. Where are you?"
"I'm at work. Where did you think I would be when I told you I was working late? Did you think I was having an affair or something? Not likely with you at home waiting for me. I'll see you in 30!" With that he hung up and left a startled Nicky starring at the dead phone.
Nicky turned to Harris and told him what Tom had said. She wanted to know why Tom was calling from work if he was cheating as Harris said. He just stared at her as he saw his plans turn to crap. Tom would be home in half an hour and his chance at having a piece of Nicky was gone forever. He saw in her face that she now knew he had been conning her and on top of that, if they didn't get to her house in the next 30 minutes to get that letter that the stupid bitch had left, he was going to be up shit creek without a paddle. Tom would kill him for sure and he was one of the few people who knew Tom and his background well enough to know that Tom really would do it.
He and Tom grew up on the streets of south LA and while he was one of the vast army of grunts that did the dirty work, Tom was one of the generals and he was no one to cross. He had come a long way from his past but the past was still a part of him and that explained in part why he was so successful in business. Tom knew people and people owed him.
He told Nicky to get dressed and get her stuff. They had to get home before Tom. She was panicked and was throwing her clothes back on, ignoring underwear and socks. She was ready to go in just under 3 minutes. Harris was ready as well and they ran from the room and down the stairs, not waiting for an elevator.
They found the car and Harris opened the doors via his remote. They jumped into the car and he backed out with tires squealing. He pulled away and drove to the exit onto the main thoroughfare. He slowed only slightly with a cursory glance at the traffic and pulled out with his foot on the accelerator.
Just as he cleared the exit from the hotel, he saw the truck coming from Nicky's side. He floored the gas, hoping to clear the truck, but there was not enough time. The truck hit the car on the passenger's side, just behind the rear wheel. The car was spun around almost 360 degrees and while Nicky was spared the direct impact, the jolt slammed her against the window and blood flew everywhere from a head wound. That was the last thing Harris remembered until he woke up in the hospital two days later.
.................................................
When his boss, George Turner asked Tom to put together a team to develop a plan to expand the business in Europe, he was delighted. He wanted this in the worst way. He knew that this was the key to that elusive promotion he wanted and deserved. It had been his goal but with the business straining against the limitations of domestic traffic, he wasn't sure what else he could do. He had considered looking for another job somewhere else, but had built so much here that he would lose a great deal. If he could pull this off, he could get the European operation for himself.



He never discussed this with Nicky since she seemed to be quite happy with things as they were. She didn't work and she took care of the two little ones so she was content with his schedule. He was home most of the time and he traveled very little. This pleased her and she didn't see any reason to change it. He couldn't blame her. He made very good money so they had no worries about finances and no pressures on them.
He had spoken of the assignment with Harris but didn't give him many details. He was not much into business and Tom usually saw him nodding off if he discussed his job with him. He just told him that he would be working some late nights and that Phyllis was on his team. This interested Harris since he always had a thing for her. She was OK, just not Tom's type, but she was a hell of a good accountant so he was glad she was on his team.
He usually knew when he would have late meetings but he tried to make Nicky believe they were random events so he always called her on the day he was going to be late. This happened no more than 4 or 5 times but she was getting tired of it already. At the rate they were progressing, he didn't think it would take many more meetings to resolve their issues and present their plan of action. He had put together a team of hard working and loyal people and he believed they had already achieved the basic milestones and building blocks and that Mr. Turner would be impressed. It looked like they could do this and have an operation up and going in less than 8 months, about 5 months ahead of estimates. At that rate, they would be seeing revenue by the end of the year.
He had worked late last week and he knew that Nicky was angry with him. He wasn't sure why now of all times she would be mad but he knew it wouldn't be more that one or two more times and they would be done. He let it go and they didn't discuss it.
Monday Nicky asked him if he would be working late this week and he said that he would check. He already had a meeting scheduled for Wednesday so he told her to tentatively plan on that. She said she wanted to go to her sister's place and he agreed that would be a good plan. He confirmed it Wednesday and she made plans to go. He hoped that this would be the last meeting they needed since they had made some real progress. Time would tell.
Wednesday afternoon, he called a planning meeting and they reviewed the program schedule they had drawn up that morning. He opened the meeting for discussion and they found that they were all in agreement. They were ready to present their program. Tom called George Turner and he agreed to hear them immediately.
They made their pitch; they answered all questions and their numbers held up to scrutiny. Mr. Turner asked a few brief questions, which they answered and he finally stopped. He looked at Tom and said,
"This is outstanding work. You and your team have done the impossible. I want this ready to present to the board of directors Friday but I can tell you now that it's a done deal. Tom has told me of each of your contributions and you can all count on a bonus in your next paycheck. Tom; I want to see you after this meeting."
After the rest of the team left, George offered Tom the promotion he had been after for so long. He told him that this put him over the top and that he was pleased to make Tom the newest VP of Operational Planning. Tom would report directly to him and he could pick his own department members. It was what he had been waiting for.
As soon as he could, he left to call Nicky. He put in the call to home but there was no answer. Since it was already late, he thought maybe she was in transit between home and her sister's place so he called her cell. She finally answered after about 4 rings.
When she answered he was too excited to notice anything unusual and simply told her to get home so that he could give her some good news and they could celebrate. She seemed surprised and didn't make a lot of sense but he chalked it up to his exuberance. He hung up before she could ask too many questions. He wanted to wait until they were at home together to tell her everything.
He talked to his secretary, assured her that she was a part of his new team and told her he was gone for the rest of the day. She was pleased and said she was looking forward to the new job. With that he left.
He was home within 25 minutes and looked forward to taking Nicky out to dinner. If she hadn't already picked the twins up from her mother's, they were ready to go. She could change into that neat red dress that he loved and they could go someplace nice. He ran into the house, thinking to take a shower if Nicky wasn't back yet.
The house was empty and Nicky was nowhere to be found, but when he looked in the garage and saw her car there he was confused. He went into the kitchen and saw an envelope setting against his cup. His name was written on the envelope in big letters. He took it and went to the kitchen table to read it.
It was a letter from Nicky to him and it read as follows:
Dear Tom,
I know about your affair with Phyllis. I know that this is what you have been doing when you told me you were working late. I know because Harris was brave enough to tell me the truth. He saw you at the Holiday Inn and he watched you take that Phyllis woman to a room. He was so broken up having to tell me this but I made him.
I don't know what I am going to do about our marriage. I know that you have hurt me terribly but I still love you with all my heart. That's why I have decided to do with your best friend what you have already done to her.
I am at this very minute at the Holiday Inn with Harris. By the time you read this, I will have made love with him at least once and perhaps more. I need to do this so that you will feel the pain I feel. If we both share the pain of betrayal, we can perhaps share the guilt of breaking our marriage vows. If we do, we can discuss moving forward together.
I do not love Harris except as a friend so he is the one I have chosen to help me make you see what cheating can do to someone. He and I will be home by 10:00 and I expect you to wait for me so that we can begin to discuss our future.
I do not want you to look for revenge against Harris for anything he has done. He is acting as my friend and as your friend. If you harm him in any way, we are through.
Your Loving Wife,
Nicky
He read the letter through twice not understanding anything she said. What affair? He had never gone to the Holiday Inn and he had never taken any woman to a room for any reason. Harris knew what he was doing and he knew who Phyllis was. He couldn't have told her any of this nonsense. Unless... Suddenly it all fell into place.
Harris had often said that he wished he could have found Nicky first. He thought the world of her and said she was one of the sexiest women he had ever known. He always commented on her looks and even said that she was sexy even 7 months pregnant with the twins. He had always lusted after her but knew that Tom would kill him if he so much as made a move on her.
He and Tom shared background and he knew his past. He would never cross Tom, or at least that's what he thought. Seems he was wrong. Seems as though Harris had grown tired of living!
According to Nicky's letter, Tom had about 3 hours to wait unless he did something rash. He pulled out his cell phone and called Nicky. He let it ring until it went to voice mail. He called the desk at the Holiday Inn and asked for Harris Templeton's room. He was informed no such person was registered. He then asked for Nicky Preston's room. The clerk said she would connect him. Interesting that she booked the room, not Harris.
He waited for ten rings and then hung up. Maybe his phone call surprised her and she was on her way home. That was probably the most likely so he settled back in his chair and waited for them to come home.
After about an hour, he began to wonder what could be keeping her. She knew he was home and she knew he had read the letter. Would she wait for him to come to the Holiday Inn? That made no sense to him. He was just about to get his car and drive to the motel when the doorbell rang. He went to answer.
Two police officers stood at the door. They showed him their badges and asked, "Are you Mr. Tomas Preston? Do you have a wife by the name of Nichole Preston?"
"I'm Tom Preston, and yes my wife is Nicky Preston. Why are you here? Has something happened to her?"
"Do you know a gentleman by the name of Harris Templeton?"
"Yes, I know Mr. Templeton. Please, what is this about? Is my wife alright?"
"Your wife has been in an automobile accident. She was a passenger in a car driven by Harris Templeton and they were struck broadside by a truck while exiting the Holiday Inn motel downtown. This happened about an hour ago and she is now at Memorial Hospital. If you would like, we can drive you down there or we can follow you if you choose to drive."
The shock was the final blow. He had been upset and he was in a state of agitation before this, but this was too much. He staggered back against the wall and felt his face flush with heat and his breathing became ragged. He felt hot, then cold, then nothing. He was numb. It was minutes before he again gained control; time to remember that he was not alone and could reply to the officers. They had watched him and waited while he fought to regain some semblance of control.
"Thank you. I would like to drive if you would wait for a minute while I get my coat and my cell phone. Do you know how she is?" He grabbed whatever he could reach and went out to the garage to his car.
"We don't have that information. Would you mind if my partner rode with you downtown?"
"No, that's fine. Let's go now."
They left and made the trip in record time with a police escort. He answered the expected questions during the trip. Did he know Nicky was with Harris at the motel? Was this a surprise? Had he known about this affair before tonight? The usual questions to which he answered truthfully. He showed the officer the letter from Nicky and he read it quietly without comment. He handed it back and Tom put it in his jacket pocket.
"Hell of a way to find out about your wife and best friend. Guess it sort of makes you two even, huh?"
"Afraid not. My 'best friend' lied through his teeth to get into my wife's pants. She chose to believe him rather than just ask me for the truth. This is the result."
"You need to remember that you can't take the law into your own hands. What he did is not a crime so be careful what you do; just a friendly word of warning."
"Understood officer; I'll be careful." He let it go at that. He would definitely be careful. He had survived south LA by being careful. He knew how to get revenge and not have to pay the price for it. Harris also knew that.
The trip to the hospital seemed to take forever and when he got there, it was a hassle to find a place to park. The officer finally volunteered to park his car and leave the keys at the nurse's station so he jumped out of the car and ran for the elevators. He knew she was in the emergency surgery ward on the fifth floor and punched the button and almost collapsed to the floor of the elevator during the trip. God, what if she had been killed or hurt seriously? What was he to do and what about the twins? Too much, too soon and none of it good.
When he got to the nurse's station she made him wait for a doctor before telling him what room Nicky was in. He yelled and raised a fuss but she was adamant. He pulled at his hair and paced until a young doctor touched him on the shoulder.
"Are you Mr. Preston? Nicky Preston's husband?" He seemed so young to be dealing in life and death.
"Yes, I am. What's happened to my wife? How is she? Is she OK?" Panic.
"Let me talk to you before we go to her room. I have to discuss some things with you first so you will understand what you are going to see." With that, he guided him to the lounge and gently forced him to sit.
"Your wife has had major trauma to her head. We took a hard look with X-Rays and scans and it appears that there is severe swelling caused by blunt force trauma caused by contact with the side window. It appears that she slammed against the window and that caused all of the significant damage. There was surprisingly little additional damage done. We will have to wait till the swelling goes down to see if there is any permanent brain damage." He paused for a moment, watching Tom to see if he was taking this information all right.
"She is in a coma right now caused, as I said, by the swelling. We will have to wait until we know more. She is connected to a respirator and we are giving her infusions of antibiotics and anti inflammatories for the bruising. We will just have to wait." This was all he had to say and motioned to Tom to follow him to her room.
When he saw her lying there, pale, and with tubes in her nose and lines into her arms he almost cried. She looked dead: not alive and vital as she was in real life. This was not real: it couldn't be. He just stared at her as he began to process what the doctor had told him and what had caused this abomination. As he looked at her, he felt the sadness leave to be replaced by anger. He felt cold and dead inside and felt nothing else except anger. Anger at both her and Harris for what they had done. Her guilt had caused this. Harris' duplicity had begun it. But now, he would end it!
Chapter 2
Through the shooting pain in his head and most of his body, Harris could see the lights overhead and thought he could hear voices coming from a speaker somewhere. He tried to open his eyes without much success, so he stopped for a time, trying to get some idea of where he was. As he stopped fighting, his memory began to return and he could almost hear the crash of the truck hitting the car and the screams from Nicky just before she hit the window. He remembered now, with a vengeance. He was in an accident trying to beat Tom home. Oh my God! That was the plan now certainly gone badly wrong. Tom probably knew the whole story. Suddenly, he remembered Nicky and blood flying everywhere. How was she? Did she make it OK? God, his head hurt. The pain was so intense that he surrendered to it and passed out.
Hours later, he tried again to open his eyes and this time he was successful. He was in a hospital room and it appeared he was in traction and his head was in some kind of contraption so that he couldn't move it. He began to panic and tried to holler out but felt a button in his left hand. He couldn't raise his arm so he just pushed the button repeatedly until someone finally came into the room
"Well, I see you're awake and back with the world. I'll get the doctor for you and he can tell you all about it. OK?" This was from a face that briefly appeared in his line of vision. He must have fallen asleep again because an older man with white hair and a stethoscope around his neck awakened him. This was the doctor that had handled his case when he was admitted or so he was told.
"You are a mighty lucky man, Mr. Templeton. Your injuries are serious but none is life threatening. You are in traction for a broken neck, which we had to pin, and you have some internal injuries that have been repaired. You'll live a normal life once you heal. I expect you to be good as new in about 10 weeks or so. Do you remember what happened?"
"I remember pulling out of the Holiday Inn parking lot and seeing a truck. Did the woman who was with me survive OK?" He held his breath for the answer.
"The woman survived but she is in a coma. She had extensive head injuries and we have no idea of the extent of the damages. The brain is swelled severely and we have relieved as much pressure as we dare. We will just have to wait to see what happens. I will tell her husband that you are awake. He asked to see you when you woke."
"Is there any way that you could keep him out of my room Doc?"
"You wish not to see him?" The doctor had a small frown on his face.
"No I most certainly do not wish to see him. I want him kept away from me. Call the police if you have to."
"That won't be necessary. I'll leave word that he is not to be admitted to your room. Rest well, Mr. Templeton." With that, he left me alone to contemplate all I had learned since awakening here.
It was pretty clear that Tom would have read the letter that Nicky left him and he would have no idea that nothing had happened between him and Nicky. But he would also know that Harris had lied to Nicky about the affair and had set her up to cheat with him. That would be enough for Tom to do something to get back at Harris. It was necessary to keep away from Tom until he could get out of the hospital and away from here: someplace where Tom couldn't find him. With that, he drifted off to sleep again to dream bad dreams.
Tom remained at Nicky's side for about an hour before he finally rose and walked to the hallway. He did not stop at the nurses' station but walked down the hall and looked into the rooms as he passed them. In the fourth room he saw what he was seeking: Harris lay there with his eyes closed. He was in some kind of traction device but otherwise appeared to be better that Nicky. Tom walked quietly into the room and stopped at the foot of the bed. He just watched the sleeping man without speaking.
Tom had been standing there, lost in thought when Harris woke up. Harris focused on Tom and the fear that came on him was visible on his face. He fumbled for the call button and jammed his finger down on the button when he found it. He tried a few times to speak and finally got some words out.
"Tom, you have to know that nothing happened between Nicky and me. I wanted to but she couldn't go through with it. She loves you too much I guess. You can be mad at me since I was the one that lied just to get her in bed, but you know how I always felt about Nicky. It just got too much for me and I did something stupid. Please remember, nothing happened!"
Tom listened but paid no attention to the words. He just watched the focus of his anger and hatred. After Harris finished speaking, he turned away without saying a word and walked back to Nicky's room.
He was still sitting there watching her when the doctor came in to see him. He was agitated and wanted to know what Tom had said to Harris when he went into his room. He just looked up at him and said,
"Nothing. I said nothing to him."
"Mr. Templeton has requested you not visit him. He doesn't want you in his room. Do you understand and agree?"
He looked very upset but Tom didn't much care.
"I have no intention of seeing Mr. Templeton again here in the hospital. Please convey my words to him if you would. That should put his mind at ease."
That was the truth but Tom doubted it would give Harris any peace. He would see him again but not until after Nicky woke up, if she did. The two of them owed him the truth and he would have it. What he would do about it remained to be seen.
Harris left the hospital after three weeks with a neck collar and an ADR. He made the doctors release him about two weeks earlier than they thought best but he wanted out of that hospital. He wanted to be anywhere Tom wasn't. It was true that Tom had not made any attempt at talking to him after that first night he found him at the foot of his bed, just watching him, but he was scared of him just he same.
Nicky's parents and sister had visited her and her mother was there almost every day, but Tom had not been back to the hospital since that first night, or so the doctors said. He found that surprising since Nicky had not awakened from her coma yet. It had been just 23 days since the accident and the doctors said that it wasn't unusual for a trauma induced coma to last that long. They were not yet concerned. Tom, however, did not come back to see her. That was cause for concern to Harris but he thought he could avoid any confrontation with Tom if he kept away from him.



Harris called a cab to take him back to his small apartment. His car was a total wreck but he couldn't drive anyway. He had called his sister Shelly who lived about two hours away and asked her if she could come to stay with him for a while. She had split from her live in boyfriend so she was on the outs anyway so she agreed. She was pretty much useless, but she could cook and clean and wash clothes. So, it was better than nothing. He went in and turned on all the lights. The place was a dump but it suited him.
He checked the fridge and found two bottles of beer left so he made a note to Shelly to get more as soon as she got there. He kicked off his shoes and lay down on the couch. His side and neck still hurt but he could move slowly without too much pain. He had just settled down when the door opened abruptly, slamming into the wall with a crash.
"Well, I see you are all better and back in your shithole. At least one of you fucking backstabbing bastards is up and moving. Too bad your lover is still in a coma. Must have been your charms."
Tom walked into the room and stood over the couch. His demeanor was calm and relaxed but that could be deceiving with someone like him. The look he gave Harris was cold.
Harris tried to sit up but the pain of trying to move suddenly shot up his neck and into his head, leaving behind a splitting headache. He gently sat back down and tried not to move his head too fast.
"Jesus, Tom. Couldn't you have knocked before breaking down my door?"
Harris had known Tom all his life and knew that there was no use pretending innocence. Tom would do what he wanted and Harris had to trust to his brain to see a way out.
"Just wanted to stop and pay my respects. I never had a chance to talk to you in the hospital since they said you didn't want to see me. That hurt my feelings. I might think that you had something to hide." That smile was not reaching his eyes. It was like the man: cold and cruel.
"Tom, look. I told you in the hospital that day that I was at fault and that Nicky unfortunately believed me when I told her you were cheating on her. She had no reason to doubt me and she was really broken up over it. It was easy for me to manipulate her into going to the Holiday Inn with me. You have to believe she had no part in this."
Harris figured that if he could convince Tom that Nicky still was faithful to him and that he and Nicky had done nothing, Tom might be able to forgive and forget. Not likely, but the only chance Harris could see for staying alive.
As Harris was saying this to Tom, Tom moved behind the couch saying nothing. Harris finished what he had to say and waited. He couldn't turn his head without turning his whole body and that hurt too much.
What Tom did next came as a complete surprise. He grabbed Harris by the hair, pulled his head back so that he was staring up at Tom standing over him. The pain was intense and he broke out into a sweat. He grimaced but kept quiet in fear for his life. He felt a cold pin prick at the side of his neck and was confused until Tom moved his other hand into view, holding a shiny, serrated blade. There was a small drop of blood on the tip. The knife disappeared and the pinprick reappeared.
"I am going to ask you some questions. I expect complete truth or you will not see another day. You know me and you know I am deadly serious. Understand?" Tom spoke in the same dead voice he had used since he arrived.
"I understand. I'll tell you exactly what you want to know. Honest, I want to live."
"First question: Is this the first time you and Nicky have gotten together? Had you already fucked her before this?" Tom waited.
"Nicky and I have never been together in any way that you don't know about. That is the God's own truth. You know Nicky would never do something like that."
"Second question: Why did she believe you this time? What did you do to convince her?" Tom asked this with a little emotion, but Harris wasn't sure if this was good or bad.
"I really played that one for all I was worth. I cried and told her I really didn't want to say anything. I made her so curious that she begged me to tell her. I told her you were cheating with Phyllis. I told her I had watched you take her up to a room for a couple of hours."
He paused, waiting to see if he was still living. When Tom said nothing, Harris continued.
"She was already angry at you for telling her you had to work late but without any explanation. You never did that before and she was worried. I played on her concerns."
"So, you used my hard work and my need for secrecy against me with my own wife? You used what I had told you in confidence?"
Tom was now beginning to feel something again so he was becoming more and more angry.
"Yes, and I am so damn sorry. I just wanted Nicky so bad that I forgot about everything and just went for it. I thought she would just go with me this one time and never tell you about my part in it. I forgot that Nicky is so damn honest she could never do it any other way. She would have to tell you the truth and that's what she did."
"This is my final question and your life depends on it. What exactly happened in that motel room? I want details and I want it all. Don't even try to hold anything back. You are close to dying right now so lying will make it happen for sure. Tell me!"
Harris told Tom everything that happened, right up to the point where he had a finger inside her and was ready to make it happen when she stopped and pushed him away: the argument afterward, and Harris trying to change her mind. He told Tom everything right up to the phone call and the furious rush to get home to retrieve the letter. He told him the last sight he remembered: Nicky hitting the window and the blood everywhere. He held nothing back, knowing his life was in the balance.
He was so intent on getting all of the details right and making sure Tom knew that nothing had really happened and that his wife had called it off, he didn't notice Tom walking to the door. When he looked up, he saw Tom holding the door open and looking back at him.
"I won't kill you here and now because I still have fond feelings for Shelly. It would not be good for her to come in and find your blood all over the floor. I don't know what I am going to do yet. Say 'Hi' to Shelly for me."
Harris sank back onto the couch with a huge sigh of relief. He was going to live, at least for another day. Maybe if Tom cooled down, he would come to realize that Harris was just a piece of shit not worth the trouble of killing. Tom was cold but he was also practical, so it was a possibility. And, he had always had a soft spot for Shelly. As long as she was here, he might be safe. He took another swig on his beer before realizing it had gotten warm. He drank it anyway.
As Tom left the apartment where Harris lived, his mind was working furiously. He was pretty sure Harris had told him the truth, both about any past relationships and what had transpired that afternoon. It fit with what Nicky had said in her letter and it fit with the way Harris operated. He would have tried to convince Nicky to go along so that he could escape any blame. So, one thing out of the way.
It was also clear to Tom that Harris was going to have to die. He had done the one thing that he knew Tom could never forgive: he had tried to fuck Tom's wife. But since the Police knew about the letter and what Harris had been planning to do, his death would have to be arranged in such a way that Tom was not a suspect. That was not hard and it could be arranged without too much trouble.
The third thing that Tom had to decide was what to do about Nicky. She was in a persistent coma but the doctors all expected her to recover from that. Any brain damage was yet to be determined, but again the doctors felt this to be only a minor concern. It was just a matter of time. What bothered Tom was the lack of trust that Nicky demonstrated in her willingness to believe Harris's concocted story about cheating. That was a blow to Tom's idea of what their marriage represented to him. He had expected more from the woman he loved and to whom he had dedicated his life. Why would she believe a story like that without asking him directly? He had never lied to her before so she had no reason not to trust him.
Because of his background, trust was a very important thing to Tom. It was critical to trust the people you lived with and worked with. In his former life, you had to trust your friends or you could die. Tom took trust to a very high level. When he found that Nicky did not trust him that was a major blow to his ego and his belief in their marriage. He took his marriage vows seriously and thought Nicky did as well. But for her to consider that he could break them, and for her to think that it was acceptable to him if she broke those vows even in anger, was inconceivable. He could not accept that now and he doubted he ever could.
Since he had been the one to formulate the plans that even now were leading to a major expansion program into Europe, Tom began to make a plan to move forward. It was the best he could do with what he had now and he was determined to put it into effect as soon as possible. Tomorrow would be the beginning. If he could make this work, he could effectively solve all of his problems at once. With that thought, he drove home to his empty house.
The next day, Tom spoke with George Turner about making a trip to Europe to investigate sites and perhaps make an offer to someone there to head up the transition team. He knew some people there and had some candidates. George thought it was a great idea but wondered if Tom shouldn't stay with his wife. Tom explained that her coma was not likely to break soon so now would be a good time to go. So that was settled.
Tom next called Nicky's mother and told her that he was going to Europe for a week or so and needed to leave the twins with her. She was cold to Tom, angry over his failure to visit Nicky in the hospital. Tom told her that he had his reasons and that he would talk about it with her one day. She had her suspicions but let it go, agreeing to keep the twins.
Finally, Tom made a call to a contact from his past and gave him a job to do for him after he had left for Europe. He gave some preliminary instructions and information, making sure that only the subject he was concerned about was taken care of. He waited for a return call to confirm. He received the call and made arrangements to call his contact when the trip to Europe was confirmed.
This happened the end of that week when his dates for the trip were locked in. He asked for the job to be completed two days before his planned return to the States. He was specific about the job and wanted there to be no complications. None were expected and his contact assured him that he would be satisfied with his work. Tom thanked him and made arrangements for payment.
Tom made the trip and enjoyed it immensely. Europe was all that he expected. He found several sites that were perfect and he made an offer to an exceptional individual as head of the transition team. Everything went as planned. He received a call from Betty telling him the terrible news that his boyhood friend, Harris Templeton had been killed in an apparent robbery and break-in. Shelly had not been there at the time and was OK. It happened just a day before Tom's return. She conveyed her sympathies and knew that he and Nicky would be crushed. Tom thanked her and hung up.
Tom hung up the phone and leaned back smiling. Things had gone well, indeed. He decided to have a big dinner in one of the wonderful old restaurants that abounded in this area. He thought steak and baked potato. He slept well that night and finished his trip on schedule. He decided to contact Shelly as soon as he got back. One should make the effort for an old friend. Shelly would need comforting.
When Tom returned home from his trip, he went to see Betty, his mother in law and see to the twins. They were glad to see him and they wanted to go home with him to their mother. He again told them that mommy was still sick and that she would soon be able to see them again. He asked Betty how things were going and she told him that there had been no change in Nicky's condition and that Shelly was trying to keep things together till the funeral planned for the day after tomorrow. Tom took the twins and left, thanking her for all she had done. Her response was polite and not very sincere.
When Tom got home, he found several messages waiting for him. After taking the twins up for their bath and their nap, he went through the messages. There were at least 3 from the police, wanting him to contact them on his return, 5 from Shelly asking him to call her and various others offering comfort and support.
He found the one that he expected, a call from the Manager of Remote Services for European Expansion, a not so clever euphemism for his acquaintance. It simply said 'services completed as requested'. Tom cleared all the messages and went upstairs to unpack.
The following day after arranging for a live in maid for a while, he went down to the police station to speak with a Detective Tolliver. The questions were routine and predictable:
"Do you know anyone that wanted to hurt Mr. Templeton? Do you know who could have done this? Did you have anything to do with his murder? We know about the letter and your wife's involvement with Harris. Could that be a motive for murder? How about her sister?" And so on and so on.
He gave his contacts in Europe to the Detective to confirm his alibi and let the man go on until he felt he had done his duty. He finally told the Detective that he had answered enough questions for the day and said he had business to attend to. He left feeling that no further interest would come his way.
He finally called Shelly and she was almost hysterical. She was trying to put things together and she was simply overloaded. He volunteered to give her a hand and made plans to meet with her that afternoon. They settled on a little restaurant right near Harris' apartment and he promised to be there by 5:30. She might need comforting and Tom had no problem giving that. Shelly was a beautiful woman, after all.
With all pressing issues taken care of, Tom decided to polish his resume and give it to George Turner, requesting that his name be added to any list for Managing Director of European Operations. It was the shining jewel in Tom's plans for his future: a future that was not totally clear just yet. This was a good first step, however and one Tom had planned to make anyway.
Tom arrived at the restaurant right on time to find a harried but still beautiful Shelly sitting at a booth looking sad. Tom observed her unnoticed for a while, appreciating her great figure, her simple top trying vainly to hold in those magnificent tits, her long black hair and her long legs. She was a beautiful woman and always had been. She had a tough life because she kept making bad choices. Harris had never been much help to her and had just let her go on making mistakes and letting her suffer the consequences. Shelly would be better off without that asshole. He moved toward her.
"Hi, beautiful. I'm so sorry about Harris. We should be there for each other and I'm sorry I wasn't here for you. I am now."
With that Tom went to her and gave her a big hug, feeling those magnificent tits pressed against him. He reminded himself that he had to take this slow. Shelly had really loved her brother. He backed away and sat down opposite her in the booth.
"How can I help? What do you need me to do right now? Just tell me how I can make your life easier and I'll do it."
He watched her face lighten up with the thought of someone taking the crushing weight of burying her brother from her shoulders. She smiled at him with tenderness and he saw a tear in one eye.
"God, this is so great of you. You have your own problems with Nicky and yet you are here to help me. You have been such a great friend to both Harris and I and now we have to bury him. I know you must be hurting as much as I am."
She was great. In her grief, she still thought of Tom. He really loved this girl!
"Don't worry about me right now. Is everything in place for tomorrow? Do we need to do anything?" First things first.
"I haven't made any plans for after the funeral. Should we have some place for his friends to come after the funeral? He didn't leave much money so I couldn't even think of setting out a spread for his friends. I didn't know what to do." She was looking sad again and Tom didn't want that.
"Leave it to me. I know some people and I'll arrange for the Lodge hall next door to the church to be available and I'll have a buffet table set up and catered. Consider it done. I'll tell the minister to announce it during the service." That brought a smile back to that beautiful face and Tom relaxed. This could be OK.
The service went off without a hitch. Tom made a heartfelt eulogy and Harris Templeton, former friend turned cheating bastard was buried once and for all. After the service, about 50 of his and Tom's former friends showed up at the reception and Shelly was able to speak to most of them. She looked much better now that it was over. Tom waited until she had a moment to herself and then went over to talk to her.
"What are your plans now that Harris is put to rest? Where'll you go? I don't remember any family in the area."
He took her hand and held it while she looked at him with a sadness that almost broke his heart. For the first time, he began to have regrets about what he had done. He savagely crushed that line of thinking: he had to!
"I don't have anywhere to go now that he's gone. I left that prick I was living with for the past three years because he was always high and wanted me to join him. I've been clean for over two years and I'm not going back."
She said this with a vengeance. She had hit bottom and pulled herself back up and she was staying up.
"Why don't you come stay with me at my place? There's plenty of room and I'll pay you room and board to take care of the house and the twins. They need a woman's touch and my mother in law is not my choice right now. She hates my guts for obvious reasons and I know she'll turn the kids against me if she has a chance."
"I could do that if you really want me to. I haven't seen your kids but I bet they're full of it. What are they now, just over a year old?"
She looked quite pleased so Tom considered it a done deal.
"They are 16 months old now and they really miss Nicky. You're about the same age as her so you would be more able to relate to them. Let's get your things from the apartment and take you home."
They did and Shelly moved in that day. They sold Harris' stuff, what there was of it and Shelly took the cash and cancelled the lease so she was free of anything left of Harris. She was an instant hit with the twins and the house gradually became a home again.
The next day, Tom decided that he had to make the dreaded trip to see Betty and Harry. When Tom told Betty of the arrangement, she tried to object, but Tom just told her that things were under control and he didn't need her to take care of his kids any longer. She and Harry were free to visit them anytime they wanted and had only to call to let him or Shelly know they were coming. She could also baby sit anytime they were going to be out if she wanted. He promised her that she and Harry would always be welcome to visit the twins.
He also took that opportunity to tell Betty and Harry that he was going to file divorce papers right away. Betty started in on him about responsibility and all that but Harry must have known it was about time. He was the first to ask the question.
"She cheated on you with Harris, didn't she Tom?" I knew something was wrong when I found out that she was with Harris coming out of that hotel."



Betty immediately turned on Harry. "That's a lie and you know it Harry! Nicky would never do that to Tom and the twins. It has to be a lie. Tell him Tom!"
Tom simply handed the letter that Nicky had left to Betty and watched as she read it. She read it twice before she looked up at Tom.
"So you cheated first? You were the one that caused her to do that thing? You have the nerve to divorce her because she tried to get back at you for cheating? How could you?"
"The problem is, Betty, you're doing exactly what she did. You believed something bad of me without even giving me a chance to tell my side. I trusted Nicky to be faithful to me, as I was to her. I never did what she was told I had done. Harris admitted that he lied to her just to get her to sleep with him. He failed, but he tried. I called home to tell her of my promotion on the day she wrote this letter. She was at the hotel with Harris when I called her. She was surprised I called from work because Harris had told her I was in the same hotel she was in, cheating with a woman named Phyllis. That was supposed to be part of the 'payback'. Phyllis was on my development team. She was an employee of mine, not my lover."
"The accident occurred because she and Harris were trying to get home before I did to get to that letter before I could see it. You see, her guilt drove her to try to stop me from seeing what she intended, and Harris's deceit caused the whole thing. He almost killed her, just to sleep with her."
Betty was listening with a look of shock on her face. She had known Harris as long as Nicky and I had been dating and she was taken back by the fact that he could do what he had done. She was shaking her head as if to deny it. A tear had started to fall from her eye and she grabbed Harry's hand as if to maintain her grip on reality.
"How can I believe you when you say you were not guilty of what Nicky thought you were? You could lie now and no one would know the difference. You are lying aren't you?" She had a look of triumph on her face, thinking still that Nicky was innocent and I had driven her to this evil.
I handed her a letter from Harris, dated on the last day of his life. I kept the envelope it came in. It was clearly postmarked and he signed the letter. It was delivered to me at my office four days after he had died. I found it when I went back to work following the funeral. It was one of the 'details' my acquaintance had taken care of.
After reading the letter, Betty made no more attempts to try to dissuade me in my divorce. I named her the administrator of Nicky's affairs and she and Harry became guardians while she remained in a coma. I had transferred responsibility for health questions to Harry and set up a trust fund with the insurance settlement from Harris' insurance company to cover all expenses so that they would not have to worry. She would be cared for as long as she was in the coma.
It was just about a week after Shelly moved in that things began to happen. One evening after Shelly put the twins to bed, she came into the family room wearing only a robe and slippers. She had obviously just showered since her hair was wet and she had on no makeup. She sat down across from Tom and watched him as she combed her hair out. The longer she watched him, the more nervous he became.
"You look tired Tom. You've been working non-stop and you look tense. I could do something about that if you wanted me to."
She just smiled and continued to brush her hair. Her eyes however, sparkled with something new.
"I guess I am beat. I could use a shower myself. It looks relaxing. I think I'll go up and take one now. Thanks for the suggestion."
With that he moved to the stairs while she watched him from lowered eyelids.
Tom went into the master bath and looked at himself in the mirror. He saw a tired old man there, not a 34 year old soon to be VP and knew he had been working too hard on the expansion into Europe. He wanted that assignment for himself so he had a goal. Well, he could at least relax since it was Friday night and he was off for the next two days.
He shed his clothes and turned on the shower. Once the water was hot, he stepped in and let the water wash over him and take away the stiffness. It felt wonderful. He was hardly aware of the cold draft when the shower door opened and Shelly stepped in behind him. He had soap in his eyes and couldn't open them right away but he felt her tits push into his back and her arms slide around his body to cup his balls and cock. Her warm soft body was pressed tightly to his as she laid her head on his shoulder and whispered into his ear.
"I have been waiting for you to invite me into your bed but you have been the perfect gentleman. I decided to stop waiting. I want to help you the way you helped me. Let me do this for you Tom."
She was stroking him as she spoke and he could feel the heat beginning to build in his belly. Tom rinsed his face and eyes and turned to her.
"I wanted you so badly but I didn't want you to think that you owed my anything. I wanted to wait until you were ready. Are you sure you want this?"
"I'm sure. Let's make you less tense right now so that you can be a less than perfect gentleman later. I like less than perfect gentlemen better than perfect ones."
She laughed a naughty laugh and her eyes held promise of more to come. With that she put both of her tiny hands around his erection and proceeded to jack him off in the shower while he stood under the rushing water, feeling his tensions and guilt wash away as he climaxed.
They dried each other after the shower, doing more rubbing than drying but generating enough heat to dry them both before they tumbled into the bed, holding each other tightly. He had recovered and was ready to pleasure her in wonderful ways, ways that had been denied for too long.
He pulled her tightly against him and proceeded to use his hands and fingers to make her ready to receive him. He could feel her wetness and knew that she was ready. He moved her away and had her roll over onto her stomach and then raised her hips using a pillow. Once she was comfortable, he moved over her and took his now raging cock in hand and pushed into her from behind. She moaned once and than sighed.
He felt her warm wetness and entered her all the way. She took him in with no distress and he stilled himself for a moment allowing her to get used to him. He then began to pump in and out, moving slowly at first and then increasing his tempo. She pushed back, indicating that he was not causing her any discomfort and urging him on. She began to make small whimpering sounds that made him mad with lust.
He began ramming her faster and faster until he felt the upwelling through his balls and into his manhood. The hot fluid flowed into her in huge amounts, more than he could remember in a long, long time. For her part, Shelly took all he could give and asked for more. She mounted him later and took him inside her while he cupped her magnificent tits. She brought herself to climax while he watched her face in wonder. She was really beautiful when she was in heat.
Shelly gave him forgetfulness that night. He forgot for a while his part in Harris' death, and his wife's failure to trust. Her failure was more of a weight on him than he had expected. He still had no idea how he could forgive her for that. In the meantime, he used Shelly for his needs, knowing that she expected little from him other than comfort in time of need. That he could give and more.
With Shelly taking care of the home and the twins, Tom had more time to put his talents to work earning the trust and respect of George Turner. Time passed happily as he saw the project coming together. He had been making tremendous strides in making the startup a reality until one day George called him into his office.
"There is no doubt that you are the man for the European expansion enterprise Tom. It is high time that we moved you over there full time to begin to bring this to a successful conclusion. I would like to offer you the position of Vice President of European Operations effective immediately. I would expect you to pick your team, make all of the arrangements and move to Brussels effective as soon as possible. Will you accept?"
"Gladly and with gratitude. It is no secret that this is what I have been working for. I can probably be over there within 45 days. I'll start on the plans right away."
After a few more words and thanks, Tom left George's office and went home to begin taking the first steps. It was important to do this right and he had been making plans for some time.
To be Continued.
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Chapter 3
"There is no doubt that you are the man for the European expansion enterprise Tom. It is high time that we moved you over there full time to begin to bring this to a successful conclusion. I would like to offer you the position of Vice President of European Operations effective immediately. I would expect you to pick your team, make all of the arrangements and move to Brussels effective as soon as possible. Will you accept?"
"Gladly and with gratitude. It is no secret that this is what I have been working for. I can probably be over there within 45 days. I'll start on the plans right away."
After a few more words and thanks, Tom left George's office and went home to begin taking the first steps. It was important to do this right and he had been making plans for some time.
Tom first spoke to Shelly, telling her of the assignment and that it would mean moving to Brussels Belgium with the twins. He told her that she was welcome to come with them just as things were now. No change and no expectations. He wanted her to come but he did not want a wife or mother for his kids. The choice was hers and she wanted time to consider it.
Next, Tom spoke to Nicky's parents. Now that they knew the whole story, he wanted to proceed with the divorce. He had thought endlessly about her part in the whole charade and he kept coming back to the lack of trust that she displayed both for doubting him and for expecting that he could forgive her transgressions even when she felt she had reason. Try as he might, he could not forgive her for that.
He told them of his anger not at what Nicky was planning on doing, but that she had so little trust in him that she believed he was capable of doing what she was told. He was also hurt by her failure to come to him instead of believing the worst without giving him a chance to defend himself.
They both tried to convince him to reconsider until Nicky could speak for herself, but he refused, telling them that he had come to the decision after living with this for the last three months. He was going ahead and he was moving to Europe as soon as he could get things in order. He had filed the divorce and would let the lawyers take care of the details. He told them he would make plans to have Nicky moved into a private nursing home where she would get the best care. He would continue to pay for her care as he had agreed. All they had to do was be available if needed. Once divorced, they would become her guardians.
Of course, Betty and Harry were hurt that they would no longer be able to see the twins but he promised to come back periodically and bring them with him. He also planned to send pictures often and they could call from time to time. They would not be deprived of contact completely. He promised them that.
Over the next three weeks, Tom initiated the divorce, sold his home with the proceeds going into a trust for Nicky, put most of the furniture into storage and made the arrangements for Nicky's care. All was complete by the end of the month and Tom was ready to make the move. Shelly had finally decided that she would stay and not move with him. She cried over the twins but couldn't see any future for her if she went with Tom and Tom reluctantly agreed. Their arrangement was devoid of love and they both knew it. He gave her some money; enough to get a new start and wished her well. He would miss her.
He went to the hospital to see Nicky; the first time he had been there since Harris was discharged. She looked the same as before: serene, beautiful, with a smile that was almost mysterious. Betty had brushed her hair that day and it lay on the pillow, shining like gold. He felt a lump form in his throat. Why had she done this thing? Why had she chosen to believe Harris, rather than ask him for the truth? These things preyed on him as he watched her slow breathing. He loved her more than life itself, but without trust, he knew of no way to stay with her. Her loss of trust in him left him empty and alone, even with her there in front of him. He couldn't explain to anyone how he felt, but he felt it nonetheless. As he watched her slow breathing, the tears started and flowed freely for the next minutes. He let them come, shamelessly.
He had put all of his feelings about what she had done and how he felt about it in a letter. In the letter, he talked of her loss of trust in him; his life before he met her and how trust was so important to him; and he spoke of his last conversation with Harris. He didn't say what Harris had told him except to say that he believed him when he described that day. He also told her about Shelly and how she had helped him with the house and the twins. He apologized for living with her but told her that he needed someone since she had taken everything from him. He told her of the twins and how they were growing. He told her of his move to Brussels and his promotion.
He told her of the plans he had made with Betty and Harry to care for her and that he hoped she would someday regain her life. He poured his feelings into that letter and felt better afterwards.
He left the letter on the nightstand beside her bed. It was addressed to her and sealed with a small elephant sticker, the ones that the twins loved to paste on their toys. It was inside a manila envelope that said simply "For Nicky's eyes only." He stood up and, looking once more at her sleeping face, left.
He was scheduled to depart from Newark, NJ on a flight to Brussels, Belgium. The flight would take about 9 hours total and he wasn't looking forward to it. The twins would be a handful and he wished that Shelly were coming along to help with them. He talked with a doctor who prescribed some antihistamines for them that should help to make them sleepy. Maybe that would do some good and make the trip a little less hectic.
He finally arrived in Brussels with his sanity intact and was met by the man he had hired so long ago. He had found a wonderful place for them to stay, a nice little bungalow with a small garden, surrounded by a high block wall. It was his for the next three years and was paid for by the company. He had picked it out himself since it was close to the new site and convenient to the local daycare facility. He wanted the twins to be exposed to the local language and to the local customs. It would be a great learning experience for them.
He sat in a very new European style chair and looked out the window of his new flat. He could see the lights of Brussels spread out before him and if he looked off in the distance he could see the beltway around the city. He was pleased with things so far but there was sadness in him that wouldn't go away. He knew what it was but he was not going to recognize it or give it validation. He shrugged his shoulders and got up to see to the twins. They were so tired they had gone to bed without a whimper so he had far too much time on his hands. But tomorrow was the first day of the rest of his life, or so the saying went. He would take it a day at a time.
.......................................................................................
Betty sat in the hospital room with her daughter and knitted. She was working on a slip over cardigan that she thought Nicky would love. She had already made sweaters for the twins and a scarf for Harry. She wondered if Harry would wear the scarf: he was always so warm that he needed very little. Oh, well. It was the thought that counted.
She knew that she should pack up the sweaters and get them ready for shipment to Belgium. The boys turned 3 years old this past month and Tom had sent pictures of their birthday party. They were growing so fast and they looked so much like their mother at that age. They certainly took after her. At the thought, she glanced over at Nicky, so still and so quiet. It had been 20 months, 13 days and some odd hours since the accident and Nicky had been in a coma for that entire time. The doctors still said she could wake up at any time, but Betty was beginning to accept the fact that her daughter was never going to be coming out of it. Harry had already said as much but Harry was always the pessimist. She was beginning to agree with him, however and it made her sad.
She went back to her knitting and was humming a little tune that Nicky had always liked when she thought she heard something. She turned to glance at Nicky and was shocked to see her eyes open and moving around the room. Nicky had never opened her eyes since she had been in this room. Betty dropped her knitting and rushed to Nicky's bedside. She took her hand and watched as Nicky moved her eyes toward her. Her eyes focused! She was looking at her!
"Nicky! Nicky dear! Can you hear me? Can you say something? Say something Nicky!" She was squeezing her hand and looking wildly around for a nurse. She remembered the call button and reached out for it. She held her finger down on the button while she continued to talk to her daughter.
"Nicky, say something dear. Can you talk to me, baby? Say something, please?"
Nicky was trying to speak, but she was not able to do much except grunt. The sounds were soft and hardly audible but they were sounds. She was trying! Betty dropped her hand and ran to the doorway, looking left and right for someone, anyone. She finally saw a nurse come around the corner and she must have understood right away when she saw Betty waving and jumping up and down. She stopped, whirled around and ran for the phone to call the doctor on call.
Betty went back to the bed and saw that Nicky still had her eyes open and was still trying to make sounds. She screwed up her face and finally said,
"Wh. wh. Where... am.. I?"
She was moving her head now and she was looking at everything, trying to understand what she was seeing. She wouldn't recognize anything anyway since she had never seen this room when she was conscious. Still, she focused on Betty as she came back to the bedside and she was able to reach out with her hand to take her mother's hand in hers.
"Mom? What are you doing here? Where am I?"
Her voice was getting stronger and she was no longer disoriented. She was weak, pale, and much thinner than she had ever been but she was awake! Betty could only look at her and cry. She couldn't say anything but she clung to her daughter's hand and held it to her lips as she cried. Nicky was becoming frustrated by the lack of information but she was too weak to do anything other than hold on to her mother's hand. This was enough to almost wear her out but she held on.
The doctor on call came running into the room and took one look at Nicky and yelled at the nurse trailing behind. "Get Dr. Edwards right away!"
He watched as the nurse left and turned to Nicky and Betty. He smiled and took his little flashlight out of his pocket and sat down on the bed beside Nicky.
He flashed the light into her eyes and was pleased with the response since he grinned and said, "That's what we like to see. Good responses. How are you feeling? Any pain? Discomfort? Anything that feels strange or out of place?"
Nicky looked at him and tried to speak several times before she was able to make sense.
"Can you tell me where I am? Why am I here? Am I ill? Please, can you tell me what's happening?"
"You were in a car accident Miss Campbell. Do you remember anything about it? Can you recall what you were doing or whom you were with? Can you remember anything?"
He watched her very closely as she tried to make sense of what she was just told. Nothing came to her at first and then she closed her eyes for a minute trying to think of what he had said that was odd. Oh, yes. He had called her by her mother's last name. He probably didn't know any different. She tried then to remember an accident but nothing came to mind. She would relax and let it come.
"I can't remember any accident but maybe it will come back to me. Oh, and my name is Nichole Preston. Campbell is my mother's name. But you can call me Nicky." She was already getting tired.
"I am very tired. I think I just want to put my head down for awhile if it's OK." With that thought, she dropped off into a deep sleep.
"Is she going back into a coma?" Betty was afraid that Nicky was leaving them again. She still had her hand and wasn't going to let go till she knew Nicky was OK.
"She is just sleeping now. This is normal. She will be very tired for some time until she builds her strength back up. That will take time but she is on the way now. I think you will see steady improvement now. Congratulations."
He made some comments on the chart at her bedside and turned to leave when he stopped and said, "What did she mean that her name is Preston? The only name we have in her records is Campbell, the same as yours. She is not married is she?"
"She was married at the time of her accident Doctor. Her husband divorced her and we had her name changed back to her maiden name for insurance purposes. She doesn't know about that yet. I don't know how to tell her either. I'll want to talk to Dr. Edwards and with Harry, my husband."
"What kind of man would divorce his wife when she was in a reversible coma? He must be a real scumbag!" With that, he left the room mumbling to himself.
Betty packed up her knitting and left the room to call Harry. She had to let him know that Nicky was out of her coma and he had to come to the clinic as soon as possible so that he could help her decide how to tell Nicky about Tom and the divorce. She didn't know how much to tell her now. How much could she take? It was all so confusing. As it was, Nicky slept through the night and Betty and Harry went home for some much needed rest before the next day. It was sure to be a terrible one for Nicky and they had to be ready.
Nicky woke up in a strange bed in a room that she didn't recognize. She remembered her mother being here and a doctor asking her about an accident. She closed her eyes and tried to remember what had happened. She thought she remembered something but it was fuzzy. She opened her eyes again and took inventory of her surroundings. She spotted a call button and pressed it. She seemed to be much stronger this morning and that was a good sign. She pressed the button again in impatience and was almost ready to yell out loud when a tall black male nurse walked into the room.
"Good mornin Miss Nicky. It's so good to see you awake after all this time. You all have been asleep for some long time. Welcome back to the world. Can I get you some breakfast? Doc said you could have juice, some toast and maybe some jello. Always good to get some jello."
"I am starved so, yes, some breakfast would be great. You said I have been asleep for some long time? How long is some time?"
"Near's I can tell, you've been sleepin somewhat over a year and a half. Maybe a little longer. Hard to be exact since they brought you here just a year ago from the hospital."
He left to get the breakfast without seeing the shock on Nicky's face. A year and a half or even longer? What the hell had happened? Where was her mother and where was Tom? They had to have told him that she was awake. Her mother was here last night and she would have told him, wouldn't she? She was still struggling with this news when a small, bald man in a doctor's jacket walked in. He smiled when he saw her awake.
"Good morning Nichole! How are you feeling? We are so happy that you decided to rejoin the world. Is Sam getting you some breakfast? I thought I saw him leaving the room. We'll take good care of you until he gets back."
With that, he began to do all of the normal things a doctor does: pulse, heartbeat, temperature and blood pressure. He puttered around with these things for the next 5 minutes while she struggled with strange flashes of memory spinning around in her head. She finally could take no more and grabbed his hand.
He turned to look at her in surprise as she began to ask him those questions that were clamoring in her head for release.
"How long have I been unconscious? How long?"
"Well, ah, it's been just over 20 months. You were hurt in a car accident and you had severe head trauma. The swelling went down some time ago but you didn't wake up as we had hoped. You have been here at this facility for just over a year."
"Where is my husband? Has he been notified that I am awake? Is he coming to see me?"
The doctor expressed some surprise at her question. "I'm sorry but I am not aware of a husband. My records indicate that you are divorced and have your maiden name of Campbell. I know of no other people that are to be notified beside your mother and father."
"What about my children? I have twin boys. I want to see them. Please!" Nicky began to cry, not understanding any of this. Divorced? No husband? Her name was Campbell and not Preston? None of it made any sense. None!
"Please Miss Campbell, please calm down. Your mother has been notified and she is on her way here. She can no doubt answer most of your questions, far better than I."
The doctor was concerned that she become too agitated this close to her awakening. He called the nurse to bring a sedative, although a mild one. He had to keep her calm until she could get stronger. Her heart had not been working hard for so long that it would take some time to get her back to a functional level of strength. Physical therapy was absolutely necessary and he wanted to speak to her mother and father about that. He hoped that they would be here soon.
"I can't calm down until I know what's happened! You have to tell me. Someone has to tell me. Please, please, where are my sons?"
Nicky began to cry and pound her fists on the bed covers. She was too weak to do anything else and she had to know what had happened. She felt the sedative begin to course through her veins and, in spite of herself, she began to drift in that twilight place where problems were still present but not worth the time to worry about them. She finally just let go and drifted away to a quiet place. She could spend some time there until things were clearer.
As the doctor watched her pulse rate slow and her heart rate drop back to normal, he sighed a sigh of relief. He would prescribe a mild sedative and keep her on it for a while. It would not do to have her agitated at this point. He would speak to the mother as soon as she came in.
........................................................................................
It was just past 7:00 in the evening when the phone rang. Tom heaved a sigh and pulled himself out of his recliner to answer. It had been a long day and the negotiations with the freight line operators had not gone well. He was worried that the costs could be well over his estimates. But that was for tomorrow. Tonight, he just wanted to rest and discuss the world of toys and games with his twins and gain a new perspective through the eyes of a 4 year old.
"This is Tom Preston"
"Tom, it's Betty. Nicky is awake! She's awake Tom, and she is going to be fine! She woke up today when I was there and she is going to be OK! Can you believe it?"
Tom listened to Betty while his mind worked overtime. Nicky was awake? How long had it been? Had it been almost 2 years? He had almost forgotten. Had she remembered everything? Had she read his letter to her? Too many questions and too much information. He didn't know how he felt about this and wondered if maybe it wasn't better if she had never awakened.
"That's great news Betty. You must be very happy. How's Harry taking it?"
"We're both so happy. I thought you would want to know. Are you coming home with the twins to see her? When can you get here?"
Tom was jolted for a minute. Go to the states? Why would he do that and why would Betty think he would? It was crazy!



"I have no plans to come to the states Betty. There is nothing for me there anymore."
There was a shocked silence on the other end. Betty was stunned. She had been so sure that Tom would want to come home now and bring the boys. She had never considered anything else. She didn't know what to say.
"Tom, you can't mean that. You have to bring the twins home to see their mother. She will be devastated if she can't see them. You can't do that to her."
"I didn't do anything Betty. She did. Have you forgotten? I haven't and the boys have gotten over her so I don't plan on reminding them of something painful."
"Tom, please reconsider. She has to see the boys. It would help so much in her recovery if they were here. Please, Tom?"
"I'm sorry Betty. Give my regards to Harry. Good night."
Tom hung up before Betty could say anything else. He wasn't ready for this and probably had never planned on her waking up in spite of what the doctors said. It had been almost two years and he had just begun to move forward with his life. He was not going to make the mistake of going back to relive all of the pain and heartbreak. That part of his life was over.
.........................................................................................
She dreamed of Tom. It was their first anniversary and he had booked them a room for the night. He was there with her in the hotel room and he was watching her as she stripped for him. She was teasing and he was smiling at her. She removed her bra and panties and stood proud before him. He moved to take her in his arms and she felt the strength and comfort he had always given her when he held her like that. He crushed her mouth with his and took her breath away with her power. She was his to take.
He moved with her to the bed and laid her back; her head on the satin pillow, her hair spread across it like a fan, and her arms raised to take him to her breast. He unbuckled his belt and pulled his pants down over his hips, freeing his wonderful cock to her sight. She knew it well and welcomed it. He moved between her legs and placed his rigid manhood at the entrance to her waiting sex. He penetrated her in one strong push and she bucked in joy. She gripped him with her legs and pulled him to her bosom, urging him on with passion. She looked into the face she loved, expecting to see her love returned, but was suddenly frightened! What she saw was an angry face and it was changing as she watched from her loving husband to Harris Templeton! His face was suddenly enveloped in fire and she felt incredible pain. What was happening? What did the pain mean and why would Tom change into Harris? She was suddenly very afraid and confused.
She jolted awake, shaking, with heart pumping and breathing rapid and thready. She was disoriented for a moment until she calmed down. She was not sure what had just happened but she knew she must have had a bad dream. She hugged herself as she quieted. A nurse came into the room and asked her what was wrong. She mentioned a bad dream and the nurse came over with a warm cloth and wiped her face and talked softly to help her calm down. She was quiet now and fell back asleep as the nurse watched.
Nicky slept through the rest of the night and looked much stronger by the next morning. She was beginning to eat some solid food and her kidneys were functioning well. The nurse had taken her for a few steps and she had wanted to sit in the chair for a while as she ate her breakfast. She also used the bathroom for the first time and felt much better once she had splashed some water on her face. She looked awful but she was awake. Small steps.
Her mother and father came in shortly after she had finished her breakfast and they both exclaimed at how much better she looked. She had been walking around the room and she paused, holding on to the bedrails. She didn't want to sit down. She smiled at them but couldn't shake the feeling of dread that had been with her most of the morning. She listened as Betty and Harry talked about things and people and places, most of which she ignored, just enjoying the sound of their voices. She had been in a quiet place for so long, that any sound was welcome. Her mind just drifted until they began to slow down.
"Mom, where are my husband and my children? You have been avoiding it now and it is time you told me the truth."
"Nicky, I don't know if you are ready for too much more just yet. Why don't you wait until we can take you home? We'll tell you everything then, OK?"
"I want to know right now, before you say anything else. Where is Tom and why isn't he here? Why aren't Jason and Joshua here to see me?"
"Honey, how much do you remember of what happened? Do you remember the accident at all?" That was from her dad.
"The last thing I remember is Tom calling to say he was going to be late. I had dropped the twins off at your place and..."
Suddenly a picture of Harris Templeton came unbidden into her head. He was naked and looking at her in a room somewhere. She saw his face in a mirror. She noticed that she was also naked! What the hell? She wiped her face with her hands willing more to come. She concentrated on the room she was in and suddenly it all came rushing back. She remembered everything and with that memory, she staggered and fell to the floor, her father reaching for her futilely. She remembered, and the pain that came with that memory was more than she could bear. She fainted, falling into oblivion.
It was now two weeks since Nicky had awakened. She was ready to come home and Betty and Harry were there to pick her up. Harry pulled the car up to the front and there was a small group of nurses and staff waiting to say goodbye to Nicky. After all she had been there with them for almost two years and they had all tended to her at one time or another. They were proud of her since they had taken care of her all that time to insure that when she did wake, she would be in good health. As she was escorted out in the wheelchair, she smiled and shook hands and had a word for most of them. She was happy to be leaving but would miss some of them greatly.
She was quiet on the ride home, thinking of her life now. She was alone and had no one to share her life with. Her husband had left her, her children were taken from her and now living thousands of miles away, and she had nothing left worth living for. Most of her friends had moved on and some had died. She was more alone now than she had ever been, even with her parents. They couldn't help her now except for the physical and that was pretty much back to normal.
She thought again about Harris Templeton's death. It seemed strange that he would die in a robbery. She was told that his sister was living with him at the time but was not there when he was murdered. Well, life was strange but she could only remember her shock when she read the letter he had sent to Tom just before his death. Tom had given copies of it and her letter to him to her parents before he left for Europe. In it, he had confessed to lying about Tom and admitted he had done it only as a way to lure her into sleeping with him. She felt cheated that she couldn't confront him for wrecking her life.
That evening as she was sitting in the family room staring off into space, Betty came in and sat down beside her.
"How are you doing dear? Isn't it good to finally be out of that dreary place and back in your own home? We're so glad to have you here with us." She patted Nicky's hand and smiled fondly at her.
"This isn't my home mom. I love you and daddy but my home is gone, along with my husband and children. I lost everything I loved when Harris made me believe that Tom was cheating on me." She paused for a minute, thinking back.
"Why did I believe him so quickly, mom? What in the world was I thinking? "
"Please don't talk like that, dear. You have your whole life ahead of you. Things will get better and we can still try to get Tom to bring the twins here soon. I believe he will as soon as you are better."
"I'm better now mom and he already refused to bring them home to me. You know that and so do I. He will never forgive me. I don't think he will ever let me see them until they are adults and can make their own decisions."
Betty watched her daughter for some time before coming to a conclusion. She rose from the couch and walked over to the desk. From it she took a manila envelope and brought it back to Nicky. She and Harry had discussed this and Harry was in favor of giving it to Nicky from the very beginning, but she was not so sure.
"This is from Tom. He left it by your bedside on the day he left for Belgium. It was marked for you only so we never opened it. I think it's time you read it and maybe it will give you some hope." With that, she rose and left Nicky alone with the envelope.
Nicky just stared at it for a long time. She looked at her name, written in Tom's scrawl. Why would Tom write a letter instead of talking to her face to face? Didn't she deserve at least that much from him? As her anger began to build, she suddenly remembered that she had done exactly this to Tom: she had left him a letter instead of asking him for the truth. She had written a letter designed only to hurt: a dagger to his heart. This was what she deserved, no more.
She was torn with curiosity to know what Tom was thinking when he finally left her. She wanted to know, but at the same time, she was afraid to know. She finally went into her bedroom and shut the door. She got a drink of water and came back and sat on the edge of the bed and with shaking hands, opened the manila envelope. Inside she found a plain white envelope sealed with a sticker like the twins used to use on everything. When she saw the elephant sticker, she broke down and cried. It represented everything she had lost. She cried for almost an hour before finally getting herself under some control. She had not cried like that since she awakened.
She opened the envelope and began to read.
Dear Nicky,
By now, you will know that the boys and I have gone to Europe to begin a new life. The twins and I will be living in Brussels, Belgium and I am now Vice President for European Operations. It is what I was working for and why I spent so many hours away from you. It was to have been our most exciting adventure: you and I and the twins on a new continent. We could have been so happy. But it was not to be.
You may wonder why I left you and divorced you even though I know that you and Harris actually did nothing that day in the hotel. You deserve to know and I will try to tell you.
I spoke with Harris after he left the hospital and he told me that you said that you couldn't cheat on me regardless of what I had done. I'm glad for your sake. He also told me that the accident occurred because you wanted to get home to remove the letter you wrote. He admitted he was also anxious to get the letter to stop me from finding out his part in the deception. After that one conversation, he and I parted and I never spoke to him again. He was gone later, struck down by evil.
You may also know that I invited Shelly into my home to help care for the house and the children. It was done initially to help Shelly after Harris' death, but it grew into deep affection and she shared my bed. In the end, we both knew that we shared only a fondness for each other and happy memories, but not love. I offered to take her with me but she refused.
Now as to why I divorced you. You believed the story Harris told you about my infidelity. You accepted his word and never asked me if it were true. You believed it was possible that I could do that to you and to our life together. That lack of trust in me was the worst thing that I could imagine. The pain that brought to me was more than I would have believed. I never thought it was possible to love someone without trusting them, but that's exactly what you did: you said you loved me but didn't trust me. Therefore, I must believe that you never truly loved me. Love without trust is not a marriage: it is a sham. I couldn't continue in a marriage without trust.
It may be hard for some to understand this, but you are one of the few people who know my background and know that I consider trust to be one of the most important things in my life. More important to me in many ways than love. I trusted you completely, and I loved you totally, but you didn't share that love and trust.
I have made sure that you will be taken care of until you recover. Your parents are good people and I know they will make all the right decisions in your care. When you are better, you will find the proceeds from the sale of the house are yours, and you will have a monthly check that should take care of most of your needs. I wish you the best and hope for your recovery.
I ask that you not try to contact the boys when you wake since they have a hard time learning to live without you. By the time you read this, it may be they will have forgotten you. For their sakes, I will hope. Goodbye, Nicky.
Tom
As Nicky read the last part of the letter, she felt very little. It was as if she were watching from a distance, as the room around her began to fade. She saw the letter drop to the floor and she watched as she walked into the bathroom. She watched the door close and then, nothing.
Chapter 4
By the time Harry found Nicky she had almost succeeded in her attempt to end her life. After reading the letter, she had gone into the bathroom and taken a razor blade from her father's safety razor. She was very careful to lock the door and make no sound. She had filled the tub with water before slipping in and then had slit her wrists. She tried to do it right, but Betty had been worried about what the letter might contain and had Harry check on her. He had found the locked door and knew something was wrong when she didn't answer his knocks. He broke open the door and found her.
The 911 operator had the ambulance there in no time and the paramedics were able to stop the blood flow and began plasma transfusions while they got her ready for transport. They knew exactly what to do and were not bothered by what they found since it was actually fairly common in their experience. She was taken to emergency and sewn up. She was fine, except for the loss of blood and the doctors began transfusions to build her pressure back up. She would live.
Because it was an attempted suicide, and with her parents support, Nicky was confined to a mental hospital where she was forced into therapy. Her situation was not unusual to the therapist on staff and she was very well versed in standard treatments. She treated it first as acute depression, and Nicky was put on medication while she attended therapy every day for a month. With the meds and the therapy, Nicky slowly began to find a way back to some semblance of normalcy. She was still unhappy but she was finding ways to cope with it. She was released from the hospital two months after her aborted attempt to end her life.
With continued therapy, Nicky began a slow recovery. The hardest part was learning to live without her little boys. She accepted Tom's condition that she not try to contact them even though she wanted desperately to see them. They were 3 and half years old now. At least she had the pictures that Tom sent to Betty. She kept them all and had each one pasted into the scrapbook she kept. In it she had all of the pictures and letters that Tom had been sending and she had clippings about the company that Tom headed in Europe. She kept the book always where she could look at it and it did help to ease some of the loneliness.
The pain was still there but it began to ease and she could sometimes go days before she remembered again. But time heals all wounds and she slowly regained her stability. She still lived at home with her parents but she was beginning to think about a future on her own. One thing she wanted was to go back to school. She wanted an advanced degree in psychology so that she could go into counseling. She had become fascinated with the counseling sessions she was forced into during recovery and she vowed then that she would do something like that as soon as she could. She wanted to make a difference to others like herself: people who made bad choices and were trying to live with the consequences.
She checked with Tom's lawyer and found that the trust fund Tom had set up using the proceeds from the sale of the house and the settlement from the insurance company were enough to pay for the small tuition at a local university. She told her parents what she was going to do and they were supportive. With Betty's help, she found a small apartment just off campus, furnished it and she moved in that month. Her new life had begun.
Since she had a degree in psychology already, all she had to take were some advanced level courses in therapy and do some sessions with a practicing therapist. Her counselor told her that she could be finished in just about 2 years. After an apprentice program lasting 6 months, she would have her certificate and she could go into practice by herself or with someone else. She set up a schedule and program and began her college career. She was looking forward again for the first time in a long, dark time. She was on her own and she was going to make it. It was a promise she made to herself.
...................................................................................
Jason and Joshua ran up to their father and tried to tempt him back to the water. They were scuba diving in Moreton Bay off the north side of Australia and exploring the reefs and it was truly something to see, but he was beginning to get tired and just wanted to rest and relax for a while. Not so for the twins: they simply couldn't get enough and they were off again. After all, it was the first time they had been away from their home in Belgium for over 3 years. They were 8 years old now and they were good, solid boys. He was so proud of them and he often wondered how he had managed to raise such great kids alone. God knows he had his problems but they seemed to have survived in spite of him and his stumbling ways.
The boys were identical twins and looked so much alike that even he had trouble keeping them straight unless he was close enough to see the minute differences. They loved making trouble switching but he was one of the few that could tell them apart and they had stopped trying with him. Not so with others, however, and they were notorious at their school. All good clean fun though so he was content. Their mother would be proud. At that thought, he angrily stood up and grabbed his gear and called the boys to get ready to go back to the Brisbane Marriott Hotel and their room. He was angry with himself. He had thought he was past that but thinking about the boys and raising them alone brought painful memories back to the surface.
Once in the room, he grabbed a beer from the cooler and dropped down into one of the cane chairs so popular in this resort. He reflected back on the past 6 plus years and remembered.
He remembered more now than before and without the pain that he experienced earlier. He had received regular letters from Betty over the years and she kept him informed of all that was going on. He in turn sent her pictures of the boys and told her of their progress in school. He never knew whether she showed the pictures or his letters to Nicky and never asked. He didn't want to know.
He knew that Nicky had recovered from her coma and that she had attempted suicide. He also knew that she had been confined for some time in a mental institution but that she was released. He knew all of her battles and successes, her return to college for an advanced degree in psychology, and that she was now fairly successful in her career as a guidance counselor for teens in trouble. She would have been very good at that he knew, and wondered how she was doing with her life. Betty had never mentioned a man, just as he had never told her of any of his ill-fated attempts at romance.



He thought of Abby, the woman he had recently been dating, with pain. The breakup was hard and bitter: nasty words were said and it was like so many others over the last few years: he was unable to commit to a life with anyone. Betty didn't need to know that. It was better left unsaid. Too many painful memories there.
For the thousandth time, he wondered if he should have taken the boys on a trip back to the states to meet their mother. Betty suggested it in every letter and he declined in his. He had made no secret from the boys of the fact that she was alive and lived in his old hometown. He had simply told them that he and Nicky had separated and that she had a life of her own. They never tried to get him to take them to see her and he never suggested it. Now, it was more important than before because he had a decision to make. Maybe he would bring the subject up with them. Maybe he had better investigate his own motives first. Was this for them or for him? He decided to bring it up tonight at dinner.
They were staying at the Marriott in Brisbane and it was a beautiful hotel. It faced the ocean and was a wonderful place for the boys. They could explore the beaches, grab a taxi and go into the city and in general find something to do that would please 8 year old boys. They were very independent and he did not worry much about them, although he had hired a guide to be with them who was recommended to be very good with boys. Together, they were a match for most anybody. He was again proud of the way he had raised them.
They decided to eat in the outdoor dining room and they dressed casually. It was warm here in December and they enjoyed the change from the weather in Belgium this time of year. They sat at a table away from the bulk of the room at their father's request. He had told them he wanted a family discussion. That meant either something very good or very bad, or so the boys equated it.
As they finished their dinner and Tom had ordered coffee for himself and dessert for the boys, he looked at them sitting together. As usual, they dressed identically. They loved to do this and to confuse the staff of the hotel. They did it good naturedly and only in fun.
"Boys, I want to ask you a question and I want you to think about it and maybe talk to each other before you give me an answer. Can you do that?"
"Sure we can do that pop. Is it something good or something bad? It's always one or the other when we have these family discussions."
"I don't know how you are going to take what I have to ask you. I guess the best thing to do is just ask. How would you feel about going to the US to meet your mother and grandparents?"
The silence was deafening as the boys looked first at Tom and then at each other. It was only a few seconds but to Tom, it felt like forever. As he watched, their faces changed and they both gave a whoop of joy almost at the same instant. Around the restaurant, faces turned their way and then back as they saw it was only boys laughing.
"Are you serious? Meet our mother and grandparents? You've got to be kidding. That's all we've thought about for the last five years. We were always told not to mention it to you because it made you sad and made you hurt. So we didn't, but we always wanted to. When can we go? Soon? Where does she live? Will she remember us? Can we go soon?"
They both talked together, finishing each other's sentences, alternating sentences and in general making perfect sense. He never understood how they could do that. He had not thought of what he wanted them to say, but as they continued to talk aloud and express their excitement, he found himself smiling. Inside he must have been thinking the same thing and he found himself responding to their enthusiasm. They were going to do this!
Before dinner was over, he had told them somewhat of their mother and grandparents. He told them they lived in a small town in California and that Nicky was a counselor to young people with problems. He told them of Betty and Harry and promised to let them see some of the letters she had written and some of the pictures she had sent. He had them all safely locked away, perhaps for this day.
"Dad, why did you and our mom break up? Why did you have to leave her when you took us away to Belgium? Can you please tell us now? We're old enough to know the truth. We never believed the story about the two of you just deciding to go different places. She wouldn't have given us up so easily, would she? It isn't true that she didn't want us, is it?"
Tom was surprised that they had this many questions, but then again, why wouldn't they? He had never talked much about what happened and just told them, when they asked about her when they were smaller, that they had just grown apart. He had told them that Nicky was too sick to care for them and agreed to let them come with him. He never let them see his hurt or his anger when he spoke of her and he never blamed her for anything. She was sick, that's all he said. They finally stopped asking.
Now, he took the time to tell them as much as he could about their mother and their grandparents and their home. He made sure they knew their mother had not deserted them and that she and their grandparents would welcome them and love them just as he did. They listened as he told them all he could, leaving out only the pain.
After they returned to Belgium, Tom made some calls to arrange the trip back to the states. He hadn't discussed this with the boys, but he had been offered a major promotion to Executive VP of Operations, Worldwide and it would mean relocating back to California. He wanted to make the trip more for that than anything else, to see if he really wanted to return home. He was pretty sure it was time.
The trip was finalized and set for the second week February. The boys had their passports and all of their shots and he had arranged with the school for time off. They were both good students and he had no problem with the school. They were ready, of course, and couldn't wait. He had called Betty and Harry and told them of the trip plans and Betty was beside herself. She said she would let Nicky know and she cried on the phone as she heard all of the plans. Tom was pleased and let her talk to her grandsons for the first time. It was quite a call.
Tom arranged for a corporate rental in Valencia, California where they would be going. It was a small town, just off the 5 in a section called Santa Clarita Valley. There was an amusement park there and it was where the headquarters was located. Since he planned on staying there for as long as 6 weeks, he thought the rental would be better for the boys. He had no idea of how Nicky lived and he knew that Betty and Harry's home was very small so this was the best solution. He gave the address to Betty on one of their calls and she said she knew where it was. They were all set.
The day came, the plane left and they were on their way. They left at 6:00 AM and planned to stop in Newark before heading on to California. The trip would take about 12 hours, all told and it promised to be very unpleasant. However, with the boys as excited as they were and his pleasure at watching them, the trip went faster than he expected. He was glad they had done this and he found himself thinking more and more of Nicky. What would she look like now after almost 7 years? Would she look the same? She would be delighted to see the boys but how would she feel about him? He had told her of Shelly and his letter was bound to have hurt her. He knew that it was part of the reason she had tried to kill herself and he was sorry about that. It was never his intention to cause her pain. He was just trying to explain to her.
They arrived late that next night and Harry met them at the airport. He said that Betty and Nicky wanted to wait until they had time to rest and clean up and that tomorrow would be the day for reunion. Tom was just as happy that it could be delayed since everybody was tired and irritable: not the best way to meet someone for the first time. Harry got them to the apartment and it was more than satisfactory. They settled in and all fell asleep almost as soon as they touched the pillow.
With jet lag, the next day arrived way too soon. The boys seemed to recover quickly however, and after a shower, they were ready to go. He followed and they went out to breakfast. During breakfast at a Denny's, Tom called Betty and they made arrangements to meet at her place in an hour. Tom remembered quite well how to find it. Things had changed some but he knew how to get there.
"Is she going to be there?" Tom wanted to be prepared.
"Yes, she's here now and wants so much to see the boys. You can't imagine what this means to her, Tom."
"Yes I can. You can't know what it means to me to see her. And I want to see her face when she sees the boys. She'll be proud, just like I am."
As Tom hung up, he was surprised at his comments. He found that he was truly anxious to see Nicky, more so than he had ever imagined. He accepted his feelings, although he didn't fully understand them. He returned to his seat and waited till they were all finished. It was time to reunite their family.
..........................................................................................
Nicky sat at the kitchen table with a cup of coffee forgotten in front of her. Her mind was in a whirl and she couldn't seem to focus on her mother as she talked of the boys and what it would be like to see them. She tried to make sense of her feelings but couldn't. These were her sons, her boys, taken from her so many years ago. She didn't know what she felt. She had worked so hard to suppress all of her feelings for them so many years ago that she was afraid she had lost them entirely. She remembered the pain that was so intense at times that it threatened to consume her. She had forgotten in defense of her sanity. To remember and to not have them was too hard. She had let them go.
Betty watched her daughter and could almost hear the thoughts going on in her head. She knew the pain and the loss and the fear that Nicky was experiencing right now. She had almost lost her daughter 6 years ago when she found out that she had lost her boys. She had witnessed her fight back to sanity and her struggle to live with what she had been given and what had been taken away. It was a battle that Nicky had fought long and hard and had finally won. Now, all that she had buried was about to be brought back into the light. She knew that Nicky was frightened but she also knew that she would forget it all when she saw Jason and Joshua, her sons.
Nicky shook her head and seemed to wake herself from a deep sleep. She looked at Betty and put a smile on her face. Whatever was going to be would be. She would do what she could do and she would not struggle against what could not be. So she had learned during her recovery.
"When will they be here? Did Tom say what time?" Nicky was as ready as she would ever be for this. She had never expected it to come, but now it was here.
"In about 30 minutes. They are on the way. They stopped for breakfast at Denny's over on McCloud Boulevard. Tom, Jason and Joshua. Are you ready?"
"As much as I can be. Will they remember me, mom? Will they know who I am and will they forgive me?"
"They are your sons, Nicky and they will know you. They have nothing to forgive because they are your sons and they know you didn't let them go willingly. Don't you worry about that. They'll know. Oh, yes, they'll know."
Betty smiled to herself. She knew what a mother knew. Blood would tell and Nicky would see for herself. This was the last step in Nicky's return to the world. She had been working and existing and smiling and talking, but she had not been living. She had been waiting: waiting for this moment.
The car pulled into the driveway and the doors flew open to allow two anxious boys to pile out and look for their mother. They looked to the door just as Nicky opened it. They stopped and looked toward her for an eternity before Nicky ran down the steps to embrace the two boys now running toward her. They remembered! They knew her for who she was and it was as if they had never parted. They embraced together and they cried together and the world was right again.
Betty watched with tears in her eyes as the reunion took place. She had known it would be like this. A mother and her sons! A mother that could now heal completely and sons that would grow up knowing both their mother and father. That was as it should be.
Tom watched with a lump in his throat. He had been right to bring them home. They were where they should be, and he knew that he would make the move back home. He couldn't take this from them, ever again. He watched for a while and then moved to embrace Betty and Harry. They were also watching and they would wait their turn to meet their grandsons. This was more important.
"Thank you Tom. This was the right thing to do and I bless you for it. This will finish the healing that Nicky has fought for all these years."
"No, I should have done this long ago but I guess I had some healing of my own to do. But, they come first. Watching them, I know it is for the best." He decided to tell them first before Nicky and the boys.
"I have accepted a new position and I will be relocating back here to Valencia permanently. We will be here from now on." He smiled at the look on Betty's face and accepted Harry's handshake and hug.
"Do they know?" He asked.
"Not yet. I wanted to wait until they could take it in. I think that may be a while yet, don't you?"
The three were still holding each other but were now talking and telling each other of secrets and wonders and sharing everything. Nicky was watching their faces in wonder and she could not get enough. They were her sons! They were her sweet boys, lost for so long and now come home to her. She cried tears of happiness as she laughed in total joy. They laughed with her and shed tears of their own. They were home!
It was much, much later, after the boys had met their grandma and grandpa that Nicky and Tom had exchanged a polite hug of welcome and a quick search of the others face for clues to their feelings. Questions were present on each face but answers would wait.
The day passed in joy and exploration and discovery and dinner was shared. It was a day that each would remember forever. The boys tried valiantly to stay awake long into the night but jet lag and fatigue took their toll and they found a quiet place in the spare room to conk out. Betty and Harry stayed with Tom until they also feigned fatigue and retired to their bedroom. They encouraged Tom to just let the boys stay over if he chose to go back to the apartment. He agreed and Betty smiled. Her grandsons in her house!
Alone at last, Tom and Nicky sat at the kitchen table and it was awkward at first. They looked at each other, waiting for the other to start. Neither knew what to say and the silence stretched on until finally Tom spoke.
"I don't know whether Betty told you but I am moving back to Valencia for good. I have taken a new position here. I haven't told the boys yet but I wanted you to know that they will not be going back. They belong here, with you. I know that now."
Nicky watched as Tom spoke and she found that he was as familiar to her now as he was before. It was as if he had never left. Yes, he was older and more mature. He was probably more handsome than he was when he was younger and she was still moved by him. She could feel it deep down somewhere; somewhere where the feelings had been dormant.
"I'm glad Tom. I'm glad that you have done so well and I'm especially glad that the boys will be here for me. I have missed them so much. I have worked so hard not to miss them but I wasn't very successful. When I saw them today, it all came back. All the shame; all the pain; and all the guilt. But they washed it all away with their smiles and their hugs and I felt such joy. I will be forever grateful to you."
In his turn, Tom watched Nicky and wondered how he could have left her. He felt now as he had before all of the sadness and pain. He had never stopped loving her! It was clear to him now. He had left her when she couldn't stop him. That was the coward's way and he had taken it then. Now, he saw it for what it was.
"I have so much to say to you, but the only thing that seems important is that I still love you as much as I did before. I have been miserable and lonely all these years and now I understand why. I could never make a commitment to anyone else and I didn't know why. Now I do."
Tom said this calmly and with some surprise. It had come to him slowly during the day as he watched his family come together. It came to him as he realized over dinner that they were each, in their own way, complete now.
"And I love you Tom. I always have and I always will. But I am not the same person that I was when you left. I am different and you don't know me. I have not made time for anyone but myself since I recovered from the attempt to end my life. I have had to work so hard just to survive and I have made a life for myself that hasn't had room for anyone else. Now I have my sons back and I will learn to make room for them. That will be easy since they were never far away in my mind and they never blamed me for not being there."
"But you, Tom, you are different. You told me that I lacked trust in you, and because of that, I didn't love you. But that wasn't true. I never stopped trusting you: I made a mistake believing Harris. It wasn't a lack of trust, it was simply a mistake made when I was feeling sorry for myself and encouraged by a selfish man that only wanted to have me. I never doubted you and when I finally came face to face with my decision to punish you, I found that I couldn't. Your phone call was only the confirmation to something I had already known."
Tom listened and felt only sadness. He had never considered anybody else's side in all of this. He was angry at Harris for manipulating Nicky with information he had about work and he had never told Nicky of his long range plans. But he had to admit that if she had known what he was doing, none of this had to happen, and Harris would still be alive because he would never have been able to use that information.
"What do we do now? I know that I should never have left you without giving you the opportunity to tell me your side of everything. I should never have divorced you and taken our children. I know that now, but can you ever forgive me?"
Nicky looked down at the table and then back up to Tom. She had learned to face everything head on as part of her recovery and she would not stop now.
"I don't know what will happen. I forgave you a long time ago. It was necessary that I accept my responsibility in everything that happened and I was able to move forward. Now that my sons are back, I can learn to be happy again. If I can learn to be happy, maybe we can learn to love and trust each other again. I'm willing to try."
Tom smiled at her and said, "That's all I can ask for."
All of the decisions had been made, the movers contacted, the flat sold and the turnover in management locally made. It had all been done on schedule and with time to spare. He had spoken with the boys' teachers and their records had all been transferred. They were good students and the teachers had all written glowing praise in their referrals. Since it had not been necessary for the boys to return, they were unable to say personal goodbyes but Tom took all wishes with him to give to them later.
He flew home at the end of the week and Harry met him at the airport. He was to drive him to the new house in Saugus, close to the office. They had picked it out when he was here before and the boys were a big help. They looked at several houses with their mother and they decided on the one they finally purchased. It was beautiful and located on one of the many hills surrounding the valley. The view was outstanding, and that was what California was all about: view!



He had flown back to Belgium the day after he and Nicky had discussed their future. The boys stayed with Betty and Harry and Nicky stayed there as well. Her apartment was a single bedroom with no place for the boys. They had not discussed living arrangements but as far as he was concerned, they would stay with him. Nicky could be with them as often as she wanted and there was certainly room for her if she chose to stay there.
When he got to the new house, he was surprised to find it already furnished and decorated. He was at a loss until he noticed that most of the furniture was from their home before their divorce. He had sold the home but had left the furniture decisions up to Betty. She had apparently saved the good stuff. It was also clear that Nicky had done most of the work, the boys helping. They had done well.
The boys were there and they greeted him as he entered. They were quite proud of the accomplishments and waited for his approval.
"The place looks great. It's good to see you boys and I have lots of things from your classmates and teachers. They are in my briefcase, so why don't you grab them now."
"Thanks Harry for the lift. I'll be OK now since the car has been delivered and is in the garage. Want to stay for a drink?"
"No thanks, Tom. I'll be heading home now. Will we see you this weekend? We could have a barbecue if you want. Might be fun."
"Sounds good Harry. I'll call tomorrow for times."
He wandered through the house, looking into all of the rooms. He noticed that the master bedroom had huge walk in closets for him and her and the bathroom had both a garden tub and a shower. He had missed those things in the flat in Belgium. He walked into the closet and noticed some new shirts and slacks and some socks. Apparently Betty or Nicky had decided he would need some things right away. He was pleased but sad. It would be lonely in this huge house with just the three of them.
He looked into the other closet, thinking that he could store his suitcases and some of the other stuff left over from the move and noticed that there were clothes on the hangers. He investigated further and found some underwear and lingerie and other women's things in the drawers. He became more and more curious and found more of the same in the bathroom. He hoped that meant what he thought it did but how to be sure.
He was trying to decide how to find out for sure when he heard a familiar voice behind him.
"I hope you don't mind my using one of the closets? And I was planning on sharing the bed if you don't have any objections."
He turned with a smile and said, "I have no objections. None at all."
The end.
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Silver Anniversary – The Conclusion
This is a continuation of an earlier story entitled Silver Anniversary. I decided to try to finish this story once and for all. There were a lot of questions left from the Epilog and many felt the story was unfinished. For them I try to end it here. There is no sex in this part.
Thanks for the editing by angel love.
From the Epilog
"I knew since I had gone through pretty much the same thing you were a decent man and I was sure you would need some assurance. I gave you that assurance and then we both had some pleasure. Now you have nothing to feel guilty about, and neither do I."
She laughed, pulled me in for a wet kiss, and then she was gone. When she left, she took my sadness, my quilt and my anger with her. I felt light and happy and ready for a new beginning, just as she said.
I pulled out my PDA. There was a phone number I wanted in there. I was sure I did.
The Story Continues.
After a short search, I found the number I was looking for. It was for George Cohen, my attorney back in the US. I wanted to give him a call and find out the status of our divorce process. It was likely to be almost over if Serena signed the papers, as I was sure she would. After all, a cool million, the house she loved and me not disclosing her infidelity to our sons. If she were as smart as I knew she was, she would take the deal and run. I think the threat of telling our sons what she had done was probably the clincher.
I spent the rest of the morning sitting on the lanai in my shorts and t-shirt with no shoes and plenty of beer. I intended on getting shitfaced while I tried to figure out what the hell I was doing. It was going to take the best part of the day just to explain to myself what I had almost done to another man. The biggest question was why would I do that after experiencing the pain myself. I knew the hurt, the self-doubt, the anger, and the depression that was the result, and I remembered how my ego was dashed, believing another man could replace me in my wife's bed. How I could do that to Phil, who I thought was Bitsy's husband, was really bothering me.
After the third beer, I decided that Bill and Serena's affair had hurt me so badly that I needed to strike back at someone. I had effectively ended Bill's marriage to Sally, or so I assumed; I had hurt Serena by divorcing her; and I had cut her off by leaving the country so that she had no way to look for forgiveness from me. But that apparently was not enough for me. I must have needed more so I went after another man's wife? The fact that she wasn't married was no excuse since I didn't know that at the time. That was a sobering thought, so I had another beer.
As I was nursing my funk, Phil and Bitsy came out of the condo carrying some small traveling bags while two porters carried the rest out to a waiting jitney. Phil tossed them in and walked with Bitsy over to me. Bitsy leaned down to give me a kiss while Phil watched with a smile.
"I'm really going to miss you John. You were the best part of this trip for me and I had a great time, including this morning. You were wonderful and I told Phil how much you meant to me. I won't forget you and I wish you the very best. I think you need some time to heal and then you should reconsider your choices."
She smiled sweetly at me and with another kiss, went back to the waiting jitney.
Phil watched her go before turning to me.
"You were good for her, you know. She needed to be reminded of just how attractive and desirable she really is. That shithead she was married to was a real putz and he was just after her money. She has quite a bit of her own, not that you seemed to care. I just wanted to say thanks and I wanted to give you my card. I checked up on you and I know all about your reputation in the business. I know Amos Jensen, your company's CEO and he had noting but good to say about you. I could always use someone like you, even if it's just as a part time consultant. If you like to travel, we could probably arrange that. You're too young to retire for good. Give me a call when you decide what you're going to do."
With that he handed me a card, slapped me on the back, and walked toward the waiting jitney. They both waved goodbye as they disappeared down the driveway toward the main building. I watched them go with some sadness, but also with some relief. I wasn't up to a relationship and I had to admit, I could have been close with Bitsy. If she had stayed, I might have ended up with more than I wanted.
I looked at the card Phil had given me and saw that he was the President and CEO of a worldwide company that was a direct competitor of ours, or had been when I was working. He had a point: I was too young to retire permanently.
I proceeded to get slightly buzzed as I finished off the remainder of the beer in the fridge. I called the lodge with an order for another case and they promised delivery before the day was over. I collapsed on the bed and slept for the better part of the afternoon. I awoke feeling hung over and sick to my stomach. Served me right since it was the first time I had been drunk in over a decade.
I cleaned myself up and went to dinner in the lodge where they had a decent restaurant. It was cool and dark and suited my mood to a T. Several women flirted with me but I assumed they were pros and left them alone. I wanted to be by myself to do some serious thinking. I was more confused now than I was before I left everything behind. I knew I had to find a purpose to my life or I was doomed. Hell of a thing for a 52 year old man to be doing: finding myself! I sounded like a damn cliché.
That evening, I decided to go ahead and call my lawyer and see how things were going back home. I needed to find some closure to my old life and to find some way to move on. The problem was that all my plans before had included Serena and she was no longer with me, so I found myself lost. Yes, I needed to start somewhere and the divorce seemed like the first order of business. Since it was after hours in the US. I decided to wait till the next morning.
So, at 11:00 the next morning, I called George Cohen in Princeton, NJ. He was handling my divorce and had handled most of my affairs for years. He had also helped me to set up the trusts for my sons and for their kids if and when they had them. He was a friend as well as my attorney.
"Hi, George? It's me, John Parsons. How are you?"
"John, it's great to hear from you. I was just going to give you a call. How is St. Croix? Are you enjoying the time away?"
"It's something else, George. Hey, I just wanted to touch base and see how the divorce is going. Did Serena sign the papers yet?"
"Well, that's what I was going to call you about. Seems Serena is going to fight the divorce. She told her lawyer, that's Pickering & Pickering, Harrison Collins one of the partners, to tell you to do your worst but she wasn't going to give you a divorce without a fight. I tried to tell him what we had and he said she didn't care."
"Did you remind her of the letters for the boys?"
"I specifically told him of the letters, the million and the house. He has the papers that you and I drafted up and he knows all of the details. She doesn't care."
"What's she asking for? Half of everything? Is that what she's after? I guess I'm surprised. I never thought of her as greedy and I thought she wouldn't want the boys to know what she did."
"Damndest thing, John. She isn't asking for anything. She's made no counter offer and she hasn't asked for any attachments to your holdings or assets. She moved out of the house just after you left and she's staying with Ben and Carrie."
"How can she do that? How can she stop the divorce if she isn't making a counter claim or asking the court for something? I don't understand."
"She really hasn't done anything except refuse to sign the papers. The only thing she's touched is the account you left open for her. She's been using it to pay bills, and expenses and the like. The next move is up to us. I was trying to think of something to get her moving again but I don't know what. She isn't afraid of any of the things you hit her with before you left. If she keeps this up, the whole thing will drag on for months until the court finally puts it on the calendar. What do you want to do? Any more ammunition up your sleeve, John?"
"Nothing right now. Let me think about this and get back to you. You have my number here?"
"Got it and just relax and let me do the worrying. At worst, you'll just have to wait a while longer than you planned. I'll talk to you soon."
I hung up in confusion. What in the world was she trying to do? She must know I could go to the boys as I threatened. Didn't she care about them? And why would she turn down a million dollars and then ask for nothing. She must have some plan in mind.
The only thing I could do was call Ben and see what he knew. But even if I did, I wasn't sure I wanted to tell him what his mother had done, at least not by phone. Maybe I could make plans to meet with him and Michael when I got home. That seemed like the best plan. Since it was still early, I called the desk and had them make arrangements for a flight back to the US at the earliest opportunity and to send someone down to help me pack up my things. I was ready to get back home and to get my life under some control.
While I was waiting, I decided to call Ben. I had his work number and decided it would be best to call him there so as not to risk getting Serena on the phone. If she was staying with them, it might be embarrassing for everyone. I could talk to him at work and make plans to meet him when I got there.
I called the office where Ben worked and got his secretary. I told her who it was and she said not to hang up because Ben wanted to talk to me urgently. Urgently? That didn't sound like Ben. But, I waited anyway.
"Dad, is that you? Where are you? Are you back in the states yet? I need to talk to you about mom." Ben sounded sort of out of breath.
"You sound like you just ran up two flights of stairs. What's up and why do you need to talk to me so badly?"
"That's exactly what I did. Sherrie called me from the production floor and I ran up here to answer. When are you coming home? I want to talk to you before you do anything."
"What about? I know mom is living with you guys but I don't know why. I gave her the damn house and enough money to buy two more. All she had to do was sign the damn divorce papers! Can you tell me why she didn't?"
"Dad, I need to talk to you. Come home now. Stop this running around the world crap and come back now."
"Well, that's what I was calling about. I'm checking out today and I'll take the first plane back that I can get. I wanted to meet with you when I got in but I'm not sure yet when that'll be. I'll call your cell when I know for sure. OK?"
"OK. That's great. I'll wait for your call but remember, don't do anything until I talk to you. Have a safe trip and call me!"
The lodge office called about an hour later and told me that they had me booked on the last flight out this evening. It left at 5:08 and would get into Newark at about 11:30 pm with one stop in Charlotte, NC. I confirmed and we got to the airport with time to spare. I was on my way home. I knew that I had a furnished apartment waiting in one of the suites located on Rt. 1 but wasn't sure which one. I put in a call to George to make sure it was ready for me. I could rent a car until I got mine back from Ben.
We left St. Croix and the Henry Rohlsen Airport behind and I arrived on schedule in Newark that evening. I was beat and ready to find my room and a bed: it had been a big day for me. Once in the car, I relaxed and began to think about tomorrow. It was likely to be busy and probably not very pleasant. Well, that's how I left it just over two weeks ago so nothing much should have changed. With this thought I pulled in to the Summerfield Suites just after 1:00 AM and left my suitcases unpacked until the next morning. I hit the bed and remembered nothing until the next day.
I called Ben at his office late the next morning and agreed to meet him at the Ruby Tuesday's just down from where I was staying. Since he worked in Princeton, it would be convenient for him as well. He said he would leave work early and meet me for lunch. I didn't have anything to eat or drink yet and I needed coffee in the worst way so I went early and waited for him there.
I had my coffee and got a paper to read while I waited. I was sitting in a booth by the window and watched him arrive. He was a good looking man, our oldest at 24 years, out of college with a great job with a good company. He was going to go far with his good looks and sharp mind. I was so proud of him. He and Carrie were about to start their family and I couldn't wait to be a grandfather. At least that wasn't something that could be taken from me.
Ben came into the restaurant, looked around and spotted me. He moved into the seat across the table from me and smiled.
"Hi pop, how are you doing? You look good. I see you got some sun while you were there. Looks good on you. I'm glad you called me today because it's important that we talk. You know mom's staying with us now?"
"So George Cohen told me. What I can't figure is why? Why isn't she staying at the house? She loved that place and that's why I left it to her. She can certainly afford to stay there even without the settlement I offered her."
"I don't know anything about your settlement offer. All I know is what mom told Michael and me when she asked to stay with us."
"That figures. I guess she didn't tell you why we split up did she?"
He just frowned at me and then hit me with a major surprise.
"She told us you found out that she was having an affair with Bill Collins. Isn't that why you filed for divorce? Isn't that what the problem was at the party that night? You didn't think Mike and I noticed, but we did."
"I'm shocked that she told you. I told her I wouldn't tell you boys unless she decided to fight me for the divorce. She didn't have to do that. I guess I'm surprised that she would try to take half of our assets rather than the million with the house that I offered her without contesting it. I never thought that of her. I guess she had no problem telling you what she did."
"That's what I wanted to talk to you about. There are some things you need to know. First, she called Michael and I together the day after the party and told us what she had done. She admitted the affair and she said that she was completely at fault and that you had done nothing to drive her away."
"I'm not so sure that I was completely innocent. I never told her that I was moving toward retirement and that it was going to be so soon. Maybe if I had, she wouldn't have felt so frustrated."
"That's not how she put it. But anyway, the second thing is that she doesn't want the house. She said it was our home but with you gone, there was no longer any reason to keep it. She wanted to sell it outright but we talked her out of it for now."
I was even more surprised by that. She loved that house and always had. She said many times she never wanted to move from there and that we could grow old there.
"The final thing you need to know is that she is going to fight you on the divorce with everything she has. She doesn't want anything from you, but she will try to stop you from divorcing her. She says she doesn't have much of a chance but she will try to delay it as long as possible."
"Why would she do that? I obviously wasn't enough for her and I wasn't meeting her needs toward the end. She didn't care enough to even talk to me about what was happening and she decided to take matters into her own hands and sleep with my best friend. He was a scumbag but she wasn't much better. I don't know what she wants from me."
"She wants to talk to you. She wants you to give her some time: just you and her without lawyers or us. She says to tell you that if you will talk to her and let her tell you her side of things, she will give up her fight over the divorce without any strings attached. All she wants is some time alone with you."
"I don't know what she could say that would make any difference. She threw our marriage away without giving me a chance. She thought so little of me and our wedding vows that she deliberately betrayed me with someone I trusted almost as much as I trusted her."
"Dad, you have to talk to her. I know you're mad and hurt and I don't blame you. Neither does she. She just wants a chance to talk to you before you throw away 25 years. That's not much to ask. Michael and I both want you to do this. We don't think it's too much to ask to try to save our family. What you and she did affects Mike and me too, you know. We hurt because you guys hurt."
I thought about what Ben said and I had to agree that she wasn't asking much. I really never bothered to talk to her before I left. I was angry and hurt and in pain and I ran away. I went as far away as I could and I wanted to leave it all behind. And I never even considered the boys and their feelings; I was so caught up in my own hurt.
But I also had to admit that I was so screwed up that I almost did something as hurtful to another as she had done to me. That was wrong and I knew it, but I was willing to do it anyway. That was what she had done to me. I needed to face her and try to resolve my feelings one way or another. I needed to put my anger behind me.
"All right. Talk to your mother and call me with a time and place and we can talk."
"Great. I'll talk to mom as soon as I get back to work. She is at home right now so I'll be able to call you back this afternoon. Do you have a phone yet?"
"No, just call my cell. That's not changed."
I thought some more about what he had told me and decided to ask some more questions. Some things I needed to know.
"Ben, what about Bill and Sally? Have you heard anything about them? Is your mother in touch with Bill still? I never asked George when I talked to him."
"Sally told Bill to leave that night and she started on a divorce the next day. She served him just last week and she won't even talk to him. Mom hasn't talked to him either even though he called our house several times. I finally told him to stop calling or I would call the police."
"I guess cheating costs a lot. It's unfortunate that the price is so high even to those who were innocent in the whole thing. Sally is an example. She never did anything to deserve what Bill did to her. I understand that Serena wasn't the first time either."
Ben spent another half hour with me before he had to go back to work. I remembered to ask after Carrie and if they were having any luck with the baby making. He just laughed, saying that they were both enjoying the trying but so far, no baby. They hadn't given up though and were giving it some time before worrying. I offered encouragement and support. I remembered Serena and me trying to have Ben. We were lucky that she got pregnant almost right away. Same with Michael.
Ben left and I went back to the Summerfield. I went out for some provisions and unpacked my suitcases and looked over my new home. It wasn't bad, but it was not very homey: just adequate. But, it was all I needed for now. I curled up for a nap to try to get myself back on track. Not working was definitely a test of my ability to discipline my time. So far, I wasn't doing too well.
The phone jolted me out of a sound sleep. It was Ben with the news that Serena wanted to meet me for dinner that evening at a restaurant in Princeton. I knew the place and I agreed. He said she would drive herself and she would meet me there at 7:00. I asked him about my car, and he said he would have Carrie drive it in tomorrow if I could take her back home. I agreed without hesitation. I missed my Mercedes CLK 55. He laughed and said she would miss it even more.



I slept some more and woke early in the afternoon feeling much better. I fixed myself some coffee and tried to relax. I had to admit I was looking forward to that evening with mixed feelings. On one hand, I wanted to see Serena again, just to see her and talk to her. I still loved her and she was still the most beautiful woman in the world to me. That hadn't changed. On the other hand, the pain was still fresh in my heart and the anger was close to the surface. I wasn't sure what I was going to do or say.
At 6:45, I left to drive to the restaurant. I was going to be right on time; not early or late. Childish maybe, but I was not above that yet. As it was, the traffic was all going out of Princeton so I had little trouble getting there on time. I parked close by and walked in right at 7:00. I was inordinately proud of that little accomplishment.
I stood just inside the door, looking for her and spotted her almost immediately. She was sitting at a small table close to the window and she was watching me with a smile on her face. I wasn't ready for the jolt that smile gave me. God! She could still do that to me after 25 years. My breath caught in my chest and I had to blink a couple of times before I got myself under control. I smiled back and moved toward her. I used the time to calm myself down.
She rose to greet me and I noticed that she had on the necklace that I had given her for our anniversary. She unconsciously fingered it with one hand as she watched me.
"Hello John. You look great. The sun and the ocean certainly did you some good. I'm not surprised: you needed the time away from work with all its pressure and demands on you. I'm glad you were able to relax."
I waited until she was seated and then sat down across from her. She looked great in a beautiful light green blouse that showed off her beautiful figure. The neckline was low enough to show off the necklace and it lay nestled in her cleavage and gleamed against her flawless skin. She looked poised and graceful and very beautiful. It was hard not to notice the admiring glances from the men around us. I had always been proud to be seen with her and she always looked wonderful.
"Thanks. You're right. I was almost exhausted and the time in St. Croix was just what I needed to catch up on my sleep and find time to just do nothing. You look great yourself. Carrie must be a great cook."
She just smiled at the reference to Carrie. We both knew she couldn't cook water without help. I assumed she had taken over the cooking duties. I watched her face. She seemed relaxed and in control. That was typical of Serena. Beautiful and always in control. In a way, that disappointed me. I had hoped to see her a little more distraught or upset. It would have been good for my ego.
"Well, I won't say Carrie is a great cook but she and Ben have been good to me. I really appreciate the way they took me in without a complaint. Most wives would not have been so generous to their mother in law."
"She is something else. Ben tells me they are working on a little Ben or Carrie but not having too much luck so far."
"They certainly are trying. It's sometimes a little embarrassing when Ben comes home for lunch and they disappear. I try not to notice but you know how that is. I find it rather sweet."
I watched her as she talked about our son and his wife. She was very proud of Ben and she loved Carrie. I knew that they would have been a godsend to her when I left the way I did. Ben was a wonderful son and a good person: he would not have been judgmental towards Serena, in spite of her confession. Once again, I regretted what I did and how I did it. Not cool, as the kids say.
I decided that I should try to bring this discussion back to the point. I found that I didn't want to do that but I resisted the impulse to just ignore it and continue talking to her as if we had no cares in the world other than our family.
"Well, I must admit that I was very surprised to find from George that you hadn't signed the divorce papers. I thought the offer I made to you was more than fair and there was no reason for you to have had to tell Ben and Michael of our problems. Was it the money? Did you want more?"
"The money? Why would you think that? You didn't have any money when you asked me to marry you, but I said yes anyway. We had no money when we decided to have Ben, but we went ahead anyway. We had even less money when Michael came along but we loved him dearly. I was happy to go back to work when the boys were older to help put money aside for their educations, and I never wanted to quit when your parents died and left us that money, but you insisted. Money was never an important part of my life with you John."
All that she said was true. She had never wanted money or the things that money could buy. When she was working, she put aside everything she earned into the savings account we set up for the boys. She never went on spending sprees for herself and when she did spend money, it was on things for the house or for our boys. She was the one that suggested we put the money from my parents into an investment account and forget it was there until we agreed to retire.
"I'm sorry. You're right about that and I should have known better. But, if not the money, why did you move out of the house? You picked it out and you always loved it. You decorated it from top to bottom. It is your house more than mine."
"A house is not a home, John. When we were together, it was our home and I loved it. Now that you have moved out, it is just a house again, lonely, and sad with some very bad memories. Not someplace I want to be any longer. I wanted to sell it but Ben and Michael convinced me to wait. I don't know why."
"OK, I can maybe see that, but then what on earth convinced you to tell Ben and Mike what you did? I would never have gone through with that threat; you must know that."
"I had to tell them because they began to talk about you leaving and it made them angry to think that you would do something like that to me. I couldn't let them think that, so I told them. They heard me out and they forgave me. They hated what I did and they hated what I had done to you and to our family and they had unkind words to say about Bill Collins, but they forgave me. That was the worst thing for me; they forgave me even after I had done something so awful to our family. You can't believe how much that hurt to know that I had done that. It still does."
I watched her face as she told me this. I could see the pain in her eyes as she told me of telling our sons what she had done. Maybe it was worse for her to admit this to them; maybe worse than she felt for doing it to me. These were our children, and they were our life for many years. Losing their love would have been devastating to Serena or to me for that matter.
"Serena, please tell me. If it wasn't the money or the house, and you felt compelled to tell Ben and Mike what you did, than why haven't you signed the divorce papers? What's left?"
"You!"
"What do you mean me?"
"I don't want to be divorced from you John. Not now and not ever. I don't want our marriage to end. I love you and always have. I never stopped even when I was with Bill, and I haven't stopped just because you left me."
"But you know why I left you. You cheated on me and you betrayed our marriage."
"Yes, I did that and I regret it. I made a terrible mistake and I am paying a heavy price for it, as I should. I lost your trust and respect; my children hate what I did; and I hate myself. I admit all of that, but it was a terrible, terrible mistake and I want you to forgive me."
"How can I forgive you for what you did? You hurt me and tore my heart out. You made my life a living hell and it made me do things that I'm not proud of. While I was in St. Croix, I almost did to another man what you and Bill did to me. It wasn't my fault that I didn't. I found out later that she was divorced but I thought at the time she was married, and to a man that I knew. I was willing to take her without a thought about her husband. That's what you made of me."
Serena responded in some anger to that. "No, that is what you let your anger and hurt make of you. I will not take responsibility for that. And remember, you were still married to me when you did that. How could you do that if you were so hurt by what I did? Aren't you being just a little hypocritical? Aren't you blaming me for doing exactly what I did? You're saying, 'She made me do it'. I don't think you can blame me for the things you do in anger.
She paused and then continued. "But if you can stay here and work with me to try to help me understand why I did that to you and to us, I'm sure that your pain and anger will be less than trying to go it alone."
I was glad that she picked a public place for this discussion because I was becoming furious. Not so much with her, but with what she was saying. I knew she was very close to the truth and I had to agree with most of what she said but I wasn't happy about it. As a result, I just sat there without responding. Serena seemed so calm and so cool. How could she be calm? I was furious and she was calm!
"I don't know about any of this. The anger and the pain are still very new and very raw. How can you expect me to just say 'OK, I forgive you'? How can you expect that from me? What you did with Bill Collins is still very much in my head. I can't stop thinking of the two of you together in that room and I can still hear the words that the two of you used with each other. How am I supposed to forget that?"
"You can't forget that as long as you choose to be alone with nothing but your anger and pain. They won't let you forget. And I don't expect you will ever completely forget it. I know I won't. I will remember it every day of my life and I will regret it every day of my life but I have to move ahead. I can't continue to suffer because of what I did. That is over and it will never happen again. I want to move forward with you, but if that's not to be, I'll do it alone."
I looked around the restaurant. No one was paying any attention to us as we played out our little drama. We had ordered only coffee and the waitress was looking our way, waiting to see if we were going to order dinner. I noticed her and shook my head negatively and she turned away. We were effectively alone. I turned back to see Serena watching me and I caught the pain in her eyes before she blocked her emotions again. That took me by surprise since I had assumed that she was the calm one. I expected that since she was the one that had cheated on me and had nothing to hide any longer she would be calmer than I. Apparently that was not the case.
Suddenly I felt a little more in control and in little more cheerful. Misery does love company. As I thought that, I remembered the last time I saw her: in our driveway. She had collapsed to the ground in tears as I drove away and I remember thinking that she finally felt the pain I had been feeling. She showed it again in that one glance.
"I need some time to think about what you've said tonight. I was taken by surprise since I fully expected you to sign the papers without a fight. I see now that I was mistaken and I need to reassess my position. Can we just have dinner and not talk any more about this tonight?"
"If that's what you want. I'm sorry but I don't see why you would have expected me to sign that divorce petition under your conditions. I thought you knew me better than that. If you need time, sure. But if you aren't willing to stay and fight for our marriage, I wish you would tell me now so I can make plans. I have a lot that I'll have to do: find a job and a place to live and that will take some time. I expect to make my own way. I really don't want your money."
I responded finally with the anger that had been building as we talked. I was still hurting but she seemed to be fine: willing to move on with or without me. How could she be so cold and cruel?
"And I don't see how you could have cheated on me and not expected me to do what I did. Why would you think I could just accept your affair and move on? And especially with Bill, my supposed best friend. What on earth allowed you to betray me so easily? How could you throw away 25 years of marriage for that bastard? You had been doing this for months and you shut me out in the bedroom while you were screwing Bill. You're right. Apparently we didn't know each other as well as we thought we did. I sure as hell didn't know you!"
That took Serena by surprise. It was the first time I had let my anger at her affair control what I said. Up to this point, I had talked in general about what she and Bill had done, and the pain and anger it caused, but not directly attacked her. It was almost as though it were something abstract that we were discussing. Now I had brought it to the front and it was as unpleasant as I had thought it would be: for both of us.
I continued in a low voice, trying to bring my anger back in control and not attract unwanted attention. To do this, I leaned across the table and spoke directly to her as calmly as I could.
"You did this to me, first and foremost. You cheated on me with my best friend and you did it willingly and behind my back. You broke your marriage vows to me and to God and you did it more than once. You hadn't stopped when I caught you and I don't know if you ever had any intentions on stopping. I know that the only reason you did stop was that I caught you both."
"I never knew that you were that unhappy. You never came to me to tell me that our marriage was in trouble. I admit that I was preoccupied with work but I had a goal for the both of us and I was working as hard as I could toward that goal. I trusted you to keep our home and marriage and tell me if I was not keeping up my end of the bargain. You chose instead to deny our marriage and me and turn to another man; someone that I trusted almost as much as I trusted you. That's what you're asking me to accept and to move beyond. Don't you see what you did to me? Can't you understand?"
Suddenly, Serena was no longer the one calm, collected and in control. Suddenly she looked lost, and alone, and hurting. It was only now that I unloaded my anger and pain onto her that she knew what I had been feeling. Suddenly, the 'affair' that she had effectively depersonalized, was now coming home to rest on her head. It was not what she had expected and she was not prepared.
Since I walked out on her, she hadn't been forced to confront the effect it had on me. When she told the boys, she only had her feelings to deal with. They would have been angry but supportive and she could minimize the effect of her actions. They probably spoke of my forgiving nature and she began to believe that all she had to do was talk to me and make me forgive her. All would be as it was.
Serena had a stricken look on her face. Her eyes were glistening with the tears that were about to fall and she could only shake her head back and forth, repeating "no, no, no" over and over. She finally choked out some words.
"I'm sorry, I can't do this any more. Please call Ben and let him know when you want to talk again. If you want to talk again. I have to go now."
With that, she got up and almost ran from the restaurant. I watched her go in shock, not realizing immediately the effect my words had on her. Could she really be in the dark about what I was feeling and how I saw her infidelity? Apparently that was the case. I had to think about that. I noticed several people glance my way as they watched Serena leave the restaurant. I signaled the waitress for the check. I might as well go back to the apartment. This was going to be a long night.
After a microwave dinner and a cold beer, I spent that evening deep in thought. I was totally confused now that I had talked with Serena. This was not as simple and straightforward as I had first assumed it to be. I was not the only one hurting. Serena had yet to face the consequences of her actions and my exit after the party had delayed that confrontation. The brief meeting we had at the restaurant tonight had just broken through her carefully constructed block: avoiding my feelings and my reactions.
Now that the block was gone, she had some real thinking to do. Maybe her simple plan to get back together and move on would be left behind. Maybe now she would see that there was nothing simple about it. I went to bed later that night, wondering if and when I should meet with her again. If I did, this time we would have it out, once and for all and we would indeed move on. But alone or together: I didn't know.
I spent some time talking with George Cohen about the divorce and my affairs and I let two days pass before I called Ben to see if he and Michael could meet me for lunch or dinner in the next day or so. Ben was glad to hear from me and said he would talk with Mike and get back to me. He asked if I wanted to talk to mom again but I told him to tell her that I wanted to talk with them first.
We set up a dinner meeting for the next day. We would meet at a place in Trenton that they knew. Ben said it was great for steaks and we made plans for 6:30. Now that I had my Mercedes, I was more comfortable driving around. It had a navigation system so I couldn't get lost.
Dinner was great and we rehashed old times and I got caught up on their family plans. Seems Michael and his wife Julie were thinking of babies as well. We had fun talking about the trying and the fun and the lack of spontaneity. It was a blast talking with my sons about that. I gave them some background on the times when Serena and I were trying, but we really had had no problems at all. Both boys came easily and early on in the trying. As we talked, I felt nothing out of the ordinary and that was a surprise. I think love of family is far removed from the problems of a marriage. It seems to be neutral ground.
"The reason I asked you guys to dinner is that I am having a hard time trying to decide what your mother is doing. She wants me to forgive her and move on but as we talked, I got the distinct impression that she doesn't really understand what she has done. I wanted to ask you what she told you about what happened. I don't want you to break any confidences, but remember, I already know what happened and I actually recorded a number of their phone calls and their meetings so I don't need details. Nothing that happened will be a surprise to me. I really just want to know what she told you."
Mike and Ben looked at each other and Mike nodded to Ben, giving him the go ahead. That was typical; Ben usually took the lead as the older one.
"Mom called Mike and me together two days after you walked out on her. That would be that Sunday, I guess. She asked us to come to the house but wouldn't tell us why. She said she wanted to wait until we were all together to talk."
"I asked her where you were and she said you had gone on a trip somewhere. She wouldn't say any more until we were together. I called Mike and told him to come over as soon as he could and that I was worried by the sound of her voice. He came over right away and together we went to the house."
"Mom was sitting at the kitchen table and she looked like she had been crying a lot. She wasn't even dressed and had on that old ratty robe she wears. The kitchen was full of dirty dishes and nothing had been put away. We thought she had been sick, and we were so shocked at her appearance we were about to call the doctor when she got mad and told us to just sit down and listen. We did and she told us you had left her. Just walked out after the party and she had no idea of where you were or how to reach you. She just started crying again and we had no idea of why."
"Mike and I were angry that you had left her and we started yelling at each other about how to find you and what we were going to tell you when we found you. We were going at it hot and heavy until she slammed her fist down on the table and screamed at us to stop. We were so surprised that we shut up right away. We were more surprised at the anger we saw in her face."



"Your father did not leave me! I drove him away! I had an affair! I cheated on him with Bill Collins and he found out and he left me. That's what happened and he isn't the one to blame. I am!"
I guess we were both so shocked we didn't know what to say. Mom was still staring at us with so much anger that we thought we had done something wrong. She watched us impatiently and finally said again:
"Don't you understand me? I did it, he didn't. It's my fault and he hates me now and I don't blame him. I suppose you hate me too. You should for what I did."
"We were finally able to get her calmed down and we both took turns holding her and talking to her and we both told her we didn't hate her. I think we both told her we forgave her for hurting you and for driving you away. We didn't know what else to say. It was pretty bad."
I listened with some surprise and a great deal of sadness. What I had expected would give me pleasure instead caused me only pain. I wanted her to hurt and to feel what I felt, but this was far more than I was prepared for. I never considered what it would do to our children to hear the truth. Nor had I thought of the tremendous pain and guilt that would come to Serena by telling her children that she had done the unthinkable; she cheated on their father and drove him away and out of their lives.
As I thought about what Ben told me, I finally asked him how she had been since our meeting three days ago. I was uneasy and a little concerned. Apparently Serena was not quite as strong as she wanted me to believe and I worried that she might do something crazy.
"Mom never told us how the meeting went. She came home early that evening and went to her room and stayed there all evening. The next day, she refused to talk about it and came out of her room only long enough to fix some dinner. She wouldn't even eat with us. She hasn't been out of the house since that night."
Ben reached into his coat jacket and pulled out a small package. He laid it on the table in front of me.
"When I told mom I was meeting with you and Mike tonight for dinner, she didn't say anything but she did go into her room and came out later with this package. All she said was to give it to you and tell you to listen to it all the way through. I presume it is a tape recording of some kind. I didn't open it so I'm not sure."
I knew exactly what it was. I left it there on the table that morning after the confrontation with Bill and Serena and Sally. I had forgotten about it and really never wanted to hear it again. The tape left in the player was a consolidation of several phone calls and one meeting. I had left it with the original tapes sitting next to the player when I left. I didn't know which tape was in the player but I assumed I would find out.
"What exactly did she ask you to tell me? Exactly?"
"She just said to tell you to listen to it all the way through. That's all she said before she went back into her room."
"Thanks. I know what she means, I think. Anyway, what do you two think about this whole thing? I never took the time to talk to you about it and I apologize for that. I guess you know now why I took off but I don't know whether that was the best thing to do or not. At the time, I wasn't thinking too clearly. I was, and still am, very angry and hurt. More at the betrayal of trust on both your mother's and Collins' part than anything else. I still love your mother, but I lost my trust because of her affair and I don't know whether I can get it back. It's hard to explain, and I just hope it never happens to you."
Michael took over at this point. Again they shared that look that they had between them ever since they were just kids. Mike sort of nodded and began.
"You have to know that what we want is for the two of you to work this out and get back together. Mom screwed up big time, but she's sorry and devastated by it and she's desperate to find some way to get you back. She and Julie have discussed it over and over and she always ends up crying. Carrie and Julie have both talked to her and they have taken her out to lunch and shopping and over to the house to get some things, but still mom ends up sad and discouraged. She's taking this pretty hard in case you hadn't thought about it. You've been so wrapped up in your own self pity that you don't realize you're not the only one in pain. It hurts Ben and me as well. We hate this and we hate what she did, but you disappointed us too. You ran away and didn't even try."
Well, I asked for it and they gave it to me, and they were right. I did leave and I gave no one else any consideration. I ran for me and to hell with everyone else. I remembered the look on Sally's face as well. I had handed her a real hot potato and just turned away leaving her with the mess to clean up alone. I never even bothered to check up on her after telling her I would be there for her.
"I can't explain how I felt to you guys. Only understand that I now know I let some people down as well. That's why I came back as soon as I did. Let me think about what I want to do next and I'll call you, Ben. You can keep Mike updated as well. In the meantime, I'll listen to this tape as your mother requested and then I'll let you know."
With that, we ended the evening and I went back to the apartment to think and to listen to the tape. I wondered what she had put on it or what it was that I was supposed to listen to until the end. I know that I didn't have the strength to listen to their afternoon in the hotel room all the way through. All I did remember was getting sick to my stomach as I listened to as much as I could stand. I hoped that wasn't what she intended. Maybe to hurt me again as I had hurt her at the restaurant? That didn't sound like her.
I put on some coffee and made myself as comfortable as I could. I opened the package and, sure enough, it was the small recorder I had left that morning. I popped the cover to find the tape of the afternoon at the hotel. I noticed that it was wound part way through so I left it as it was and pushed play.
What I heard surprised me. According to the counter, it picked up after about 30 minutes into their tryst. I had listened to it almost as far as this and then shut it off. I had heard enough at the time. I had already known about them by then and this tape was only a confirmation of what I already knew. That's why I didn't bother listening to it completely.
The sounds I heard seemed to be of Serena in the bathroom. I could hear water running and Bill's voice calling to her.
"Serena? What are you doing? Come on back out here and let me get you off. I know you didn't cum, so come on babe." Nothing from Serena, and Bill was mumbling to himself but I couldn't make it out.
"There you are. Why are you dressed already? We have plenty of time and I'm not through with you yet. Come here and let me take those clothes off of you."
"Bill, we have to talk. I just want you to listen and let me say what I have to say. OK?"
"Why are you so serious babe? We're just having fun and it's no big deal. Just come on over here to big Billy and let me take your mind off of serious stuff."
"No! Bill, we're through. This is the last time I'm going to be with you. You had some fun but it's over. I hope you'll accept that and let it go. I should never have begun this but I did and now I have to end it. I came this last time just to be fair to you."
"Ah, come on Serena. There's no need to do this. We're just having fun. No one is getting hurt and they don't ever have to find out. Just come on back to me and let me make you feel good again."
"Bill, get serious. As a lover and I use that term loosely, you're pretty poor. I haven't had a climax with you since the very first time, and then it was only because it was exciting and dirty and dangerous. After that it was just dull, and I faked it. I have no idea why I continued with it. You're selfish and you don't even come close to satisfying me like John does. I don't mean to make you mad, but it's true."
"You bitch! You never said anything before this. You wanted me to fuck you and you loved me treating you like a slut! You loved the things I said to you and the names I called you. You ate it up. Don't tell me you weren't feeling anything. I can tell."
"I let you treat me like a slut because that's how I was acting. Like a cheap street whore. The only difference is that you got me for free. I let you treat me like that because that's how it felt being with you. You were getting off but I wasn't. The more you insulted me and the more names you called me, the worse I felt and that was what I wanted. I wanted to feel the shame and the humiliation for what I was doing. It was what I deserved! You can't understand but I love my husband more than life itself. He hurt me, but I now realize he didn't do it intentionally. He loves me and I know everything he did was for us. I did this to him with my eyes wide open and the shame of it is something I have to live with! But you aren't!"
"Damn you, Serena. Come here and I'll show you what it feels like for a real man to fuck you. John couldn't satisfy you and that's why you came to me. Don't deny it. You loved my cock inside you and you can't do without it."
"Goodbye Bill. You stay here and tell yourself that you believe all that crap but you really know better. Sally must be very disappointed with you if what you showed me is the best you can do. I feel sorry for her."
With that, I heard the door open and then shut. Then nothing, since the transmitter was voice activated, it shut off soon after she left the room. I checked the tape and found another hour or so but when I listened on fast forward, it was only the radio in the car and then some sounds as Serena mumbled to herself and then more later as she was unloading the car at home. She must have stopped at the store on her way home because I could hear the loudspeaker and then someone talking to her about the weather. What I had originally thought to be an hour and a half of Bill and Serena screwing in the hotel room was actually less than 30 minutes. The rest was nothing.
I reviewed what I had just heard. I think Serena wanted me to hear this because of what I said to her about quitting her affair. I told her that I had no idea whether she had any intention of quitting. This was her answer. I didn't know yet how I felt about what I heard. I would have to let it stew for a while.
I slept fitfully that night, hearing the words over and over in my head. I would hear Serena saying goodbye to Bill and hear Bill's anger and humiliation and I would smile, but then I would hear Serena telling Bill to fuck her hard and fast like a whore. It was like being lifted up to the peak and then falling down to certain death. I woke several times drenched in sweat. I finally gave up, went into the living room and turned on the TV. Eventually I fell asleep on the couch and woke sometime late the next morning, exhausted.
The next morning, I called Ben to set up another meeting with Serena. I told him this time to make it somewhere private so that we could talk openly and at length. I had enough of the public settings. He said he would talk to Serena and call me back.
After what seemed like hours, but in fact was only 45 minutes, Ben called to tell me Serena would be coming to my apartment just after lunch. She told him to tell me she was coming whether I wanted her to or not. When I replied in some anger that it wasn't her decision, he said he told her that too, and she said that I could just leave if I wanted to. She would know then that I didn't want to talk to her very badly and she wouldn't bother me again. That left it up to me. I would be there.
At 1:30, Serena knocked on my door. I sat there in my chair, suddenly very nervous and agitated. I wasn't at all sure what I was going to say or do. I wondered what she would do if I just didn't answer, and realized that I didn't want to know. I pulled myself together and went to the door.
I opened the door to see a very different Serena from the one at the restaurant. This Serena was pale, with red eyes and no makeup. This Serena was one I hadn't seen before. Gone was the calm and collected woman I remembered so well and the one that I spoke with four days ago. I was shocked at the difference in so short of a time. I noticed with a start that she still had on the necklace that I had given her the night of our anniversary party. That moved me for some reason.
"Hi, Serena, come in please." I held the door as, saying nothing, she moved past me into the open room that served as living room and dining room. The kitchen was open and separated only by a half wall with stools that served as a dinette. I had a bedroom and a bathroom and a pretty large closet. This was home.
Serena looked around without much interest and then went to the couch. She took off her coat and sat down in the very center, leaving no room for me. It was clear that she wanted me in the chair facing her and not beside her. After that cursory glance around the apartment, she looked down at her hands in her lap.
"Did you listen to the tape? Did you hear the answers to your questions? I knew you wouldn't believe me so I listened to all of that garbage until I found the part I knew was there somewhere."
Serena said all of this with a voice devoid of any emotion or feeling. It was as if she were doing something she felt was necessary but had no real interest in the details.
"Yes, I did. I never had the stomach to listen much past the first few minutes before. I just assumed the rest of the tape would be more of the same. As it was, it was still fairly painful."
"But you wanted to know, so now you know. Since you have no trust in me anymore, I knew I had to prove anything I say about that time." Same flat voice and same lack of emotion.
"I still can't for the life of me figure out why you did it in the first place. OK, so our sex life was in the tank, but I never thought you were so crazy about sex that you would go out looking for it with someone else. I never would have believed that of you."
Serena continued looking at her hands with that same dead look but smiled a little. Apparently I had said something funny to her. I didn't know what it was.
"Is something about that funny? Something I should know about? It seems that there is a lot about you that I didn't know."
I spoke with some anger. Her seeming lack of concern was beginning to piss me off. Why was she even here? What was the purpose of all of this?
"It isn't funny John. That's not what I was smiling about. I was just thinking of the same question myself. Why would I do what I did? It made no sense at the time and it makes no more sense now when I think back on it. It was so out of character that it's almost funny. And Bill: he was a joke and a pretty lousy one as well. If I was that crazy about sex as you put it, I would certainly have been disappointed after the very first time. So, it certainly wasn't the sex. That's for damn sure."
She just shook her head and continued to look down at her hands, clasped together in her lap. She had not moved or looked up since she sat down.
"Serena, look at me. I need you to start at the beginning and tell me what happened to us. I need to know what I did to drive you away and why you let me. I need to know how you were able to put aside the promises we made to each other. I need to understand. Please help me to understand what happened."
Serena briefly looked up at me and I could see the pain and the hopelessness in her eyes. I had never seen that before, even on the morning I walked out on her: panic, some hurt, but not this. I was taken aback for a moment and I felt a jolt of pain myself.
"If I do this, you have to let me do it my way. I'm not going to get into a shouting match with you and I don't want to answer questions until I have said all I need to say. If you can agree to that, I'll try to do as you ask."
"I agree. I'll try to keep my cool but I may get angry and break in. If I do, just wait till I calm down and then go on. OK?"
She just nodded and paused, collecting her thoughts before beginning.
"I began to see that my life was twisting out of control the day you saw Bill and I at the hotel. That was the first time we had been together when you were not traveling to Johnsonville. It was a break in our pattern; one that we had begun about 6 weeks before. We would meet at the hotel only on the Wednesdays that you left town and we had met 4 times before then. Bill was going to be gone the following Wednesday when you were traveling and he wanted to get together that day to make up for it. I have no idea why I agreed to that day."
Serena stopped and asked if I had any water to drink. I rose and went to the fridge to get her a bottle of Poland Springs. She took it without meeting my eyes. She drank a large swallow and it seemed as if she were trying to maintain her composure.
"The problem was that I realized that day at home that I had just had a "quickie" with a man that I really didn't like much and I had no idea of why I had done it. That may sound strange to you, but you have to understand that I had never really thought about what we were doing as cheating on you. It was simply something that I was doing to get back at you because of your ignoring me."
She must have seen me from the corner of her eye as this last statement agitated me, because she spoke without looking at me.
"Before you interrupt, you have to let me finish. You promised."
"You're right. I apologize. Go ahead."
"The first time with Bill was on the day after you and I had an argument about sex. You came home that night and I was feeling good and I was really in the mood to make love. I wanted you so bad but you were too tired. I remember we fought about it and you finally went into the spare room to sleep, telling me that I didn't understand how tired you were. I was left alone in bed without even your arms to comfort me and you didn't seem to care at all."
"You got up the next morning as usual and left for work, telling me that you would be home as soon as you could but that day was your planned trip to Johnsonville. I had forgotten all about it until then. There would be no sex that night either since you would be exhausted by the time you got home. So, I was hurt and angry at you and what I considered your lack of consideration for me or my feelings."
She stopped again while she took another long swallow of the water. She still seemed detached and almost bored with this story. Maybe she was but felt she owed me this much.
"Bill and I had been meeting for lunch every Wednesday after my class for the past 4 months or more. We just had lunch but neither of us told you or Sally. I don't know why. I continued to meet him because he was very complimentary about my figure and he seemed to enjoy my company. I needed that because you had stopped any kind of social activities when the FDA thing happened. We never went out and we never did anything other than talk to the boys from time to time and maybe see them on the weekends. Bill often said that he couldn't understand how you could ignore me the way you did and he always flattered me."
"Anyway, that was the first time he asked me to sleep with him and I agreed. It was exciting and dangerous and it seemed that I was getting even with you in some way. After the first time, I agreed to meet him again the next time you traveled. The second time was not as good as the first but that was because the novelty was gone. The second time was just cheating for no good reason. I thought later that it was like mutual masturbation except that I didn't succeed, nothing more. I had already punished you and there was nothing left to do that would make it different so I don't know why I continued after that but I did. I think I was just trying to 'get even' with you for what I believed you had done to me."



"Whether you care or not, the sex was bland and Bill was not a very considerate lover, although that word doesn't describe what he was. Nothing we did had anything to do with love; it was just sex. He was crude and didn't have any control. He always wanted to do different things but I wouldn't. Then he got mad but when he did, I threatened to stop and he backed down. As you heard, that Wednesday was the last time for me and he didn't like it."
She paused one last time and looked directly into my eyes. She began to speak again but this time, she didn't look away. This was meant directly for me.
"I have no excuse for what I did other than my own self pity. I hurt you and I hurt Sally and I have no justification for any of it. I was wrong and I am so very sorry. I want to apologize to you now, and I have apologized several times to Sally although she has never responded. I don't blame her."
"John, I am sorry for what I did to you and to our sons. It was my fault and you did nothing to me that justified what I did. I betrayed my marriage vows and I gave away any right to a future with you. I know that and I accept it as the price I have to pay for what I did. I had hoped it could be different, but after our dinner the other night, I realized it was too late."
Serena looked away when she finished and I saw some color come back into her face. It must have cost her greatly to tell me what she did. She told me the truth; she admitted her guilt; she apologized to me and to Sally; and she had accepted the consequences for her actions. My return had allowed her to shed the weight of guilt she had been carrying since I left. I guess my return had done her more good than it had me.
But that was not true. I felt much better now than I had for some time. I now knew as much as possible about what had happened and I knew that in spite of what Serena had said, I bore some responsibility for what happened. Not directly, since Serena never came to me with her issues about our marriage or my behavior, but my behavior was a factor nevertheless. Still, I wanted to know more. I had to.
"Serena, why Bill Collins. Why did you do this with my best friend and the husband of your best friend? I don't understand that. Can you explain that?"
"Of course. That's easy, at least for me. Bill Collins was someone I knew well and someone I was not afraid of in any way. I had known him for a long time and I knew I could never feel love for him regardless of what we did together. He was just a tool that I used and one that was handy. Oh, he was fun sometimes at lunch and he was easy to be with since I didn't need to impress him. I never thought of Sally during this time. When I was with Bill and Sally, it was almost as if we had never done anything together. I saw Bill just as your friend and nothing more. I know that makes no sense, but you have to remember that nothing I did makes sense."
"I don't understand that. Bill and Sally were our closest friends and you and he had shared something together that Sally and I were unaware of. Didn't you enjoy the feeling of secrets shared with Bill? Didn't it give you a thrill to be with Bill when I was present?"
"No, not at all. I didn't have any feelings for Bill whatsoever. He was your friend, he was my lover but nothing more registered in my head. When I wasn't with Bill, I didn't think of him at all. I didn't look forward to the Wednesdays coming up and I never thought of Sally as other than my friend."
Serena was shaking her head as she spoke. I believe she was still trying to understand why she had acted as she did. I watched her face as she talked and listened to her words and I had the feeling that she was as surprised at what she was saying as I was.
As she sat there, I considered what she had told me so far. As funny as it sounds, I believed everything she had told me. Everything! I began to try to summarize all I had heard so far.
First, she loved me still. She never stopped even though she cheated. She didn't love Bill and had no particular feelings for him even now. I believed her when she said the sex was not very good and that Bill was a poor substitute for me. She was sorry for what she did to me and to Sally and she was struggling to understand the reasons for it. Finally, she had given up any hope of our reconciling or so she said.
I also knew that my sons had forgiven her for what she did even though they hated it. They sheltered her when I left her and they were there for her when I wasn't. That was not something to take pride in. I was the tough guy; the macho man that kicked the slutty cheating wife out without a word. After giving me 25 years of her life; years that were filled with challenges that we faced together; challenges that we survived together; and years that I cherished, I just walked away from her without giving her the chance to let me go with some dignity.
I got up and paced around the small room just to stop myself from screaming. I didn't know what to say or do. Serena had given me the whole thing and she was clearly prepared to let me go. She had promised once I heard her out, she would sign the divorce papers. I had them in my bedside drawer. What was I going to do now? I looked over at Serena still sitting with her head down and her hands clasped together in her lap. She looked more at peace now that when she arrived.
"Serena, I want to say something to you and I may make a mess of it so I would ask that you simply hear me out. OK?"
She looked up at me and said nothing for a minute. Finally, she nodded her head and looked back down. I went ahead.
"I don't know what I feel for you at this instant. I do know that I love you and never stopped loving you even when I left you. I was hurting very much the last several weeks we were together and I planned the anniversary party knowing what you were doing. I planned to deliver as much hurt as I could to you and Bill but decided at the last minute not to do it in front of our sons. That's why I waited until the next day."
"The evening of our anniversary dinner when I made love to you, my intent was to remind you of what we meant together and what we had shared. I also wanted in a small way to let you know what you would be missing by driving me away. That was the selfish part."
"The necklace wasn't a selfish gift, however. I wanted you to have that regardless of what happened. It was a gift of love and it still is. I see you are wearing it and that makes me glad."
I saw her reach up to finger the stones with a smile and it warmed me a little to see it.
"I think my leaving was a mistake that I regret. I should have given you the time to discuss what happened and to see if we could work out some way to separate as friends rather than do what I did. But I'm back now and I think we should continue to talk, if that's all right with you."
Serena looked up without expression and just pursed her lips together as though she was thinking. I found myself waiting tensely to see what she would say.
"That's fine with me if there is a reason for us to talk. I can't be just your friend John. We're either together or we're through. If we are through, I want to make it final and move on with my life. I told you I was willing to sign the divorce papers and I will because you've heard me out as I requested. But, I also told you I needed to make some plans to move forward and they can't wait."
Having said her piece, she watched me, waiting for my answer.
I was suddenly confused. Serena wanted to make a decision and move forward. I wasn't ready to do that. I realized with a start that I didn't want her to sign the divorce papers, but at the same time, I wasn't ready to forgive her. What the hell was I supposed to do now?
"Can you give me a day or so to think about all we've said today? It's a lot to digest and I'm very confused. You had a couple of months to decide what you were doing. I didn't have that luxury. If we could plan on dinner here tomorrow evening about 7:00? I'll fix something or more likely pick something up. If that's OK with you?"
Serena responded sarcastically, "Fine. I'll bring a bottle of wine to celebrate whatever it is you decide. How's that for fair?"
Without waiting for an answer, Serena rose, picked up her coat and walked to the door. She turned to look back at me with that same resigned expression on her face and said,
"Make a decision John. I made mine: I want to grow old with you. I know that what I did to you was terrible and totally unfair, but I apologized and I asked for your forgiveness. If you can give it to me, I would be eternally grateful and I would live my life trying to make it up to you, but if you can't forgive me, I can accept that and I will move forward with the life that will leave me. I can do no more than that. So, it is your decision to make now, and I will accept your decision."
With that, she walked out closing the door behind her.
I sat there for an hour or longer just thinking about what she had told me. Most of it was not new, but it was the first time I had heard it from her side. She had made no excuses and she had asked for nothing more than my forgiveness. She admitted her transgressions and she put her future in my hands with no conditions. It was up to me. I decided I needed someone else to talk to, someone who understood.
I called Sally, trying her old number just in case she was still at home. I hadn't heard from her since that night and I hadn't asked Serena about her. I listened as the phone rang and was slightly surprised to hear her voice.
"Hello? This is Sally."
"Sally, it is John Parsons. I'm sorry to be calling like this with no warning but I wasn't sure you would still be at home. I also wasn't sure you would want to talk to me after what I did to you that morning a couple of weeks ago."
"John! I am surprised to hear from you. Not to worry about what you did. It was time I found out what that son of a bitch husband of mine was up to. She wasn't the first, you know. I hired a PI and he found a lot of dirty laundry when he went looking. I've filed on the bastard and he is going to get ripped!"
"Anyway, I wasn't sure you were back in the states yet. Have you seen Serena? What can I do for you?"
"Well, I wondered if you would like to have a drink or even dinner with me just to talk. I could use someone to talk to since I no longer have a best friend. You know the one I used to have; the one that stabbed me in the back?"
"I know well who you mean. Sure, why don't you let me fix you dinner here at the house? Come by at about 6:30 and we'll eat a bite and talk. OK with you?"
"I'll be there and thanks Sally."
I had a pleasant evening with Sally and we discussed the good times as well as the bad. She filled me in on her divorce plans and what she had found out with the PI. I was amazed since I knew none of that. I assured Sally that it was news to me and she believed me. She surprised me by talking about a gentlemen friend that she knew and that she really liked. She said he was divorced and had two older kids. Now that she was almost free, she said that she was going to give him a run. She said she had always missed not having children. I was pleased for her and told her so. I finally told her of Serena's visit and our conversation. I asked her advice.
"Serena has called me several times and left voice messages on my phone. In each one, she apologizes for everything and tells me she would like to talk to me to explain her part but I never answer her. I don't know why. She can't hurt me any more and she is so alone now that you left her. I don't know what to say to her without getting angry all over again. I said some nasty things to her that morning and I remember every one of them."
"Yes, I apologize again for surprising you that way. I knew you had to have the facts but I could have done it better than that. It wasn't fair to you since you had done nothing wrong."
"I got over that real quick. But thanks for the thought. But what should you do? I can't tell you that John. I can only say that you and Serena were very happy for all but a couple of months shy of 25 years. That's a lot to time to throw away. I would have considered forgiving Bill if it had been just Serena, but it wasn't. He was unfaithful to me over 5 times with 5 different women. That's too much to forgive. He is gone from my life and good riddance."
"I know you're right about the 25 years and it keeps coming back to me that she was unhappy the last few months and part of that was my dedication to a job instead of our marriage. I know that's no excuse for committing adultery but still it's a factor that I am guilty of."
"I remember talking to her during that time. She knew you were working your ass to the bone and it bothered her to see you so tired all the time. She said she tried to talk to you and to try to help you physically, but you turned her away. That hurt her. I remember that now. She cried several times when we were together. I never told you about it at the time, but I did tell Bill, that son of a bitch. He used it, didn't he?"
"It seems he did. That's another strike against him. But I wasn't aware of what I was doing to her then. I only knew what I was going through and I thought that if I could just pull this off, I could retire and make everything all right again. Too little, too late."
"Well, I don't know John but I think you should really consider what you want. Do you really want to throw away those 25 years that produced two wonderful sons, or do you want to work like hell, just as you did for that shitty job, but on your marriage instead?"
"You're right. I need to really think about the good as well as the bad. For the past 3 or 4 months, the bad is all that I concentrated on. Now it's time to weigh both."
I thanked Sally for the dinner and the advice and took my leave. I went back to the apartment with a lot of things to think about. When I went in, I saw the message light blinking and saw two messages waiting. I played the first. It was from Ben, asking about the meeting with Serena and what was I going to do. He wanted me to call this evening.
The second was from Michael, the message being almost the same. It seems my sons were just as anxious as I was for some decision to be made. I smiled, thinking of how much I loved my sons and how much they loved their mother and me. Serena and I did something right with them. They were a legacy to be proud of.
As I thought of my sons, I remembered Serena raising them for the most part. She stayed home with them until they were school age. She took care of them and kept them safe and healthy. They were both well adjusted and had no problems entering school. They were popular and did well. Their teachers praised them and their grads were outstanding. Serena had done that.
I also remembered her insisting on going back to work as a part time nurse. She had kept her license active and wanted to help to earn money for their college tuition. At the time, I was just beginning to make a name for myself and my salary was beginning to give us a few bucks extra to save, but certainly not enough to fund a major college. She went to work and every dime she made went into direct deposit in the account we set up for their tuition. She would not consider any thing else.
This was the woman I had married and had shared a life with for almost a quarter of a century. This was the woman who made one mistake and hurt me so badly. This was the woman who said she was sorry and wanted only to make it right. She was willing to give up everything and sign the divorce papers, taking nothing for herself.
I fell asleep that night thinking about all of this. I slept until almost 10:00 the next morning, but I awoke feeling very calm. The night had allowed my mind to find the answer it wanted. It was time to make a decision and to get on with my life. I found myself whistling as I fixed my first cup of instant coffee.
I showered and dressed and went into Princeton to the plaza for lunch. I took my cell phone and made some calls. Over a peach cobbler with heavy cream, I set up a meeting with Ben and Michael at my place for 7:00 that evening. I told Ben and Mike to bring their wives as well but not to tell Serena. I told them I needed to talk to them before I made a final decision. Serena was already coming so I just called to remind her, and to ask her not to tell Ben or Carrie. I told her that we needed the time alone to talk some more. She agreed.
Just before 7:00 that evening, the dinner I had asked to be delivered came and the delivery girl helped me set up the table. I tipped her well and she left happy, and the table looked great. It was set for six people and the room was quite crowded but workable. I slipped on my blazer and sat down, ready for the evening.
When the doorbell rang, I rose to open it. Standing there were Ben, Carrie and Serena. Serena looked puzzled, as did Ben and Carrie. I let them in and offered Ben a beer. I told them to take a seat and I would get some drinks. Ben followed me into the kitchen with questions. I listened but wouldn't answer him. He was insistent but I was just as firm.
When the bell rang again, I stuck my head out of the kitchen and asked Carrie or Serena to get the door. It was Michael and Julie, of course. They came in, looking around and had the same questions that the others had. I came out of the kitchen, followed by Ben carrying a tray with glasses for wine or beer. Despite the questions and protests, I continued to take drink orders and see that everyone was taken care of. I noticed that Serena and Carrie had taken nothing, while Ben and Mike took beers. Julie had a glass of wine.
"Please, I want all of you to just be patient with me. This evening is very important to Serena and me. We have decisions to make that will affect all of you and I wanted you here as we decide our future. I don't know whether you will be happy with our choices but they are ours to make."
I looked at the expectant faces, particularly Serena's. She was watching me but I saw no excitement on her face. I saw only the same resigned, desperate look that she had most of yesterday when we talked. It suddenly occurred to me that she expected that I was going to humiliate her again as I had 4 weeks ago at our anniversary dinner.
"Now, I went to a lot of trouble putting this dinner on the table so I would appreciate it if we could all eat dinner as a family, at least for this evening. Family is important and we will always be a family, regardless of where we go. Distance is never a reason not to remember that. So, please eat."
I sat down and started handing food around the table. In spite of their misgivings, dinner was served. Everyone ate in relative silence, conversation being polite and rather restrained. I tried to enjoy the meal myself but found myself watching Serena, setting next to Julie and Michael. Julie seemed to be trying to make Serena laugh but was having little success. It was a very uncomfortable 30 minutes and no one seemed to want to drag the meal out.
I decided to end this charade. I had everything worked out ahead of time, just as I had exactly 4 weeks ago tonight. I stood up with my glass of wine and looked at my family. As before, I was proud of my boys and their wives and Serena was beautiful as always, in spite of her expression and the circles under her eyes.
"In case none of you noticed, we were doing this same thing exactly 4 weeks ago tonight. It was our Silver Anniversary dinner and we were celebrating 25 years of marriage. There are a few people not here, but you are my family and are the only ones important to me. Thank you for coming and tolerating my theatrics."
"I made a toast to friends and family then that I won't repeat. Some of our friends are no longer with us and are no longer welcome. My boys and their wives are here and are most welcome in my home anytime."



I raised my glass again to them in recognition. They smiled but with restraint. I turned to Serena.
"I raised my glass to Serena in tribute to 25 wonderful years of marriage but I didn't drink. None of you noticed that except Serena. I think now you all know why I put my glass down."
Serena was looking at me with eyes that were shining with unshed tears. Her face showed such pain and sorrow that it almost broke my heart. I was so overwhelmed that I just looked at her as I struggled for control. Finally, I spoke again.
"Serena. I want to raise my glass to you now, in front of our children and their lovely wives. This time, I want to toast you for giving me 25 years of happiness and for giving me the gift of two wonderful sons. You have been by my side through good times and bad times. You never complained during those years we struggled to make ends meet. You never complained when money was tight and you did all you could to help our family grow and survive and finally to prosper."
I watched her face as she listened to my words. I saw a flash of the old Serena when I spoke of our sons and our life together, but it quickly began to fade as she retreated into that dark place she had been in for the past month. I hurried on.
"I have spoken to all of you this past week, and I had dinner with Sally a day ago. All of you reminded me of things I have been to hurt to think about. I was living in my own self pity and had no time to think of anything or anyone else. I have done nothing else for the last few days but think of those things. It was a revelation to me that I had forgotten so many things."
I turned to Serena, looking only at her and raised my glass to her.
"I toast Serena, my wife of 25 years and hope that she will share the rest of her life with me as my wife."
With that, I raised my glass in tribute and drank it down.
>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>
I wish I could say that the next few years were as pleasant as I had hoped. That was not the case, but Serena and I did move forward. There were good days and bad days but we signed on for that when we were married. Serena, as promised, did everything she could to make up for what she had done, and I tried as hard as I could to forget what I heard between her and Bill in their hotel room. It was not easy but slowly, and with help from professionals and from our children, we moved forward.
We had finally reached a point after a year of very hard work where we could live together as husband and wife. We tried to regain some of the intimacy in the bedroom that we had lost and Serena began to smile more and try to share in plans for our future, but I still lived with the shadow of the past and I was beginning to fear that I was not going to be able to move past it. There were many times when Serena went out shopping or visiting with some of her friends from the gym that I found myself wondering if she were with Bill or someone else. When she came home, I became critical over little things or made caustic comments about where she had been. I often heard Serena crying in the middle of the night after those times. I was also finding it difficult to share the intimacy that I had always treasured. Memories of her and Bill intruded at odd times and made normal lovemaking impossible.
I believe we were moving toward the time when we both were ready to admit that perhaps we could not continue to live together as husband and wife. I saw it in Serena's eyes and I felt it in my gut. It was not a question of love; we loved each other desperately, but it wasn't enough. We went from day to day with things at an impasse and I saw no way to break out of it. I admit that it was mostly my fault but I couldn't help it.
It was about 18 months after Serena and I had reconciled that we received a phone call in the middle of the night. I was the first to get the phone and it was from Ben, telling me that Carrie had miscarried and was in the hospital. I was surprised since we had no idea that she was even pregnant. He sounded in a panic and I told him to hold on till I got there. I hung up, and in response to Serena's questions, told her what had happened. She got up immediately and said she was going with me.
We arrived at the hospital and found Ben waiting for us in the surgical waiting room. He looked terrible and my heart went out to him. Serena went to him immediately and she held him as she had so many times when he was just a boy. He needed her comfort now just as he had then. She held him and whispered into his ear and I watched as he calmed down. He finally released her and came to me.
"She's in bad shape, dad. She was bleeding so bad and I didn't know what to do. They won't tell me anything and I'm going crazy just waiting."
He was worried and afraid and I could tell than he was on the verge of a breakdown. I spoke to him and told him I would find out for him. I pushed him down beside Serena and went in search of a doctor or nurse with information.
A doctor finally came out to see Ben and the news wasn't great. He told him that Carrie was in intensive care and was on life support. They had given her blood and her pressure was stabilized, but he said that the next few hours were critical: if she came out of it soon, she would probably have a full recovery. If not, things would be grim. We could only wait.
As we waited with our son, I could only pray for the best. He and Carrie were so young and they had the rest of their lives ahead of them. If Carrie recovered they would be fine and could try again. That was our prayer. As we waited, Ben looked at me and made a gesture to follow him as he left.
I told Serena that I was going to go with Ben just to help him in any way I could. She just smiled and squeezed my hand. I walked into the hallway where Ben had gone. He was standing there, looking out a window into the darkness. I walked up to him and put my arm around his shoulders, and I could feel him trembling.
"What if I lose her dad? What will I do? I don't want to do this without her in my life. I don't care about anything else. If this means she can't have kids, I don't care. We can adopt. I just want her to live. I don't want to live without her."
"Don't say that son. You aren't going to lose her. She is going to be fine. You have to stay strong for her and go on."
As I held him in my arms, I remembered a conversation I had with myself some time ago. I remember telling myself with some degree of smugness that I could always live without Serena. I told myself the real question was could I live with what she had done. But looking at my son, hurting because he was afraid he was going to lose the one he loved, I thought again about what I had told myself.
The truth was that I had convinced myself that I could live without Serena. I could just walk away, nursing my wounded pride, and never look back. I could and did do just that but I knew that she would still be there when I came back. She would be there with our sons.
Now, as I looked at my son, hurting and afraid of losing his love, I wondered whether I was right. If he had a choice, he would do anything to save her. If he had a choice, he would never let her go. But he had no choice where I did, and what did I choose? We all know my choice.
Was I really the one to give my son advice in this time of need? Could I say to him let her go, son? You can get by without her son. You don't need her son. Look at me son. I let the one I love go; I walked away; I got by. Be like me son, strong, macho and full of pride. Be like me: alone. The answer was clear. No!
As we stood there together, Serena came out and called for Ben. The doctor was waiting for him. Ben tore away and ran into the waiting room, hoping to hear his prayers were answered.
"Mrs. Parsons is awake and she's going to be fine. We stopped the bleeding and repaired the damage and she's doing well. She is awake and wants to see you. If you come with me, I'll take you to her."
Ben smiled at us, hugged his mother and went with the doctor. As he walked away to be with his wife, granted another chance to be with the one he loved, I looked over at Serena. She had tears of joy in her eyes as she watched her son go to his wife. She turned to me and I went to her. I took her in my arms and whispered into her ear.
"I don't want to live without you, now or ever. I'm sorry for the way I have been behaving and I don't care about the past. I just want to be with you and love you and concentrate on our future together. If you can forgive me for the way I have been acting, I would be grateful. I don't think I would want to live without you either. Our son reminded me of that."
"Oh John, there is nothing to forgive you for. I made a terrible mistake and I will have to live with my guilt for the rest of my life, but you have nothing to be sorry for. I love you and I just forgot that for a while. I'll never forget it again. I promise."
Michael and Julie came rushing in at that moment and we gave them the good news. Our family was going to be OK. We were both given a second chance at happiness and I was going to take mine.
The End.
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I went to Mike Jr.'s graduation last week and spent the evening with his mother and father. I had been a friend of their family for many years and I asked them if they would let me tell Lisa's story. They agreed as long as I changed the names and never told anyone who she really was. I agreed. She is 20 now and doing very well. She and her sister are now at NYU and will graduate in two years.
This story is true and is exactly as it happened. Mike and Janet gave me the details and here they are for you.
Thanks again to angel-love for her editing and support.
You never expect that it could happen to you. This is your child, your precious heritage and your purpose for living. How could this child who embodies all that you believe precious in this world be sick? She was so happy and healthy and full of life. This must be a mistake: someone made a colossal mistake.
"Are you sure Doctor? Can't there be some mistake? How can Lisa be so sick when Lorrie is fine? They're twins for God's sake. There must be some mistake."
I was fighting against the truth with all my being. This was my precious child and I wouldn't let anything be wrong with her. That what my job as her father, I had to protect her against this evil. I tried again.
"Lisa and Lorrie are both fine. You just made a mistake in the testing, isn't that possible? She just has some flu symptoms: fever, tired and just feeling nasty. Some aches and pains, but that's all. Just the flu."
"I'm very sorry Mr. Allen but no, there is no mistake. Lisa has Leukemia. All of her symptoms pointed to it and her blood tests confirmed it. It's the type of cancer most common to children and is called ALL, childhood acute lymphoblastic leukemia. With this disease, the body makes too many white cells and they displace the red cells that she needs to function. These white cells are not very effective at fighting diseases either so she is going to be prone to other infections. But, it is very early in the course of the disease. We have plenty of time to begin treatments and time to find the right one for her. We'll begin immediately with your permission."
I looked to Janet, my wife and Lisa's mother for support. She was sitting there, stunned and speechless. She had tears in her eyes and she was gasping for breath. I immediately stood and went to her. She looked up as I went to my knees to take her in my arms.
"What is he saying Mike? What is he telling us? I can't take this: it's too much for me to take. Please, tell me it's not true. Please."
She broke down in my arms as I held her. I just let her cry as I tried to fight off tears of my own. I had to get a grip on myself and take control. The Doctor made no comment and he let us find our own way back. This was probably all too common to him and it never got any easier for him to do.
Finally, as we struggled to find some way to function I asked, "What do we do first Doctor? Where do we start to save my little girl?"
For the next hour or so we talked with the doctor to make plans to begin treatment and to try to find the best course of action. Janet finally calmed down enough to take part in the discussions and we left later with some degree of calm. We both needed to be at home with our children right now.
As time passed, we began treatments with our Lisa and things seemed to be getting better for a while. They began with combination chemotherapy that made her very sick but seemed to cause the disease to go into remission. She had to continue with the treatments but the frequency was fairly far apart so Lisa could do well for long periods of time. She went to school and was able to participate in her normal activities. We began to have some hope that the disease could be kept in remission while they worked on cures more likely to work. This was our life for the next two years.
It was sometime in the third year that the routine lab tests indicated a return of the high white cell levels and we were told that the disease had begun again to affect Lisa. New treatments were used and none seemed to have any effect. We tried radiation and intrathecal chemotherapy without much success. Things were getting desperate.
We discussed our options with several doctors and we visited a large cancer specialization center in New York to investigate new treatments. One thing that kept coming up was the possibility of a bone marrow transplant. We had considered that before but the disease had been in remission so we had discounted the need. Now it was again time to consider it.
There were two different types of transplant that we could consider: autologus or allogeneic. Autologus was using Lisa's own blood cells, packed and frozen, taken before killing her marrow with radiation, or allogeneic which was using a donor's cells or marrow. All of the doctors recommended allogeneic since the chance of a recurrence of ALL with autologus transplantation was a significant possibility.
Janet and I were sitting in the Doctor's office one afternoon talking about the process of transplantation when I decided to ask some questions. I wanted to know who the best candidate was likely to be. I suggested that I would be willing to be a candidate to spare my daughter Lorrie the pain of the extraction process.
The Doctor had always treated us with respect and as knowledgeable parents and he made no exception this time. He gave us the answers we needed to make a decision.
"Since Lisa is a twin to Lorrie even though they are not identical, it is very possible that Lorrie will be a perfect match for Lisa. Siblings are always the best chance for a successful match. Parents generally are not a match since only half of their DNA is present in the offspring. But, in your case Mike, since you are not her biological father, there was a possibility that you could be a donor. I checked your blood type however and it is not likely that you would qualify."
He continued to talk about possibilities and other matters but all I heard was a roaring in my ears that sounded like a tornado. I had heard the words but they were not possible. I couldn't have heard what I thought I heard, could I? Not her biological father? I couldn't grasp it then. I sat there as the roaring began to subside and his words again began to register on my consciousness.
"... so we need to begin as soon as we can. Can you have Lorrie come in today or tomorrow so we can begin the tissue typing process? Is that OK?"
I looked over at Janet but she was looking straight ahead at the Doctor. Her lips were pressed together and her fists were clenched on her knees and she refused to look at me. She was shaking her head indicating that she would have Lorrie come in. She finally said to the Doctor,
"Yes, that's OK with us. We'll talk to Lorrie and have her come in for the testing. How soon will you know once the tests are over?"
"I should know within a week or less. Most of the HLA results, that's human antigen testing, are quick so we will get a preliminary result within a few days. I'll make the arrangements for the tests so just let me know when you bring Lorrie in."
"That's fine doctor. We'll let you know. Thank you."
Janet rose from her chair and with a look at me, turned to walk out of the office. I sat there for a minute to get myself under control and than looked up at the Doctor. He was watching me intently and as I rose, he said, "You didn't know did you?"
I knew what he meant and I shook my head no. I couldn't look at him just then.
"I'm so very sorry. I assumed that you knew and that the twins were adopted or that you and Janet had married after the twins were born. I should have talked to you separately or at least have been more sensitive. Again, I'm sorry but you can't let it interfere with our treatment plans for Lisa. Are we agreed on that?"
"Absolutely. Lisa comes first. Thanks Doc."
With that I went out to find my wife. My wife of 17 years. My wife whom I trusted with my whole being and who had betrayed me. I had no idea of what I was going to say or do, but I had no choice but to put my daughter first. She may not be mine, biologically, but she was my daughter and I loved her.
Janet was standing in the lobby of the doctor's office waiting for me. She watched me come toward her with a look of fear on her face. I walked past her and headed out the door for the car. I didn't want to talk to her just yet. I had too much information already and I was in overload. I just walked, not caring whether she followed me or not.
I slid into the car and started the engine. Just as I put the car in gear, Janet pulled the door open and slid in. She put her seatbelt on as I pulled away from the parking lot and drove home to our neat little cottage house in a nice part of town. A typical middle class bungalow with a typical middle class yard on a typical middle class street. We had the typical middle class family of three kids and a dog and a cat. I worked five days a week at an 8-4:30 job with an average salary and a mortgage. We had two cars, a Ford for me and a Chrysler minivan for her. And I had a typical middle class wife who had cheated on me at least once 13 years ago. How much more typical could it be?
Janet wisely said nothing during the ride home. I looked straight ahead at the traffic and kept both hands tightly clamped onto the steering wheel. It took 25 uncomfortable minutes to get home and by that time I was numb. I pulled into our drive and just sat in the car as Janet got out and went into the house. I wanted to be alone and I wanted to punch someone. I wanted to scream and rant and rave and generally raise hell, but at the same time, I was so sad that I wanted to cry. The tears came first, followed by the uncontrollable sobbing that made my chest hurt and my throat clench. The agony was incredible, but it finally passed. I sat there exhausted and sick.
I finally pulled myself together and went in to face the family. Janet had started dinner and the two girls were helping her. I went past them in search of our son, Mike Jr. He was 15 now, two years older than the twins and I always thought he favored me, but now I wasn't so sure. Was he even mine? I found him upstairs in his room playing video games. I went in to talk to him about Lisa.
I had always tried to treat Mike as a grownup and we had always discussed his role as protector for his sisters. He took it seriously and I knew that he needed to know the truth. We talked together for some time and he accepted the need for the transplant. He had done some research on his own on line and was certain that this was the best way for her to get better. Mike talked a good game but he was scared for his sisters. There was no hiding that from me and he didn't bother to try. We had a good man-to-man session and I left feeling better.
We spent an uncomfortable evening together: dinner and later with some TV. It was a school night so the kids were all in for the night but I knew that they could sense something not right. They probably assumed it was the upcoming testing that we had discussed with the girls at dinner. Lorrie was fine with it and wanted to start right away. Lisa was becoming more and more tired and it was hard for her just to stay up with the rest of us. Mike was trying to be cool but he worried about Lisa. It was a hard time for all of us, especially me. After spending some time downstairs with us, the girls decided to head up to bed. I hugged both of them goodnight and watched them go hand in hand up the stairs. I was so proud of them. They were mine, regardless of what their mother had done.
By 10:00, the girls were in bed and Mike Jr. had gone up to his room for the evening. He had his own TV and his games so he was content to stay there till bedtime. That left Janet and me alone for the first time that evening. I went into the kitchen for a beer and sat down at the kitchen table. I couldn't stay in the same room with her without becoming angry. But, it was not going to work as Janet came into the kitchen with a determined look on her face.
"We have to talk about this Mike. I have to tell you what happened and I want you to listen to me. You have to let me explain before you go off half cocked."
"Before you even start, tell me this. Is Mike Jr. my son? Are any of our children really mine?"
"Of course Mike Jr. is your son. How can you even ask me that?"
"You're kidding, right? How can I ask you that? I just found out that the girls aren't mine and you wonder how I could ask you about Mike Jr.? What are you, stupid as well as a cheating slut?"
Janet looked as though I had just slapped her across the face. What did she expect? Did she think that I was so dumb that I couldn't figure out what the Doctor had told me? Did she think that she could just say that he was mistaken? It was so funny; I almost laughed out loud.
"We have been married for 17 years and we have three children. I just found out for the first time today that two of our three children aren't mine. You fucked someone else 13 years ago and you want me to think that somehow I shouldn't question you about Mike Jr.?"
"It wasn't like that. You don't understand. It was a mistake and it happened during that time about two years after Mike was born when you and I were not getting along. We were fighting about money and me going back to work and you got so angry all the time and you finally walked out on me. You and I had a fight about something and I was angry and I yelled at you and called you a loser. You were hurt and you packed a bag and left me. You had done it before but you always came home later the same day. This time, you wouldn't even tell me where you went and you wouldn't call me or talk to me and I was going crazy worrying about you. You remember?"
"Yeah, I remember. I was angry and hurt and I went to a motel and locked myself in the room for three days. I was scared to death that we were in trouble. I needed the time to think of what I was going to do to try to save our marriage. But in those three days, you forgot all about our marriage and me, and you went out and fucked some guy. Way to go. You must have really been going crazy worrying about whether I would find out how much of a slut you really were."
"You have to listen! It wasn't like that. I was crazy with worry and Paula and Ted came and got me and took me to their place. They were worried I would do something stupid if I stayed alone. That's where I was."
"I don't care where you were. All I know is that you found time to fuck someone someplace. What else is there?"
"That's not what happened. I'm going to tell you what happened whether you want to hear it or not. I should have told you before this but I hoped I would never have to."
With that, she stood up and began to pace around the kitchen. She would look at me as she talked and then she would consider her words before she continued. The story was as follows.
"I went to their place and Paula and Ted and I talked most of that first night. Paula listened to me and tried to calm me down and I was so exhausted from worrying that I finally fell asleep on the couch. I slept there that night and the next night. On the third day, the day before you finally called me, I was still there but Paula had gone to work. Ted and I were alone and he gave me a beer and we talked. He was being so supportive and I felt safe with him. Before I knew it, I had drunk five or six beers and I was pretty tipsy. Then Ted decided to teach me to drink shooters with a chaser, that's what he called it. We sat there drinking whiskey with beer chasers and I was completely wasted. So wasted that I passed out. Ted picked me up and carried me up to the bedroom and put me down on the bed. I was so drunk that I think I was still asleep as he put me down. I don't really remember much but I woke up once with Ted fucking me."
"He raped me while I was drunk and I wasn't even awake for most of it. When I did wake up, I screamed and tried to push him off of me but he was too strong. He grabbed both of my hands and he held them over my head while he raped me. He continued until he was done and then he rolled off me and laughed. He said I was a good fuck and to call him if I wanted him again. I was still drunk but I remember running to the bathroom and locking myself in. He finally left the room laughing at me and threatening me if I told Paula, and I ran out and drove home. I stayed there and showered three or four times to wash him off of me but I couldn't stop crying. I was miserable and I had no way to find you or talk to you."
Janet finally stopped and I could see the tears and the pain in her face as she finished. She wouldn't look at me and now I began to understand the shame and the humiliation that she had hidden all of these years.
"Why would you have tried to hide that all of these years? Why didn't you tell me this when it happened? Didn't you know when you became pregnant that he was the father? What did you think would happen when I found out?"
"I hoped you would never find out and to be honest, you came home the next day and we made love that night and every night for the next week. I wasn't sure when I got pregnant that you weren't the father. I just prayed that you were and that it would never come up. You have to know that I never cheated on you with anyone else and that I didn't cheat that time. I was raped! So help me God!"
"I do believe you but I wish you had trusted me enough to tell me. I would never have blamed you. You have to know that."
"But I couldn't know that. You had just walked out on me and our marriage was in a mess. We were fighting all the time then. I didn't want anything to interfere with us then. I hoped being pregnant would help us to find our way again. And anyway, Ted and Paula divorced and Ted moved away just a couple of months later, so I never had to face him again."
I searched my heart and I found no reason to doubt Janet's story. There had never been any signs over the last 13 years that Janet was unfaithful and we were as strong together as we had even been. She was a wonderful mother and a great wife and our life together was good. She had made no effort to deny anything and she told me as soon as she knew that I had found out. Janet and I worked on things and we finally got back to the place we were in before that revelation in the Doctor's office. I was so concerned about Lisa that I never thought much about it again. I did have Mike Jr. tested just to be sure right after we talked. You know what they say: trust but verify. I had to do it just to reassure myself that Janet could be trusted.
Lisa is fine now and she and Lorrie just turned 18. They have enrolled in the local Junior College. Their grades were OK but not good enough to get into the schools they wanted. A year or two might give them some advantage later. While I was proud of all my children I was especially proud of Mike Jr. He's in college and is studying to be an electrical engineer. He is smart and he's on the Dean's list. He is my son, after all.
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This is a continuation of a story submitted by Whiteone Redone called Suspicion and done with his permission. I liked the story but felt that it left too much unresolved. I usually try to finish my stories with some degree of justice and that's what I tried to do here. This is my ending and not his so any negative comments should be directed to me.
The day the divorce was finalized, I was a wreck. I went to the lawyer's office hoping against hope that Paul would be there but he didn't come, and I finally realized that it was really over. 16 years of my life were over and I wept for the loss of them.
With the divorce, I was free to make a life with Karl, but at the cost of the life I lost with Paul. Try as I might, I couldn't get Paul out of my mind. I knew when I decided that I could not let Karl go again after finding him after 18 years I would lose Paul. I knew it would cost me the marriage that I had so loved for the last 16 years, the family that Paul and I had built and the life that we shared with the wonderful children that he and I had brought into the world. I knew it but I couldn't stop it from happening. I even built this fantasy in my mind that I could live a double life: one with Paul and one with Karl. I knew that it was sick even when I proposed that Paul consider it in my letter to him. He never even responded for which I was glad. If he had agreed, it would eventually have shattered his self respect.
I had begun my affair with Karl against the advice of my sister Evelyn and in spite of the guilt from my own conscience. How could I do this to my husband after pledging my love to him when we married? I pledged myself to him and to him only and for 16 years, I kept that pledge. But now I had broken it with Karl and not just once. I knew it was wrong but I couldn't get Karl out of my mind once I had found him again. He was an obsession that never was conquered even though he and I had parted over 20 years ago and I had not heard from him for just as long.
Even harder than losing Paul was the absence of my two children Jason and Christi. That was the only thing Paul did that was cruel. Using my infidelity as a weapon, Paul had forced me into giving him full custody and the courts had agreed on visitation every other weekend. I couldn't even let them see Karl since the conditions of the visitation were that my visits were supervised. Karl had met the children but had not been able to spend much time with them. Their loss hurt deeply but even that loss was not sufficient to stop my obsession with Karl.
Now that the divorce was final, Karl and I were free to spend all our time together. Until the divorce, my lawyer had insisted that I keep my relationship with Karl low key and out of the public so that Paul would have no reason to bring it into the final proceedings. I agreed and Karl and I continued to meet as clandestine lovers at motels and occasionally at his house. I had rented a small apartment that he sometimes visited but because of the problems with Cablenex and his work for them combined with my job in HR, we had to keep our relationship private so that I would not be fired for favoritism and Karl would not lose the assignment he had begun.
Karl finally began to grow tired of all of the restrictions we were under and he asked me to resign my job so that we could live together. I agreed because I was also chaffing under the loss of my family, my home and my children. I resigned and I moved into Karl's house full time. I found a job with a small communications company that needed someone with my experience but at a much lower salary and much less responsibility. Since I had worked so very hard to get to the level I was with Cablenex, I resented the need to give up so much. But, my obsession demanded it and I complied.
My life with Karl at first was much as I had imagined it to be when I dreamed of him as a young woman. He was the one that I had loved first and best and the one that had been ripped from my life by fortune. He was my high school sweetheart, the one that I built my fantasy life around. We would have been so happy if the fates had allowed us to be as we were meant to be. I vowed that I would make that true now that I had Karl back in my life. I would build that wonderful world that we were meant to share and Karl would be by my side.
Sex was wonderful as well. Although Karl was not the considerate, patient lover that Paul had been, Karl was more exciting. He was very aggressive and I found myself carried away on waves of passion and lust that filled my every pore. Of course, the frequency had diminished from those first passion filled months when Karl and I first found each other, but that was to be expected. Passion that high had to subside some or else burn itself out. With Paul and I, our lovemaking had grown as we learned each other and had continued strong even up to our divorce. I expected no less from my Karl but I missed the love and depth of my feelings for Paul. But that would come with time. Paul and I had 16 years: Karl and I were deprived of that time. We would grow together just as I had with Paul.
Karl and I were married after the required 6 months following my divorce. I was still seeing the children on alternate weekends and at other times as arranged between Evelyn and Paul. This became a mixed blessing since every time I saw them, I thought again of my life with Paul and I felt the loss deeply. Karl was also disturbed by the visits since he could not be a part of them and I was gone overnight every other weekend. I continued to ask Evelyn to plead with Paul to allow me to take the children home but she would not listen. I made several phone calls to Paul at his home but he refused to answer any of them. I left messages begging him to reconsider but he never even responded.
To make matters worse, I told Karl that I wanted to reopen the custody conditions and see if I could make the Judge change the order allowing me to have unsupervised visits with the children and to see if I could regain full custody of them. Now that we were married, and I had quit my job at Cablenex, all of Paul's original threats to expose me were no longer valid. But when Karl heard this, he got angry and told me that he didn't want 'Paul's kids' here at the house. I pleaded with him but he flatly refused. I was heartbroken but he wouldn't even talk about it. They were Paul's kids and he didn't want anything to do with them.
I could not communicate directly with Paul since he would not permit it, so I had to arrange everything through Evelyn and even that was becoming very difficult. Since I had destroyed my marriage to Paul by my infidelity, Todd found it hard to forgive me. Evelyn was my sister and she accepted me anyway but not Todd. He blamed me for his loss of friendship with Paul since Paul would no longer spend time with them for fear of seeing me. Paul withdrew from them, seeing them only to drop off and pick up Justin and Christi after my visits. Todd flatly refused to have anything to do with Karl and they never became anything other than nodding acquaintances. Todd and I had finally had words when I spoke with him about his attitude with Karl. The words Todd used to describe me and my betrayal of Paul and the 'slutty' thing I had asked Paul to consider, became too much. I finally left in tears and he and I had not spoken since. When I went to see the kids, Todd found reasons to be absent. Evelyn began to resent my being there but I wouldn't give up my children. Even though my life was not the idyll that I had expected, I continued to work at it and to try to build my dream life. I began to rebuild the trust and affection with Christi that I had lost for a while after the initial separation and during the divorce, but Justin was more of a problem. He understood that I had betrayed his father but he wasn't completely sure why. He accepted my relationship with Karl, but not as a father: only as my new husband and that was still reserved. It was interesting that Christi and Jason were so much different about the whole thing. Justin was a man and Christi was a woman. Maybe that was the difference.
I did find out over time that Paul never once told Justin about my affair during our marriage or that I was the one that forced our marriage to die. He said dad only told him that we had grown apart. That was like Paul. Even after what I did to him, he wouldn't lash out and try to hurt me. He was fair and tried to make the best of it. What he didn't know was that by divorcing me, he had hurt me far more that I had hurt him. He didn't believe me when I told him that I had grown to love him even more than the day I married him but that I couldn't give up Karl. He didn't understand that even though I had chosen Karl over him, my losing him cost me part of my soul. Even Karl didn't understand that, but I knew and I lived with that loss every day of my new life. I expected that it would grow to be tolerable and finally retreat into that place that I had put Karl for so many years, but it didn't.
It was just 16 months after the divorce that I gave birth to my new son. We named him Karl after his father but I gave him the middle name of Warren, unknown to Karl that it was Paul's middle name. He came to be called Jr. of course and Christi just adored him. He was her new baby brother and she asked me what Daddy thought of him. I quickly told her that Daddy didn't know about him but that she could tell him. She was delighted but I noticed Jason talking to her later and they seemed to be arguing. I learned later that Jason told Christi that Paul wouldn't like her talking about Jr. I understood, but Karl didn't when I mentioned it. He resented Jason's attitude and blamed Paul.
Karl and I had been married just over 2 years when trouble began to develop. He had finished the job with Cablenex but he had not kept the schedule they agreed to. It cost him a bonus and he had counted on that bonus to make his profit for the year. It left him bitter and he yelled at me since I was part of the original negotiations with Cablenex. It had been my job to recommend subcontractors and to help with incentives and target dates. He accused me of setting up conditions that no one could meet just to let the company get out of paying. I let him yell since I knew he was worried about the money and the need to let two of his people go. He finally got a new contract and things went back to normal. Money was still a problem but we managed.
As Jason got older, he visited with me less and less. He had never accepted Karl and we never discussed him together. We were still close but he had his friends and they were important to him. When he was with me, he was 'out of the loop' as he termed it and it was embarrassing to have his friends drive out to Evelyn's place to pick him up and drop him off so he began to stay at his home or with Evelyn while Christi continued to come. I missed him but I understood. I noticed the vacuum when Jason didn't come and it seemed to make that ache that never left me just a little worse. It was becoming more noticeable with every passing year. I had expected it to diminish but it did just the opposite.
As Karl Jr. began to grow and demand more of my time, Karl began to complain that I was ignoring his needs. I had gone back to work since we needed the money and it was a drain on me physically. Karl worked late most nights and he did little around the house to help out. He had always said that was 'woman's work'. I tried to be more attentive but I was so tired after a full day of working at my job, picking up Jr. after work and taking care of everyone else when I got home that I was unable to be what Karl expected me to be. When I told him how I felt, he got angry and stormed out of the house. He came home later but that got to be more and more frequent but I couldn't help him. I tried to make it up to him on the weekends but he began to stay out more and come home later. Our love life had decreased to an infrequent thing when Karl would take me and then roll over to go to sleep. I was mostly frustrated and depressed, but I chalked it up to fatigue and worry over money. My fantasy was becoming worn and threadbare, but I fought to keep it alive. After all I had given up I couldn't let it die.
It was late one evening when I had finally gotten Jr. to bed and had some quiet time to myself that Karl came home. He had been drinking and he was being loud and crude. I asked him to be quieter since Jr. had finally fallen asleep after a tiring day but he continued with his loud and abusive language. I finally yelled back and told him to either quiet down or get out. He stopped, and looked at me with a disgusted face.
"You're just like she was. All you want is the kid and that's all you need. You just live for that brat of yours and then the three of you get together and act like a bunch of kids. And that brat of a boy of yours thinks he's too good for me. His own wife doesn't have time for him. A man has to go out to get laid. You're all alike."
With that, Karl left and I didn't see him again for two days.
I knew that Karl had been married to a woman he met in Germany. They were married for just under 5 years and they had two boys. I didn't know the conditions of their divorce but she had full custody of the boys and Karl had never seen them after they parted. When I asked him about them he just shrugged his shoulders and said that they were probably better off without him. When I asked him what that meant, he became angry and said something to the effect that they were the only reason she married him. Just to have kids, was what he said.
Karl came home two days later, looking like he had been run over by a truck. He was unshaven, dirty and smelled of booze. I was so discouraged when I saw him that I said nothing to him for several days. By the end of that week, he was almost normal and he finally apologized. He wouldn't tell me where he had been but he said that he was just sleeping it off with a friend. I let it drop since I didn't want to make him mad again. Things went on that way for two weeks.
It was early on a Monday evening when I was at home, Jr. was in bed and Karl had not come home yet. The phone rang and a woman asked for Karl. I told her he wasn't there.
"Well, tell that son of a bitch to call me when he gets in. I'm late and he better get ready."
"I'm sorry? Late for what? What does he have to do with that?"
"Listen bitch! He knows exactly what I mean so you just tell him when he drags his lazy ass back to wherever you are."
With that, she hung up with a slam. I sat there for an eternity thinking about what I just heard. Karl was cheating on me and the woman he was cheating with was pregnant. She knew about me but apparently didn't care. How could he do this to me? I was here at home taking care of his child, fixing his dinner and working my ass off to help with the expenses and he was out fucking another woman. How dare he? I was furious and would really let him have it when he came home. This was not going to be accepted!
As I sat there stewing in my own anger, I began to hear a small voice deep down in my soul laughing at me. It was coming from that place where I kept Paul and most recently, Jason. It was that small, empty place that seemed to be big enough to swallow all my misgivings, all of my lost dreams and those parts of my teenage fantasy life that didn't fit with my reality. The place where I kept all of those pieces of my life that didn't fit into the reality I lived with. I thought the laughter was from Paul, looking at the fantasy that I embraced when I left him for Karl. He could see the shattered pieces that kept falling as I watched dream after dream fall to dust.
The irony was almost too much. I had begun my life with Karl by committing adultery and betraying my husband. Now, Karl was doing the same thing to me. The fates had seen fit to return to me the hurt and pain that I had delivered to others. The same weapons I had used to destroy Paul's life were destroying mine. I finally realized what I had lost: what I had given up for a crazy teenage dream that was left unfulfilled for so long that it became an obsession. It was never true; it was never real; and it was never possible. Its time had passed 20 some years ago but I just didn't realize it. I had a new and far better dream that I had lived for 16 years but I never realized it when I had to make a choice. A choice between solid reality with a wonderful husband who loved me, two children that we adored, and a life that lacked nothing or a childhood fantasy. It was a dream that most women searched for their whole life but never found. I had it and I threw it away for a dream that had become a sick obsession. I chose fantasy over reality.
When Karl finally came back, he looked like hell and he smelled like a brewery and he went directly to bed and slept for another day. I let him sleep as I decided what I was going to do. I could fight to save this farce of a marriage with a man that I really didn't even know, or I could just end it now and try to go on with my life as best I could. I really had few choices, but I had finally realized my fantasy was dead.
Karl and I tried to stay together for another two months but it kept getting worse. We argued over money, plans, bills and other things that were not important. I finally told him one night when he came home after drinking for hours with his friends that it was over. I think now that there was a look of relief that passed over him then, even though he said nothing. He simply nodded and went in to bed. We discussed it further the next morning and we agreed to end it without fanfare. When we both looked at our life in the cold light of day, we found there no love, only pretense. I filed soon afterwards and the divorce went smoothly, uncontested. I kept Karl Jr. and Karl agreed to pay some small amount of child support. I really wanted nothing from him but I would need something to help my meager salary. I had never had the chance to advance where I was because of the demands of home and child. Funny, that was never an issue before with Paul.
Almost four years to the day that Paul threw me out of our home, my divorce was final. It was funny that I found Karl again after 20 years of unfulfilled fantasy but the happiest time for me over those 20 years was in a marriage that I threw away. These last four years had been with Karl, my fantasy lover and I could honestly not remember a time I had been truly happy. As I looked back on it, I remembered the birth of Karl Jr. with joy but other than that, only regret and sadness. Part of that was the loss of my children but even when they were with me, it wasn't the same. They belonged to a different world and they were happier away from me.
I moved in with Evelyn and Todd for a while until I could find a place of my own. I spoke with Todd, apologized for what I had done to him and he finally accepted me back. He understood I realized now the mistakes I made and the disaster I had made of my life. He agreed to help me move and anyway, he adored Karl Jr. By now, his three kids were older and he missed that innocence they had at Jr.'s age.
I finally was able to get a job again with Cablenex and with my experience I started with a good salary and was able to afford a small place for Karl Jr. and I. He was now 2 and a half and was bright and energetic. Once I was divorced, Evelyn contacted Paul and he agreed to allow me visitation with Christi unsupervised. She could stay with me at my place over the weekends and the three of us had a great time. Christi was now almost 15 years old and she was becoming a lovely young woman. I was so proud of her and realized that Paul had done a wonderful job raising her and Jason. Jason was 17 and he had been accepted into a well known university for the fall. He had a full scholarship and he wanted to be an engineer like his dad. He had sent me an invitation to his graduation from High School and wanted me to come. I agreed, of course. I wondered idly whether Paul would be there.



Graduation fell on a Friday night and Christi was with me that weekend. She and I drove to the auditorium together and we found two good seats toward the front. I looked around but the place was very crowded and I couldn't see Paul anywhere. I decided to forget about him for this evening and concentrate on my son.
I wanted to look my best for Jason so I had spent half a day finding the right dress to wear. It was very expensive and tailored to fit me perfectly. The shoulders were covered but my arms were bare and there was very little cleavage showing. I knew it was what might be called prim but I didn't want any doubts about the look I wanted to show to his friends. I know he was worried about me being there but refused to consider not inviting me. It made me sad to know that I had caused him this problem. Todd once told me that Jason finally nagged his father into showing him the letter I wrote to him. Jason read it and had a hard time dealing with my infidelity. Todd said he was angry for days before he finally let it go. He was the only one of the few besides Paul and I that knew what I had done but he felt that everyone would know if they saw me there. But, bless his heart, he invited me anyway.
Graduation was all I had expected and I was so proud watching my son cross the stage to receive his diploma. He turned and waved and I saw his eyes pass over someone else before moving on in search of me. His face lit up and he waved before moving off to the side. I was a magic moment for me. I cried proudly and unashamedly.
After graduation was over, I waited outside for Jason. Christi had gone to be with some of her friends and we agreed to meet at the car in half an hour. I had my camera and I wanted pictures. As many pictures as he would let me take. My son, the graduate! I was so proud. I watched the students and families as they milled about. So many smiling faces, so much love.
"They are all so full of life and zest. I hope their dreams all come true."
My heart stopped for a second as I heard the voice behind me. I knew instantly who it was and there was no doubt in my mind. I had heard that voice inside my head for the last 20 years. Yes, 20 years. I turned to see Paul standing there dressed in a dark blue suit and a beautiful maroon tie. He looked older somehow. His hair had more gray and his eyes were deeper set and somehow darker. He had lost weight but it looked good on him. He was still a very handsome man and my heart jumped at the site of him.
I thought very carefully what I should say. Since I had not spoken to Paul in over 4 years, my first words had to be right.
"Maybe they should be careful of their dreams. Reality is much more solid and dependable. Dreams can become obsessions and can cause a lot of pain." I paused for a moment before continuing. "I think that dreams rarely bring true happiness."
"That's true, but I think that dreams have to be followed if only to teach us what is important in our life. Have you found your dream Kathy? Were you happy?"
That question was far easier to answer. That took no thought from me.
"Yes Paul, I was happy. I was happy for 16 wonderful years. I had everything a woman could ever want and I threw it away for a dream: a dream built of a fairytale romance with a fairytale prince. The light was so bright from that dream that it blinded me to all that was real. In the end, the prince was only a man and the romance was only wishful thinking. The dream died and reality was all that was left."
Paul watched me as I spoke my words to him. I only wanted to let him know that I had been truly happy with him and with our family. I wanted him to know that I was wrong and that I had let it all go for nothing. Not to show him he was right and I was wrong but to let him know that he mattered to me in the end. He was all that ever mattered to me.
He started to say something but just then Jason called to us and came running over with some of his friends. He hugged me and shook his father's hand and introduced us as his folks. We laughed and talked for several minutes with congratulations flowing back and forth and then he was gone. I insisted on pictures and Paul took some of me with my son. He stayed good naturedly but I could see the restlessness to be with his friends. I finally took mercy and let him go. Paul and I stood there and watched our son go off into his own future. He would do well. He was strong and bright and confident. He was our future.
I turned to Paul to say goodbye, but before I could say anything, he reached over to take my hand in his. My heart stopped and time stood still. I dared not look at his face for fear of what I might see. I simply waited, watching my hand in his.
"Would you like to have a cup of coffee with me? We could just talk and get reacquainted again. Our son has just graduated and we should talk about his future and what he wants to do."
I finally looked up to see him smiling. It was just a small smile but it was the most wonderful sight I had ever seen. My heart started beating again but it went from a dead stop to 60 mph in just a second. I was sure Paul could hear it beating from where he was standing. But, I had to answer him. He was waiting.
"I have to wait for Christi but I would like that very much. We have a lot to talk about and I would like to hear about your plans for our son. Where would you like to go?"
He simply smiled and said,
"Home"
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Part 1
The sound of the rain as it fell on the surface of the temporary cover I was standing under was like a hiss of anger at the fates for taking away the person that I had loved for so long. I was there alone, the others giving me this moment to say a private goodbye. The two workmen were standing just out of sight, giving me the illusion of privacy. The coffin had been lowered into the gaping hole and the cover kept the rain away until it could be filled, closing off forever the world above. I let the tears flow now that I was alone. I cried for the loss of that person who understood me, who had maintained me and had given me back my life. I would miss the friendship, the companionship and the love given without reservation for so long. I let the tears fall as I remembered our life together and the wonderful gifts that it brought into my life.
*
The beginning of the end of my other life began as I watched Albert walk out of the room and down the hall to our bedroom. I waited until he had closed the door and then I let go. I began to cry, holding my head in my hands and giving vent to all of my grief. I cried until I was gasping for breath and then I lay down on the couch with my legs drawn up to my chest and cried some more. I couldn't keep it back any longer. It had been coming for a long time and now I was lost to it.
I cried for many reasons, the least of which was my guilt and sense of betrayal of my husband and our marriage, but also for the loss of our life together and the loss of my husband to his depression and his deceit.
In order to understand what happened to bring me to this place, I went back to the beginning.
My husband's name is Albert Bennington. Most people recognize him from the scandal several years ago when the company he worked for was implicated in a national security issue. It was in all the papers and even on national TV. I am his wife, Angelina or Angie as my friends call me. We've been married for just over 33 years now. I'm 53 and Al is 55. We have one daughter, Jennifer who is now 30 but we haven't seen or talked with her for over 10 years. She was adopted and was trouble from the time she was old enough to find ways to sneak out of the house. To make a long story short, she left home at 18, already pregnant and we had no contact with her after she left.
Al worked for a company that sold machine parts to companies off shore. It involved government contracts and there was always some kind of scam going between the people his company sold to and who ultimately got the parts. I never understood much about it and Al tried to keep me out of it for the most part. He had been with them for 14 years and had moved up rapidly until he was President and CFO. That was when the scandal broke and Al was implicated in a money laundering deal with an Iranian company.
The Justice Department filed suit and Al and several other men were indicted. The trial was nasty and blame was scattered far and wide. That trial lasted for over two years and during that time, Al tried to hide most of our assets in offshore accounts. The FBI was able to find and freeze many of those assets and money became a problem for us. We sold our home and cars and moved into a smaller place. Against Al's wishes, I finally decided to get a job. I needed the job for my own sanity and we needed it to bring in a little extra money. I found a job in a bank here in town, beginning as a teller and finally working my way up to agent, dealing with corporate accounts.
The trial caused Al to sink into a deep depression. He lost his job of course and he was not able to find another while he was under indictment. He spent most of our money on lawyers and our funds went from modest to nonexistent in less than two and a half years. At the end of the first trial, Al had lost almost all of our money and assets and his health had started to decline. By the time all of the appeals were finished, we were down to only my income and we were living in a small single level, two bedroom house outside the city limits. It was the best we could do.
During all of this, I stayed with Al and never even thought about a divorce. I was his wife and I had promised for better or worse and richer or poorer. That time was the worst and we became poor. But I stayed.
Unfortunately, our marriage began to suffer almost from the first when the indictments were handed down. Al and I had a good solid marriage and had few problems during our 30 plus years. Our sex life was not exciting but it was solid and we both enjoyed our times together. I had two different moods for making love; the first was what I called my pleasure mode and the other was my pain mode. Not really, but that's what Al and I called them. My pleasure mode was the one where I loved to make Al happy by giving him oral and then letting him lay back while I mounted him and made love to him. My pleasure was in making him happy. Often, I had no climax during these times but I didn't care. It made me happy. The pain mode was more typical for couples and Al took the lead. We enjoyed both equally.
We had settled into a routine where we had sex on those evenings we had been out to a party and almost always at least once during the weekend. Al loved to get up Saturday morning, go into the kitchen and bring back some chilled fruit. We would sit in bed and eat the fruit and then we would make love. We often did it more than once and sometimes as many as three times. Of course, at our age, that meant we stayed in bed most of the morning and part of the early afternoon. But it was our time and we both loved it.
As things went downhill during the trial, so did our love life. After the first trial, we had stopped making love and we only had sex once or twice a month. That was usually only if Al had a bad day and needed comforting. This led to pleasure sex. I didn't mind those times and actually looked forward to them since it was all I had to give Al. But after the trial and finally the appeals, sex stopped completely and Al never came to me for comfort again.
It was after the appeals and well into the third year after Al lost his job that his deep depression worsened even more. It came slowly and I never noticed it since I was gone most of the day at work. Al stayed home and did almost nothing but I didn't complain. I was hoping he would come out of it since he escaped jail time. I tried to get him into calling some of his contacts but if he did, he never mentioned it to me. It finally got so bad that I made him go to see a shrink. She listened to him and finally prescribed some anti depressants. I made sure he took them but I saw little difference. He was seeing her twice a week but we couldn't afford the money so he stopped going shortly after.
I was working at a bank in town that was fairly large. This bank had been expanding by buying some smaller banks and S & Ls. They were a good place to work since I was able to move up in the bank fairly fast. I had become an accounts manager by that time and I had four other people working for me. They were all young and very good. I enjoyed my job and looked forward to going to work. I was sure part of that was getting away from Al. Not that he cared: Al never even commented on my job and never asked about it.
I reported to a gentleman about my age that was very good looking and very nice to work for. His name was Haywood Meisner and we all called him Woody. He took the time to train me when I started and he was the one that had recommended me to management when it came time to pick a department head. He was divorced and lived alone in a very well to do neighborhood. At one time, Al and I would have been his neighbors. He had also been a good friend and a confidant during Al's trial and the time afterward. He was supportive and could always be counted on to lend me a sympathetic ear. I suspected he might have wished for more from me than friendship but he never pressed and I was dedicated to my husband and my marriage.
Al had been out of work for just over three years and in his depression for almost 15 months. He told me that he continued to take the pills the shrink prescribed and they at least kept him moving around most of the time. It was during one of our frequent fights one evening when Al surprised me by saying that he had talked with a friend of his who might have a job for him. I forgot what we were arguing about since I was excited and happy for him and tried to get him to talk about it to me but he just shrugged and said it was too early. He said he had a meeting with the guy in a day or so and then we could talk.
We went to bed that night and I thought that maybe Al would want to make love, but when I tried to initiate it, he just turned away and turned out the light. I was frustrated, angry and becoming bitter at his attitude. He seemed to have no interest in me, our marriage or sex any more. I cried but he seemed not to notice. I fell asleep frustrated and alone with my husband of 33 years lying beside me.
The following morning, I was up and getting ready for work while Al still slept. That wasn't unusual since he rarely got up much before noon. I did shake him awake to ask about his planned meeting that day and he just mumbled that it was later. He rolled over and put the pillow over his head so I left him alone. I finished dressing and went off to work. I usually ate a small breakfast at a diner near the bank since Al never bothered with breakfast.
As I was finishing my coffee, Woody came in and saw me sitting there. He walked over and surprised me by asking if he could join me. Surprise because I had never seen
Woody here before and because he had never asked me for even coffee before. I told him to join me by all means and he slid in across the table from me.
"I saw you sitting here and thought that we could spend some free time before work. We rarely see each other any other time than at work. I hope you don't mind?"
"Of course not Woody. You are most welcome. I could use some friendly company right now anyway."
"Trouble in paradise? I hope everything is OK with Albert?"
"Albert is the problem. Living with him is far from a paradise. I had hoped that things might be looking up for him last night, but I don't think he was being honest when he said he had a lead for a job. I think he was just trying to get me to back off."
Woody and I talked for the next 15 minutes until it was time to go in to work. As we got up to leave, he reached over and took my hand.
"I would like to continue with our discussion, that is if you would. Would you care to have dinner with me tonight?"
I was taken by surprise and didn't know what to say. I looked into his eyes but saw only friendship and concern there. For some reason, that gave me the confidence to say yes. We agreed to meet after work and walk to a restaurant about a block away. This way, we would not have to worry about our cars. I went to work feeling slightly giddy. I reminded myself that this was my boss and he was just being a good friend.
I didn't see Woody much during the rest of the day and I had lunch with one of the agents who worked for me. We went to the same diner that I used for breakfast and she and I talked a little about nothing until I told her of my dinner plans with Woody. She immediately perked up and began to question me about it.
"All right, give! What's up with you girl? Woody is a real cute guy and I'd give my right arm for a date with him. Is it serious? Talk to me!"
"Its just dinner and it is only a continuation of a discussion we started at breakfast this morning. He's just being friendly, that's all. I'm married and he knows that."
"So you had breakfast with him too? Way to go. I know he has the hots for you anyway. You have to know how he looks at you when you aren't looking. I wish he looked at me that way."
I admit I was taken by surprise. I had not thought of Woody that way and I certainly didn't notice him looking at me in any special way. However, the thought of it now made me just a little excited. I think it was because I had never considered Woody as anything other than an employer before. I didn't quite know why I thought of this, but I did.
"Stop talking that way. He's my boss and that's all. I'm going to dinner only because he asked me just to allow us to continue talking about things. We'll have dinner and then I'll go home to Al. That's all there is to it."
But I wasn't so sure. We finished lunch and went back to the bank but now I was conscious of Woody and did notice him looking my way several times. I decided that I was being silly and forgot it for the remainder of the day. Since I was a department head, I worked until 4:30 every day and was usually one of the last people out the door. Tonight, since we were going to dinner, I took my time and wasn't finished until just before 5:30.
At 4:30, my usual quitting time, I called home to tell Al that I was going to be late. The phone rang without him picking up and I left a message on the machine. I assumed he would finally get to look at it and thought no more about it. At 5:30 when I finished, I freshened up in the lounge and went looking for Woody. I found him in his office.
"Are you about through? I can leave anytime you're ready."
"Give me 10 minutes and we can go. Why don't you come in and sit down till I'm through." He waved me in and I sat down on his couch. He did have a nice office.
I watched him as he made some calls and finished some work on his computer. I was surprised to find myself looking at him as a man rather than as my boss. I was pleasantly surprised though, and wondered idly what he would be like outside of work. I was daydreaming when he brought me back to reality.
"Hello there? Anybody home? You were a thousand miles away. What were you thinking about?"
I certainly couldn't tell him that so I responded with an inane comment about work. I stood up and followed him out the door. I calmed myself down as he turned to lock the door. We left and walked down to the restaurant together. I was beginning to relax and enjoy his company as we were seated.
The dinner went well and I completely forgot my troubles as we talked about his life. He told me of his marriage and his ex wife as well as his children. It seems that he parted company with his ex on fairly good terms and his children were fully grown so no issues existed there. They all got together at holidays and they enjoyed their time together. He was particularly proud of his two grandchildren. I asked him why he got divorced and he simply said that they grew apart. I told him I was sorry but he said that they really knew some time earlier that they would finally part. He had no regrets.
He asked me about Al and I told him of my concerns. I talked to him as I had talked to no one else and told him my frustrations and concerns. I told him that I worried that Al was not going to come out of his depression and that I didn't know what was going to happen to us as a couple. I told him those things and more. I talked about our lack of a love life and how it used to be. Somehow, I wasn't embarrassed talking to him like that. I really spilled my heart to him and he listened attentively and with compassion. I felt lighter somehow as if I had just shed a great load.
We talked over dinner and then finally ran out of major issues over dessert. We shared a piece of cake and had coffee. I admit I was in a kind of glow by then. It was at that point that my life took a turn.
"Angie, this may not be the time or place but I have to tell you how much I admire you for what you have been through. I know the price you have paid but I also know that it has made you stronger."
"Thank you Woody. It has been a blessing to have you listen to me and let me share my burden with you. I really appreciate it."
"You're most welcome, but I did it for my own reasons. I find you to be a very attractive woman and I've watched you for some time. I'm very attracted to you."
I was shocked at his words but also flattered. I didn't quite know what to say so I just smiled at him and said nothing.
"I hope I'm not out of line. I don't want to give you the wrong idea but I would very much like to continue to see you outside of work. I would like to take you out socially if you would consider it. I know you don't get out and neither do I and we could really share some fun things like dancing or theater or other things that you might like."
Now I was really confused. On one hand, I knew that as a married woman, I should not accept his offer. But, with Al as he was, I had no other outlet and Woody was a very nice man and I thought safe as well.
"I would like that Woody. But since I am married, I would have to be sure it's OK with Al. He doesn't go out at all but I don't know how he would feel about me going out. I wouldn't do it without his knowledge."
"Of course. Please don't do anything that you are uncomfortable about. Just let me know when you're sure. OK?"
With that, we talked for a few more minutes and then Woody walked me back to my car. As I opened the door, he leaned over and kissed me on the mouth. I returned his kiss before it occurred to me what I was doing. I suddenly jerked back as Woody apologized.
"I'm sorry. That was a surprise to me as well. I hope I didn't offend you."
"No, no, it was just a surprise that's all. Well, goodnight."
With that I shut the door, started the car and drove home in complete confusion. I remembered the kiss with pleasure and some degree of tingling and tried to calm myself down. By the time I reached home, I had regained my composure and walked into the house calmly.
I looked for Al and found him upstairs in bed. It was only 8:15 and he was already in bed. I walked in to check on him and he was sound asleep. I changed my clothes and went back down stairs to check on things. I noticed my phone message had not been read and Al had eaten a bag of chips for supper. I sat down at the table and looked at the message light and the empty chips bag and started to cry.
I finally went to bed and wondered to myself what I was going to do. As I listened to Al breathe next to me, I finally decided that I wanted to be with Woody. I wanted some fun and excitement in my life and Al had decided some time ago to withdraw from me. I had no plans to do anything other than enjoy the things that Woody had mentioned. I wanted to go dancing and to the movies and maybe to a theater production. I wanted to spend an evening with friends playing cards or barbecuing outside. I wanted some fun. I finally fell asleep knowing that I was going to accept Woody's invitation and that I was not going to tell Al.
The days passed quickly after that. Woody and I met after work two or three times a week and we went to different places and did different things. Woody was a perfect gentleman and we had fun. I was delighted. My days at work went by so quickly and the evenings at home were too long. I talked to Al less and less and he went deeper into his depression, but I didn't care. Things at home didn't change but I did. I started to eat less and I began to exercise more. I was more inclined to dress nicely and I bought some new clothes that emphasized my figure. I even bought some new perfume and I began to wear more feminine undergarments. While I had never been heavy, I had begun to lose some muscle tone and I was dressing down, but that all changed. I started to receive some compliments at work and my coworkers noticed the change. I attributed it to a change in lifestyle and diet and exercise. Most of them thought different but said nothing.



Things went on this way for several months as I stopped worrying about Al and paid a lot more attention to myself. Still, all was innocent until one fateful night. Woody and I had just attended a Friday night concert in the open and the evening was perfect. As we strolled toward the parking lot and Woody's car, he grabbed my hand and held it. I started to resist and then let him hold my hand as I squeezed back. He looked at me and smiled.
"Did you enjoy the concert? I loved the music and being there with you."
"It was wonderful. I can still hear the music in my mind. I will be humming for days."
He laughed and then suddenly stopped. He turned my face to him and he kissed me solidly and passionately right there in the parking lot. I let him and after a brief pause, returned his passion. I put my arms around his head and pulled his mouth to mine. As we continued to embrace, he dropped his hand down my back and pulled me tightly to his body. I felt his arousal and enjoyed the feeling. It had been so long. I ground myself against him and I could feel his moans against my mouth. We stayed that way for a few more moments and then broke apart breathlessly.
"Will you come to my place tonight? I want you so badly. Please come home with me."
I didn't have to think any more. I knew what he wanted and I wanted it too. I wanted him to take me and make love to me and to make me feel like a woman again.
"Yes, I'll come with you. I want you to take me to your bed and I want to make love to you."
He let me go and we hurried to his car. As I got in, I began to have second thoughts but only for a second. I wanted this and I needed this. Al had left me essentially alone for far too long. I wanted him but he didn't want me. Woody did and I wanted him too. I let my self relax back against the seat and when Woody reached over to my hand, I took his and held it against my breast. He looked at me with lust in his eyes and it made me warm inside. I felt again that tingling between my legs and I almost cried at the joy I felt.
Woody parked the car and took me inside his small home. He let me look around as he put the garage door down and put the keys away. He moved around checking the little things to be sure everything was ok and then took me by the hand and led me down a small hallway to the master bedroom. It was small but neat and the bathroom was just big enough for a tub with an attached shower. I didn't care what it was. I just looked at the bed and went over to it and sat down on the edge. I watched Woody as he stood there looking at me. I smiled at him and slowly unbuttoned my blouse. I opened it and slid it off my shoulders. I reached around behind my back to unhook my bra. As it loosened, I shrugged my shoulders free of the straps and let the bra fall forward to my lap. I leaned back against the bed to display my breasts to Woody proudly. I had always had nice tits. They were 36D and still proud. As he gazed at me, I stood up to unzip my skirt. I let it fall to the floor, and stepped out of it and my shoes, leaving only my white satin panties. I had worn these especially for tonight, hoping that his would happen, but I ran out of courage at that point and sat back down looking at Woody.
Woody watched me as I did my impromptu strip for him and finally realized that he was still fully dressed. He shed his clothes in slightly faster time and with less finesse than I had but the result was the same. He stood there for a second in his boxer shorts and then went back into the bathroom. I heard the water run and then he came back out and turned out the light, leaving us with only a small nightlight on the dresser beside the bed. It was bright enough to see each other.
As Woody came toward me, I reached out and took him by the hand, pulling him to me. He started to sit beside me but I stopped him. I was in my pleasure mode and I wanted to please him. I reached out my hand and pulled his boxer shorts down to his ankles. I looked up to see his cock standing straight out in front of me. That's what I wanted. I took his cock in my hand and began to stroke it up and down until I could feel it growing larger and harder. At that point, I leaned forward and took him in my mouth. He let out a loud groan as I moved my tongue around the head of his cock and used my other hand to caress his balls. I began to move my head up and down the shaft as I sucked on him, wanting only to make him happy. I had missed this so much since Al had always wanted me to do this for him. I had learned to do it well and I began to enjoy it too so I certainly knew how to make Al, I mean Woody, happy.
As I began to increase my pace with Woody's cock in my mouth, he began to become excited and I knew he was close when he put his hand behind my head and began to move his hips forcing his cock in and out of my mouth. At this point, I just allowed him to set the pace while I closed my lips around his cock and kept a slight suction. My tongue was constantly moving around the head and under the shaft, increasing the pleasure for Woody. As he began to move faster and faster, I reached around behind his hips and helped him fuck my mouth. I was enjoying this as much as he was, but he couldn't tell. It was only a matter of moments before I felt him spray his semen on the back of my throat. I let it come and waited until he was finished before swallowing. I continued to suck making sure he was clean before letting him out. Al always loved me doing this and he would often stroke my hair as I finished. I waited for this touch but it didn't come. Then I remembered that Al wasn't here.
I noticed as Woody moved away that he was still hard. I was very surprised as Al and I usually had to entertain each other in different ways while he recovered for our next round of pleasure. I mentioned this to Woody who just smiled and whispered "little blue pill." I assumed he meant Viagra, which accounted for the water I heard just before Woody came back from the bathroom. Whatever, it was with enthusiasm that I pushed him back onto the bed and moved over him preparing to mount him.
This was the second part of my pleasure mode. Al just loved to watch my face as I mounted him and rode his wonderful cock until he was humping back so hard he almost bounced me off. I always laughed in glee as he came to a climax. I lovingly referred to him as my big bull. I mounted Woody but he tried to roll me over with him on top. I told him that I didn't want that and he finally lay back. I could tell he was disappointed but this was my pleasure mode and I wanted the pleasure to be for him, not for me.
I knelt over him and took him in my hand as I prepared to slide down onto him. I rubbed his head between my eager lips and inserted it enough to push down and allow it to enter me. Once I felt the head penetrate far enough, I put my hands on his chest and slid down until he was fully inside me. I held still long enough to feel him filling me up inside and to give him time to regain some control. I then began to bounce up and down, allowing his cock to slide all the way inside. I felt his balls slap against my cheeks when I came down. I took his hands and placed them on my breasts, hoping he would play with my nipples as I fucked him. This was part of the pleasure that Al and I shared. He would watch my face while fondling my nipples as I bounced up and down on his hard cock. It was wonderful with Al, but somehow not the same with Woody. He seemed to enjoy it and he was into it, but something was missing.
I rode him until I felt him tense up. I slowed down until he relaxed and then I began again. Woody seemed to be frustrated but I didn't want it to end just yet. I again brought him to the brink and again started to slow down, but this time Woody grabbed my hips and began to thrust up into me. I couldn't prevent him and I felt him begin to spray his sperm into me. I finally relaxed and let him cum. I was disappointed but I didn't tell him. He seemed to be fine and he was panting and smiling. He looked up at me and said something about feeling the best he had for a long time.
I still hadn't climaxed but then I didn't expect to. In pleasure mode, I rarely had a climax and that was how I preferred it. Woody wasn't content with that and wanted to bring me to a climax by mounting me missionary style and fucking me hard and fast. I submitted and he did his best but I finally faked it just to get him to stop. He seemed content then and we just lay together for a while. I finally looked at the clock and told him I had to leave. It was after 2 in the morning. I showered and dressed and finally left.
It was after 3:30 in the morning when I let myself into the house. It was dark and quiet and I assumed Al was in bed as usual. I looked around the kitchen and noticed that it was clean and tidy. As I sat down in the chair to think again about my night with Woody, I forgot my house, my kitchen and Al as I relived the passion and the physical abandon that I had experienced with another man other than my husband that night. While it was strange and not what I was expecting, it was still wonderful. I lost myself in memory for a while until I finally noticed the plain white note sitting between the salt and pepper shakers on the table. I just stared at it for a moment until it finally registered on my passion blinded mind. I reached for it and unfolded it to read a note from Al saying that he had left dinner in the oven for me. It should still be warm it said and that there was fresh fruit in the fridge for dessert.
I read the note with confusion. I looked again around the kitchen, noticing the oven light on indicating that the oven was set on warm. I opened the refrigerator to see a bowl of freshly cut fruit, now a little dark with oxidation. I felt a little thrill of anxiety as I looked again at the kitchen. When had I first noticed that the house was neat and clean when I came home? This wasn't the first time. I dropped into the chair and tried to get my mind to concentrate. Now that I thought about it, I had not noticed a mess in the kitchen or bedroom for several weeks now. I just didn't focus on the change before this.
As I began to think more clearly, I remembered that I had not had to go grocery shopping for some time and that Al had been eating solid meals and that there was usually something waiting for me when I came home late. When I cooked for us, Al usually ate later so I didn't really notice what or how much he was eating. I had been so caught up in the excitement of being with Woody that when I came home late, I didn't see the changes before this. Al had not said much to me but then I wasn't usually home with him anymore. He had never asked me what I was doing and I had decided some time ago that I wouldn't tell him.
When had it changed? What happened? I had no idea but I began to feel a tightness in my stomach that had nothing to do with a lack of food. I had just assumed Al wasn't paying attention to my comings and goings and I had assumed he had no idea of my evenings and sometimes weekends with Woody. We had not talked much at all lately but now that I thought about it, maybe that was because I was rarely home anymore before Al went to bed. Tonight was a perfect example. Here it was after 3 AM and I hadn't even called, telling him I was going to be out so late. As a matter of fact, I hadn't told Al anything about what I was doing for some months. How had it all happened? Suddenly, I didn't know anymore.
I went into our bedroom with some trepidation but Al was sound asleep. He would not be aware of me coming to bed so late. He had been sleeping so deeply that he never noticed me. But tonight as I slipped into bed beside him, he rolled over and said something about having a good night and then rolled back over. I was rigid, waiting for I knew not what, but Al quickly fell back into his typical deep sleep. I just stared at the ceiling, waiting for sleep that never came. I gave up as dawn began to lighten the windows.
I rose early and proceeded to fix coffee for myself. After the night just past, I needed the caffeine badly. I had no idea of what to expect when Al woke. He was obviously quite different now than he had been and I had no idea of how long he had been that way. I had clearly been neglecting my husband and had been for some time. How much had he noticed and when did he begin to see what I was doing? I wondered what I could say to him about my activities lately and especially last night.
It was just after 8:00 when Al walked into the kitchen. He looked at me and then asked for coffee. I rose and poured him a cup and brought it to him as he sat down. I went back to my chair and just watched him for a few minutes. I was amazed at the difference in his countenance. It was remarkable. He had shaved, his eyes were bright and alert and his posture was so much like the old Al. When had this happened?
"What time did you come in last night? I tried to wait up for you but I didn't know where you had gone or who you were with so I just left your dinner in the oven. Did you find my note?"
Again, the difference was amazing. This was the old Al! This wasn't the man I had been living with for the past two to three years. What and when did this happen?
"Yes, I did. Thanks for that. I went to the concert on the green with some of the girls last night. We went back to one of their houses and I lost track of time. I'm sorry I didn't leave a number for you but I didn't think you would notice."
"You're probably right, I wouldn't have earlier. But things have changed some and I understand that you have had to do for yourself for some time now. I have no right to ask about your comings and goings. I'm sorry."
His attitude of contrition was almost enough to make me begin to cry. After what I had done last night, he didn't feel he had the right to ask me about it. I had to get out of here now before I lost my control. I rose and took my cup to the sink before responding.
"No, I should have let you know my plans. I'm sorry and it won't happen again. I'm going to get dressed."
I went out of the kitchen before I lost it. I went into the bathroom, shut the door and sat down on the floor, shivering. I knew what was happening. The sudden onset of overwhelming guilt for cheating on my husband. Not just last night: that was the final step, the first steps taken weeks ago with the first date with Woody without telling Al. I remained there in the bathroom on the floor for at least an hour, trying to reconcile my feelings of guilt, desperation, deceit and despair. I had to decide what to do and I had to do it soon.
It was about two hours later when I came out to talk to Al. He was sitting in the kitchen reading the paper and I noticed that the dishes had been done. He looked up with a smile as I came in. I looked into the face that I had lived with for so many years but this time saw the man that I married rather than the man that he had been for the past three years. My heart leaped at what I saw. I had loved this man for the better part of my adult life. I still did! That made what I was about to do so much harder.
"Al, I have to talk to you. If you will, I would just like to tell you what I have to say without interruption. Is that OK? Please?"
He put the paper down and looked at me with his complete attention. He just smiled encouragingly at me and told me to go ahead. I sat down at the table across from him. I began with a heavy heart but with conviction that this had to be done.
"I want to tell you that I am thrilled by who you are now. It is clear that you've made some remarkable strides and that you're better than you have been for years. I don't know what happened and I'm sorry that I've been so wrapped up in my own world that I didn't even notice. That is unforgivable of me and I'm so sorry."
Al tried to interrupt me but I asked him not to. I took his hand in mine and raised it to my lips before continuing.
"I tried for so long to support you after the trials and appeals but you began to withdraw into your own world and I felt you slipping away from me. I didn't know what to do but I had my work and my friends and I just turned to them for support. That was my first mistake. I turned away from you."
"It was about two months ago that I began to spend time with Woody, my boss at work. He is divorced and alone and I was also alone for the most part and we began to do things together. We went to plays and movies and sometimes dancing and things like that. It was always just as friends and he was always a perfect gentleman. That is not the problem. The problem was that I didn't tell you and I began to try to hide it from you."
I watched Al as I told him my story. He didn't seem to be concerned yet and I saw understanding and sadness there but no doubts. I wasn't sure how he was going to react to the next part, but I had to go forward.
"Last night, we went to a concert. I know I lied to you about going with the girls, but I didn't. I went with Woody. The concert was wonderful, the night was so perfect, and we were so happy afterwards that when he asked me to go home with him, I agreed."
I glanced up to his face to see the beginning of understanding where this was going. I proceeded before I lost my nerve.
"I spent the night with him and he made love to me. I let him and I encouraged him and I did things with him that I had only done with you before then. I'm so sorry that I did it and I'm sorry that I had to tell you. I was unfaithful and I betrayed our marriage. I'm so sorry."
Now that it was out, I felt relief. I didn't know what was going to happen, but I had to tell him. He was my husband and I knew that I still loved him as much now as I did before he became sick. I was frightened of what would happen but I had to let him know the truth.
Albert said nothing after I finished. He looked at me with sadness and I saw tears begin to form in his eyes, but still he said nothing. He looked as if he wanted to say something but he couldn't seem to get the words out. He finally pushed himself up from the table and walked out of the kitchen, down the hall and into our bedroom.
* * * * *
That brings us back to the present. That's how I came to be in this place. I had done the unthinkable: I had cheated on the husband who had deserted me and left me behind in favor of his depression and I did it willingly. I had enjoyed myself last night and I remember wanting only to make Woody happy. I wanted to please him just as I had always pleased my husband before.
But today, the man I cheated on wasn't there any more. The man I had to face was my husband of 33 years and not the disinterested, depressed shell of a man that he had been just a few weeks ago. He had been back for some time, but I just didn't notice. I had been taking care of me instead. Now I had to tell him that I had betrayed our marriage and turned my back on the man I married because he was sick and I couldn't honor my pledge of 'in sickness and in health'.
I went out the door and into my car and I drove back to Woody's home. He opened the door as I started up the walk and came out to meet me. When he saw the look on my face, he gathered me into his arms without a word and held me as I cried into his chest. He held me there in the middle of his yard and let me cry. I sobbed so hard I was shaking but he didn't say a word. He just waited until I was calm enough to tell him what happened. He didn't flinch when I told him that I had confessed to Al about last night. He simply let me talk.
He asked me what I was going to do. I told him honestly that it was up to my husband. I told him that I loved Al as much as I had ever loved him and that I was frightened to death that I was going to lose him. I told him that I didn't know what I would do if Al left me. He listened and then he said something that I had not expected.



"You know that I love you, don't you? I have loved you since I first saw you. If he leaves you, I would be there for you and I would love to have you as my wife."
I didn't know what to say, but I had to be honest with him. I didn't love him that way and I could never consider marrying anyone other than Al. If Al left me, I would be alone because I would never remarry. I could never love another man like I loved Al. I told him this and I could see the sadness and disappointment on his face but he accepted what I told him. He even said that he would still marry me if I would have him and maybe I could grow to love him. I smiled sadly but told him that it would never work for me.
I went home to face Al but found him to be strangely calm. He was sitting in the family room watching TV and didn't look up as I entered. I went in and sat down in my chair and watched him for a few moments. I finally got up the nerve to talk to him.
"Don't you have anything to say to me? Aren't you angry with me for what I did? I won't blame you if you want to yell at me and tell me how stupid I am for what I did. I just need to know what you're feeling right now."
"I don't know what I'm feeling. I am angry, yes, but I also know the incredible pressure I've put you under these past three years. If you felt the need to go find someone else, I can understand. I hate it, but I do understand."
"But I had no excuse to do what I did. I made a promise to you 33 years ago and I should have had the courage to either keep it or tell you I wanted out. I did neither. I am ashamed of what I did and I don't expect you to forgive me. I can't forgive myself."
"You shouldn't feel that way. I pushed you into doing this thing. I know that and I accept the blame for it. You are a beautiful woman and I am not surprised that you found someone else."
"You don't understand. I didn't find someone else. I found you again and you are all I ever wanted. I love you more than my own life. Woody was someone who reminded me of the woman I used to be and the woman that you married. I can't tell you why I let it go to the extent it did. I didn't want that and I never even thought about it for months while he and I were doing things."
"You don't have to do this. I told you I understand. You and I haven't been intimate for years. I don't blame you for looking elsewhere. I don't."
"Please don't excuse me for what I did. I was wrong and you should be angry that I betrayed you. You never left me even when things fell apart. You were sick and needed me and I wasn't there. You know that's true so don't make excuses for me. I can't and I won't! I was wrong and I will never forgive myself."
Al and I talked for the next few hours. I was becoming frustrated that he wouldn't get angry and treat me the way I felt I should be treated. He should be angry, even furious but he remained calm and tried to accept all of the blame for my deceit. I wouldn't let him. But as the hours went by, I began to wonder if I had finally killed all of the love he used to have for me and that was why he couldn't get angry. He didn't care! The more we talked, the more I came to believe that. I finally got up and went into the bedroom to cry to myself. I knew I had lost everything.
For days, we talked to each other but came to no agreements and no understanding. Al continued to be calm and not push blame on me and I continued to expect him to lash out at me in anger and disappointment, but it didn't happen. We lived together but not with each other. I became despondent and my work began to suffer. Woody made excuses for me and finally suggested that I take some time off. I agreed and went home to try to salvage what I could from my broken marriage.
Al told me one day soon after that he had to go out of town for several days for a meeting with a prospective employer. I wanted to go with him but he declined, saying that he was going to be moving around some and that he would have no time to spend with me. I finally agreed to stay home while he went.
I knew something was wrong by the end of the next day when I hadn't heard from him. He hadn't called and when I called his cell phone, it went straight to voice mail. I continued to try to contact him but with no success. It was three days later when the doorbell rang. I answered to find a strange man standing there with a briefcase in one hand and an envelope in the other. I asked him his business.
"Are you Mrs. Angelina Bennington? Wife of Albert Bennington?"
"Yes, I am. Who are you and what do you want?"
"My name is Henry Green and I am an attorney representing Mr. Bennington. May I come in for a few minutes? I have something here for you from your husband. It is important that I explain some things to you."
I let him in with some confusion and some foreboding. He went directly into the kitchen and put his briefcase and the envelope on the table in front of him. He was looking at me, waiting for me to join him. I slowly went in and sat down, expecting I knew not what.
"Where is my husband Mr. Green? Where is he and why are you here?"
"First, Mr. Bennington has left the country but has hired me to take care of some very important details. He wanted you to have this first."
Left the country? What did he mean? I was trying to process what he had told me when he handed me the envelope. I opened it to find a divorce agreement inside already signed by Al with his signature notarized. I couldn't read it with my eyes full of tears but the man took it from me and began to read the conditions.
"Item 1: I relinquish all rights to the property listed below and transfer those rights to my wife, Angelina Bennington.
Item 2: I agree to the sum of $1500 a week to be deposited in the bank of Angelina's designation: this money to be used at her discretion.
Item 3: I agree to pay the balance on the mortgage of $32,500 now existing on the property listed below in full by the last day of the current month.
Item 4: I relinquish all claims on any of the properties or possessions remaining at the property listed below. All properties are given without condition to Angelina Bennington.
These are the only conditions of the divorce agreement requested by Mr. Bennington. The property referred to is this property and all it's possessions. Are these conditions satisfactory?"
I just nodded my head yes in shock. Where had Al gotten the money to pay off the mortgage and to give me a weekly amount like that? I was confused as well as devastated.
"Mr. Bennington made an agreement with the Federal Government to provide information on certain transactions in exchange for releasing some of his offshore accounts. I can tell you that those accounts I am familiar with do not amount to much more than he has offered to you. They are sufficient to guarantee the promised amounts but not much more."
He then opened his briefcase and handed me several photographs of Woody and I while in his apartment the night I betrayed our marriage. I looked at them in shock. How had these been taken and who took them? They were so close that the photographer had to be standing right next to us, but I knew that wasn't true. I was clearly shown in lewd positions in many of them.
I looked up in humiliation at the man watching me. He said nothing and his expression was bland.
"Mr. Bennington asked me to give these to you and to tell you that the negatives have been destroyed. You have all existing copies. In case you are wondering, a camera in the picture frame Mr. Meisner keeps on his dresser took the pictures. It was installed as part of the observation of you and Mr. Bennington. Since you choose to tell him of this indiscretion, Mr. Bennington had no reason to keep them."
"Finally, Mr. Bennington asked me to give you this CD. It is sealed and I do not know what is on it. It is for your eyes only."
"If you need to contact me for anything or if you need anything that isn't provided, please call me at this number."
With that, he handed me a card, closed his briefcase and told me that he could show himself out. He left me there with my life in a mess and my marriage gone. I sat there in my kitchen staring at the photos scattered across my kitchen table showing me as the slut I became for that night as well as the divorce papers resulting from my behavior. I couldn't understand what had become of my life. I knew what I had done but I never in my wildest dreams could have considered the consequences that I had reaped.
I couldn't face whatever was on the CD then. I had to do something or go crazy. I ran out to my car and just drove around for hours. I had no destination, no real friends other than Woody and no one I could confide in. I was so alone and I just now realized it. It was several hours later that I drove back home, not knowing what I was going to do. I pulled into our driveway but couldn't seem to find the energy to get out of the car. I sat there for the longest time but finally knew I couldn't postpone it any longer. I went in to listen to the CD and to Al's final words.
I fixed myself a cup of strong coffee and got my CD player and put it on the kitchen table, the table where Al and I had discussed so many things. The table that held the little note telling me that Al had returned to me. He had fixed me dinner. I noticed too late.

Chapter 2

I began the CD and heard Al's words.
Angie, by now you know that I have left, but I didn't leave you for what you did. I left because of what I did. I caused you so much pain over the last few years. I brought you disgrace, and despair and pain in abundance. I know that now but it took so long for me to realize it. I am so sorry for doing that to you.
I held out telling the Feds what they wanted to hear from some perverted sense of loyalty to people that didn't care about me. They only cared about money, just as did I. But by holding out for them, I hurt you and our marriage and I forgot that my first loyalty should have been to us. I finally realized that one day about two weeks ago when I woke up late one morning after you had gone to work. I spent most of the day just sitting around feeling sorry for myself and wanting to talk to you. I waited for you to come home but fell asleep in the family room and slept right through dinner. You came home and had fixed something to eat but you apparently went back out later so when I finally woke, you had already gone again. I waited for you that evening but as usual went to bed so early that I was asleep when you came home. It occurred to me the next morning that I had gone a whole day and not even seen or talked to you. I had done that many days before apparently but I was so wrapped up in my own self pity that I didn't even notice. It was then that I decided to change my life.
I called the Federal Prosecutor's office the next morning and offered to talk to them in exchange for their help in getting back to normal. They set me up with a shrink and I began to work with him. I had stopped taking my meds some time before but you didn't know it. This time I stayed on them and since I was desperate to change my life, I made rapid progress getting my life back on track. You were unaware of all of this as you were usually out in the evenings.
Once I was able to function again, I made certain arrangements with the Feds to allow me access to some of my accounts while I told them what they wanted to know. We worked together to set up the conditions Mr. Green gave you when he also gave you this CD.
At this point, I stopped the CD to think about what he had told me so far. This was all news to me and I never understood that he was keeping things back from the government. All this time, he could have been cooperating and we could have been living a different life? I became angry, as I finally understood what he was saying. I wanted to hear more.
I did not take the pictures that you now have. They took them during their routine surveillance of you and I. They knew at all times who you were with and whom you worked with. I never knew or suspected anything until they talked to me a few weeks ago and told me they had been watching us for some time. The pictures were given to me just a few days ago but since you had already told me of your affair, I had no interest in them. I never looked at them in case you were wondering. I insisted that they be destroyed and they agreed since they didn't care about you.
I began to notice that you had a life that I knew nothing about soon after I started back on the meds and working with the shrink. You were rarely home in the evenings and you had begun to dress differently and you were working out and everything about you was new and different. As I discussed this with the doctor, I began to understand that you had moved on and found someone else. I was sad at first but I soon realized that I had pushed you too far and you had waited too long. I had come to my senses too late to save our marriage. I had lost you and I had to come to terms with that. It was the price I had to pay for my misplaced loyalty.
As I became more able to control my life, I gave the government what they wanted and more than they expected and they allowed me to arrange for the money to pay the mortgage and to pay you alimony. It is all I asked for and I needed no more. I wanted you to have this so that you wouldn't have to worry or struggle to make the payments. I hope it is enough.
Finally, I know that I drove you away and that I destroyed our love. I don't blame you for looking for love someplace else and I hope you have found what you were missing with me. I knew that I had to leave to allow you to go on with your life. I wish you well and happiness in your future. Please don't feel guilty about what you did since you have no need to.
Goodbye Angelina and be well. I still love you as much as the day I married you. I am so sorry for destroying all we had together and I hope you can remember the good times we had and can think of me without bitterness.
By the time you listen to this, I will have left the US and my destination is not known to anyone else. I need it that way for my own reasons. I am in no danger from anyone but I need to be somewhere that I can't be found. I don't know for how long but it may be for a very long time. I will be in contact from time to time with Mr. Green but he will contact me only at my direction. There is no need for you to try to have him give me a message or anything like that because he is instructed not to accept anything from you. This is for your benefit, not mine. Try to understand if you can.
With that, the CD ended and all of my worst fears had come home to me. I went into the bedroom and lay down on the bed that I would no longer share with my husband and I cried until I could cry no more. I stayed there until it was too dark to see and then I just took off my clothes and crawled under the covers. I slept finally and awoke late the next morning.
I played the CD again and again; looking for anything that would give me some hope, but there was nothing there. I reviewed the divorce papers looking there for something, but again, nothing. I was beginning to believe that I could do nothing but accept the life I now had but I couldn't let myself do that. I began to plan.
First, it was clear that Al still loved me even after what I did. He left because he loved me and wanted to set me free. He didn't understand that I didn't love Woody and that I didn't want anyone to replace him. I would never love Woody nor would I ever marry him or any other man. That's what Al didn't know and I needed to tell him that.
I also needed to tell him that he wasn't at fault. Yes, he made some mistakes and he did some things that hurt our marriage, but he never deserted our marriage or me. He never turned to another for relief and comfort. I was the one that did that. He needed to know that. I was the one that forgot the promises I made to stay during hard times. Al never left me even though he was in a major depression. He was always home with me. He never asked more of me than I was willing to give, but when he needed me the most, I wasn't there.
Finally, he needed to know that I never held him responsible for what I did. I didn't blame him nor did I use him as an excuse. I found myself trying to please Woody just as I used to please Al. I loved pleasing Al and I had the greatest joy in making love by making my husband happy. I enjoyed sex, but I enjoyed the pleasure I gave more. That's what I was doing with Woody: trying to regain that joy in giving pleasure. I know that's not easy to understand but it's the truth. Al would understand if I could only tell him.
The next morning, I called Mr. Green and made an appointment to see him the next afternoon. I wanted to begin with him even though Al made it clear that Mr. Green would not accept anything for him. That was fine. I just needed to start somewhere.
I called Woody next. I resigned over the phone and told him I would send him my letter of resignation as soon as I could. He tried to talk me out of it and tried to get me to meet him somewhere but I refused. I told him we were through and that I had nothing but respect for him. He had been kind to me and had tried to respect my marriage as long as he could but I made it difficult for him. He was not the guilty one.
Finally, I contacted a private investigator named Clive Owens. I had two jobs for him and he and I met that morning. I gave him a retainer and we set a price that I could afford. He promised to do all he could within my ability to pay and I gave him as much information as I could. He seemed pleased with that and said it gave him a big head start.
By the end of the day, I felt much better. I had begun to do what I could to salvage my marriage to the man I loved beyond all reason. I was not going to accept this without a fight. I knew my chances were slim to none, but I would do all I could, and I was content. I spent my evening cleaning the house and cleaning out my closets. I got rid of everything that reminded me of the past three years and kept all of those things from before that time. I got rid of my new fancy underwear, my hip huggers, my one thong, all of the lacy bras and the perfumes that I bought for the sole purpose of making me attractive to Woody. I remember buying them now with humiliation knowing that was the beginning of my betrayal of my husband. Al called it my affair and while I initially thought he was wrong, I reconsidered. It was an affair, beginning with these things I bought for that very purpose. I had set out to commit adultery and I saw it very clearly now. That brought me to my knees again and my shame kept me in a state of depression until the next morning.
When I woke, I remembered the shame but I also remembered my meeting with Green and I was filled with determination again. So I made a big mistake and I paid for it. Fine, put it aside and go on! I spent the morning writing down my feelings and my reasons for what I did, my love for my husband and my promise to wait for his forgiveness and my intent to remain as his wife. I put it all into a letter to him. I put this into an envelope addressed to Al. He may never get it or read it but I had to try. I dressed in my most conservative suit and wore just enough makeup to look businesslike. I was ready for Mr. Green.
He welcomed me in to his office and had me sit down at a table rather than in front of his desk. He joined me, asked if I wanted something to drink and when I declined, he sat down across from me.
"Well, Mrs. Bennington. I'm surprised to see you again so soon. Is there something that you need from me?"
"Yes, Mr. Green, there is. I want to get in touch with my husband. As soon as possible."



"But you know that isn't possible Mrs. Bennington. I have been instructed by Mr. Bennington not to communicate anything from you to him. He told me that you knew that from the CD that I gave you."
"I know what was in the CD Mr. Green but I don't care. You must know that I will not sit idly by and watch my marriage destroyed. I will find him, and if you won't help me, I will find someone who will."
"That's your privilege Mrs. Bennington but I can't help you. I'm very sorry. There is nothing I can do for you."
So far, the meeting had gone pretty much as I expected. I was going to try something else and see if it got me anywhere.
"In that case, I will use the money that Al is giving me and I will hire an attorney to file suit against you as agent for my husband and I will contest the divorce."
I saw that I had Mr. Green's attention now. I watched as he considered what I had threatened to do. He seemed to reach some decision.
"All I can do is let Mr. Bennington know your position. I don't honestly know when I can do that since I don't know where to reach him. He contacts me, not the other way around. If that's not satisfactory, you will have to proceed as you see fit."
I had expected that since it was exactly as Al said in his CD.
"I will wait until you can reach him. When you do reach him, I want you to get this envelope to him. In the meantime, I will accept the conditions, but I will only do this until I hear from you. Do we understand each other?"
Mr. Green rose and took my hand. He assured me that he would let my husband know my position at the first opportunity. He really didn't know when that would be and I believed him. I knew Al well enough to know that he wasn't bluffing.
I went home to my lonely house and proceeded to make some phone calls. I needed to find a job and I needed to do it very soon. Money wasn't necessarily an issue but health insurance benefits were. I contacted three people I knew from the other institutions around town and got two interviews for the next several days. I updated my resume' and prepared to enter the job market again.
Over the next three months, I found and started a new job at a very large loan company as an entry level agent. I didn't mind this as it gave me a lot of free time without any responsibilities, and with the money Al provided I didn't need a lot. I worked with seven other men and women and we got along fine. I made friends with a couple of the women and became very close to Mary, one of the older women and a divorcee just like me. We began to share our life stories as women do and Mary was very sympathetic to my plight. Her situation was much more mundane. She and her husband just grew to dislike each other and since they had no children they agreed to separate. She kept their home in the divorce and she had some money of her own so she was also working only for the benefits. She was happy being single. I offered to introduce her to Woody, but she wasn't ready yet. It was probably for the best, as I hadn't spoken to him since that day when my world ended.
During this time, Clive had continued to work for me but had dropped his intensive search in favor of a very wide spread, but affordable, net as he called it. He had feelers out on all of Al's credit cards, his SS number and several other items of identification that I had given him and he said that sooner or later, if he were in the country, he would get a hit. This didn't cost me much and it kept the search going.
On the second matter, he was more confident. He had inquiries out that he expected to hear from within the next few months. Again, this was within my budget so I was content with that. It was also just about this time that Mr. Green called to say that he had forwarded my envelope to Al but that Al had given no response. He assured me that Al had taken delivery so I thanked him and continued waiting.
Two years went by without much happening. I rose within the institution that I worked for and soon was making enough money to begin to consider using more of my income to intensify my search. I considered hiring another PI, but when I spoke to my guy, he said if money were the issue he would have told me. So, I waited.
Mary and I were very good friends by now and we were often together when not at work. She asked one day if I would consider moving in with her since she still had the house she lived in before the divorce. It was a four-bedroom two story house in a very nice neighborhood. She said she wanted to keep the house but it was so big and lonely with only her. She said I would have my own bedroom with my own bath. I said I'd consider it if she would allow me to pay rent. I thought about it and decided to take her up on her offer. I could then sell my little house and never have to look at it again. I continued to live there after Al left, but the memories that crept up on me at odd times were extremely painful. If it were gone, maybe the memories would go with it.
So it was that I sold the place and I was living with Mary when Clive called to tell me he had some information on my secondary target. He said he had a complete dossier that I could look at before deciding what I wanted him to do next. I drove to his office the following day to get the dossier and to talk briefly with him. He said that he was beginning to get little pieces of information back that he thought indicated Al might be resurfacing. It was Clive's opinion that Al had a source of funds that he wanted to keep secret from the Feds. He thought Al might be buying time. I left his office feeling optimistic for the first time in almost three years.
That evening I told Mary what I had and she left me alone to read the dossier. It was a complete report on my daughter Jennifer who was now almost 30 years old. I hadn't seen or talked with her since she was 18, when she ran away. According to the report, she was living in a small trailer in a town about 3 hours away. She worked on an assembly line in a small industrial plant and lived with a daughter 10 years old. The report indicated her husband was deceased and she had no steady men friends. She had no record according to the police and she had never been in any trouble while she lived there. The report said that she had moved into the trailer 5 years ago and had worked in the plant for the same length of time. Prior to that, she lived in another state but the records indicated no problems there either.
I reread the report several times to be sure but it seemed that Jennifer had settled down and was raising my granddaughter by herself. She seemed to be stable and not in any trouble. I found an address and a phone number as well as the daughter's name: Angelina. When I saw that, my heart leaped. I guess she had thought of us when the baby was born. Al and I never knew we had a granddaughter.
I talked with Mary that evening and she encouraged me to contact Jennifer and try to get to know my granddaughter. I wanted to but I was afraid. I remembered what she was like and I knew that it would break my heart if I saw her and found her to be the same disturbed child that ran away 12 years ago. But, since I was alone now, I had to take the chance. Mary volunteered to go with me and we made plans to drive there Saturday morning. According to the report, she worked day shift Monday to Friday and she was off on the weekends.
The trip went smoothly in spite of my nervousness and we stopped at a gas station just three blocks from her trailer. I went to the pay phone and called her while Mary held my hand. The phone rang twice and a young girl answered.
"Hello? This is Angie."
I was so nervous that I tried several times to say something, but finally got my voice back.
"Hello Angie. Is your mother there?"
"Yes she is. May I ask who's calling?"
"Just tell her it is someone from her past. She probably doesn't remember me."
I heard her yell for her mother while she held her hand over the phone. I waited while my anxiety grew.
"This is Jennie, who's this?"
"Jennifer, it's your mother. I'm here in Temple and I was wondering if I could stop and see you."
There was silence at the other end and my heart rose in my mouth. Maybe she wouldn't want to see me and this trip was for nothing. I thought my heart would break if that were the case. As the seconds drew on, I was sure she wouldn't see me.
"I'm sorry, I was just shocked. Of course, I would love to see you and have you meet Angie. How far away are you? How soon can you get here? Oh, mom, I so want to see you."
My heart leaped into my throat and my stomach flipped over. It was going to be all right.
"I am only a couple of blocks away. I can be there in just a few minutes. Oh, by the way, I have a lady friend with me if that's OK?"
"Bring her of course. It's no problem. Hurry, please."
We drove to her place and it was as wonderful as I had hoped. Jennie was a completely different person, beautiful and intelligent and a wonderful mother to Angie. She had grown into a woman with a sad face and eyes far older than her 30 years. She had long black hair and dark brown eyes, just like her birth father. Angie was almost more than I can describe. She was tall for her age, beautiful like her mother but with green eyes and a full mop of red hair that she must have gotten from her father's side. She was very smart and she was delighted with her newfound grandma. She had always wanted one and now she had her very own. We spent the day with them and they accepted Mary and I without reservation. I was so happy that I found them.
We left that night to return home with promises to see each other again the next weekend, but it was Mary that suggested later that week that we invite Jennie and Angelina to move in with us. I hadn't even thought to suggest it but Mary raised the idea on her own. I asked her what Jennifer would do about her job and Mary insisted that we could find her a job locally without any trouble. We could even bring her into the office where she and I worked since we had several openings. I loved the idea and phoned Jennie the next morning.
Jennie listened to my suggestion but wouldn't commit to anything without talking with Angelina first. She also wondered what to do about a job but I told her that I thought I knew someone who would be willing to give her a start in a good job. She could get out of the factory and she could save some money at first by living with us. The schools were better here for Angie and that was what finally made the difference.
Without going into much detail, Jennifer and Angelina moved in with Mary and I two months later. Jennifer sold her trailer and most of her belongings and Mary and I rented a truck and went to bring my daughter and granddaughter home. We moved them in to the two extra bedrooms and it worked out wonderfully. Mary and Jennie got along quite well and Mary just adored Angie. It seemed the feeling was mutual.
I made a call to Woody, the first time I had talked with him in almost three years. He was delighted to hear from me and I agreed to meet with him for lunch. We caught up on our past and I asked him how he was doing. He was not dating and seemed to be resigned to being a bachelor. I just smiled and told him not to despair. A good looking man like him was bound to fall sooner or later. He said nothing, but I caught his look. I quickly told him about Jennie and asked if he could find her a place. He immediately said he could and I asked if he would take an interest and train her as he had trained me. Again, he agreed and I set up a meeting between them for later in the week. We talked a while longer and I left, feeling good about things.
Woody and Jennifer did meet and she started working for him right away. After the first two weeks, Jennie was delighted with her new job and a phone call from Woody assured me that she was doing well. Now that she had a good job with a future, she could begin to pay her own way. Mary good-naturedly refused any thought of rent but she finally gave in when Jennifer threatened to move out. Life was good for all of us.
It was on one of our shopping trips that Jennie finally asked me about Woody and our relationship. We had taken a break in one of the food courts. She said that he spoke of me often and always with a little sadness. She said it was clear that he was in love with me. I considered it and then finally told her the whole story of Al, Woody and I. I let it all pour out and I felt so much better afterwards. I had still not given up on Al but I was not letting my guilt and sadness control my life any more. After all, my infidelity had brought my daughter and granddaughter back to me. So much good from something so bad.
Jennifer was very quiet as I told her the story. She watched me as I told her of our problems and how Al had spiraled down into despair and how I had stayed with him for all that time but also how I had failed him when he needed me most. I told her of my night with Woody but made it clear to her that Woody was not to blame. He remained a good friend and he had never pressured me or made any overtures once I told him how I felt. She listened to all of it, and when I was finished, she rose and came to sit beside me with her arm around my shoulder. I couldn't help it and cried on her shoulder. I seemed to cry a lot when I remembered my life before.
That day brought Jennie and I closer than we had ever been and we finally became what we never were: mother and daughter. I thanked God for allowing me to find her and Angie again. I never knew what I was missing until I found them again.
Time passed and Jennifer received several promotions to senior account manager. She was now making good money and she was paying her own way with Mary and I. I had decided some time ago to contact Mr. Green again and arrange for him to open a trust fund in Angelina's name. It was funded by the weekly alimony from Al. I had all of it put into that account and I transferred the money I got from the house into it as well. By the time she was ready, she would have the money for college. She would have all I could give her. We never got to give it to Jennifer so it was long overdue. Jennifer had tears in her eyes as I told her of the trust fund.
It had now been just over four years since Al walked out on me. I had made a good life for myself and my daughter and granddaughter. We were all still living with Mary since she had a fit every time we talked of moving into our own place. We stayed with her out of loyalty and gratitude. In turn she gave us unconditional love and friendship. It was a match made in heaven. It probably saved my life and I know it made a better life for Angie and Jen. So it was until one dark, rainy Monday that I will never forget.
"Angie, can you find Jennie so we can all talk?"
Mary had just come back into the kitchen after finishing some work she had to do in the den while Angie and I had finished the dishes from dinner. Jennie was doing some laundry and pressing some clothes for Angie for school.
"Sure. Angie, go find your mother. I think she's in the laundry room."
Angie left while I turned to Mary.
"What's going on? I know that tone of voice. You have some news to tell us and I don't think it's good news."
"No, it's not but I would rather have all of you around me when I tell you. Is that OK?"
"Whatever you do is OK with me. You know that. I love you and I will always love you regardless."
I waited as the two girls came in and took seats around our kitchen table, where we had eaten so many wonderful meals together as friends and family. We all watched as Mary gathered herself to tell us what she had to say.
"I just got the news from my Doctor this morning about a problem I have been having. I never said much because I didn't want to worry any of you but I knew it might be serious so I saw him a week ago. He called this morning. I have cancer of the pancreas. It is already far advanced and he thinks I may only have about 6 months to live."
That was the news. That was the way our wonderful little world was about to end. Jennifer and I looked at each other and we both had tears in our eyes. Angie just jumped up and ran out of the room to cope with her grief as little girls do. She would come back when she had learned how to deal with it. Jennie and I weren't so lucky. We knew the real world and it had come to find us. Our world would be Mary and making her as comfortable and happy as we could. There was no discussion: we knew and we told Mary as much. She tried to protest, but not very hard.
We three talked well into the night, dealing with all of the ramifications of care, medicines, diets and final arrangements. It was not pleasant, but it had to be done and we were going to do it. Mary was the strongest of us three, maybe because she had time to come to terms with it. We had to catch up. Angie went to bed without coming back in but she would be OK.
As time passed, Mary grew more and more incapacitated. Jennifer and I hired a full time nurse to come in during the day when we were at work and Angie was in school. Mary was not able to do much for herself now and she needed someone there all the time. The morphine she was on incapacitated her sometimes to the point where she depended entirely on Jennie and I. We took turns in the evenings and on weekends caring for her. Things progressed until one day Mary asked me to sit with her. She had some things to say.
"I want you to know that I have loved you being here with me. I was happier than I had ever expected to be once Paul and I divorced. You were a godsend to me. And when we found Jennifer and Angelina, I was even happier. To have your daughter and your granddaughter come back to you made me so happy I thanked God every night. Since I had no children of my own, Angie was even more precious."
I said nothing but I held her hand and smiled as she spoke. I felt the same way and I had told her so many times that it didn't need to be said again.
"I have left everything to you in my will. Since Paul is dead, I have no one else and you have become the most important person in my life so it's all yours. You can continue to make this place your home and Jennifer and Angie can stay with you for as long as they want to. I know you don't need anything from me but I want you to have it."
I was so choked with emotion that I couldn't speak but Mary could see it in my eyes. She just squeezed my hand and lay back, exhausted, to close her eyes. I remained with her, holding her hand and wiping her face with a wet cloth to ease her discomfort.
It was just a week later that Mary died. She went in her sleep, peacefully I hoped. I found her the next morning and Jennifer and I held each other as we dealt with our grief. I called work to take the time I needed to make the final arrangements. According to Mary's wishes, she wanted to be buried in the cemetery where her mother and father were buried. I contacted a funeral home and they took care of the details. We planned the service for that Friday and I was pleased with the turnout during the viewing and later for the service and funeral. Mary had many friends, most of whom I knew but some that I had never met. All were sad to lose her as a friend.
Angie took it harder than I had expected. I think it had to do with the love that Mary extended for a little girl that had never known her grandmother or her father. He had died in the service without ever seeing her. She took her in and Angie spent a great deal of time with Mary while she was sick. She hardly left her side in the evenings and she never stayed at play long without coming in to see her 'greatgram'. That's what she called her: her great grandmother.
As the guests left, some running to avoid the rain that continued to fall, I remained behind with Angie and Jennifer. We were all reluctant to leave, believing that it wasn't final as long as we could still reach out and touch her coffin. Finally, Jennifer took Angie by the hand and walked to the coffin for the final goodbye. Angie put a small rose on the coffin and blew a kiss.



Jennie smiled at her, turned to me and said; "We'll see you when you're ready. They walked away toward the waiting limousine. I remained behind.
As I stood there silently watching the gleaming bronze casket that she had requested, the attendants looked to me for permission to lower her into the waiting grave. I nodded and watched as she disappeared into the cold unforgiving ground. They removed the straps and the winch and wheeled it back away from the site. They then nodded and moved away giving me this final time.
Thus it was that I stood here now, with the rain falling and my best friend finally gone. I wiped my tears and tried to pull myself back to a gray damp world without Mary. I waved at the attendants and shouted a thank you as I walked toward my family.
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Sean
Just after 5:00 P.M. on Thursday, I walked down the hall to Jerry's office and stuck my head in his door.
"Is he in?" I asked Polly, his secretary.
She smiled and said, "Yeah Sean, go on in. He's alone and finally off the phone."
"Thanks Polly. I just need a minute."
I went past her desk and pushed open the door into Jerry's office. Almost a duplicate of mine, it was a very large, open room with a desk, a conference table and a long, leather couch. The coffee table was huge and was currently covered with open files and boxes of records. He was working on a case involving embezzlement by a worker who had been with the company long enough to know the ropes and had been doing it for some ten years. Jerry represented the employee and knew he had a tough road to make a jury sympathetic to his client.
"Hey, Jerry. Just a quick heads up. I think I must have a bad cold and my head is killing me: every bone in my body aches. I'm calling it a day. There shouldn't be any problems since I've got everything up to date. Janie can handle anything that does comes up."
He glanced up with a frown and said, "Hope you feel better Sean, but I won't know it, that's for sure. This damn case is gonna kill me so you'll probably find me face down when you return."
With that, he waved me out and went back to his files. I closed the door and left to return to my own office. I cleared my desk and left all open items with Janie, my secretary and told her to let me go home and die in peace. She was not to call unless either she or Polly was arrested for murdering Jerry. She just smiled and urged me to get out of the office.
Jerry and I had opened our own private practice in defense law after working for one of the biggest law firms in the city of Mobile, Alabama. Both of us felt we were getting nowhere fast at the firm and we had talked about this for some time. Ten months ago we took the plunge and started Ridder and Ballard, Attorneys, Inc. I was Sean Ballard. We took a lease on a large, old two-story shingle sided estate home down town and we borrowed enough money to renovate it and put our own touches to it. We had enough space upstairs for three more attorneys and we each had a downstairs office large enough to work in.
Besides Jerry and me, we had two receptionists/clerks and we already had more clients than we could handle. Our startup debts were paid, and we were finally making a profit, so we had interviewed several young attorneys and had decided to hire two of them, letting our practice grow. He and I were to be the senior partners and the others would work for us until they brought in enough new business to buy into the practice. Now that we were functioning at a profit, we could establish a value to the business and the new guys or gals could buy shares. Life was good.
I was married to a beautiful girl that I had loved forever. Her name was Soledad but I sometimes called her Sunny. You know, Sol-edad or Sol, for Sun, hence Sunny? I hadn't taken a day off in over a year and Sunny had been begging me for some time to take a vacation. I'd put her off waiting until we were on more solid ground with the practice but it seemed like a good time now to talk about time off with Jerry. Most of my cases weren't urgent and I could take some time. A trip away without JJ sounded good and I thought we could both use the together time. While I loved my son, he was a handful and Sunny and I seldom had much time together. I got into my car and began the drive home. I felt like hell but I wanted the peace and quiet of my nice soft bed to die in or at least to make me feel like I was going to live.
We lived in the South Baldwin/Gulf Shore area and our home was much too big for us but we felt it was a good investment. We had a mortgage of more than $300,000 but I was making enough now to just cover it and Soledad loved it. She had become a major player in the local Women's club and she seemed to thrive on it. Her activities and contacts were good for business so I encouraged her interest.
I was less encouraging in her choice of friends but she was happy so I took it as well as I could. Her two best friends were a woman named Judy Cabot, about our age and divorced from her second husband, and Carol Jennings, whom I learned had been dumped by her husband of seven years for infidelity. Both had pre-nups that left them very well off so Carol was not the least upset about it and laughed in my face when I said that I was sorry for her breakup. When I mentioned to Soledad that she was the only married woman in that group, she just smiled and patted me on the knee telling me not to worry.
I arrived home about 7:30, a good two or three hours ahead of my usual time, and pulled into the garage. Sunny's car wasn't there but Lucy's was. Lucy was our regular babysitter and often sat for JJ. As I walked in, I asked her where my wife was and she said that she didn't know for sure but that she had left a number and said she would be home by 9:00. I looked at the number but didn't recognize it. Then, I suddenly remembered that she had her Thursday meeting with the Women's club and this must be the hotel downtown where they were meeting. She would usually be home by 8:30 or 9:00 when she had these meetings.
As bad as I was feeling, I let Lucy go after paying her for the whole evening with a tip and confirming that JJ, our one year old son, was sound asleep. He would be out until morning and I could just go to bed after a hot shower and a hot toddy. I wasn't sure which I wanted first so I fixed the toddy and took it to the bedroom with me. I took my shower, dried off, went to make a final check on JJ, finished the toddy and climbed into bed. I was sound asleep and didn't hear Soledad when she came upstairs to the bedroom.
Soledad
I wasn't sure why I did it but when Jason asked me to dinner, I accepted. The Thursday meeting had been very productive and it had broken up just about 15 minutes ago but I stayed behind to speak with Jason further. We chatted about nothing in particular and then out of the blue, he had asked me to have dinner with him. He said we could just grab a bite to eat in the hotel restaurant since he didn't have a car. He said he didn't need one since he had a room there for tonight and tomorrow the hotel shuttle would take him to the airport.
I tried to convince myself that this was a bad idea, but I was bored and Sean was going to be late again as usual and the only thing I would be doing otherwise was spending another lonely evening by myself. JJ was with Lucy, our babysitter, and he would be in bed by the time I got home. I had to admit that Jason was very nice to look at and he was single and in town by himself. So, what was the harm in two lonely people spending a harmless evening having dinner and hopefully some good conversation?
At dinner, I was pleasantly surprised. Jason was a great dinner partner, witty, smart and easy to talk to. He was a great listener and I found myself telling him things I wouldn't consider telling anyone else, even my best friends. I told him about Sean and Jerry and their new partnership and the time he was spending trying to make a go of it. I admitted that we had discussed it and I had been part of the decision, knowing the time with Sean that I would have to give up. He listened and sympathized but said that he couldn't see giving up all that time with someone as beautiful as me. I was naturally flattered and a little taken with his compliments.
We shared a bottle of red wine with our meal and had another with conversation after. I had a pleasant buzz that allowed me to relax and enjoy. During coffee, he moved over to sit next to me as we talked, commenting that the restaurant had become crowded and very noisy. I didn't comment as he moved closer to me. I pretended not to notice as our knees touched. Once, as he moved to pour coffee for himself he had to lean past me to pick up the decanter, and his hand brushed my breast. I felt a flash of pleasure, followed by a flush of embarrassment. He seemed not to notice, but I did. The wine had apparently made me a little rash.
As we sat and talked, he suggested we move to the bar and have an after dinner drink. At first, I declined but finally agreed as he continued to encourage me. I followed as he took my hand and led me out of the restaurant and into the bar. Since it was early in the evening, the bar was not crowded and he selected a booth toward the back. It was dimly lit, even that early as I slid into the seat. I expected him to sit across from me but he surprised me by sitting next to me.
I moved to the far end of the seat but he just moved closer. As we settled in, I felt the warmth of his thigh next to mine and his hand still holding mine just under the table. As I was about to say something to him, a waitress came up to take our order. He ordered something for us both and the waitress left. He smiled at me and leaned over to kiss my hair. I shivered but didn't pull away. He still held my hand.
When the drinks came, Jason slid one over to me and I took it up immediately, trying to cover my nervousness. I took a sip and thought it was a little bitey for just ginger ale but drank a big swallow to wet my dry mouth and throat. I considered pulling my hand back but I had to admit, it was kind of nice the way he was holding my hand. I liked the warmth of his hand on mine. As I considered this, I took another swallow of my drink. I was beginning to relax and I felt a warm glow in my stomach that probably had to do with this charming man next to me.
I looked at him and started to say something about the drinks but stopped talking when I felt him put my hand on his leg, just inches away from his groin. He held his hand on mine as he watched me with a small smile on his face. He seemed to be waiting for me to make the next move, but when I didn't, he moved my hand upward and onto his crotch. I immediately felt his erection and was surprised by the size. It seemed huge!
With the blood rushing to my face, I looked into his eyes as he moved my fingers around his bulge and began to slowly move my hand up and down his shaft. Once I knew what he wanted, I continued when he moved his hand back up to the table. I began to move with more confidence, and as I did, I felt his cock grow in size until I could only cup it with my hand. It felt somehow very erotic with his pants still fastened and the thin layer of cloth between my hand and his cock. I was breathing harder and my face was flushed but he seemed to be calm and very nonchalant. I began to slow my movements in uncertainty, but he again moved his band back down onto mine and urged me to speed up again. I wondered if he wanted me to bring him to a conclusion right there in the bar.
As I stroked his erection with my hand, I suddenly realized what I was doing, and what I was being asked to do, and I suddenly came to my senses. What in the hell was I doing? This was not real. It couldn't be! I was sitting in a bar with a man's cock in my hands and trying to jerk him off? I pulled my hand back and hunched into the corner with my arms around myself. I couldn't look at Jason sitting beside me and I began to shudder in earnest. This couldn't be real; it couldn't be. I was a married woman and I had no right to be in this position. I remembered who I was with a shock and it sobered me up immediately.
"Jason, please let me out. I have to leave right this minute. It was wrong of me to come to this bar with you and I have to leave. I have a child waiting at home for me and I need to get there now. Please, let me out."
I was beginning to panic and Jason could see it in my eyes. He was confused at the turn of events and was trying to find some way to calm me down without letting me go. I suspected he wasn't finished with me and he had plans.
"I'm sorry, Soledad. I think things got out of control and it was my fault. I wouldn't ever want you to do something you weren't comfortable with. Here, take a drink to calm yourself down. You can't leave this way. You need to get yourself under control and calm down so that it will be safe for you to drive. Please, calm down and drink this."
Jason backed away and put a light hand on my shoulder as he tried to reason with me. He held the ginger ale he had ordered for me, urging me to take a drink. His, which looked identical, was ginger ale with Vodka.
I glanced at him with a panicky look but took the drink from his hand and emptied half of it in a gulp. I sputtered and coughed but kept it down. It seemed to calm me down almost immediately. I continued to sip at the remainder and finally finished it with a grimace. I slumped back into the seat and my breathing began to calm. My face began to cool down and I finally fell silent. Jason watched me with interest until I was calm and then signaled the waitress for another round. He downed his drink first.
When the drinks came, I immediately took mine and took a large drink of what I thought was just ginger ale. I was confused because I was clearly drunk now and my inhibitions once again were gone. After a few minutes, I started to giggle softly and I looked at my right hand, the one that had been pleasuring Jason under the table. I turned it palm up and then palm down. I smiled at it and turned to look up at Jason.
"Do you know how bad this hand was? It was doing something bad to you. You should spank it. Do you want to spank it Jason?"
I giggled again and gave him my hand. I turned to him with a sultry look and said, "Is it going to be bad again? I think it is, don't you?"
With that, I put my hand back where it was and this time went directly to his zipper and unzipped him. He put his arm around me and pulled me tightly against him as I reached in to take his now softened cock in my hand and began again to jerk him off. As I did, he became hard almost immediately and my hand tightened on his cock as I stroked it faster and faster. He was not going to last very long this way but I was not concerned with anything but what I was doing. Just as that thought occurred to me he reached for my hand and stopped my motions.
I pouted a little in disappointment as he pulled my hand away and zipped up his pants. He held onto my hand as he signaled for the waitress. He obviously wanted to get me somewhere private where we could do more than this. I reached for my drink and finished it and by now I was clearly drunk and my reserve had disappeared. I began to tug on my hand, trying to free it but he held on till the waitress had finished with the tab. He looked at the total, added a nice tip and threw the money on the table.
He pulled me to my feet and led me out of the bar. I followed meekly without a word as we entered the lobby area. But as Jason tried to pull me to the right toward the elevators, I pulled left, toward the outer lobby and the doors leading to the parking lot.
"Come with me, Soledad. You need to come up to my room where you can lie down until you are able to drive."
He pulled but I resisted. I had to go to my car. Somehow I knew that I couldn't go to his room but I wasn't sure why, but if I could get to my car it would be OK.
"I'm fine, and I want to go to my car. I need to get home to JJ. I'm going this way."
With that, I pulled free and started out the door to the lot. Jason paused a minute in indecision and finally followed me out the door. He probably figured that if I wasn't going to his room, he would see what happened in the lot or in my car. Beggars couldn't be choosers.
He caught up with me and took my arm to keep me from staggering into the parked cars. I knew where I was going so I didn't hesitate. I moved toward the rear of the lot and there was my Lincoln Town Car. I gave a little cry of satisfaction and picked up speed. Jason stayed with me till we arrived at the car. Once there, I seemed to run out of steam. The car was my only objective and in my drunken state, I had succeeded but now I just stood there looking at Jason. I was soooo tired.
Jason asked me for the keys and I just held out my purse. He took it, found the key and opened the door. He tossed my purse into the front seat, but by the time he had done all of that, I had run out of energy, lying back against the front fender. I couldn't hold my eyes open and Jason must have thought I was sleeping. Jason apparently decided to take a chance and moved toward me. The lot was empty and where we were, dark, so we couldn't be seen by anyone entering the lot.
He moved to me and I felt his hand on my breast. I didn't respond so he began to caress it and moved the other hand to open my blouse. Still I didn't object so he slid one hand into my opened blouse and caressed my breast under my bra. It felt so good that I finally began to moan a little so Jason continued his ministrations.
He was able to push my bra up exposing my tits to his exploring hands. Sean had always told me my tits were beautiful: creamy skin, erect nipples with small areolas. Sean loved my breasts. He bent to take a nipple between his teeth and softly nipped. I responded with a shudder and my hand went to the back of his head, urging him to do more. Sean knew I loved this so he obliged, taking the nipple into his mouth while the other hand began to move down my body to find the bottom edge of my skirt. Once in his grasp, he pulled it up to my waist, exposing my panty-covered mound to his other hand. He rubbed my mound and found my clit, erect and throbbing. He did this for several minutes, as I humped against his hand. He continued to rub me hard and fast, but he would do this, stop for a moment and begin again. Each stop caused me to reach for his hand to urge it to continue. He did until he could feel the wetness seep through my panties onto his hand.
With the feel of my readiness, Sean pulled my skirt up and held it at my waist with one had while he unzipped his pants with the other. He pulled his cock out and stroked it three or four times to make sure it was hard. He then pulled my panties aside and pushed his now throbbing cock into my wet sex in one strong push. I felt his wonderful cock and with a small sob, I lifted one leg and wrapped it around his waist, maintaining my balance on the other by holding onto his shoulders. I moved against his pelvis, grinding on it with my now swollen clit to give myself satisfaction. Sean hadn't begun to move yet, savoring the feeling of his cock buried in my hot, moist cavern of pleasure. I relished the feeling and I knew satisfaction as his desire was quenched in my willing pussy.
As my movements became more demanding, he pulled out and then plunged back in with a savage thrust. Instead of recoiling, I screamed "Yes, Yes, Yes." My man was giving me what I needed. I had missed him so much but he was here with me now.
Sean began to pump me with a fierceness built up from days of delayed lust. He was fucking me hard and he was enjoying all of me. He fucked me as hard as he could, driving me back against the cold steel of the car, delaying his own climax for as long as he could. He moved hard and fast until he felt the urge to cum and then slowed down and just held on till the urge decreased and then began again. He did this several times, prolonging his own pleasure, until I felt a thrill of fear begin in my mind. Something was not right. I was no longer moaning and returning Sean's passion with my own for through my drunken haze, I had begun to realize that this couldn't be Sean. As this thought impacted on my conscious mind, I grew quiet and stiff in his arms.



Whoever this was wasn't sure what I was feeling, but he must have known instinctively that he had better take his pleasure now. With that thought, he began to fuck me in earnest and pumped hard and fast as the urge grew to a demanding level. He let go and filled my warm, wet cavern with his sperm. Over and over he came until he had nothing left. His cock began to wilt as he pulled out of me. As he moved back, I saw his face and realized that it was Jason. I had just let another man fuck me!
Jason looked at my face as he pushed his now soft cock back into his pants and zipped up. I was just standing there, my arms wrapped around me looking at the ground. My skirt had fallen into place but my blouse was still open and my bra was still pushed up just below my chin. As he watched me I finally realized my condition and with a start pulled my bra down and, turning away from him, buttoned my blouse and tucked it neatly into my skirt waistband.
"My God, Soledad. That was incredible. I've wanted to do that all day. It was torture looking at you and wanting you so much. I'm so glad you decided to have dinner with me and to stay with me afterwards. This was not what I had planned. I wanted to take you to my suite where we could be more comfortable but I guess neither of us could wait. If you want, we can go there now."
I whirled on him with my face streaked from tears. I had turned away to cry, but he hadn't noticed. He looked shaken and slightly afraid. He knew I was drunk and uninhibited but maybe he didn't think I would do what we had just done if I wasn't willing. He watched me warily as I walked a step away from the car.
"Jason, please go and leave me alone. This was a mistake, a terrible, terrible mistake that I have to deal with in my own way. I'm not blaming you so don't worry. No one is going to have you arrested or anything. You got what you wanted and that is the end of it. Please, go now and leave me alone."
I walked to the car door and pulled it open. There was no longer any drunkenness and I was fully capable of driving myself home. Jason decided that he had best go while I seemed inclined to blame myself and not him. And I was right: he had gotten what he wanted. He probably thought it would have been nice to have me again, but this seemed like a good time to quit while he was ahead. Without another word, he turned and walked toward the hotel lobby and his room.
As Jason walked away, I just sat there in the car looking at myself in the rear view mirror. What the hell had I just done? What was I thinking: going to dinner and to a bar with Jason? I had fucked him here in the damn parking lot of a hotel downtown and I had cheated on my husband! What the hell was I thinking? What about my marriage? What about my husband and my son? What if he found out?
The lust that I felt when we came out to the car had faded and the last of the alcohol was consumed by my panic. I was now as sober as I could be. I finally noticed the time: it was already 9:45! I told Lucy I would be home by 9:00! What about Sean? He would be home by now as well. I started the car and drove home as fast as I could. I had to get home and I had to get myself in some kind of order before Sean saw me. I couldn't let him know what had happened. He was not the kind of man that could accept infidelity since he was not the kind of man who would ever consider doing anything that would jeopardize our life together. I knew that deep in my soul.
As I drove, I remembered our conversation about a year ago. That's when we decided together that Sean would go into partnership with Jerry to form their own law firm. We had talked about the hours Sean would have to put in and I had agreed that we would be better off in the future if we did it now, with JJ so young. I had promised to be understanding of the hours and that I would do my part in keeping the house going, keeping JJ happy and healthy and making sure that all of our household bills and obligations were kept current. He would keep weekends free just for our son and us and he and Jerry would hire young attorneys that could begin to take the load as they became trained.
I had promised to be loyal and a valuable part of our team! I had agreed with Sean to build a better life for all of us! I had just broken the most basic requirement of our marriage and our commitment to build for the future. I had betrayed Sean!
As I pulled into the driveway, I had a moment's panic when I saw Sean's car. As I had feared, he was home. Why did he have to be on time just when I most needed him to be late? I slammed the door and ran into the house. Sean wasn't there and neither was Lucy. I was frantic! What was going on? I ran upstairs to JJ's room to find him sound asleep. So Lucy must have put him to bed and then left when Sean came home? That made sense. But where was Sean?
I went down the hall to our bedroom and found Sean sound asleep. Why was he asleep so early? He usually went to bed long after I did. I went over to him and shook him awake; asking him what he was doing home. Sean just grumbled that he came home sick and sent Lucy home. He pulled away and covered his head with the pillow, effectively dismissing me. I realized suddenly that I could not let him see me like this and cursed myself for waking him.
I gave a small prayer to God and hoped this was a good omen. Sean was totally unaware of my late arrival and he couldn't see me and the guilt that was probably clearly written on my face. I went back downstairs and closed the house, making sure that all the doors were locked and went back upstairs. I would have to take a shower to wash Jason off of me and out of my vagina. I would also have to dispose of the panties I wore since they were soaked with my juices and his sperm. I shuddered as I recalled the whole sorry night. I remember thinking for a while that it was Sean and it had felt so good but then the truth came crashing back. I had betrayed Sean. As I was standing in the shower, watching the strings of Jason's cum drop to the floor, the guilt doubled me over and I clutched my stomach. The wave passed but I knew I wasn't going to be OK.
Once I had finished my shower and disposed of the evidence of my indiscretion, I climbed into bed beside my husband and prayed passionately that God would forgive me and give me strength to keep this secret until the day I died. I vowed to God that Sean would never know and I would make it my life's work to be true to my marriage vows and to fulfill my part of our agreement, both of which I had betrayed that night. It would never happen again!
The next morning, I got up an hour early and decided to put on some makeup and look especially nice for my husband. I dressed in a nice blouse and skirt since Sean always liked me that way. I got JJ up and made him breakfast and then got him into the playroom. He would be content for the next couple of hours. I fixed Sean's coffee since he never ate breakfast and got a cup for myself. I sat down to wait for my husband.
Sean
I woke the next morning feeling 100% better. I guess I was just worn out and needed the rest. I shaved, dressed and walked downstairs. Soledad was already up and had coffee ready. I really needed a cup.
"What time did you get home last night? And by the way, where in the hell were you after the meeting? You never told me you were going out afterwards. It threw me when I found Lucy here and you gone."
I was a little angry because we never went out without letting the other know where we were and how to reach each other.
"I was with Judy and Carol after my Woman's club meeting. They called and wanted to go out for drinks and some fun. I didn't think you would mind. I left a number with Lucy." She seemed to be fine, no hangover or anything.
"That's not the point. You could have called to tell me you were going out. I thought we had a deal?"
"You're right darling. I should have called and I won't forget again. OK?" She came up behind me and gave me a big hug. I could see she had on makeup and she looked like she was ready to go out. That was not typical so I decided to ask some more questions.
"What's with the makeup? What the hell is going on with you? You go out without telling me and then you take a shower when you get home late and now makeup in the morning. What're you up to?"
I was never one to let things go just to be polite or politically correct. I wanted to know what the hell my wife was doing and I wanted to know now.
Soledad looked at me in surprise at my outburst. She appeared to be flushed and more embarrassed than angry. I would have expected anger: but not embarrassment.
"Nothing is going on Sean. I was trying to look good for you as an apology: that's what's up with the makeup! I was just out with my friends and I forgot to call you at work. Since you're always at that place, I didn't think you would even know since I would probably be home before you anyway. You're never here anymore and I just got bored. I had a sitter and she had my number, so back off!"
"Come on Sunny, we had this discussion a year ago. You and I decided that we were going to make this thing work with Jerry. You knew what I was going to have to do to make it a go and you agreed to pull your own weight. I thought that meant that you would hold down the home while I built the business. I know the time I spend. Do you think I like working long hours, missing my son's first steps, his first words, and his new discoveries? I miss him and I miss you but I expected you to understand that I needed to do this for at least the first year. Was I wrong?"
Soledad suddenly collapsed into the chair. All of her belligerence left her and she suddenly looked like a little girl caught doing something wrong. She actually had a tear in her eye.
"I know what we agreed. I know what you are giving up to do this and I know you are doing it for us. I'm so sorry. I was feeling sorry for myself and I just did something on the spur of the moment. But I should have told you and let you know. You came home sick and I wasn't even here for you. I am so sorry."
"It's OK. I was just concerned and I let my concern turn into anger. I shouldn't have done that. I'm sorry too."
We hugged and agreed to try harder to keep each other informed and in our respective loops. We kissed and I went to work.
<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<
I had been working for more than two hours on one of the cases I had active at the time when I decided to take a break. I needed a cup of coffee but I wanted to get some air so I decided to walk down Church Street to a coffee shop I knew was only a block away. The fresh air and the hot coffee would give me strength to go on, trying to make sure that a stock broker I was representing who had acted on a tip illegally might live to trade another day.
I got my coffee and sat down on one of the wrought iron chairs around a table setting outside. It was a warm day and the sun felt good. As I relaxed, I heard a voice, one I would rather not hear.
"Well, if it isn't the hot shot lawyer. Hi, Sean. What's going on?"
It was Carol Jennings. Not one of my favorite people but one of Soledad's so I tolerated her.
"Hi, Carol. I was just getting some fresh air and a coffee. Care to join me?"
"Thanks, Sean. I would love to. Just let me grab a cup."
She went in and came out shortly with a latté. She sat down across from me as I watched her. She was actually worth watching: there was no question that she was a beautiful woman. Short, with long black hair worn straight and a body that would make most men stand up and cheer. No wonder she had cheated; she probably had plenty of offers.
We shared small talk, she about her exploits with the legal system relative to her divorce and me just making the required responses. She brought me up to date on her travails while I enjoyed my coffee and watched her rather large chest, as she got excited. Things were going fine until she said something that got my attention.
"How's Soledad? I haven't seen her for about a week. She said she was busy with her committee meetings and we haven't been able to get together. I wanted her to join Judy and me last night but she said she was going straight home after her meeting. Tell her to give me a call soon, OK?"
I think I hid my shock well as I told her I would give Sunny the message and we parted. I went back to the office to dwell on what she had said about last night. Sunny had lied to me and she did it deliberately! Why? As a lawyer, I knew a lie was told to someone usually as a means to disguise something that was illegal or wrong in someone else's eyes. In Soledad's case, it had to be something she did that I would see as wrong.
It is in my nature that I never let things go for long. I'm a lawyer alter all and I have to get to the bottom of things and I have to do it immediately. I had Sunny lying to me and she would have to tell me why she did it. She would have to do it tonight. I wouldn't let it go, nor would I play games with private detectives or spying. I would confront her and get it out into the open.
Soledad
After Sean went to work, I was able to take the time to calm myself down and decide what I was going to do. He obviously didn't know anything so all I had to do was to make sure he never found out. So far, only I knew what happened, and that's the way it was going to stay.
I spent the day with JJ and doing some of the chores around the house that needed doing. I never had too much to do since I was by nature an orderly person. Of course, since Sean never got home much before 8:30 or 9:00, I had plenty of time by myself to do what needed to be done. I usually fixed dinner for JJ and myself early and then put him down about 5:00 or 5:30 so he could sleep for an hour or so and be awake if Sean got home before his bedtime. JJ loved to wait for his dad and Sean loved the time with him getting him to his bed at around 9:00.
The day passed rather slowly and I unfortunately had time to remember last night. I remembered the dinner and some of the time later at the bar. My face flushed as I remembered that part. I had actually had my hand on that jerk's cock. How could I have been that far gone? I remembered wine with dinner and then what I thought was ginger ale but must have been the vodka that Jason ordered for himself. He switched the drinks! I never drank hard liquor because I couldn't handle it. I remember drinking what I thought was the ginger ale and not much after that until the parking lot.
God, the parking lot! I could remember thinking about finding my car and then only a blank until I found myself leaning against the fender of my Lincoln with Jason pounding his cock into me. I had my leg wrapped around his waist and he was fucking me hard. I remember thinking that Sean was feeling so good inside me. Then, I must have gone into shock for a few minutes when I realized this was not my husband and just as I was about to scream at Jason to let me go, I felt his semen shoot into me! He had cum into me in the fucking parking lot of the Sheraton Hotel while I was spread against the damn car fender!
With that vision, I sank down on the kitchen floor and cried until I was weak. I was humiliated, ashamed and frightened, all at the same time. Ashamed that I had gone that far with a man who was almost a stranger; humiliated that I had done this in a public place; and frightened that my husband whom I loved with all my heart would find out.
By the time I recovered my wits, it was just past 5:30 and time for JJ to go down for his nap. Just as I walked back out of his room, the phone rang. I pulled myself together and picked up the receiver. It was Jason!
"Soledad? It's Jason. Jason Payton from the Women's Club meeting. Can you talk now?"
I was furious at him calling me here. I wanted never to see that son of a bitch again!
"I know who you are and don't you ever call me here at home or anyplace else ever again! We have nothing to talk about. Goodbye!"
"Wait, please wait! I just want to talk to you and apologize for what happened last night. It shouldn't have gone that far and I think we both had too much to drink. I just wanted to let you know that I was sorry."
"You were sorry I wouldn't come back to your room with you, that's what you were sorry about. You weren't the least bit drunk but I think you made sure that I was! You gave me vodka while I thought it was ginger ale."
"That's not true and I don't regret anything that happened. I loved it and would have loved to continue but I know that you're married. You have nothing to fear from me. I hope you know that."
At that minute, Sean walked into the kitchen, startling me. He was never home this early so I was caught off guard. I felt the blood rush to my face as the guilt overwhelmed me. I cupped the receiver in my hand and turned away from him to cut Jason off.
"My husband is home so please do not call me here again. Goodbye!"
I hung up the phone, trying for calm and said, "Sean! You surprised me. I never expected you home this early on a Friday. I haven't even started supper yet. I'll make something right away. Why don't you have a martini while I get things going?"
Sean
Since it was a Friday, and Jerry and I never worked on weekends, I decided to call it a day early and left the office at just past 5:00. I would be home by 5:30 and we could talk. I was angry and anxious to find out what was going on.
I walked into the house right on the half hour and Soledad was on the phone as I came in. She looked up in surprise when she saw me and seemed to be uncomfortable. I couldn't hear what she said to whomever she was talking to but she covered her mouth as she angrily terminated the call. She hung up the phone and smiled at me.
"Sean! You surprised me. I never expected you home this early on a Friday. I haven't even started supper yet. I'll make something right away. Why don't you have a martini while I get things going?" She got up from the stool and turned away. She was nervous and really uncomfortable. I didn't know why but I was going to make it worse.
"Never mind dinner. I want you to sit down. We have something that we need to talk about." I just stood there watching her until she finally stopped flitting around and looked at me with concern.
"What do you mean? What do we need to talk about? Why can't I start dinner? Is something wrong?"
"I want to talk to you about last night. I want to know where you were, who you were with and why you lied to me about it." I walked over to the table and sat down watching her as she struggled to make sense of what I had just said.
"What? What do you mean? I told you: I was with Carol and Judy. We had a couple of drinks and then I came home. Why are you asking me this?"
"First, you weren't with Judy and Carol. Second, you didn't have a couple of drinks and you weren't alone. I want the truth and I want it now."
"I'm not going to take this from you. I told you the truth. Why are you doing this?"
"One more time. I know you lied to me and if you can't tell me the truth now, I'll have to assume you were doing something that you're ashamed to tell me. We'll stay here until you decide to talk to me and tell me the truth."
"You can't do that. I've done nothing wrong and I won't have you treat me like this. If you don't believe me, that's not my fault."
"All right. Let's call Carol right now. I'll put her on a speaker and I'll ask her where you were last night. All right?"
As she watched me with eyes wide and mouth open, I got up and went to the phone. I pulled out the phone directory she kept in the drawer just under the phone. I scanned the names and found Carol's number. I started to punch in the digits just as she pushed the terminate button. She finally must have decided that I was serious as she began to talk.



"I was not out with Carol and Judy last night, all right? I was with the guest speaker that I met at our committee meeting. His name is Jason and he's a consultant and he was speaking on ways to raise money. He invited me out to dinner since he was alone and we were just talking and had a few drinks and I wasn't watching the time. That's all there was to it. It was nothing, really." She sat on the edge of the chair and waited for me to comment.
"That's not all there was. There was more. You were with him and had to lie to me about it. You came in late and took a shower. You never take a shower before bed. What were you tying to wash off or cover up? And why did you have to lie if it was nothing?"
She was looking at the floor and hugging herself with her arms. It was a sign of discomfort that she had used ever since I had known her. When she was upset, she hugged herself.
"Your lies tell me you did something you're afraid to tell me. I can guess what that is from your attitude and your behavior. Since you had to take a shower, I guess you were washing him off of you and likely out of you." I looked at her as she began to tremble.
"Sean, you can't believe that. You don't have any reason to accuse me of that and any reason to think that I would do that to you and to JJ."
"Why did you have to take a shower?"
"Just to wash his cologne off. That's all. Just his cologne, and the smell of the cigars from the restaurant. He was close to me and he did kiss me once on the cheek when we left. It didn't mean anything. It was just a friendly kiss. That's all and I'm sorry it happened. I know now that it was wrong and I apologize. I shouldn't have gone with him after the meeting. I'm sorry I lied."
I watched her face as she told me this. I honestly didn't believe her but I had no proof that she had done more. I had reasonable doubt but that's all. Even now, I was thinking like a lawyer. I had to make a decision as to what to do next.
"Now that you've lied to me about this, I know you're capable of it any time you decide you want to hide something from me. You no longer have the privilege of me accepting you at your word. I don't think I believe you about last night but I don't have any proof otherwise. I think the facts suggest more than you've admitted to but I can't prove it."
She started to say more but I held up my hand to stop her.
"Don't compound your lies any more than you already have. It's clear to me that you're not going to tell me the truth and I have no way to tell what really happened. Once you begin with lies, trust is lost and right now, I don't believe you. I will tell you right now that if it happens again, I will take JJ and you and I are through. I will not live with someone I can't trust."
Soledad just sat there with tears in her eyes but she had nothing more to say. I walked out of the kitchen and went back into my study I used when I worked at home. I ordered pizza and got a beer from the study fridge. Sunny rarely came into this room and I kept the little refrigerator well stocked with beer and soft drinks.
I worked for the next half hour or so while I waited for the pizza. I was angry and work was the only thing that could make me forget for a while. Sunny didn't come in and I noticed that the phone was in use. She was obviously calling someone and she wanted privacy. I wouldn't try to listen in, as it was very obvious when someone picked up one of the extensions. However, it did give me an idea. I could tap the phones since they were my home phones. I would consider it.
The pizza arrived and I took it into the kitchen. As I was setting down to eat, Sunny came in and got herself a slice and sat down opposite me. I said nothing while I ate and just watched the clock on the wall. I did not want to look at her.
"You are wrong, you know. I did nothing that I am ashamed of and I would tell you if I had. You are making things up and I don't know why. I told you the truth." She was trying to convince me and not doing a very good job of it.
"Who were you talking to just now? And who were you talking to when I came home?"
"I was talking to Judy just now. I was supposed to call her about a meeting we were going to attend together. I called to tell her I couldn't go."
"Just like you were with her last night?"
"I'm sorry I lied about that, but she was who I was talking with just now. Do you want to call her to confirm it? Would that make you feel better?"
"No, but it's a sad thing when we both think I would have to just to believe you. And when I came home?"
"Nobody. It was nobody important. Just some stuff about the Women's Club meeting schedules. That's all."
"That's the trouble with lies. Once you tell the first one you have to continue and sooner or later you'll slip up. You weren't talking about Women's Club stuff when I came home and you were angry and embarrassed when I caught you: but let's forget it. I know you won't tell me the truth about whom you were with and what you did last night. I'm left to my own imagination."
Sunny was getting angry because I wasn't buying her story. She didn't know what else to do to convince me and she was afraid of what I might eventually find out if she couldn't get me to believe her. She knew that I had a staff of investigators working for our firm and that I might want to use one to check on her. She was frustrated and she was panicking.
"Your imagination is wrong. You don't know anything but you're trying to get me to admit to something I didn't do. Why don't you get one of your hotshot investigators to follow me or something? Would that make you feel better?"
"Forget it. I don't want to discuss this any more tonight. Just leave me alone." I got up and threw my half-eaten pizza into the trash. I had suddenly lost my appetite, so I walked back into my study and closed the door. I remained in there until I heard my son and went out to be with him.
Soledad
Sean was very angry and he was quite sure he knew something had happened but he really didn't know for sure. I knew that he had only suspicions and I knew that I had to keep what really happened between Jason and me a secret. A secret, now and forever. It happened and it was a mistake, one I would regret forever. Sean would never find out. He could rant and rave and even kick me out of the bedroom but I wouldn't ever tell him the truth. Once again, I pledged to myself that whatever happened, Sean would never know the truth.
I knew that if he found out, I would lose my marriage, perhaps my son and probably my reason for living. I loved Sean and JJ with all my heart and I knew I couldn't live without them. Drunken stupidity shouldn't be a reason for destroying my marriage but stupidity got me into this mess. Stupidity for drinking alone with a man not my husband, stupidity for going to the bar after dinner, stupidity for allowing myself to become drunk and finally stupidity for not remembering my promise and going to dinner with another man just because I was feeling slighted. Yes, I was stupid and now I was guilty of betrayal.
It made no difference! Sean would never find out. Jason was gone, there was no record of me going anywhere with him other than to my car and no one would ever assume that I could do anything like what had really happened. No one could believe that of me. Right? I would bluff this through. I would pay any price and I would pay it gladly so long as my secret remained a secret.
Now that I had lied and Sean knew it, I would have to be very careful to be sure I told no more lies. If I had to lie, I would be very careful to make the truth a part of the lie so it would be less difficult. Lying was hard! I already felt like shit for lying about what happened but I had no choice. Trying to remember all the lies was harder than I thought. Maybe that was part of the penalty for cheating?
I called Jane and talked to her for some time. I wished I could have told her the whole thing but Jane couldn't keep her mouth shut and she would tell Carol who would tell someone else and pretty soon it would be common knowledge. I just talked long enough to calm down and remind her of a meeting we were supposed to attend. I told her I couldn't go and we made some plans for something or other next week. If I still had a marriage and a husband and a son then. Not that I told her that.
I stayed in my room for as long as I could but heard the doorbell. I wandered down to see what was up and found that Sean had ordered pizza. I went into the kitchen to have a piece and sit down with him. Maybe we could begin to talk this out and get back to some kind of reasonable accommodation. I decided to make an attempt.
"You are wrong, you know. I did nothing that I am ashamed of and I would tell you if I had. You are making things up and I don't know why. I told you the truth."
Well, the conversation went downhill from there and Sean finally lost it and slammed out of the kitchen. I heard him go into his study and knew that this evening was over.
I got JJ up later and Sean did come out to play with him. To make things less tense, I left them alone. Sean finally took JJ up for his bath and bed. When he came down, he went back into his study so I gave up and went to bed.
As I got ready, I decided to try to make him want me so I ignored my usual sleeping PJs and went nude. I put on just a trace of perfume and made sure my lipstick and makeup were still OK. I slid under the covers and determined to wait for him as long as it took. I spent the time trying to make a plan for rekindling our marriage and making Sean forget everything he thought he knew.
After about two hours, I heard Sean coming to bed so I prepared to seduce him!
Sean
I forgot my problems as I played with my son. JJ was a 1-year-old wonder. He was all boy and very smart. He was a joy to watch and I spent the evening just experiencing the world through his eyes. Everything was fresh and new and wondrous, unlike my tarnished and trite world. I let him tire himself out until bedtime then I gave him a bath and got him into his favorite pajamas and into bed. He wanted a story and I obliged him with one of our favorites. He fell asleep listening to the wonders of Goldilocks.
I quietly shut his door and went back downstairs to finish up in the study. Sunny was sitting in the family room watching TV. I avoided her for the rest of the evening. I was still working when she went to bed. I waited for another two hours before going up. I debated just sleeping on the couch in the study but knew my neck would pay a steep price the next day if I did.
I went into the bathroom to get ready for bed. I tried to be quiet so as not to wake her but I wasn't successful. She was lying on her back awake and watching me as I slipped under the covers. She said nothing but turned toward me as I settled back. I closed my eyes and tried to close her out. She wasn't going to let me.
I felt her hand as it moved over my chest, down to my stomach and then to my crotch. She moved her hand up and down my flaccid cock trying to arouse it. I was not going to give her the satisfaction and fortunately, I was angry enough to prevent her from arousing me. She tried in vain to get some reaction from me without success. She took my hand and moved it to her breasts. She was naked. That was unusual since she generally slept in pajamas and socks.
"Don't you want to make love to me? Are you going to let your paranoid fantasies stop you from making love to me? You know I love you and only you. I know you want me. Let me make you want me."
She pulled the covers down and moved toward me intending to stimulate me with her mouth. As she bent down to take me in her mouth, I saw her nakedness and instead of arousal, I felt disgust. I couldn't stand it any more. I rolled over and climbed out of bed.
"I'm sorry Sunny. I'll sleep in the spare room tonight." I left her there, kneeling in the bed naked and alone.
The next day was Saturday and I had nothing planned but I couldn't see staying at home with Sunny. I was not going to be much company feeling as I did. I didn't think she was going to be any more forthcoming today than she was last night. She was now protecting her lies and that was all she was going to do. I had given up hope that she would tell me the truth until I could somehow force her to. I hated giving up the time with JJ but I decided to drive into the office and spend as much time there as I could. I did have some work to make up from my sick day and a short Friday. To my surprise, I was able to get into my caseload and time passed rather quickly. It was after 7:00 when I finally went home.
Sunny was furious and she let me have it when I walked into the house. She ranted and raved and called me names and really put it to me. She was smarting from my rejection last night and my avoidance of her today. I let her go and just tuned her out. I got a beer and went out to the patio but she followed me out. She continued until I finally had enough.
"Sunny, if you continue this, I am going to leave and go to a hotel. Make up your mind. Either the truth, or shut up!"
She glared at me but did shut up. I finished up the evening and this time went directly to the spare room to sleep. Sunny made no attempt to stop me. She had apparently decided to accept the fact that I was not going to let her distract me.
Sunday went much as Saturday, except that I worked around the house and took JJ to the park and then to the zoo taking as much time as I could away from Sunny. She said little when I told her of my plans with JJ and made no attempt to be with us. I thought that was just as well.
I slept in my own bed that night but Sunny made no attempt to seduce me as she had Friday night for which I was grateful. The thought of making love to her had no appeal to me right now.
Soledad
After the disastrous weekend just past, it was good to have the day away from Sean to make some decisions. I sat in the kitchen and considered. It was time to make a move that would take Sean's mind off of me and put him on the defensive. I was very sure I could pull this off without making things worse. Of course, it was a gamble, but it was one worth taking to save my marriage. It might backfire, but the chance was very low.
I was going to give Sean an ultimatum this evening. He was treating me very badly and although I knew I deserved it, he mustn't know that. I must act the part of the innocent wife and he must see that I was behaving as the innocent. Tonight was the time and I would wait till he came to bed. There would be no sex but he would have to make a commitment to the marriage and to me. I couldn't save it if he wasn't here or if he refused to talk to me.
I was going to threaten to take JJ and move in with my mother. He knew my mom would welcome both of us and he would hate the idea, just as he hated my mother. There had never been any love between Sean and mom, but I knew that was mainly her fault. That was a double threat to Sean. Losing JJ and having him move in with my mother. I was pleased with my plan. One more brick in the wall that I was building between Sean and the truth of my indiscretion. It was going to be a wall that he could never break through.
My marriage and my very life depended on it.
Sean
At work on Monday, I reviewed all I had and finally had to admit that I had very little to go on. I knew she had lied; I knew she was with a man; I knew she was very late; and I knew she had denied anything happened. It seemed to be a standoff. I had no idea of what to do next. I let it simmer during the day as I tended to business. I became lost in a case I was preparing and the time flew as it usually did. When I became aware of the time, it was already past 7:30. I decided to call it a day.
As I got into my car, I thought about spending the evening with Sunny but then I felt the discomfort that thought brought. I decided to stop at a bar that I sometimes took clients to and have a drink or two. The thought brightened my mood immediately.
Fifteen minutes later, I was sitting at the bar with a scotch on the rocks and the world seemed much better. This was more like it. I sipped and watched the people come and go until I noticed a beautiful young woman sitting next to me. I turned and was immediately struck with her face. She was gorgeous! She had been watching me as well and I decided I had better say something.
"I'm sorry for staring but you are a very beautiful woman. I hope you aren't offended by my comments." I couldn't look away.
"I'm not offended and thank you. A woman loves to be complimented."
She smiled at me as I took her in. She had long wavy blond hair that framed her face, ice blue eyes, and her face had the high cheekbones and straight nose of a Western European. She was, in a word, perfect. I was almost uncomfortable in her presence.
"I'm glad. What are you doing here? I stop here often but I have never seen you here before."
She smiled at me and looked me directly in the eyes as she said, "I am a working girl and I decided that this place needed some class. I hope I add something to the place?"
A hooker, or more accurately, a call girl. She was the kind of hooker that a man would hire for the entire evening and she would fit on his arm like she belonged there. She could probably fit into any situation and at the end of the night, fit into his bed just as well. She could bring $1750-2000 for an evening.
"Are you looking for company this night? If you are, my name is Satin and I would like very much to keep you company." She put her hand over mine and her touch was light and tempting. I felt a stirring in my groin but remembered who I was and what I had.
"Thanks, but no thanks. I am happily married and I have a beautiful little boy named JJ. He's my life and I am content with that." As I said that, I realized it was true. Even with my concerns about Sunny, I did have a wonderful life and I did love my son. But a thought occurred to me.
I looked at her and decided to take the plunge. "My name is Sean by the way. Are you available for dinner and dancing and nothing more? Would you like to join me for dinner tomorrow and maybe some clubbing afterwards? I would not want anything more than that."
She looked at me with a strange expression on her face, but finally smiled and named a price. It was high but I thought it might be worth it. I was going to give myself an edge with Sunny and this call girl was it. No sex, but I would not let Sunny know that. It was important to my self-respect that I keep this professional. I was very serious about my obligations to my marriage and I was not going to break them regardless of what Sunny had done or not done.
I made a date for tomorrow night after work. I would meet her at 7:00 p.m. at a very nice restaurant downtown. I would call Sunny and tell her that I had clients and would be home late. I fully intended that I would be very late and that there would be some evidence of what I had done left on my clothing. Sunny was going to get a dose of her own lies.
<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<
Monday night at home was very tense and quiet. I was not going to make it easy for her to continue to go on living a lie and she was not going to give in to my silent treatment. It looked like we were in a standoff. Since I had come home late from the bar, smelling of alcohol and cigarettes, Sunny was furious but unwilling to say anything. For my part, I was sorry that I missed JJ but not that I had less time to spend with Sunny. I ate a cold dinner and went into the study until past bedtime. Again I waited until I thought it was safe to go upstairs.



As I exited the bathroom, I noticed that Sunny was awake but not watching me. She had her arm over her eyes and she was breathing very rapidly. It was clear that she was working up to something. I pulled the covers back and climbed into bed. I turned my light out but hers was still on.
"This is not going to work Sean. You are treating me as if I had done something wrong but you have no evidence that I have done anything. I told you that I was sorry I lied but I was afraid that you would do exactly what you are doing right now. I knew you would do this so I tried to avoid it by telling you a little white lie. I didn't do anything wrong but you refuse to believe me."
I listened to what she was saying. She was right that I had no proof but I was not wrong in believing that she had done something. Her lies and her embarrassment were too extreme to explain dinner and a chaste kiss on the cheek. I just didn't know what else had happened or how I could find out. I waited for what she had next.
"If you can't treat me with dignity and respect as your wife, I will make it easy for you. I called my mother today and she offered to let me stay there with JJ for as long as it takes you to get over this nonsense."
I didn't respond since it caught me by surprise. I never expected her to do something like that. Guilty people are supposed to crack, not take the initiative.
"The choice is yours. Make up your mind. And if I stay, it will be as your wife, not as something to make your dinner and wash your laundry. I'm serious. Otherwise, I will pack and be gone by the time you get home tomorrow."
Damn! This was not in my plans. I had no choice. She had to stay for my plan to work. I couldn't cause her to feel any pain about me cheating if she wasn't here. Maybe I could negotiate?
"If I agree to your conditions, will you do something for me?"
"If it is something reasonable, yes." She turned to look at me for the first time.
"Will you make an appointment with Dr. Evans for a STD test?"
"No I will not, damn it! That is the same as saying I did something that I need to be tested for and I won't do it."
"Then stay as my wife, but don't expect me to have sex with you. I won't take the chance. Since you saw fit to lie to me about what you were doing and whom you were with, I told you that it was left to my imagination. My imagination says it doesn't want to get AIDS or something else."
"Then I'll pack tomorrow and JJ and I will be out by the time you come home. Goodnight Sean and goodbye!" She rolled over facing away from me without another word.
Damn, damn, damn! She wasn't going to buy it. I had no choice. I didn't really think there was anything to worry about but I had to take a shot.
"OK, you win. No conditions."
Sunny didn't say anything else. She turned out her light and continued to face away from me. I fell asleep feeling better for some reason.
Sean
On Tuesday, I had a good day at work. I was really making progress with my case and my mind was sharp as a tack, probably because I thought I had a plan and was going to take some action rather than sitting back as a victim. Nothing like a plan to a lawyer to make things better. In addition, I was looking forward to dinner that evening with Satin. A smooth name for a very smooth looking lady.
I called Sunny just after lunch to tell her I was going to be late. She wasn't happy but couldn't say much since we had the discussion about my working hours after her Thursday debacle. This was business, or so I told her. I said to expect me some time after 10:00. She hung up with a slam.
I always keep a spare shirt and tie at the office in case of dinners and late night meetings with clients so I changed before I left the office. I planned on being right on time and I made it with minutes to spare. I had on a dark blue suit that would go most anywhere and I looked like every other professional man. Nothing special but presentable.
Satin was waiting as promised just inside the entrance. She had on a beautiful light blue jacket over a white blouse cut very low. She wore a thin gold chain with a single blue stone. Her skirt was black and hit her just above the knee. Her heels were at least 3" and her legs were fabulous. She had her hair pulled back into a sweep, and long earrings with diamonds and blue stones set off her face. The overall picture was magnificent simplicity. Then she smiled as she saw me: I was completely blown away. She took my breath away just looking at her.
"Hello Satin. You look beautiful this evening. Have I kept you waiting?" I tried to regain my composure as I took her hand.
"Hello Sean. I just arrived. Thank you for the compliment. You look nice as well."
I smiled and signaled to Phyllis, the hostess whom I knew from many dinners here and she nodded. She led us to a nice table on the edge of the floor, out of the way of traffic and in site of the entrance so that I could see who came in. This was my normal table but tonight, not important. She seated us and left, signaling the wine steward.
Once dinner was in progress I found Satin to be a very proficient dinner companion. She could speak on almost any topic with intelligence and she responded in the appropriate manner to my comments. It was clear that she was very good at her job. We had been speaking in general terms about nothing in particular when she finally asked me the question that had been on her mind from the beginning.
"Now that we are here, why are we here? I know you want something from me but I don't know what, and that's not normal in my business."
"I intend to tell you, but I thought that we could enjoy a good meal and some good conversation first. You are a delightful companion and I have enjoyed your company. But you should know what I am doing and I will tell you."
I explained my suspicions about my wife and that I wanted to convince her that I was having an affair brought on by her lying. I told Satin that it was essential that I make it difficult for Sunny to find out but not so difficult that she missed the clues. I hoped that she would become so angry that she would confront me and confess her own infidelity to make me confess mine. As I explained this to Satin, I admit that it sounded just a little farfetched even to me. But I was surprised when Satin said she thought it to be a good plan.
"Do you really think it will do the trick?" I thought maybe she would be a good judge being a woman.
"If I were your wife, I would certainly be upset if I thought I had driven you into an affair. Most women would be concerned. You are a very handsome man and very successful and most women would consider you a good catch. With a new son and a lovely home, you have what all women want."
She said this with conviction and sincerity but I remembered who she was and took most of what she said with a grain of salt. But I hoped she was correct.
We finished dinner and we went into the lounge for some dancing. I wanted to hold her for several reasons. First, she was beautiful and had a great body. Second and more important, I wanted her perfume to be on my jacket and maybe a blond hair or two wouldn't hurt. She also made sure I had a little lipstick on my collar. All in all it was a very pleasant evening.
It was close to 9:45 when I called it an evening. I offered to take Satin home but she preferred me to call a cab, which I did. I walked her to the cab and she kissed me before she got in.
"Same time Friday night? We'll meet at Caesar's if that's acceptable."
"Perfect. I'll see you then. Goodnight Sean." With that I shut the cab door and she was gone. I felt slightly sad to see her go. I reminded myself that this was just business and she was a call girl, not someone I could get interested in. I walked to my car and drove home with mixed feelings.
<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<
I pulled into the garage and walked into the kitchen. The house was quiet and I assumed that Sunny had gone up to the bedroom to read and watch TV. She did this most nights when I went out for late dinners or meetings. That's why I was so surprised when I saw her walk into the kitchen from the den. She had obviously been waiting for me.
She just looked coldly at me and said, "Did you have a nice dinner?"
She didn't seem interested in my answer as she walked over to the counter to pour me a cup of coffee. I always had coffee after one of these meetings to counter the wine I normally drank. Tonight I had two mixed drinks rather than the wine and I was badly in need of caffeine.
"It was fine, but long as usual. I'm glad it's over. I do have to be there again Friday for another session but not till then. It was just the fellows and I."
That was an outright lie and one she should be able to see through if she was observant. I would not do anything to make her suspicious but I was hoping she would notice the perfume.
"Seems your fellows were wearing perfume tonight. You reek of musk and flowers. Something one of your 'fellows' was wearing?" she asked sarcastically.
"I don't know what you mean. We weren't with any women so where would I get perfume? Maybe it was something else, something on the chair or napkin. I don't know."
I took my coffee and went into the den. I left my jacket on the chair back in the kitchen. I noticed that Sunny didn't follow me right away so I assumed she was investigating my jacket. If she did, she would find a phone number on a piece of paper in the inside jacket pocket and maybe a few blond hairs? If she called that number, she would get no answer. It was a blind phone, used by drug dealers. One of my 'clients' had given it to me. It was manned only at certain times.
I sat down and waited till Sunny finally came in. She looked a little funny but didn't say anything more. I drank my coffee and asked her about her day. She said very little and finally told me she was going up to bed to read for a while. I told her I would be up in a little while.
I waited for a reasonable amount of time and then went up. I went directly into the bathroom and took off my shirt, balling it up and tossing it into the hamper. I hung up my pants and decided a shower might be appropriate. Not unusual for me and hadn't she done the same thing? I thought it a brilliant move on my part.
Later, when I came to bed, Sunny made no move to initiate sex and neither did I. I would wait until she made the first move. I was not sure what I would do but being human, I sort of knew. I finally turned out the light and went to sleep, satisfied that I had made at least an attempt to try to force the issue.
<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<
I was restless at work the next day and wanted to get home to see if my plan had begun to sow the seeds of suspicion in Sunny's mind. I was able to get some work done but left as soon as possible.
At home that evening, I noticed a very definite tenseness in Sunny's attitude. I wasn't sure but I assumed that she had found the lipstick on my shirt collar. If she did, she knew my story about last night was a lie. Now things were going to get interesting. I went into the den to read the paper and have a drink while waiting for dinner. JJ was still asleep but I thought that I might just get him up. I loved to have dinner with him in his highchair and he was always quite active when he ate. It would be something to keep my attention away from Sunny and occupy my mind rather than wondering what she was thinking. I told Sunny that I was going to get him but she didn't respond. She must really be stewing.
Dinner was a dichotomy with Sunny quiet and JJ noisy, Sunny moody and JJ happy, Sunny pushing her food around on the plate and JJ shoveling it in. I was very pleased with dinner that night. I ate a hearty meal and offered to help clean the table. Sunny just mumbled something and grabbed JJ from his chair and took him off to get cleaned up. I smiled to myself as I gathered the dishes from the table and took them into the kitchen. I was very pleased with myself.
It was close to 8:45 when I finally took JJ up to get him ready for bed. He was happy and tired and went right to sleep. I sat beside his bed and just watched him for a while. He was the best part of my world and the only part that I could believe in without reservation. As I thought that, I felt the sadness and uncertainty return. I had been without it for a short while. I went downstairs to deal with Sunny.
She was sitting in the den when I came down and sat in my chair. I said nothing and reached for my paper. As I did, she spoke.
"Where were you last night?" No preamble, no tentative questions, just attack. If she were hiding anything, I had to admit that she was playing this very well.
"I was at dinner at Café Duquesne with clients. I told you that last night. Why are you asking me now?"
"Why did you have perfume on your jacket and lipstick on your shirt collar?"
"I told you about the perfume and maybe one of the waitresses put the lipstick there. We had a little too much wine and maybe we got a little frisky. No big deal. I came home to you, didn't I?"
"I don't believe you. I think you were with another woman." She was glaring at me with eyes wet with tears. It was time to play the card I was holding.
"I guess we both have a secret don't we? You think I was with a woman last night and I think you were with a man last Thursday night. So we're even." I shook my paper open and pretended to read.
With a sob, Sunny jumped up and ran out of the den and upstairs to our bedroom. I watched her go with a funny feeling. On one hand, my plan had worked better and faster than I had expected. On the other hand, I saw the pain my answer had caused her and I felt bad about that. I knew for sure that I hadn't had an affair and I had only suspicions about her. She had much more apparent proof than I did and she must really believe I had an affair. I began to reconsider my suspicion but only for a second. I was convinced she had done something she was ashamed about and she was hiding it from me. I would continue with my plan until I forced her to confess.
I remained downstairs until well past midnight before going up to bed. As I hoped, Sunny was sound asleep so I had no reason to refuse her tonight. I went to bed satisfied and slept straight through until morning.
<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<
I awoke feeling refreshed and determined to continue with my plans. I would keep my meeting with Satin for tomorrow night and I would let Sunny know that I was going out with the same 'fellows' that I was with Tuesday night. That should really drive her up a wall. Sunny had made coffee and set out some bagels but I didn't see her at all before I left for work. I assume she had decided to avoid me after last night. I had a very uneasy feeling because of her absence but I couldn't make much of a fuss.
Thursday evening was uncomfortable but Sunny didn't make any further inquiries about my dinner meeting Tuesday and I didn't mention anything about tomorrow night. We had dinner, I played with JJ and put him to bed and we spent the rest of the evening watching TV without talking. At about 11:00 I finally stretched and told Sunny that I was going to bed.
"I will too. I don't feel like staying up by myself anyway. I'll see you upstairs."
With that she went into the kitchen to finish putting things away for the night and I heard her locking the front door. Upstairs, I had just removed my shorts when I heard her come into the bedroom. I often took my shower before bed so that I could be up and gone as early as possible in the morning and I was just about to step in when she reached around me with her arms and squeezed herself against me. I was surprised to note that she was already naked and I could feel her breasts pressing against my back. I felt an almost immediate arousal that I was unable to control. This was the woman I loved and she could still wake my passions with just a touch.
"I think I'll join you in your shower tonight. Do you mind?" she purred into my ear.
I considered rejecting her but that didn't survive the first touch of her hand as she dropped it down to my already erect cock. I turned around to face her and I put my arms around her, pulling her tightly against me.
"I don't mind at all."
"Good. I want you to make love to me in the shower. I want to feel you in me with the water washing down over us. I want you to take me from behind and make me scream. I want you to bend me over and use me like your slut!"
This was the way we used to be with each other. This was our little game. We would talk to each other, telling each other what we were going to do to each other and what we wanted the other to do. It was silly, but it was our ritual and we both enjoyed it. She always wanted me to take her from behind because she loved it that way. She loved to bend over and put her hands against the floor while I entered her from behind. She would wait until I told her I was almost ready and then she would straighten up and push her hands against the wall while she pushed back against me as I climaxed inside her. Typically she would cum almost at the same time. It was erotic as hell and I loved it that way.
I pushed her away from me, turned her around and put my hand on the small of her back and pushed her down. She resisted, continuing the game but I pushed harder and slapped her ass. She yelped and bent over, putting her hands down to the floor of the shower. I then entered her and I had to hold back the feeling of pleasure I felt as her warm wet pussy enveloped me. I wanted to make her plead for me to fuck her and I wanted it to feel great for her. I wanted her to remember that it was me that could make her feel this way. I wanted her to forget any other man and to forget why she would ever want to stray. I wanted to do all of these things and I was ready but I couldn't hold back. For the first time since I was a teenager, I climaxed almost as soon as I entered her.
I held her hips tightly as I came and then I pushed her away as I withdrew my spent cock. I was angry, and embarrassed and I stumbled out of the shower in confusion. What the hell had happened? What did I do and why? I had no answer but I didn't want to face Sunny now. I grabbed my towel and went downstairs to the dark den. I wanted to perform tonight more than usual but my body betrayed me and I didn't know why. I just sat there with my eyes closed and my arm over my face. I sat there, unwilling to go back upstairs to face my wife.
About 15 minutes later, I felt Sunny sit down on the couch next to me. She said nothing but I could feel her eyes on me. I had nothing to say. I couldn't say anything to explain what had happened, so I kept quiet.
She put her hand on my arm and rubbed softly up and down. I didn't move or speak but she continued to caress my arm. I enjoyed the feeling but it did nothing to satisfy my confusion or diminish my embarrassment. I couldn't even look at her.
"Sean, please don't be embarrassed. Honey, things like that happen to all men from time to time. It's nothing to be ashamed or angry about. It's just the stress we have both been under for a while. OK?"
"No, it's not OK. That has never happened to me before and you know it. And you know where all the stress you talk about is coming from. It started last Thursday night when you did something you won't tell me about with God knows who. That's the stress I'm under."



"I won't have this conversation with you. I told you nothing happened but you won't believe me and that's your problem. Get over it!"
"Fine. Then we have nothing more to talk about and sex is out of the question now. If that's how you want it, fine!"
I got up and went upstairs to grab my pajamas and went into the spare room to sleep. I slammed the door and locked it. I lay down on he bed naked and alone and finally fell asleep with strange dreams coming and going. I dreamed of Sunny and I making love one night in the den while JJ was sleeping and then I saw Sunny with another man whose face I couldn't see. At one point, I was with Satin and then she and Sunny were both there. None of my dreams made any sense and I woke the next morning exhausted and angry. It was Friday.
<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<
Sunny was up and downstairs with JJ when I went in to get dressed for work. I remembered my dinner with Satin so I took an extra shirt and suit downstairs with me when I was ready. I took them into the garage and then went into the kitchen for coffee before I left. I saw JJ in his chair and Sunny at the table helping him eat. She didn't look up as I entered but JJ waved his spoon at me with a grin. I went to him and kissed his head as he went back to his cereal.
I grabbed a cup of coffee and rather than waste any time trying to be civil, I just said my goodbyes as I went out the door. I probably wouldn't be home tonight much before 11:00 so I would miss JJ but it wouldn't be the first time. I left with misgivings but I was determined to finish this. I was surprised by the tears in my eyes as I pulled out of the drive.
Friday at work was a disaster. Jerry was in court and Polly was standing by to handle any emergencies that came up while he was gone and Janie was home with her sick husband so I had no time to think of anything while I fielded phone calls. In between those, I tried to work on my caseload but not much was getting accomplished. I have to admit that it certainly took my mind off of my troubles for a while. Before I realized it, it was almost 3:30 and I had not even stopped for lunch. I talked Polly into going out for both of us while I handled the phones. We were able to eat between crisis and the day went by with neither of us starving.
I finally was able to finish my case requirements and was able to consider stopping. The phones had quit ringing, Polly had gone for the day and Jerry was unlikely to come back to the office. Since it was just after 6:00, I decided to change and go out for a drink. I had planned on meeting Satin at 7:00 anyway so I thought a drink before would be nice.
I was sitting in the bar just past 6:30, nursing a second scotch neat when Satin slid onto the stool next to me. I looked up in surprise since I had not expected her this early. She looked lovely as usual and this time was much more casually dressed. I looked at her in surprise.
"You're not dressed. Is something wrong? Are you canceling our dinner date?"
She smiled at me and took my hand in hers. She seemed not to be bothered by anything so I was confused.
"No Sean, I'm not canceling our date, just dinner. I thought I might find you here early so I decided to offer you an alternative to dinner here at the restaurant. Would you like to come to my apartment for a catered dinner? I have ordered lobster and steak for us with a nice bottle of Chianti for later."
She watched my face for my reaction and smiled gleefully when she saw my surprise. She had obviously planned this in advance. I thought about it but saw no reason to refuse so I happily accepted her invitation. We left arm in arm to a waiting taxi, which delivered us to a very uptown address. This was obviously where she lived, and I wished I could afford something that nice.
We went up to her apartment on the 7th floor. It was quite a place with more than 1500 sq. feet of space. I was impressed with the decor and with her taste in furniture. It made my home seem pedestrian by comparison. She showed me around and we finally went into the dinette to find a small table already set for two. She asked me to sit down and went to begin serving dinner. Everything was magnificent and I ate as if I was starving. I noticed that she did quite well and didn't seem to deny herself much. We finished and both sat back pleasantly sated.
She led me into the living room where she served us coffee. I declined desert in favor of a glass of after dinner cognac. I wondered what was coming next. I didn't have long to wait as Satin rose and said that she was going to get comfortable. She left and reappeared in a very sheer satin gown that hid virtually nothing. It was a pale peach color and I could see a black lace bra and a black thong underneath. She moved to the couch where I was sitting and sat down beside me.
"All I can say is, Wow! You look fabulous."
"Thank you sir. I love compliments and if you keep giving them out you can have anything you want." She was not smiling and the look she gave me caused my groin to twitch and my temperature to rise. I had to be very careful here.
"Satin, this isn't what I was looking for and you know that. What are you trying to do to me?"
"I think you know very well what I am trying to do to you. I don't think you are confused at all." With that, she reached down to the bulge in my pants and squeezed very gently.
"It seems we have no problem communicating at all."
"I told you I was married and I was only trying to make my wife jealous enough to confess to her affair. If I do this, I'm no different than she is."
"Why do you want to be if she isn't? This way both of you start from the same place. You can either both confess or both deny. What's the harm if you just go forward from there? This is a one-time thing with no strings attached. You know what I am so I won't be a problem for you."
I wasn't really listening to her rationalizations. She was so beautiful and I was only human and I had no chance at all. I pulled her to me and kissed her hard as my hands slid under the straps of her gown and slid them down her arms. She smoothly shrugged the straps the rest of the way off and took my hand and placed it on her breast. She pulled my mouth tightly to her breast as my other hand found the warm place between her legs. She spread her legs apart slightly to allow me entrance while she unzipped my pants. She reached one small hand inside to find my engorged cock. With a small sound of pleasure, she pulled me up to my feet and pushed me back.
She stood before me and began to remove the rest of her lingerie. Underneath she had on the smallest thong I had ever seen and her bra was already gone. As she moved away from the discarded gown, I saw the body of one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen. She was tall, at 5'7", long beautifully shaped legs, a tiny waist and full breasts. Her skin was tanned a golden brown and her blond hair was now loose and flowing over her shoulders. I could see her mound and noticed no dark patch. She was completely shaved.
She moved toward me and proceeded to undress me slowly and sensuously. It was erotic as hell and I just watched her as she stared into my eyes. She knew what she was doing and within just a few minutes, she had me naked and aroused. At this point, I was lost. I couldn't have refused her anything nor did I want to. As I watched her, she dropped to her knees in front of me and took me in her hands. I watched in fascination as she stroked my cock until it was as hard as I could ever remember. At that point, she took me in her mouth and I was transported to heaven.
While Sunny had often been willing to give me oral, she didn't like it much and she never initiated it. Here Satin was giving me a blowjob unlike any I had ever had before. I was brought to the verge and then denied then back to the verge, over and over. Satin knew how to pinch just the right places to stop my climax just before it took over. She was able to keep me in a state of arousal for what seemed like hours as I reached for that relief that she continued to deny me. As I became more and more frustrated, she stopped and led me to the bedroom.
She had one of the largest beds I had ever seen. It was larger than a king size and oval instead of rectangular. And, yes, she had a mirror over the bed. She pushed me onto my back and had me move toward the top of the bed. As I lay back, she moved over me and mounted me with her knees on either side of my waist. As I looked into her eyes, she rose up, took my eager cock in her hand and lowered herself onto me. She took me in one smooth motion, no foreplay and no preparation. I found her to be wet and willing and I was surprised at how tight she seemed to be to have taken me so easily. While I was not long, I was quite thick and Sunny had often commented on it. She even seemed to be uncomfortable at times unless we used lubricants.
As Satin began to ride me, I looked up to the mirror and watched. It was something I had never seen before and it took me a second to realize that I was watching myself having sex. God, it was something else, as was Satin. She was as good at fucking as she was at giving blowjobs. She rode me slowly at first, giving me time to enjoy the feeling and then beginning to go faster and faster. I could feel her cheeks against my balls on each down stroke and the feelings were wonderful. I began to respond by driving my hips up to meet her and she moaned her approval.
We continued in this way for longer than I expected to be able to stay with her but much too soon I felt the beginnings of my coming climax. My balls began to contract and I could feel the liquid moving through my canals looking for an outlet. I warned Satin that I was cumming but she smiled and continued to ride me hard and fast. I lasted only a few more seconds and then it came. It was one of the most pleasurable climaxes I had ever experienced. I came and came until I was completely drained. Satin took it all and never stopped until I began to shrink. As I did, she slowly rose up and let me slide from her depths. She rolled over onto her side and watched me as I regained my hold on reality. She smiled at me as I came down from an incredible high.
"Do you feel better now? I think that you should. You were very good, you know. You should be proud of yourself. Few men can stay with me that long."
She watched me with a smile. For some reason, I actually believed what she said. Maybe that was part of her charm: she could make you feel good about yourself. No matter, I did!
"Would you like to shower now or would you like to remain here for a while? If you would like to stay here, I would be willing. The choice is yours, but I don't know what you told your wife about time."
It surprised me for a second, talking about my wife until I remembered what Satin was. She was so good that you could forget.
"I think a shower and then I should go. Thank you for this though, it was probably what I needed." I pulled her face to mine and kissed her softly. She responded in kind and I let her go as I walked to the shower. It was like the rest of the apartment: out of this world.
It was an hour later, close to 10:30 when the cab dropped me off at the restaurant where I had left my car. I felt very strange but good. I sat in my car for a few minutes and thought about the evening. I wondered at my lack of guilt. I had cheated on Sunny with full knowledge of what I was doing. I felt no guilt and no shame about what I had done. I had fucked a beautiful woman in her apartment and I felt good about it. I started the car and drove home.
<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<
As I pulled into the garage at half past 11 that evening, I wondered what I would tell my wife. I would not tell her the truth because I wanted her to confess her affair first. I was not going to let up until she confessed.
I went into the kitchen from the garage to a quiet house. The lights were off downstairs and the kitchen was clean and bare. I had expected Sunny to leave me some coffee since she knew I always wanted coffee when I came home. Strange that she would not have it on the stove. Oh, well.
I walked into the den, expecting that Sunny would be sitting there as she had the last time I went out. She wasn't there and there was no sign she had been. With a strange feeling, I went up the stairs to our bedroom to find Sunny but she was not there. I walked into JJ's room and he was gone as well, along with his blanket and his favorite toy. Now I was beginning to be concerned. Where was she and where was JJ? I looked again in the kitchen and the den for some note or letter but there was nothing. I checked the phone but there was no message light. Where in the hell could she be? I went to the phone and called her mothers' house. When she answered, I asked her if Sunny was there. She just laughed and said no but too bad she wasn't. She hung up on me.
I was now beginning to worry. Sunny hadn't said anything about tonight earlier but then I remembered that she hadn't spoken to me this morning when I left. She gave me no clue as to what she was up to. Now what could I do? Where else could she be? I thought about Judy and Carol. I would call Judy first. I found her number and called but got no answer. She wasn't in apparently so I called Carol. Again, no answer. Could they be out together? No, JJ was with her.
I sat there in the kitchen, wondering what was going on? There was no way Sunny could have left me, but just to be sure, I checked her closet and found all of her clothes still there. All of JJ's stuff was there as well. So, she hadn't walked out on me. But why would she? And then I began to think about what I had done and where I was. A quick flash of guilt but then it was gone. Sunny couldn't know about that already, could she? Of course not. But then I thought of tonight. Was it possible that Sunny knew about Satin and that they had planned what happened? Now I was being paranoid.
I fixed myself some coffee while I thought about this. I had no clue as to what she had done or where she had gone. I knew she was angry but so was I. She was lying to me and I had been lying to her but I came home. Where was she? I was becoming frustrated now. I thought again about Satin and what I had done. Again, I felt a twinge of guilt that did not go away quite as fast as before. I had actually cheated on Sunny and with no more reason than suspicion of her. No facts and no proof but my suspicion was enough for me to cheat on her. If I cheated on her, it meant that I didn't think fidelity was that important? Maybe she had cheated, but why would that excuse me doing it too? That didn't make a lot of sense: two wrongs making a right? Hardly.
By now, I realized that I had made a very bad mistake. I had willingly cheated on my wife and jeopardized my marriage. If she had cheated, I had a right to know but it didn't give me the right to commit adultery too. I had led her to believe I was having an affair only to convince her to tell me the truth about her supposed affair. Why did I allow it to progress into active adultery on my part? I had no answer other than weakness on my part. But really, hadn't I tempted fate by hiring Satin in the first place? Sex was her job and she was good at it. I should have known I had no chance against her. My intent was transparent now and I realized that I had gone out deliberately to cheat as revenge, not a stupid plan to trick my wife!
I checked the time and found it was after midnight. No sunny and no JJ. I lay down on the couch in the den with my worry and uncertainty until exhaustion finally let me sleep.
<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<
I awoke hours later feeling the warm sun hit my face. I was uncertain where I was for a moment until the previous night came rushing back. I jolted upright and tried to get my mind working again. I looked around but saw nothing except my jacket on the back of the couch. I sat up, holding my head until I could stand. I walked slowly toward the kitchen suddenly smelling coffee! I hurried to the kitchen to see Sunny sitting at the table with a cup of coffee waiting for me, and JJ in his chair with cereal.
"Good morning Sean. You'd better have your coffee because you look like shit!"
"Where the hell were you last night? I came home and you were both gone. No note, no message, nothing. How could you do that to me?"
"Where were you? You didn't leave me a note or tell me where you were. Why is it OK for you but not for me?"
"You knew I was working last night. I told you that."
"No, you told me you were going to be out with the 'guys' again but you never told me where you would be. I don't think you wanted me to know."
"That's bull! I was at Caesar's and I know I told you that before."
I was clearly not up to this but Sunny was not going to let it drop. I still didn't know where she was and now she had the upper hand with her questions. I needed to regain the advantage.
"I want to know where you were. You can't do that to me again. I was scared out of my mind worrying about you and JJ."
"Is that why you called me earlier to tell me you were going to be so late? Is that why you left the number so I could contact you in an emergency? Is that why, Sean? Of course not since you didn't do any of those things."
She had turned it against me again and I had no answer. I looked at her, sitting there calmly after scaring me out of my wits. She had a slight smile on her face that didn't reach her eyes. This was a Sunny I hadn't seen before.
"I'm going to take a shower and change out of these clothes. We'll talk more later."
I went upstairs completely confused and still feeling the guilt of deliberately cheating on Sunny. I had no idea of what to do now. My plan to convince her to confess had gone way too far and now I was guiltier than she was. I couldn't take the moral high ground and wait for her to confess. I was at a loss.
I came down later feeling more human and decided to let things alone as long as possible while I played with JJ and did some things around the house. I needed time to reconcile my confused feelings.
Soledad
Sean's behavior had made me angry. He had his suspicions that I had done something wrong but he had no proof. I had made a mistake and I knew it but I also knew that it would never happen again and that Sean would never know about it. There was no reason to tell him. It would cause him too much pain and for no purpose. He already didn't trust me so telling him would gain me nothing. I was sorry but it was because I forgot and put myself into a situation that allowed me to be seduced by a stranger who complimented me and got me drunk and took advantage. I would never allow that to happen again and I would remember that night as long as I lived.
I called Carol and told her that Sean was going to be busy so I wanted to go out to dinner that night and wanted to go to Caesar's. Carol was OK with that and suggested we also invite Judy. I was happy to have Judy join us and we made plans to meet later. I told her that I would bring JJ to her place so that her niece could baby sit. I did that often and she loved JJ. She said she would pick JJ and me up around 7:00.
We went to dinner and even though we stayed until after 9:00, Sean never showed up. I never mentioned to Carol that I expected to see him there so she suspected nothing. I still wanted to keep her out of it as long as possible. As we got ready to leave, I excused myself and went to the entrance to see the headwaiter. I asked him if he had a reservation for Sean Ballard and he confirmed that there was one earlier that had been cancelled. He mentioned that Phyllis might have some idea since she usually seated him and his party. I found Phyllis and spoke at length with her.



So, Sean had a reservation that he cancelled without any notice to me. I wondered where he finally ended up and decided to play his game. I went back to the table and the three of us left. Carol wanted to know my plans and I told her I wanted to stay at her place for a while and suggested that Judy join us for some cards. They both agreed and we all headed to Carol's place. When we got there, JJ was sound asleep and I just let him sleep as he was while we got some cards and Carol produced some wine. We had a small impromptu party that lasted till well past 2:00 in the morning.
I was more than pleased when the phone rang sometime after 12:00: Carol got up to look at the caller ID and told me it was Sean. I shook my head no and she just shrugged and came back to the game. Neither Judy nor Carol even commented on my reasons and they forgot it as we were enjoying our time together. At just past 2:00, we decided to break up and Carol took JJ and me back home.
As I entered the house by the front door, I saw the light in the den still on. I quietly looked in to see Sean asleep on the couch. Since JJ was sound asleep, I went past and on upstairs to put JJ down in his own bed. I undressed and climbed into my own bed and fell asleep almost immediately. I slept well until my usual time of 6:30, just before JJ woke.
JJ and I were in the kitchen, he eating his breakfast and me sitting there with coffee when Sean walked in. He was obviously confused and angry. I greeted him and he started in on me, wanting to know where I was last night and why I hadn't let him know where I was. We argued back and forth for a while until he finally gave up and went upstairs to dress and I tried to decide how to play this.
I was not going to confront him until later since we both wanted to spare JJ any arguments in front of him. I had things that needed doing and Sean kept out of my way for the better part of the day. In this way, we spent Saturday.
Sean
By evening, I had calmed down enough to enjoy dinner with Sunny and JJ. Sunny seemed to be over her attack mode and I had brought myself back under control. I finally told her that I had dinner at Caesar's last night with my clients and that we had just talked too long and I got home much later than I had planned. She just nodded and thanked me for telling her where I had been.
Since I had finally told her a lie about my whereabouts, I wondered for the tenth time if I really wanted to push her absence last night considering that I was the one that had trespassed into forbidden territory. I would wait and see what the evening brought.
Sunny put JJ down for his nap just after dinner and she went out onto the porch to watch the sun set and drink a cup of tea. I waited for a short time and then followed. I sat down on the glider facing her. I watched her face for any reaction but was disappointed when she just glanced at me and then looked back at the trees bordering our yard. She was not going to continue with her interrogation it seemed. Well then, I guess I might risk a question or two.
"Can I ask again where you were last night? I'm sorry for being angry but I was really concerned when I came home and found both of you gone. You can understand that can't you?"
She looked at me for a second before answering. I hoped that my reasonable question would allow us to make some headway into a discussion of responsibility.
"I was having dinner with Carol and Judy last night. JJ was with Carol's niece at her place. Is that all right with you?"
"Of course. Where did you have dinner?"
"Caesar's. You know the place. It's where you have a lot of your so-called client dinner meetings. It's where you told me you went last night. Funny we didn't see you there."
"What do you mean, so called? I often eat there with clients. You can even ask Phyllis, the receptionist. She knows me. I was there earlier in the evening and we left to go to a bar downtown. That's why I missed you, I guess."
"Well, actually I did talk to Phyllis. She said you had a reservation there last night that you cancelled at the last minute. She said you left the bar at about seven or so with a woman she thought was your 'client'. A very beautiful client by the way."
Now she was watching me, and she had a serious expression on her face. She had me in a lie and now I had to be very careful of what I said.
"It was a client and she decided that she wanted to go somewhere else. We left and had dinner at another restaurant. I just said Caesar's since that is where I met her and had reservations."
"Funny that you told me you were going out last night with the guys you were with Tuesday when you came home with perfume and lipstick. Want to try again?"
Now I had made two mistakes. I didn't see how I was going to get out of this except by attacking.
"Well, it seems that you are trying to make this worse than it really is just to try to make your night out seem more innocent. I didn't tell you it was a woman because you would take it just like you are. It was strictly business."
"I can guess your business. It seems like you decided to pay me back for what you think I did. Well, I guess you succeeded. I guess you paid me back. I guess now we're even?"
"What are you talking about? I just had dinner and a few drinks with a client. How does that make us even?"
"Well, all I did was have dinner and a few drinks with a consultant. Doesn't that make us even? Isn't that just what you told me you did?"
She was smiling now and I knew she believed that I had cheated on her. She was now on solid ground and I was left wondering just what she had really done. I couldn't confess and I now understood why she hadn't either. Where the hell did that leave me?
"I don't think so. I didn't cheat on you but I think you cheated on me. I just don't know how to prove it."
"Gee, Sean, I have the same problem. I think you cheated on me but I don't know how to prove it either. But wait, you must have gone to dinner somewhere else last night. Why don't you tell me where and I'll just check. How about that?"
What the hell did I do now? I didn't go to any restaurant and she knew it. She wanted me to pick a place and if I made one up, I could well be caught in my own lies. It was time to back down and try to reorganize.
"We didn't have reservations because we just grabbed a burger at a bar downtown. She wasn't into a fancy restaurant so we just went casual. That's all it was. Just a casual drink with a client that happens to be a beautiful woman. But she is just a client and I don't mix business with pleasure. You know that."
"Fine. While we are on the subject, tell me her name and I'll give Janie a call. She can tell me all about your beautiful client. Janie will at least be honest with me. And by the way, you called Carol's place at 12:00 last night but I told Carol not to answer. Right?"
"Yes, I called there trying to find you and JJ. I even called your mother but she just laughed at me. That must make you very happy."
"Not particularly. I wouldn't tell Mom the stupid things you have been saying about my 'affair' and me. She would have a fit and I would never hear the end of it. She would want me to move out immediately. Which I may do anyway if you don't start being honest with me."
"How about you being honest with me. Want to start now?"
"OK, Sean. I will say this. If I did the same thing you did, I didn't plan it like you did. How about that?"
"What the hell is that supposed to mean? What did you do?"
"Just what you did."
"What do you think I did?"
"The same thing you think I did."
This was going nowhere. If I admitted what I did, she would confirm that she did what I thought she did. But she was right. I did what I did on purpose and in full control of my facilities. She claimed that she didn't plan it. What did that mean?
"So you admit to having an affair?"
"If that's what you had, yes."
"That's not an answer. Did you or didn't you sleep with another man?"
"If you admit you slept with another woman, I'll admit that I slept with another man. But if you say you didn't, then neither did I. So, you see Sean, it is up to you. If you want the truth from me, then you have to start by telling me the truth. That's the way it's going to be."
"Well it seems to me that you have admitted to having an affair. I think that's what you just said. Tell me I'm wrong."
"It's up to you. If you want to believe I had an affair, I'll tell you I had an affair, but you won't know if I am lying. All you have to do is tell me the truth about your fling with your beautiful client."
"Did you or didn't you. That's all you need to say and we can forget it ever happened. Is that fair or not?"
"No it's not fair. You aren't free to accuse me of something and then you go and do what you accuse me of just to get even with me. No, that's not fair and it's not right. If you think I did something wrong, that gives you no right to do it too. You're the lawyer, figure it out for yourself."
By this time, the sun had begun to set and it was starting to get chilly. Sunny got up and walked into the house, leaving me sitting there confused and angry. I had no idea of how to get out of this. I know that I was wrong. I had cheated on Sunny and, worse, I had set out to do just that. If what Sunny was trying to tell me was that she had cheated on me but apparently not intentionally, I didn't know what that meant and the only way I was ever going to know was to admit to her that I had cheated with a hooker. A beautiful and expensive hooker, yes, but a hooker non the less.
As I watched the sun disappear, I finally knew in my heart what I had to do. With a sigh, I rose and went into the kitchen where Sunny was sitting with a warm cup of coffee. I walked over to the stove and poured myself a cup. I joined my wife at the table and faced her.
"Whatever you did, I believe you had no plans to hurt me or our family. Whatever I did, I had no plans to hurt you or our family. If that's true for both of us, and we are both sorry, we should be able to forgive each other. Do you agree?"
Sunny looked at me very seriously for a moment. I think she was trying to see if there was a catch to what I had just said. Apparently she decided there was no catch so she suddenly smiled.
"I agree. I forgive you."
"And I forgive you."
We sat there looking at each other and Sunny finally stood up. She looked at me with a loving smile.
"JJ will be asleep for another hour or so. Want to take a shower with me? I think we should give that another try."
"Sounds good to me. Let's go."
We ran upstairs like a couple of teenagers and she was stripped and into the shower just ahead of me. We got the water going just right, the flow washing over both of us and she turned her back to me. I put my hand in the middle of her back, forcing her down with her hands on the floor. I admired the wonderful ass in front of me and I was already hard. I moved toward her and I took my fully erect cock and I slid it into her waiting sex. She was already wet with passion and she took me without flinching. I buried myself fully in her and it was wonderful. I hesitated, fearing that my humiliation would recur, but I was fine. With a sigh, I began to pump into her love tunnel and the feeling was ecstatic. I leaned over her and reached around to cup her breasts while I moved in and out with a strong, full stroke. My pace increased as my pleasure began to peak.
As I felt my climax building, I gently slapped her butt and she immediately rose up to put her hands on the shower wall while pushing back against me as I pushed into her. As I pumped faster and faster, I could hear the sound of flesh slapping against flesh and I knew somehow that no one else had ever heard that sound or felt this pleasure with Sunny. Whatever had happened, this was ours. This was for her and I and no one else was ever going to be a part of this. I pulled her tightly against me as I felt my fluids coursing through my cock and Sunny let out a muffled scream as she came with me. We joined together in ecstasy, so full and complete that I knew nothing else mattered except Sunny and I.
Neither of us ever mentioned that time in our lives again. We both accepted that we made some mistakes but we moved past it and accepted that we had never meant to do anything that would destroy our family. It is now the day before our 35th wedding anniversary and we both feel that our life has been perfect. We love each other and we have loved each other for all our marriage.
Sometimes, I think of Satin with fondness. I really believe she was smart enough to have figured out that this would be the result of what she did for me that night. I think she knew that the only way I was going to forgive Sunny was if I made the same mistake.
She was right.
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Thus it was that I stood here now, with the rain falling and my best friend finally gone. I wiped my tears and tried to pull myself back to a gray damp world without Mary. I waved at the attendants and shouted a thank you as I walked toward my family.
As always, life goes on. Mary had left everything to me as she said and the will was probated without contest. I was able to take care of all of her obligations and Jennifer, Angie and I continued to live and work in the place we had come to call home. Things continued this way until about 6 months later when Jennie asked me if we could go for a drive together just to talk. I agreed, wondering what she had to tell me.
Since Jennie had come back into my life, she had impressed me as a solid, dependable woman who worked hard to make a life for her daughter. She often spoke of the past where she had made such a mess of our lives before she finally left. She told me some of the story, the wild parties, living on the street, the drugs and the sex. She told me almost as if it had happened to someone else, but she never made any excuses and she apologized to me for the things she did to Al and I. Stealing money, clothes and lying to us about many things. We knew but were unable to do anything to help her. She left and we knew we had lost her.
But she was no longer that person. She learned and she survived and she met and married a wonderful man who she loved enough to want to change her life. She got her GED, she got a job and together they began a life. She was 3 months pregnant when he was called up for active duty from the Reserves. He went willingly since he felt it was his duty and she watched him go with pride. Her pride turned to grief 4 months later when she got word that he was killed in action. She went into labor and Angelina was born 6 weeks premature. She was weak and struggled at first but she continued to grow into a strong young girl.
We drove together out into the country and to a park that we sometimes went to for picnics. It was a beautiful day and we strolled together through the wooded paths until we came to a bench next to a small stream. Jennie moved to the bench and motioned for me to follow her. I sat next to her and reached for her hand. Whatever she wanted to tell me, I signaled that I was ready.
"Mom, I want to ask you something and I want you to answer me honestly. OK?"
"Of course, you can ask or tell me anything. I want only the best for you and Angie and I will do whatever I can to help you. Tell me."
"I think I am in love with Woody. Before you say anything, he and I have not had sex or anything like that but we have had some casual dates for lunch or dinner and he has asked me out officially for a date. I want to know what you think about it. Do you have feelings for him and do you want him for yourself? If you do, I will back away with no hard feelings. I do like him and I would like to consider a life with him, but it is up to you."
I admit I was taken by surprise. I knew Woody had taken Jennifer under his wing and trained her and made things easier for her while she was learning. I knew the man he was and I knew that whatever was going on, there was nothing untoward or clandestine about it. Woody would see what I saw in Jennie and he was the type of man that could offer her a life that she could count on. At first I was undecided. He was more than 20 years older than her. I knew he could certainly perform in the bedroom and I knew he still had a zest for life that was more appropriate to a younger man but I could find no real reason to so no.
"I think Woody is a wonderful man and I have no feelings other than loving friendship for him. If you think he might be the man for you, I say go for it. You know what I think of him and I know he would make a fine husband and stepfather for Angie. Does Angie know about him?"
"Angie loves him. We have been together several times in a casual way but she really thinks he is something else. That's one of the things that attracted me to him in the first place. That and what you told me about him before. I want to tell him yes and see where it goes. I'm glad you approve. It has been worrying me for some time and I was afraid you would still have feelings for him."
"Go for it daughter and be happy. You deserve it."
And she did. She and Woody became a couple and it was fun to see her so happy. Angie loved it as well and began to refer to Woody as her almost daddy. She had never had a father figure and Mary and I were the only adults she had experience with so the addition of Woody to her world was a great plus. Especially since he was the man he was. They dated for almost a year before he finally asked her to marry him. He came to me first and asked for my blessing and I broke down and cried. He held me and let me go until finally I was able to wipe my eyes and give my blessings. He asked her that same day and she said yes.
I began to make plans for the wedding and we set the date for the middle of June. It was to be a small wedding since Jennifer and Woody wanted it that way. Both made a list of people they wanted to invite and it was finally set at 30 people. We were swamped in details and, with both of our jobs it was a real marvel that we were able to make it happen. There was only one issue that we had a problem with: who was going to give Jennifer away. As the mother of the bride, I was not the one to do that. Mary would have been the ideal person but she was gone. Jennifer and I talked about it for weeks but couldn't come up with one person we both agreed on. That gave me an idea.
It had been just about 5 years since I had seen or heard from Al. I knew only that he had received my letter about 4 years ago but he chose not to respond. I knew Mr. Green was still in contact with him but we had not spoken since I had him set up the trust fund for Angie. I decided to give him a call in the morning.
I also called Clive, my PI and told him what I was trying to do. I wanted to contact Al to see if I could get him to come to the wedding. I wasn't sure if Al even knew about Jennifer, Mary and Angie but I wanted to try anyway. I asked if he had any contacts from his sources or any idea of where Al may be. He listened for a while and then asked me to do something strange. He said that if I could do that, there was a very good chance that he could finally locate my husband. My ex-husband that is. I had finally signed the divorce papers so long ago when Henry said that he had given my letter to Al but that Al had declined to answer me. I knew then that it was too late. I listened to Clive and finally agreed to do as he asked.
The next morning I drove down to Henry Green's office and asked for some time to talk with him. His secretary told me she could fit me in sometime after lunch so I spent several pleasant hours just shopping for items for the wedding and I had a pleasant lunch in a small bistro that Woody and I had visited several times. It brought back some bittersweet memories. Over tea, I called Jennifer to see if she had thought any more about the choice for a photographer and some other details until it was time for me to see Mr. Green.
The office looked just the same as it had 5 years ago when I first talked with Mr. Green. We were now on a first name basis so we chatted for a while until I finally came to the point for this visit.
"Henry, as you know, my daughter Jennifer is getting married in three weeks. We are almost ready for the wedding and things are going well. By the way, you are invited if you would like to come. Anyway, the only problem we have is who will give the bride away. The only two people we would consider are either dead or part of the wedding. That leaves us with no one to ask. So, I want you to ask Al to give Jennifer away on her wedding day."
Henry looked as though I had hit him with a ball bat. The shock was almost funny. He tried several times to say something but finally just leaned back and looked at me.
"Say something Henry. You look silly sitting there with that stupid look on your face. It is just a question and it's no big deal except to his daughter and granddaughter. He may still hate me and I don't blame him, but he shouldn't take it out on his daughter. Just ask him. That's all you have to do."
With that, I got up relieving Henry of the need to say or do anything. I reached over to shake his hand and turned to leave.
"By the way, I'll see that you get an invitation. I hope to see you there. Goodbye Henry."
I left the office quickly and walked to my car. Once inside with the door closed, I called Clive and told him that I had just spoken with Henry and told him of my request. He listened and then told me to just hold on. He would call me as soon as he had something. He seemed excited and that in turn made me think that something might finally come of this. While I had no hopes about Al and I, I did want my granddaughter to know him and I really wanted him to give my daughter away. She had come so far and it would be a tragedy for Al not to see her today. I prayed that Clive could somehow come through.
I returned home, and for the next several days Angie and I worked on the details while Jennifer and Woody made their own plans for the honeymoon and a new home for the three of them after the wedding. Angie had mixed feelings about moving into a new place away from me but I assured her that I would always be close by and she could come stay with me anytime she wanted. That seemed to reassure her and she began to anticipate her new life. We were all decidedly happy but I still waited to see if anything was going to come from my search.
It was just a week from the day I called Clive that he called me back. He was quite excited and he wanted me to come down to his office as soon as possible. I asked what he had but he wouldn't say over the phone. I agreed to come in that very day. I called Henry Green first and asked him if he had heard from Al but he said that he hadn't. I thanked him and hung up, confused.
When I got to Clive's office, his secretary ushered me in with a huge smile. I had become rather a fixture in their office over the past few years. I also paid Clive a lot of money over the years that may have had something to do with their pleasure in seeing me.
"Come in, come in. I have great news for you. This you will really like. I'm sure, very sure!"
Clive was beside himself and the grin on his face was something to see. He waited until I sat down and then ran behind his desk to grab a sheet of paper. He flourished it in front of me and laid it down on the edge of the desk with the neatly typewritten name and address facing me. I looked at it in confusion. I didn't know the name of the person or the address. I looked up at him for an explanation.
"That's Al! That's the name he is going by and he lives just 15 minutes away from you. He has been living there for the past 3 months. He was in South America until just 3 months ago and he entered the US with false papers and a false passport. It was good enough to get him in without alerting the Feds. That's what he was doing. I told you he had money somewhere and that he would come back when he was sure things had died down."
"How did you track him down with a false name?" I was curious.
"When you contacted Henry Green, he sent a message by courier. I knew from someone who works in his office that was how he was in contact with Al. They said he was back in the US but only Henry knew how to contact him. No phone and no mail, just by courier. I waited and followed the courier and he dropped the note off at a Mailbox Etc. I planted myself outside and had to wait for over 10 hours but it paid off. I saw your husband himself pick up the note. I recognized him from the photos you gave me. I followed him back to his place and got the address as well as his license plate number. I'm able to access DMV records and found his name that way. Once I had his name, his address and his photo, I got a phone number as well. It's all there."
Clive was grinning like an idiot but I didn't care. With tears in my eyes, I went to him and hugged him. Still grinning, he hugged me back. His secretary was watching and she also had tears. We all just stood there grinning at each other.
As I left, I hadn't decided what to do but I wanted to talk it over with Jennifer and Woody first. Maybe Angie as well. I wasn't sure yet. I was just too overwhelmed to think clearly. Maybe tomorrow.
At breakfast, Jennifer and Angie both asked me why I was so cheerful. I guess I couldn't come down from my high having found Al. I decided to tell them the truth and see what they thought I should do. I did and they both were shocked almost speechless. Finally Jennifer spoke.
"Mom, you have to go see him. I would love to have him give me away but you need to see him alone first. Just you and him. Do this for you first. OK?" She smiled at me warmly and I realized again just how fortunate I was to have found her again.
"Grandma, you have to go see him. And you have to tell him to come back. I want so very much to meet him and have a grandpa of my very own. Please tell him that. Please?"
"OK for both of you I'll go see him tomorrow. I'll tell him what he is missing and that there are two beautiful ladies here just dying to meet him. If he is a man, that should do it, don't you think?"
We all laughed and cried together as women do and we loved every minute of it. But inside, I was so nervous at seeing him again that my stomach was rolling and burning. I needed to get my mind off of him and try to put it out of my mind for a while. I would think about what I was going to say later, when I was alone. I was terrified but excited at the same time. I had done without him for so long that I felt I could stand his refusal to come to the wedding but I didn't think I could take his rejection of me again. If he refused to see or talk to me, I didn't know what I would do.
Somehow the day passed and I went to bed that night so keyed up that I doubted that I would sleep at all. I took a long hot bath and just soaked until I started to prune. I got out and toweled myself dry and then, wrapped in a soft terrycloth robe, I lay down on my bed and tried to read for a while, but no such luck. I read the same page 6 times before I finally gave up and turned out the light. I thought back over my life with Al and remembered the good times and the bad times. We had been through a lot together but we always seemed to make it go forward. We worked as a team and we made a life together. Why had I destroyed it? Why had I finally given in to the temptation to sleep with Woody?
I went back to that time and even though Al had sunk into a deep depression and had essentially withdrawn from the world, I still stayed by him until that one night. I remembered that night so well; it was a beautiful night, warm and delightful and we had just watched a play that was romantic. I was filled with love that night and I had to give it to someone. The man I wanted to give it to was not available to me anymore so I turned to the one that was. I just wanted to give that pleasure that made me feel like a woman. That was all it was. It wasn't love, it wasn't making love, it was giving pleasure.
I wondered if I could ever make Al understand what I did that night? I had tried to put it into words in the letter I sent him but it had apparently not made any difference to him. I thought about it some more but knew that I knew of no other way to say it. I loved Al with all my heart and soul but when I really needed him, he wasn't there. He could say the same about me; when he looked for me, I wasn't there for him. How could that be a basis for reconciliation? It wasn't. With that thought, I finally fell into an exhausted asleep.
The next morning was almost impossible. I was so keyed up that I kept doing the same things over and over before realizing what I was doing. Since I had taken the day off, I had no schedule and I kept rationalizing what I was doing without making any sense. I finally went upstairs to get dressed and ready to go. I couldn't postpone this any longer. I dressed in my best dress; a soft full print that left my well tanned arms and shoulders bare and made me look my best. I liked the hint of cleavage and the open back. I put on a strand of pearls and some pearl studs and stepped back to view myself. I hated my hair. I spent the next 20 minutes playing with it until I finally let it fall free around my shoulders. The blonde highlights gave my dark brown hair some style and I finally accepted it. Ready on not, here I go.
A half hour later, I pulled up in front of a small garden style home with a postage stamp lawn and a short drive leading to a single garage. It was a very modest place, one that would never have suited the old Al. I sat there looking at the place, trying to get up the courage to go up to the entrance. I finally steeled myself and made the walk. I paused and talked to myself one more time before finally knocking three times on the door.
I was ready to rap again when the door opened and there he stood. It was really he. I had doubted it right up until this moment but it was really he. A little grayer, a lot thinner but it was really he. It had been five years, 3 months and 21 days since he had driven away to an interview. It had been that long since I had last spoken to him or touched him or heard his voice. But it was really him standing there looking at me.
"Hello Al. How have you been?" Stupid and inane but it was the first thing that came to my mind. So much for preparation.
"Hello Angie. You look absolutely wonderful. You grow more beautiful as the years go by. May I ask how you found me?"
"It doesn't matter. I did and that's all that counts. I was looking for you to ask you a question. May I ask you a question?"
"Of course. But I think I might know what you want to ask me." He stopped and moved back from the door.
"Please, come in first. This place isn't much but it is home for me now. Can I get you something? Coffee, a soft drink?'
I stepped past him into the small foyer. I looked around and was surprised by the Spartan appearance. If this was home, he didn't want much.
"No thank you. Your place is, well, interesting I guess is the word. But thanks anyway."
"You're just being kind. But about your question, is it about the wedding?"
"Yes it is. I guess I shouldn't be surprised that you know about it. It has been in all the papers and Henry probably told you as well."
"You would be surprised at what I know about you. Just because I left you doesn't mean I never cared about you. I followed all of your successes and failures and losses over the years. I knew about Mary and I was happy for you then. I was happy that you found someone to share your life with. I was surprised, but happy."
"Oh, so you think Mary was my lover? How very funny. No, Mary and I were only friends. We shared our life with each other but not our love life. We were both heterosexual. We both had bad experiences with men so we were content to live without them."
"Pardon me. I guess I didn't know as much as I thought. Well how about Jennifer and Angelina? How did that happen?"
"I hired a PI to search for both of you. Since I had lost you, I wanted to try to put our family back together and she was a part of it. He found her first. I called and Mary and I visited her and we found her to be a wonderful person with a wonderful child. Mary and I asked her to come live with us and she did. It was an amazing time for all of us. I had not been as happy for a long time as I was then. At least, happier than I had been since you left me."
"I can't believe that my leaving made you unhappy. I knew I had to give you your freedom. I was glad that you found someone else to make you happy. I had let you down for so long and the things I did were despicable. I was ashamed and disgusted with myself and I wasn't fit to be with anyone. That's why I let you go. When you found that other man, I wished only happiness for you. I walked away, thinking that it was the best gift I could give you. It was a gift of love, believe it or not."



"I believe you believed it, but it wasn't true. I never loved any man like I loved you. I didn't love Woody, the man I was with that night. I had been so long without you that I found myself wanting to give you pleasure like I always did but you weren't there. I thought about you but I turned to another. That was weakness on my part, not a loss of love or a desire for someone else. It was because I wanted you."
"My biggest sin was that I didn't even see the changes in you that began weeks before that night. I was so wrapped up in my own search for happiness that I missed the return of the man I loved. He had been there but I was so selfish I didn't see him. When I did, it was too late. I tried to tell you, but you wouldn't listen. You had already made up your mind that I wanted someone else. You didn't let me tell you how I felt. You didn't believe me when I wrote to you to tell you as best I could how I felt. Nothing got through to you so I knew then that I had lost you. I knew that I had driven you away so that you no longer cared enough to hear me."
"You didn't drive me away and I never blamed you for your betrayal. I knew what I had done to you and to our marriage. I could have ended that horrible time any time I wanted to. The government prosecutors gave me the option to tell them what they wanted to know but I chose to remain silent protecting others at the expense of our marriage. I let it go on and on and I lost all of our money and our home and all because of a misguided sense of loyalty. But I was so wrong, so stupid. I drove you away, not the other way around. You were loyal to me to a fault. Most women would have left long before you finally gave in. I don't believe you intended to betray our marriage. You tried to find some happiness in a dark place that I put us in. You tried to get through to me and I turned inward, depending on myself and disregarding you. Never did I stop loving you. I just hated myself more."
Al spoke these words in a strong, calm voice. He had obviously thought a lot about this and I felt a small kernel of hope grow inside. I wanted to go further but I thought that Jennifer's marriage should come first. I asked him the question then that I had come to ask.
"For the time being, let's put you and I aside and let me ask you the question I came to ask. Will you give Jennifer away at her marriage to Haywood Meisner? She and your granddaughter would love to have you there and Jennifer especially wants you to give her hand to the man she loves."
Al looked at me in surprise while he digested what I had just said. He knew what I wanted from him but I didn't know whether he knew the man's name she was marrying. I waited while he struggled with this information.
"The same Woody that you were with?"
"Yes, the same one. He was a wonderful man, kind and considerate and devastated when he believed that he cost me my marriage. I had to work to assure him that he wasn't at fault, but before you ask, he and I never were together again after that one time. That was my choice but he accepted it. It was only after he met Jennifer and asked me for her hand in marriage that he and I ever met again. By that time, he was so in love with her and she with him that he had eyes only for her."
"I'm amazed. I never noticed his name I guess. But isn't he a little old for her? I think there must be several years difference in their ages."
"Age doesn't seem to matter to either of them. And Angie adores him. They make a wonderful family and I am delighted for all of them. But, you haven't answered my question: will you give her away?"
"Yes, of course I would be honored to give her away. I have my reservations about the man she's marrying but if she wants me to, I will. I want to meet her and my granddaughter as soon as possible. Now that you have given me this news, I can't wait."
Then he stopped and looked deep into my eyes. He reached out and put both hands on my bare shoulders and held me at arm's length. I shivered with his touch and wanted so much to take his hands in mine and pull him to me, but I resisted.
"You have to know how I feel about this. I will have a difficult time with Jennie's choice of a husband. He has not proven himself to me as an honorable man. He betrayed me when he was with you. He knew you were married but he chose to ignore that. I just wonder what he will do once he's married to our Jennie. What if he finds someone else that he's interested in or who is vulnerable? What then?"
I was shocked at Al's words. This was not the way I thought of Woody. Woody was an honorable man and I was the one that led him astray. It was my fault, not his. I told this to Al but he just shook his head sadly as he heard me.
"In any affair, two people are involved. He asked you out on several occasions and he was willing to spend time with you even though you were married. He knew on those times he was with you that you were not home with your husband. Regardless of the conditions of our marriage, he should have respected it. I believe you told me that he asked you to come home with him that night. Isn't that true?"
"Yes it's true but I agreed. I'm the one that was married and I should have said no. It was my fault, don't you see that?"
"No, I don't. Why would he ask a married woman to come home with him for the purpose of having sex? Explain to me why it was OK for him to ask, but not OK for you to accept?"
I was becoming confused and I didn't know how to explain to Al that Woody was a decent man and that I was the one at fault. I tried again but he simply refused to hear me. He continued to insist that Woody was also at fault. I tried again to convince him but then he asked me another question.
"Didn't he say he loved you? I believe you told me that. If he loved you, why did he so easily transfer that love to Jennie? I have to believe that he may have other motives. It may be only in my mind, but I will always have reservations about him and I may never come to love him as a son in law."
"But what about Jennie? She loves him so much. I believe he loves her as well. What will you say to her?"
"I will say nothing to Jennie. It is her life and I have no right to question her choice. From what you have told me, she appears to be a strong woman who knows what she wants and she was married before so she has some idea of what to expect."
"Thank you for that. She would be devastated if you told her of your concerns. I believe you are wrong about Woody but it is your choice. I'm grateful that you will still be there for Jennie and Angie and not try to discourage her or give her doubts."
"Now, I would like to come and meet Jennie and Angie and get to know them before the wedding. Would that be all right with you and them?"
"Of course. I spent all of this time and money trying to find you and now you want to know if it's OK to come to my home? Please, can you come now? They will be so excited to see you and you will give Angie what she has always wanted: a grandpa."
"I would like that very much, but I would rather wait until tomorrow. I would like to be prepared for the occasion. I would like to pick up a gift for Angie and something for Jennifer as well. I can also dress a little nicer. You took me by surprise I'm afraid."
I considered what he had said and before I could stop myself, I blurted out, "But will you actually come? The last time we parted you were going on a job interview. That was over 5 years ago. Is this going to be the same? What would I tell Angie if you were to do that again?"
He smiled at me and took my face in his hand.
"That was a mistake. I owed you more than that and I will never do anything like that again. I will be there. How about 10:00? Tomorrow is a Saturday so no school or work?"
I agreed and we talked a little more but I was so excited to have Angie meet Al that I forgot about his reservations and his concern about Woody. I wanted only to get my family back together and to come together for the wedding. Happy times deserved it. I fidgeted for a while until I finally had to leave. I reminded him of tomorrow and he walked me to the door.
"I'm glad you found me Angie. I have missed you more than I realized. I can't wait until tomorrow."
"Goodbye Al. I can't wait either. Please don't disappoint me again."
With that I ran to the car and drove home to break the news to the girls. I was almost unaware of the trip home.
That evening when I told Angie and Jennie of the news, they were both ecstatic. Jennie had memories to let her know what to expect, but Angie had nothing. It seems Jennie had no pictures of Al or I and had never talked much about us to Angie. She wanted to contact us but she always felt too ashamed, so she chose to go on her own. So all Angie knew was that she was going to meet her grandpa for the first time.
The next day was Saturday and we all were up very early. Jennie and I worked around the house to make it spotless as a way to cover our tension. I knew Jennie was the purpose of this first visit and I vowed to make sure that I didn't intrude on that. This was for her first of all and I wanted it for her just as badly as she did. Angie on the other hand was very calm and collected. I think she had told herself that she was a grown up and had to act that way. It was funny in a way: sweet and sad at the same time. That would only last until Al actually showed up. The only difficult moment was when Jennie asked if we should have Woody come over, I covered by saying that I thought this first time should be for her and Angie. She agreed without comment.
It was just after 9:30 that the phone rang. It was Al, asking if it was OK if he came now. I told him yes and he said to give him 20 minutes. I hung up, alerting Jennie and Angie and we all sat down to wait. I was waiting for the husband that I drove away almost 5 years ago with my betrayal. Jennie was waiting for the father that she hadn't seen in over 20 years. Angie was waiting for the grandpa she had never met. Three women waiting for three different men.
When he rang the bell, Angie ran to answer it. Jennie and I sat there frozen in place as we listened to the sounds of the first meeting of granddaughter and grandfather. It was very quiet and I finally couldn't stand it anymore. I walked into the hallway to see Al standing there holding Angie and both of them crying. I just watched and finally motioned Jennie to come see. We watched with tears in her eyes as well. It was a sight that I would never forget.
Al finally put Angie down and she stepped back to look up at him. She finally reached out and took his hand and pulled him down the hall toward us. We were still standing there as he saw Jennie and I. He smiled and let Angie continue to pull him down the hall. She finally turned to see us standing there and ran to her mother.
"Look mom, it's grandpa. Look at him. Isn't he great? Go ahead, you can give him a kiss too."
She now pulled Jennie toward him and he held out both arms to take her into his embrace. She flowed into him and they fit together as though no time had passed. It was too much for me and I turned to walk back into the kitchen to sit. I had more now than I had ever hoped to have. My daughter and granddaughter reunited with their father and grandfather. Al was back in my life, but I just didn't know what that life was yet. Only time would tell.
Al and the girls spent time together, talking and laughing and generally getting to know each other. Woody finally came over later that evening and Al was very cordial to him. They shook hands and exchanged pleasantries, but it was clear that Al was cool and continued to have his doubts. It was so obvious to me but not to Jennie. It was Woody that finally cornered me in the kitchen to ask if there was a problem. I explained Al's reservations and told him exactly how Al felt. I had begun to see Al's point and I did make it clear to Woody that Al had a valid concern. Woody was devastated but I told him to let it go until he had time to think about it and find an answer that would satisfy Al, and I have to admit, me as well.
I don't know exactly what Woody finally told Al, but I noticed that Al was at least trying to make an effort with him. Woody didn't talk to me about what he said to Al, but it wasn't important as long as Al was convinced.
The wedding was held in a large church that Mary and I attended and where I knew the minister very well. He was delighted to perform the ceremony and he remembered Mary fondly. She had been married in the same church long before the current minister came along, but he knew both her and her husband for several years before the divorce. He met Al at the rehearsal and Jennie and Angie both attended there. We were all set for the wedding and the reception would be held in a large hall near by. We had kept the guest list small as Jennie preferred so we were able to accommodate everyone very easily.
The wedding was wonderful and Al and I were both quite excited to see our only daughter finally find happiness. She had come a long way from the troubled youth that gave us so much sadness and grief. She was dressed in a formal white gown and Angie was a flower girl. Most of the ushers were friends of Woody and I knew some of them from work. The bridesmaids were friends of Jennie also from work. I was so proud of her and Angie that my heart was about to burst. I watched as Woody and the best man walked to the front of the church and I waited for the familiar music to begin.
We all turned to watch as Jennie walked up the aisle, escorted by her father. I had eyes only for Al as he walked proudly with her up to the front where he gave her hand to Woody, standing there smiling. I heard the question and my heart leaped when I heard Al say, "Her mother and I do." Her mother and I. Such wonderful words.
Al moved to sit by me and held my hand as the ceremony proceeded. We both watched proudly as the minister pronounced them husband and wife. We stood as they walked together down the aisle and out of the church. They were married and they were a new family. I was strangely sad. I had just regained my daughter and granddaughter and now they would be leaving to live with their new husband and father. I would miss them very much. Even though Woody had purchased a new home for them just 10 minutes away, it wouldn't be the same. They would have a new life somewhere else that I wouldn't be a part of and that was hard. But, I wanted them to be happy and they were.
The reception was fun and loud and fortunately short. Woody and Jennie were going to Florida on their honeymoon and they insisted on taking Angie with them. I offered to keep her with me but they both declined. Woody wanted her with them and Jennie agreed. They were leaving directly from the reception and their bags were already packed and in the car. Woody planned to drive the car to the airport and leave it for their return. We had nothing to do except wave goodbye as they pulled away from the reception hall amid the rice and well wishes.
As their car disappeared, Al looked at me with a huge smile.
"That went very well. They really looked happy together and Angie was delighted to be a flower girl and she couldn't wait to see Disney world. I have to admit that I still don't trust Woody. He seems to be a decent man and a gentleman and I hope he can make a good husband and father. I just hope he doesn't make the same mistake again."
"I agree, but I still think Woody was a wonderful choice and I am so glad you accepted him. I'm glad that I called him to give Jennie a job. He agreed to watch over her and train her just as he did me. He was so sweet when he came to me to ask for her hand. I wish you could have been there. You could see just how much he loved her and Angie. I'm so glad they found each other. I know you will not be sorry."
"So, would you like for me to drive you home? I know you came with one of the other girls and I have my car."
"That would be great. I really need to get home and get out of these clothes. My feet are killing me with these heels. I want jeans and flats! Take me home, James!"
We drove to my home in silence, each reliving the ceremony and each thinking our own thoughts. It was not an uncomfortable silence and it went by very quickly. As Al pulled into my drive, I asked him if he would come in for a cup of coffee. He paused, but agreed. We walked in to a quiet, lonely house. I missed them already.
"Sit down and take a load off. I'll put the water on and then I am going to change. Can you watch the kettle, while I do?"
"No problem. I just want to sit here myself and just settle back down to earth."
I went upstairs and changed into a pair of jeans that fit me like a glove and a light pink top that fit me a little snug. I had lost most of my fat by working out and I had maintained my figure by aerobics and diet. I looked pretty good for a woman in her middle 50's with a nice butt and firm breasts. I looked at myself in the mirror and was pleased with the result. I was on a mission to win back my man and this was a good first start. I slipped on a pair of soft flats and went back down to Al.
Al was just pouring the coffee as I walked into the kitchen. He finished pouring and looked up.
"Wow! You look wonderful! I can't remember when you looked better than you do now. It has to have been years ago. You are still one of the most beautiful women I have ever seen."
"Please, sir. Flattery will get you everywhere. But I appreciate it since I have been working very hard to look this good."
Al and I talked for a good hour about nothing in particular and everything in general. We talked about Jennie and Angie and their new life and we talked about the reception and the people there that neither of us knew and we marveled at the difference in the old Jennie and the new one. We knew that we had given her a solid foundation and we hoped that it had served her well when it was time to change. She made the transition successfully and we knew we had played our part. It was a good feeling.
Since we were relaxed and talking and the feeling was calm and loving, I decided to take my chance.
"Where do we go from here, Al? I told you how I felt years ago when I wrote you that letter trying to explain my actions. I don't know if you ever read it since you never responded but everything I said in that letter is still true. I never stopped loving you and I never wanted any other man but you. That night with Woody I kept thinking of you and how you loved what I did for you and how you responded. I kept missing the things you did and I knew that what I was doing was not right, but I still thought of you all the time. Afterwards, I knew it was wrong because he wasn't you. It just wasn't the same. I even remember thinking that only you could understand what I mean."
"Since you left, there has been no one else and I have never even dated. I told Woody the same night I told you about him that there would never be anything between he and I and that it was my fault that I allowed it to happen. He was devastated that he had hurt you by his actions. I told him it was my fault but he wouldn't accept that. He was so decent that he was hurting for you and I as much as we were."
I stopped to watch his face. I couldn't tell his reactions and he wasn't saying anything, so I continued.
"I quit my job at the bank for obvious reasons when you left and I found another job where I work now. That's where I met Mary and she and I became best friends. She was divorced as was I and we finally decided to move in together. I kept having nightmares in our old house so when she offered, I accepted. I wanted new memories, not the old sad ones."
"I wrote you that letter and I contacted Henry Green shortly after you left me. I don't know whether he told you, but I threatened him with a lawsuit. I also hired Clive Owens and asked him to find both you and Jennifer. I had a lot of information and he tried real hard for a while but you were gone to ground as he put it. He put out a net that would stay in place waiting for you to resurface. But in the meantime he found Jennie and you know the rest of that story. I didn't tell you but all of the alimony that you were paying me went into a trust fund for Angie. I also put the proceeds from the sale of our old house into that trust. I thought you would approve."



"So, I need to know where we go from here. I still love you and I want you to come home to me. I am so very sorry for hurting you as I did and I hope you can forgive me. I don't know what else to say except that I have lived every day since you left as someone I hope you could be proud of and learn to trust."
There. I had finally said what I had wanted to say from the day he left me. I told him all of it and I laid my soul out in front of him. I gave him my hopes and I put my future in his hands. I watched his face and waited for him to say something.
"Angie, you know I never stopped loving you and I'm glad that you still love me. But things are different now than they were. I don't quite know how to explain except to just say it."
"First, I have a daughter named Consuela. She is just 7 years old and she is back in Brazil. I have been living there under the name of Angelina, Alberto Angelina. Ironic isn't it that I took your name as my new last name? I married her mother, Bettina, a year after I left you. I didn't love her but she was good to me and she needed a husband to care for her and her daughter so we came to an understanding. I married her and adopted Consuela. She is now truly my daughter."
I was shocked and saddened. I had lost him without even being aware of it. I looked away as tears began to form. I couldn't speak and he finally continued.
"Bettina and I lived together in Sao Paula, a city in the coastal region of Brazil and I worked as a mechanical engineer, a gringo engineer they called me. I could barely understand Portuguese but my Spanish was always pretty good so I had little trouble fitting in. It was a good life for a while until Bettina fell ill. She caught a fever that was fairly common there but she had little resistance to it and she quickly became sick and finally died. That was less than a year ago and one of the reasons I came back to the states. I wanted to talk with the Federal prosecutors again to allow me to come back home permanently, and I wanted to bring Consuela here to the states."
I had become calmer when he told me that Bettina had died. I admit I was glad that she died: sad but true. I couldn't help myself for feeling a little thrill of happiness when I heard that he was no longer married to someone else. What did that make me? I didn't know and I really didn't care.
"The Feds finally OK'd the deal and I moved back here first to begin the process of bringing her back. It is difficult since she is a citizen of Brazil, but my daughter legally. I never gave up my US citizenship."
He looked at me for a second before he finally sighed and continued.
"You probably don't care much about this since you don't know Connie and she is nothing to you but she is important to me. I want to give her the same life that we had."
"You're wrong! I do care! I am glad that you want to make a new home for her here in the states. I agree with you. I can't say that I am sorry that your wife there died. I would be lying if I said that. I'm glad in a way that she's dead. I know that makes me a terrible person but I don't care. I'm glad you don't have another wife."
Al just looked at me and dammed if he didn't smile! He actually looked up at the ceiling and let out a little laugh. It made me smile as well. I was really a terrible person.
"I understand exactly what you mean. And I told you; our marriage was one of convenience. We liked each other but we didn't love each other. I was sad when she died but more for Connie's sake than anything."
"There is one other thing you need to know before we go any further. I convinced the Feds to release some funds to make sure that I could honor the agreements I made to you when I left. Mr. Green only knew about the funds that I told him about. There was more that he didn't know about and I never touched them until now. I wanted to clear that with the Feds as well so that I could come home and make a good home for Connie. I hope you understand that I didn't tell you about the money for your own protection."
"I never cared about your money. That was your failing, not mine. I was happy with what we had, always. I loved our little house as much as the bigger one so long as you were there. Don't you know that?"
"I finally realized it after I had time to think about everything. I did read your letter and I understood how you felt and I realized then that I had thrown everything I cared about away. Because of the trouble I was in, I believed it was too late to come back and that it would be better if you had moved on. When I got your letter, it truly was too late for me."
Al sat there with a sad look on his face. I couldn't determine what he was thinking but I was pleased with the way the conversation had gone up to this point. He was free, he wanted to move back to the US, his daughter wasn't a problem for me and he had some money of his own so he wouldn't feel beholding to me. I just wasn't sure what he was thinking.
"Al, look at me. Why don't you continue to work to bring Connie back home to the states? In the meantime, you could move in here with me since I have all of this room. I think that would be good to help convince immigration and the state department that you have everything it takes to make a good home for her. Don't you agree?"
He seemed to be considering what I had said but then he paused.
"I don't know that moving in here would be a good idea. We aren't married any longer and I don't know how it would look. And, I don't want to give the wrong impression to anyone, including you."
I didn't like what he had just said. I wasn't sure what he meant by that statement so I decided to ask.
"What do you mean by that? What wrong impression? I love you and you love me. What more is there?"
"We parted under circumstances that were not happy. I think you may have forgotten that. I don't know how I feel about that just yet. I would have to think about things first."
"Think about what things? You know that I was wrong and I admitted it. I apologized and I promised that it would never happen again. I also know that you know that I never stopped loving you. It was never about that. You know that!"
"I believe you but I have to think about some things. For instance, I would have to see Woody all the time knowing what you and he did together. I don't know how I feel about that just yet."
That hurt. I had never thought about that, not once. As far as I was concerned, Woody was Jennie's husband and only that. I never once thought about that night again after Al left. I told him that. I begged him to believe me.
"I do believe you but that doesn't change what you did and what I think about when I see him. You have had time, but I haven't. And I still have to be convinced that he doesn't have an agenda. He was in love with you and love just doesn't go away. He says he loves Jennie but how much of that is just a way of being around you?"
"Al, you can't believe that. Woody is not that kind of person. I know he loves Jennie and Angie and he never once tried anything with me once I told him we were through. He wouldn't do that. I believe that with every fiber of my being."
"So I am just supposed to forget that you spent the night with another man in his bed while we were married?"
"It was a mistake! I swear to you that it meant nothing and that all I wanted to do was to make you happy, but you weren't there for me! I have had to live with that for the last five years and I had regretted it every day of that time. I never spoke to Woody again and he and I never talked to each other after that. Not until I asked him to help Jennie. You told me you understood. You said that you understood why I did it."
"I did understand and I did take the blame for forcing you to do it, but that doesn't mean it didn't hurt. It hurt like hell and it still does, every time I see him. Yet, isn't it strange that he was so happy to help you after you shut him out for all that time? Isn't it strange that the first person you thought of to help you was him?"
"I was thinking only of Jennie and the best way to find her a good job so that she could care for herself and Angie. I knew that he could help her and I knew that he felt he owed me something. I admit only to that. Only that I could take advantage of him and, for my child, I would deal with the devil."
"That could well be true. I do believe that you have no feelings for Woody any more but I don't believe that is true of him and because of that, I don't trust him completely. You will just have to accept that."
"What did he say to you before the wedding that allowed you to go through with it? Can you tell me?"
"He didn't actually tell me anything. He just said that he loved our daughter and that he was going to make a good life for her and Angie. He said that he understood my distrust of him but that all he could do was to show me by his actions. I accepted him at his word but I will never trust him."
"So I ruined our marriage and I ruined any chance that you and our daughter's husband can ever be friends. How am I supposed to live with that?"
"The same way I learned to live with the thought of you and our daughter's husband in bed together."
I was devastated. I had such high hopes for us before this but I had no idea of the depth of the hurt I had caused my husband with my actions so long ago. I had accepted my responsibility and I knew the damage I had done, but I never considered the depth of the betrayal before this. How had I not seen this coming?
"I think that I had better leave. We both have some thinking to do. I'll call you in a day or so. Good night."
With that, Al left me and I was completely alone for the first time in almost four years. Since Mary entered my life and later, Jennie and Angie, I always had a home full of love and hope, almost everything I had ever wanted. Only my husband was missing and I had never forgotten him. I waited, confident that he would eventually come home. I had built a life on that dream. Now, that dream was in danger of becoming a nightmare.
I thought continuously about Al and the things he said to me. I couldn't stop thinking that he was wrong, but I also knew that he had the right to feel the way he did about my actions. He was also within his rights to think about Woody what he did. I didn't believe it but Al did and that is what counted. I would have to come up with something to change has mind.
I heard from Jennie and Angie the next day from Florida. They were happy and having a good time. Jennie seemed very happy and I could tell from her voice that Angie was beside herself. I talked with them for a while and finally hung up, felling good about their new life. I had begun to think of something that I hoped would help the situation with Al but I wasn't ready yet to bring it up. I would see how things went first.
Al called that same afternoon after I had talked with Jennie. He asked if I had heard from them and I filled him in. He was especially interested in Angie's reaction and he seemed pleased with her description of Disney World. We made plans for dinner that evening and I wanted only to have time with Al. I vowed that we would keep the conversation light and I would not bring up our future again until I was ready.
I dressed in my best skirt and blouse combination; one that I knew would draw some praise. It was rather tight and short but still appropriate for a woman of my age. I wore my heels and I knew my legs were still one of my best features. I completed my outfit with a single strand of pearls with pearl earrings. My hair was down, since I knew Al always preferred it that way. I was as ready as I would ever be.
He picked me up with appropriate comments and we went to dinner at a nice restaurant where my outfit was right in style. He had dressed in a casual suit and tie. He looked lean and fit and the time he spent in Brazil was apparently well spent. The dinner went fine and we talked again just as before about everything and nothing. We talked a little about the newlyweds and their plans and where they were going to live. We skipped over the hard parts by mutual agreement. The evening went very nicely.
We drove this time to Al's small home and he took me in for a drink. He had a bottle of wine chilling and he had some little cakes so he had obviously planned for this. I certainly didn't mind and I kind of hoped that the rest of the evening might go in a deliciously naughty direction. It was Al's call though and I would just go with it.
As we sat there with our first glass of wine, Al looked at me with a serious expression on his face. He had something to tell me and I wasn't sure what it was. I waited with an encouraging expression. I hoped to encourage him as much as I could.
"I made plans to return to Brazil next week to get Connie. I talked with the state department and the Brazilian department of emigration and things are all in place. I intend to bring Connie back with me in just two weeks. This will be my last trip to Brazil and I can close that part of my life. Connie will begin a new life here with me."
"That's wonderful news. I know you must be so happy to finally be able to bring her home. Do you have any other plans yet?"
"No, just to get her here. That's been foremost in my mind for some time now."
"Good. Than you have to go for it. What can I do to help you? Do you want me to get the place ready for a young girl? I can buy what you need and have it set up so that when she gets here, she will have a place of her own to go to. All you have to do is tell me as much as you can about her."
"That would be great if you wouldn't mind. I would really like to make her arrival here as pleasant as possible. Having a woman here would also be great for her. A little girl needs someone to talk to. You would be great at that."
"Consider it done. You can forget it and leave it to me. Now, is there anything else on your mind? I don't have to be home any time soon since I am now responsible only to myself. And anyway, I'm not looking forward to being by myself in that big lonely house."
"Well, you could stay here if you would like. I have the spare room anyway so it would save you a trip tonight."
"That's not what I was thinking of. I would still be lonely in the spare room all by myself. You have to come up with a better idea."
"Well, I don't know. I haven't been with a beautiful woman for over a year and I don't know if I remember what to do. Do you think you could help me there?"
I gave him my most sexy smile and said, "I'm sure I could."
But then I suddenly became more serious.
"Do you remember our pleasure/pain routine Al? Do you ever think about us that way? I know that I have never forgotten us and I have missed us so much. I miss you so much every time I think about what we had together. Can you remember that without the pain that I caused you?"
"I have never forgotten it. I have never forgotten you. And yes, I can remember it without pain. As long as it's just you and I, I can remember the good. That's what makes this so hard. It's no longer just you and I."
"But it is tonight: just you and I and our memories of the good parts of our life together. The good parts of our marriage, before the pain and the deceit. We can remember the good for now. We owe ourselves that much."
I rose and went to him and put my arms around him. I cradled his face against my breast and I stroked his hair while I kissed his forehead. I held him until I felt him begin to respond and then I pulled back, letting him take control. He hesitated only for an instant and then he moved. He grabbed my hand and moved toward the small bedroom at the back of the house. I followed willingly, with a thrill of hope that we could rekindle the passion that we once shared. Before I threw it all away.
In the bedroom, I saw a double bed with a dresser and a bedside table but nothing more. It was a man's bedroom. He directed me to stand in front of the bed while he took me into his arms. When he pulled me against his body I could feel the welcome hardness against my stomach. I smiled to feel him again after an absence of so many years. I held myself tightly against him, both arms around his neck, not becoming too aggressive. This was still his show and I would let him take the lead. He was becoming surer of himself now and he put his hand under my chin to raise my face to his, and he kissed me so sweetly I almost cried. I returned his kiss until I felt his tongue begin to stroke my lips. Surprised, I opened to him and took his tongue into my waiting mouth. I thrilled to feel his tongue invade me and I wanted more.
I let one hand drop to his butt and I pulled myself tighter against him. I moved my other arm from around his neck and dropped it down between our bodies to feel his erection. It had been so long but my hand remembered it well. It fit comfortably around its width and I began to slowly stroke him, trying not to be too aggressive but responding to my growing passion. He only groaned in pleasure so I continued. I was about to use my other hand to begin to unzip him when he pushed me away.
I was worried that he had changed his mind, but he quickly showed me that was not the case as he reached for the buttons of my blouse. I relaxed as he proceeded to unbutton the buttons one by one. I moved my hands to allow him to slide the blouse off and held my arms out as he reached behind me to unsnap my bra. I looked directly into his eyes as he did and I saw what I had so much wanted to see for so long: passion and lust. This is what I had hoped for.
I moved closer to him as he found the zipper to my skirt and quickly sent that to the floor to join the blouse and bra. I was down to the lacy panties I had put on earlier in the hopes that they would see this moment. As he backed away to admire the view, I reached for him to return the favor but he gripped my hand and pushed it away. He then quickly removed his shirt and pants, sliding them down quickly without fanfare. He kicked the discarded clothing away as he put his hands on my shoulders, pushing me down onto the edge of the bed. I went where he wanted me to go without resistance.
"What do you want Angie, pleasure or pain? I want to do this right after so many years of trying to drive you away. I don't want to get this wrong."
I looked at this man that I had loved almost all my life. He was asking me what to do to make me happy. This was all I wanted. I didn't care what he did to me so long as he was there with me. I had to make him see that.
"I don't care what you do to me Al. You have made all my dreams come true simply by coming back to me. I want you to take me and make me your wife again. I don't want pleasure or pain: I only want you. This is your decision and I will do whatever you want me to do. If you want me to give you pleasure, I will. If you want to take the lead and have me that way, I want that too. But, this is your decision and I want you to tell me exactly what you want me to be or to do. I am yours, now and forever."
He moved to me and pushed me back onto the bed. He moved over me and I spread my legs open for him. He took his hard cock in one hand and moved it against my open lips, feeling the wetness that was already starting. He put the head against the lips and pushed slowly into me. After so long, I had begun to use a dildo to relive some of the pressure that built in me and so I was more ready than he would have expected. When he felt me relax and open to him, he looked up with a smile and pushed swiftly all the way in. I let out a squeal of pleasure and he laughed with glee.
He pulled back out and then plunged in on one long smooth stroke. I grunted with lust and moved my knees up almost to my shoulders to allow him deeper penetration. I had not forgotten how to make love to my husband and he would soon see that. As he felt me move into our favorite position, he began to thrust into me with a swiftly increasing pace. He was now fucking me, not making love and I welcomed this with wonder. This was my man and he was taking me, as he should. I gave myself to him completely and wanted only to feel him climax against me as he once again claimed that which was his.



In only a few minutes, Al began to move frantically as he felt his climax building. He panted into my ear that he couldn't stop it and I responded by tightening my arms around him and pushing my knees against his side to let him know that I was ready. He suddenly stopped, buried inside me as far as he could go and tensed. I waited, ready for that sign that he had released his passion and felt it splash against the walls of my vagina. It was the most wonderful feeling in the world: the sign that your man had given you his wonderful gift. I just held him as he finished inside me and collapsed onto me beneath him. I felt the glow of love as I held him this way. I would be content to lie here this way forever.
As Al recovered, he pulled out and rolled over onto his back. His breathing slowly returned to normal and he finally turned onto his side to look at me lying next to him.
"I'm sorry that I couldn't wait for you but it has been so long. What can I do for you?"
"Just hold me and let me know that you are here for me. You know that it was never about sex for me: it was the love that I felt every time we were together just like this."
"I remember. I missed this so much. I used to think about you at night but I had to stop or go crazy. Bettina and I were never close so I missed you even more. Thank you for this."
I snuggled up closer to him and just held on to him. I was content. I had my love back in my arms and I would do whatever was necessary to keep him. I decided then and there to talk to him before this night was over.
"I'm going to get a shower. Would you like to join me? I can wash your back and maybe some other parts if you would like."
"I think I had better try to recover first. This has been a first for me after so long. Is that OK with you?"
"It is perfectly OK. I told you, I am yours to do with, as you will. If you want to rest, that's just fine with me."
I rose and went into the little bathroom to take a quick shower and make myself presentable. I had something to say and I wanted to be fresh and ready when he was. I dressed afterwards and went into the kitchen to fix us some juice and toast. Al always liked juice and toast after lovemaking. He said it raised his sugar level back to where it should be.
Al came into the kitchen and sat down at the table. He watched as I moved around the kitchen with some satisfaction. I was content now and I placed the toast and glass of juice in front of him with a flourish.
"You remembered. And I'm glad now since at my age, I need the sugar." He smiled as he drank the juice.
"You didn't seem old to me just now. You were all I could ever want or need. I don't really think you need all that much mister."
We sat in companionable silence for a while as I watched him. I reveled in the site of him and I was happy and content: more so than I had been in many years. The addition of Mary and Jennie and even Angie to my life was fulfilling and made me very happy. But there was always a hole in my soul that wasn't filled by them and it never let me be fully content. Now, that hole was filled and I knew that I had all that I ever wanted. Now it was time.
"Al, there is something that I have been thinking. I want to tell you what I think we should do. Let me tell you what I plan to do while you are in Brazil getting Connie ready to return."
He looked at me with some curiosity and waited to hear me out.
"I want to put the house up for sale and put the furniture in storage. I will resign my job effective next week and tie up all of the loose ends so that I can be ready."
"Ready for what? Why would you want to sell your beautiful home and quit your job?"
"I have been thinking of what you said the other day. One of your biggest problems is seeing Woody every time we visited with Jennie and Angie. I can't break them up or cut them out of my life forever, but we can move far enough away that we don't have to see them very often. And then, I could just go to visit them alone from time to time or Jennie and Angie can come there to see us. That way, we never have to see Woody together and you don't have to think about him since he will be out of sight."
I watched his face as I spoke. I had thought about this and I felt this to be the best way to deal with his reaction to Woody. If Woody wasn't around much, that would be best. I was willing to turn away from having Jennie and Angie in my life all the time if Al was with me. Al was my life. I had been without Jennie and Angie for many years and I had found them. But, I lost Al for 5 years and I wasn't going to go through that again. I made my choice.
Al just sat there looking at me with a strange look on his face. I wasn't sure what he was thinking but I had to convince him of my willingness to do anything for him.
"Al, I don't care about not having them near by if I have you. I thought about this and I made my choice. My choice is you. Don't you understand? This way, you never have to see him again and if you don't see him, we can be together. Tonight was the proof. They were not here and you and I were together. We made love and it was wonderful. Please, can't you see that this is the only way?"
Al listened and then he began to laugh. It was a happy, contented laugh and my heart rose with it. He understood and he was happy with my plan. I began to laugh as well, letting all my joy out to join with the man I loved beyond life itself.
After he finally calmed down, he stood up and walked over to me. He took my face in his hands and raised me up to face him.
"I love you more than ever. I have been a fool and you have just shown me the truth of that. I don't care about Woody and what you and he did. I know now that you were willing to give up every thing for me and that's all I need to know. We don't have to move away and we don't have to deny our daughter's husband. He's not a threat to me and I don't care about him except that he treats our daughter and granddaughter right. So, you and I will move into that big wonderful house of yours and we will make a life for our new daughter and she can visit with her step sister any time she wants."
I shouted for joy and jumped up into his arms. I had it all now. A husband that I loved with all my heart; a daughter that I had lost for so long and found again; and a granddaughter that I never knew I had. Now, I had a new stepdaughter that I would welcome into my perfect world and give her all the love that I had in my heart.
Later as I sat at the little kitchen table where I had found my husband again, I thought back to that earlier kitchen table where my world began to fall apart. I had made just one mistake: I turned away from my husband to someone else and it almost destroyed me. I survived and learned a lesson that I would make sure I passed on to the other three women in my life. I would make sure that they knew not to make the same mistake I had.
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It was late on a Monday afternoon as I sat on the crapper with my pants down around my ankles and listened as they laughed at me. They thought the whole thing was funny, especially the part about my not having a clue. How could a guy not know his wife was cheating on him and doing it right under his nose? Collin Wilson, the one that said he was screwing my wife was telling Ben Cramer, his friend how he had seduced her at the party last week. That was the party where I was called away during the festivities to investigate a scene of a break in at a local art gallery. I was only gone for about two hours but I did return before the evening was over. I found my wife at a table with three other people, one of them Collin Wilson. The other couple sitting there was his boss and his wife.
My name is Brian Sexton and I am an insurance investigator for a world wide insurance company that deals exclusively with high rent clients. You probably wouldn't recognize the name since we catered to a very exclusive clientele. I joined them right out of college and I've been with them now for just over 15 years. I'm 37 and in my prime. My job is to investigate the conditions around accidents where a large claim might be made. Most of it's routine, but sometimes it gets quite exciting. I investigate thefts and robberies mostly but sometimes auto accidents if more than one or two of our cars are involved. I am very good at it and I have a reputation in my industry. I was often loaned out to other companies, but at a steep price. I traveled often but never for long periods, and if a lengthy investigation was required, I had people to stay at the site and do the legwork.
I've been married to Alison for 14 years and we have two wonderful kids, Regina 10 and Christine 8. Alison is a year older than me and works for the same company as a receptionist for Bill Quinn, the President of the company. She and I met and married before she joined the company, but when she lost her job, I wanted her to try to work for my company. We had to get permission from HR since it was against company policy for employees to fraternize, but since I was a valuable employee, they agreed to hire her. Fortunately, Bill Quinn was looking for a new secretary and Alison had over 5 years as a personal assistant to a corporate biggy. He interviewed her and liked her immediately. She was hired as his personal secretary.
The two men that I mentioned earlier, Collin Wilson and Ben Cramer, were specialist underwriters who wrote policies for large companies or individuals with very expensive holdings. They were acquaintances only, not friends of mine. Both worked for Jerry Skogins, a nice guy who was a good friend. I reported directly to Bill Quinn and worked independently most times, but I sometimes took interesting assignments from Jerry.
The conversation that I overheard was just a week after the party. I had come to the restroom to relieve myself and I had been sitting there for some time with cramps and sweats. I had eaten some scallops for lunch a day ago and I think they might have been just a little ripe. While I was cursing the fates, Collin and Ben came in. They seemed oblivious to the closed door of the stall and began to talk about the party. That's when Collin started to brag about his latest conquest to Ben. I listened to the story with a growing sickness in my gut that had nothing to do with the cramps and sweats from bad fish.
"How'd you get in her pants? I didn't think she was that kind of woman? Come on, tell me since I wasn't there myself."
"We danced a couple of dances and she was pretty friendly but Brian was there and she just smiled when I suggested we go off to my office. She said that Brian wouldn't be too pleased if she were to do that."
"So, then what? What did you do?"
"Well, I talked her into a drink at the bar with me while Brian was dancing with Judy, his secretary. I had the bartender give me a double shot and I substituted mine with hers while she was talking with someone else. That was the easy part. I just wanted to get her a little tipsy so I could cop a feel on the dance floor. You know, take what I could get."
"Yea, but Brian was still there so what could you really do? Hey, wait a minute. You didn't arrange his leaving did you?"
"Hell no. That was just dumb luck. We were dancing a fast dance when he came over to tell her he had to leave for a while. She wanted him to take her home first but he told her to stay and have fun since he was sure he could get back before too long. She wasn't too keen on the idea but she stayed. She sat with me and Jerry and his wife."
"What happened next? Get to the good part."
"Well, Brian left and I got her another drink. I had Joe do a double again and she never noticed the difference. We danced a couple of slow dances and by then she was almost out of it. She was hanging on me while I grabbed her ass, and a couple of times, she pressed against my cock and sort of giggled. I knew that one or two more drinks were all it would take. I got her another one and she chugged it down like a pro."
"I can see it coming."
"You got it. One more double and she was feeling lightheaded. I suggested we go outside for some air and she came willingly. I took her out to my car and we sat in the back. She was almost out of it so I slipped a hand under her skirt and felt her pussy. She just groaned but didn't stop me. I stuck two fingers inside her and started to finger fuck her and she loved it. She was humping my hand like a wild woman. I couldn't take any more so I pulled her dress up over her head and then dropped my drawers so that I could get at her. She just watched me, waiting, you know? When she saw my cock, she grabbed it and pulled it right into her mouth. She gave me a quick blowjob and I almost came in her mouth but that's not what I was there for. I pushed her back and got between her legs while she stuck her legs right up in the air. I had a straight shot to her pussy and I took it. She was so wet, I slipped in right up to the hilt and started fucking her like there was no tomorrow. She was crying and screaming fit to be tied and I had to put my hand over her mouth to keep her quiet. I pounded the shit out of her and she begged for all I had. I gave it to her and she loved it. I couldn't keep it up too long and finally blew my load. It was fantastic. When I was done, I made her clean me with her mouth and she did it."
"I can't believe that Alison would do that. She never seemed like the type to cheat on her husband or to give in to the likes of you. Are you sure this actually happened?"
"I shit you not. I have a date with her next Saturday when she normally goes to get her hair done. She said she'd meet me and for me to get a motel room. I'm gonna fuck her all afternoon, you watch and see."
"Well, I envy you man. Alison is one hot piece of ass. I always wondered what Brian did to deserve her. Maybe you can set me up when you get tired of her."
"Maybe, we'll see. In the meantime, don't even think about this conversation. I don't want anything to screw this up. OK?"
"No problem."
They both walked out of the restroom while I sat there trying to keep my stomach from climbing out through my mouth. I couldn't believe what I'd just heard. Could this actually be true? I began to think back to that night.
It was almost 11:00 when I returned to the party and Alison was sitting with Collin, and Julie and Jerry Skogins. Alison didn't appear to be drunk when I sat down and she had been talking with Julie about the kids. Collin spoke to me but didn't stay more than a few more minutes before he left. I did notice Alison say anything to him but I thought nothing of it. The only thing that was strange about that night was that Alison wanted to make love when we got home. That was not all that unusual but she normally didn't want to do it that late. That night, she was particularly hot. Guilt? Remorse? Maybe.
It had been a week since the party, and I hadn't seen any difference in Alison or her behavior. She never mentioned anything about me being gone during the party or anything about what she did when I was gone. I did ask her and she said she danced some with Collin and Jerry but mostly just watched. She and Julie were talking about school and the play the kids were in but she said that was about all. She would rather have come home when I left, she said. I let it drop and decided to watch her more carefully.
"Hey, babe. Do you have plans for this Saturday? I was going to go golfing if it's OK with you." I watched her face for her reaction.
"I get my hair done this Saturday just after lunch. It should take me at least an hour or an hour and a half. Where are you going to go for golf?"
So she was going to get her hair done. How would Collin know that unless she told him? I hadn't even know that. It seemed that this thing was all too real.
"I guess the country club. I might see if Ben Cramer can join me. I think he and Jerry are members there aren't they?"
"I have no idea. I know Jerry is but I don't know either Ben or his wife very well, so, I don't really know."
"Me either. Hey, what about Collin Wilson? You were talking to him at the party weren't you? He might just be able to go."
Alison turned to give me a strange look. She paused before she answered.
"Why would you want to go with him? He is, pardon the expression, an asshole! I had to dance with him a couple of times at the party, but I was really turned off by him. He's a real piece of work."
Now that was interesting. Was she trying to talk me out of asking him so they could have their get together or was she trying to convince me that she didn't like him? Either way, it seemed very unusual for her to talk about someone else that way.
"Oh, I don't know much about him but he's a friend of Ben's and they seem to share everything. Maybe it's a bad idea. I'll just call Phil and Charlie. They always want me to join them."
"That sounds like a better plan. Stay away from Collin. He's bad news."
"OK, he's off my list. So you're OK with golf?"
"It's fine with me since I'll be out anyway. Why don't we plan for dinner later at The Cypress Inn? My hair will be beautiful and you'll be relaxed from golf. You can take me out and show me off. I can drop Chrissie and Gina off at my parents."
I agreed and we made plans to meet Saturday afternoon at home by 5:30 to get ready. If I was careful, I could get all the information I needed to divorce her ass that afternoon. It would be really neat to lay it on her at dinner at one of the nicest places in town.
At work the next day I went down to the equipment room to get some of the things I needed to do my 'investigation' of my wife and her lover. I decided to take one of the company vans with the surveillance gear. I would leave it at the company lot until Saturday morning when I left for 'golf'. I got two of the small transmitters to put into her purse and car and one of the small GPS units that I could install in her car. That would tell me exactly where she was at any time. The van was also video capable but I couldn't decide what to do with it. Since Collin said they were going to a motel, I couldn't see any way to take pictures. Maybe I could put a camera unit in her jacket, but only if I knew what she was going to wear. I would try, but couldn't be sure.
If she went anywhere, I could follow her by the GPS unit. The surveillance van could tap into its signal so that I could watch her location on a grid in the van. It was programmed with the local street maps so I could tell the actual address within a hundred feet. The sound transmitters would pick up any voices and I could record them in the van. All of this could be done automatically so I didn't even have to be in the van. All I had to do was park it within a mile of where she was. Neat!
I planned to spend the rest of the week just observing. I was very good at it since that was what I did for a living. I watched Ben and Collin but saw nothing out of the ordinary. I normally stopped in to see my loving wife at least once a day, but now I stopped a little more often. I still saw nothing to make me suspicious but decided to try to see what I could get out of Ben. He was working on a policy for a large factory complex and I normally spent some time just looking over the site and making 'contingency plans' for a possible disaster. It was called risk analysis and was part of every underwriting process.
I stopped by his desk, just across from Collin's that Tuesday. He was there working on his draft.
"Hey, Ben. I'd like to take a look at Baxter's plant layout today. Got some time to take me around?"
He looked up with a distracted look on his face until he registered what I was talking about and then just shrugged.
"Sure, I can go anytime. I need to get back there anyway to take some pictures. When do you want to go?"
"How about an hour or so?"
"Great. I'll stop and pick you up at your desk on the way,"
I left after a few more words and looked back just as I was moving around the corner in time to see a smirk between Ben and Collin. They looked at me just as I walked out of sight. Interesting? Assholes!
I decided I was going to make Ben pay. He was not guilty of anything except collusion with Collin and making crude remarks about my wife, but he was in on the plan and decided to watch me get cuckolded by Collin so he was just as guilty in my book.
Ben stopped by about an hour later as planned and we left in my truck. I put one of the little transmitters in my truck console. It could to pick up any conversation in or around the truck. I wanted some of what I was going to say to Ben on tape. Some would be just between him and me.
As we pulled out of the lot and started the 25 minutes trip to Baxter's, I began to talk.
"So, tell me Ben. Did you enjoy the party last week?"
"I wasn't able to make it Brian. I was traveling so I missed all the fun."
"What fun was that Ben? Was that Collin screwing my wife? Is that the fun you missed?"
Ben was stunned and didn't know what to say. He stuttered and twisted in his seat and actually reached for the door handle until he realized where he was. He finally slumped down and looked over at me.
"How did you know? All I know is what Collin told me. I don't even know if it's true."
"Do you think he would lie about something like that? Do you think he would make that up?"
"I don't think so, no. But how did you know? You weren't even there from what I heard. Weren't you called away for a couple of hours? That's when it happened. Collin told me he got her drunk and then took her out to his car."
"How I know is not your concern. I just want to know what else Collin told you. Does he have any plans for another get together?"
This was to see if I could trust anything this shithead told me.
"He said they were going to get it on this Saturday when she was supposed to get her hair done. He was going to get a room this time. That's all I know, honest Brian."
"Well, I want to thank you for being a good friend and for telling me this" I said sarcastically. "I know you wouldn't want to be a part of something like this. You were going to tell me anyway weren't you?"
"Yes, of course. I like you and Alison. I wouldn't want anything like this to happen to you. Collin is a real jerk. I'm sorry you had to force me to come clean. I feel like a real ass."
The hypocritical piece of shit. What was it he said? Oh yea, maybe he could have her when Collin was finished with her. With that, I reached into the console and turned off the recorder. It had what I wanted for later. What I wanted to say now was off the record.
"It's no problem Ben. As long as you do as I tell you to, you'll be OK. Screw with me and you're going to be in a world of hurt. Clear?"
Ben just shook his head affirmatively. He had gotten the point.
"Just one more thing Ben. None of our conversation gets back to Collin. He's not to know what I know and you're not going to tell him. If I find out that you've said anything to him, I'll smack the shit out of you first and then I'll make sure you're fired and that word gets out that you can't be trusted. Do you understand me? You know I have ways to listen to you and Collin so I'll know if you screw with me."
"I won't say anything to Collin. I won't even talk to him if you want."
"No, no. Do as you always do and let him talk. That's all you have to do. No problem if you seem to go along with him. I know the truth now. Just remember what I said and you'll be OK."
We said very little after that and spent the next two hours at the site without speaking. He did his thing and I did mine. I had what I needed and Ben was going down as well. He just didn't need to know it right now.
That week was one of the longest weeks of my life. I watched my wife relentlessly but she did nothing out of the ordinary. It was Wednesday night and the kids were attending a school dance for the young ones and it was supposed to break up at about 9:30. I was sitting in the family room just staring at the TV when Alison came in and sat down on my lap. She put her arms around my neck and started to nuzzle my ear.
"We have about 2 hours before I have to go pick up the kids. Want to make out?"
While I was a little confused and angry with what was going on, I was also human and a man. Her butt was wiggling against my crotch and my cock was beginning to have ideas of its own. Against my will, I was aroused and my temperature rose very quickly. So much for restraint.
I reached around her waist and pulled her tightly against me. I kissed her softly with some tongue until she opened her lips. I slipped my tongue inside her mouth and she began to suck on it. I moved it in and out of her mouth as she began to breathe harder. I moved my hand to her breast and felt her 36 Cs through her blouse. Her nipples were already sticking out showing me her arousal. I pinched them through the material as she moaned into my mouth. She pushed me back and stood up, reaching for my hand.
"Take me upstairs to your bed, right now! I want you inside me and I want it now."
I needed no urging and followed her up the stairs and into our bedroom watching her sweet ass all the way. She had begun to remove her blouse and bra as we went and they were flung into a corner as we entered the room. I was not far behind with my shirt and kicking my shoes off at the same time. We tumbled onto the bed and finished undressing each other. She kicked off her skirt and pulled on my pants tugging them down over my hips and onto the floor. She was in panties and I had shed my boxers with my pants. I was naked with my cock painfully sticking straight out in front of me. I looked at her beautiful body. She was absolutely gorgeous.
"Come here big boy. I want to see what I'm going to be getting. I want to see it up close and personal."
She bent over me and took my now engorged cock in her hands. She stroked it and breathed on it as she put her other hand under my balls. She lifted them up and gently caressed them as she slowly jacked me off until I was so hard it hurt. She looked up at me as she did this with a smile on her face that broke my heart. I loved this woman so much. I forgot all the doubt and hurt and everything else as I watched her.
She seemed to be satisfied that I was ready. She moved her leg over my body until she was straddling me just at my hips. She raised herself up until she was right over my cock and then she watched my face as she took me in her hand and rubbed the head against her swollen lips. She was wet and obviously very ready. As I gritted my teeth to hold back, she lowered her hips down over my rigid cock and took it all in one smooth stroke. The pleasure consumed me and she gave a small sigh as our bodies met. She rose up again and then down once more. She opened her eyes to watch my face as she slowly bent over me, placing her tits against my face. I opened my mouth to take one of her nipples in my teeth and nipped gently as she moaned her approval. She began a steady up and down motion, fucking me slowly and deeply. I ravished her tits as she fucked me and we became one, experiencing all that we could.



She continued this for a few minutes while I got my control back and then I put my hands on her hips and began to help her movements, taking the weight off of her knees. I would lift her up and then lower her down on my hardness. As I got into it, I began to raise myself up into her and then pull her down with me. As we got further and further along, I felt her breathing increase and her pussy walls beginning to grip tighter. I knew she was close to an orgasm. I held her hips just above me and began to fuck her in earnest. I was slamming up into her again and again as she whimpered almost continuously. I was almost there! I went even faster and finally, feeling the liquid moving up the tubes looking for release, I pulled her down tightly against my crotch as I pushed into her as far as I could go. I felt the surge and let it go, pumping into her all I had. As I came so did she. For an eternity, we both just held on rigidly letting the pleasure run its course. Then she collapsed on top of me and we lay that way contented and sated.
We just lay there in each other's embrace for some time feeling no need to speak or break the mood with action. It was love at its most intense. I had forgotten for a while the doubts and the fear that this could well be over for us. I wanted to forget and believe the whole thing was a lie. But it was not to be.
"That was quite nice, husband. I think we need to do this more often, don't you? We seem to have been out of sync for a while. Let's not let that happen again. OK?"
"OK. I'll definitely work on it. What time is it and do we have time for a quick shower?"
"It's after 9:00 and I have to get the kids. We can pick this up later if you want or wait till our date Saturday night. I can have the kids go to mom's for the night. How about that?"
"It's a date. Nothing else Saturday that would interfere?"
"Like what? You have golf and I have a hair appointment. Then, lover, we have a date for dinner and after that, I'm yours to do with as you please. And you'd better please to do many, many things to me. Have you had a better offer lately?"
"Never. OK, we're on!"
Alison quickly dressed and she was gone for the kids. I lay there for some time just reviewing what just happened. She had done what she usually did and she hardly ever gave me a blow job. What she did tonight was normally all she would do. How could she take Collin's cock in her mouth after fucking him if she wouldn't even give me a blowjob? How could this woman make love to me like this if she was screwing a shithead like Collin Wilson? I knew she was smart but was she also that good of an actor? Something was definitely screwed up and I was going to find out Saturday.
While she was gone, I checked the transmitters and found that they worked fine. I would install them Friday night in her car and purse. I was all ready except for one more meeting with Ben Cramer. I needed to find out what motel Collin had made his reservation for. Ben would find out for me or I would do something he wouldn't like.
The next morning, I called Ben and asked him to meet me in the cafeteria on the third floor. He agreed without comment and I was sitting at one of the tables when he came in. He joined me without saying anything and I quickly came to the point.
"Ben, my friend, I need you to find out from Collin where he plans to take Alison Saturday. I want the name of the motel and where it's located. All you have to do is get him somewhere private and ask him. Tell him you think he's feeding you a line of bull and say that if he tells you where he's taking her, you'll believe him."
I smiled at Ben as he tried to figure out how he was going to do what I asked. He was scared that I would do something if he didn't. He finally agreed but asked me how I would know if I didn't tell him where they were to meet. I told him not to worry about that. I had ways.
With that he left but not before I put my arm around him and stuck one of the transmitters under his jacket collar while reminding him of our agreement. He was so frightened of me that he never felt a thing. It was almost invisible, held by an adhesive and he wouldn't notice it.
I went back to my office and turned on the receiver. It hummed and let me know that Ben was back at his desk and talking to Collin. I heard him ask Collin to meet him in the copier room in ten minutes. Collin agreed and then nothing until Ben got up to meet Collin. I settled back to listen.
"What's up buddy? Got a problem with a policy? I am the best you know."
"Bullshit Collin. I was with Brian yesterday at the site and he doesn't seem to be having any problems at home. I asked him if things were OK with him and he said something about never better. I think you were giving me a line of shit about his wife."
"Hey man. Nothing but the truth. I wouldn't lie about something like that. Why don't you believe me?"
"Where are you taking her Saturday? You said a motel. Which motel? Maybe if you show me a receipt for a room or something, I'd believe you. Otherwise, I think you're shittin' me."
"Oh, yea? I have a reservation already at the Skyview motel on Statler Street for Saturday night. I can check in at 2:00 and she'll be there by 2:15. How's that for facts? You can call the Skyview and check my name for reservations. That good enough for you? Want to use my cell?"
"OK, I guess that'll do. I really envy you Collin. Alison is really something. I hope you know that she has a good marriage with Brian that you're trying to mess up. You'd better be careful and think this through."
"That's not my problem. If she's up for it, so am I. Anyway, how good can the marriage be if she is willing to fuck my brains out?"
That was about all that was worth hearing so I shut off the receiver and just let it tape the rest. I was almost ready to believe everything now. I had really hoped that Collin would back down and admit he was just making this up but now he had confirmed the room and he was just waiting. I at least had the address so that I could plug it into the equipment in the van and let the rest go automatically. Maybe I could just park the van there Friday night, turn on the equipment Saturday about noon and forget it. Everything else would be done automatically and I wouldn't have to be anywhere near by. I didn't want to see or hear my wife as she tore my heart out and stuffed it down the toilet. I was lost now. I could only carry through and try to get what I needed to get back at her and Collin and Ben.
The first thing I did was to call the motel and confirm that Collin was registered. He was so that part was true. Now, I just had to wait till Friday night. But then I had a thought. What if I could get some pictures of them going in to the motel room? I decided to pay a visit to the motel that afternoon and see what I could do.
I walked into the office of the Skyview Motel and waited for the clerk. He was a seedy character and that was fine by me. Integrity wasn't what I was looking for just now.
"Hi there friend. I'm an investigator for an insurance company and I need some information. I have ID and a warrant for you."
With that, I flashed my badge quickly and gave him an authentic looking document that appeared to most people to be a search warrant. It was bogus but I counted on his lack of smarts to be easily fooled. The $100 I slipped to him didn't hurt either.
'Yea, sure man. What do you want to know?"
I asked him to confirm Collin Wilson's reservation and asked him if he had a room number yet. He said no and I asked him if he could assign him a room on the first floor facing Statler Street. He hemmed and hawed until I slipped another $50 his way and he finally gave me a room number that would let me shoot a tape. I let him know about the van that would be parked in his lot and he just shrugged his shoulders saying it was no sweat. I thanked him again for his help and handed him another $50 for his silence. He gave me a nasty grin and slipped the bills in his pocket.
After I left, I decided that I could now get the video I wanted by pointing the camera through the front window of the van which I would leave facing their room. I was now set.
Friday at work was pretty hard for me. I didn't know what to do with myself so I walked up to Bill Quinn's office on the pretext of talking about my visit with the art gallery that was robbed. He didn't really need to know but I wanted to see my wife. As I came down the hall, her face lit up when she saw me. She waved me to her desk and I walked over.
"I really like the last few days. You've been up to see me more than you used to. I'm not complaining, but what's up? Is there something going on I should know about?"
"Nothing that I know of. I just like seeing you, that's all. Is Bill in?"
"Me too. And yes he's in. Want me to buzz him?"
"Yea, if you would. I need to see him about the art gallery job."
I went in and talked with Bill for a while. Bill was very young to be president but I understood that he had made a reputation for himself some time back. He had started up this site and most of the other locations as well and got them operating. I knew he owned a good chunk of the company. He had a lovely wife named Naomi whom I had met on several occasions. She looked like the typical trophy wife: blonde, built, sexy as hell and really gorgeous. She and Alison were close to the same age and talked often and Bill and I were fairly close.
While I was there, I asked him straight out what he thought of Collin Wilson. I often talked about the job performance of other employees at his request since he had been after me to accept more responsibility as management, but this one was mine.
"Why do you want to know about Collin? Is there something going on that I should know about? I need you to tell me if one of my employees is trouble or causing trouble. Is that it?"
"Well, I may have a real big problem with Collin. I don't like him or Ben much. I may just might have some more information for you this weekend. If things work as I expect, I'd like to be able to call you at home on Sunday if you don't mind. Otherwise, I'll wait till Monday. We'll see. Until then, I'd rather you not mention it to anyone. OK?"
"No problem. I'll wait for you. You know I trust your judgment on things like that. You've always been fair with your assessments and I respect that. I just wish you'd consider taking that VP position I offered you. I still haven't mentioned it to Alison as per your request, but she should know about it. As a matter of fact, if you don't tell her soon, I will!"
"I'm just waiting for the right time to bring it up. It means a lot of changes for us so I wanted the time to really consider it. I'll let you know next week for sure. How's that?"
"That's great. So, you're finally going to consider it?"
"I promise I'll do that. I've been thinking about it quite a lot lately so I need to make a decision soon for my own reasons."
I left his office, stopping to say a few words to Alison before heading down to see Ben. At his desk, I just stopped for a second and said loudly enough for Collin to hear me that I thought his assessment of the Baxter job was right on target. I then gave him the thumbs up symbol to let him know I heard the talk he had with Collin. His eyes opened very wide as I did but he didn't say anything. He just nodded. I patted him on the back as I removed the little transmitter. As before, he felt nothing.
I finished the day without any distractions and waited for Alison before heading home. I wanted to tell her I had to drop off the van for someone and would catch a cab back to my car so to look for me a little late. She kissed me goodbye and left, heading home. I noticed Collin standing at the door watching her leave. He glanced over at me and turned to go back in.
I dropped the van off, locked the camera into position and made sure it picked up the room number the clerk had given me. I locked it up and reminded the proprietor of the motel that I had to leave it there overnight and maybe tomorrow. I slipped him another $20 and thanked him for his understanding. He pocketed the money and gave me a high five. With that, I headed home.
Friday night at home was another surprise. Alison had ordered pizza for the kids and she said she had made arrangements for them to go to grandmas tonight and tomorrow. I asked what the occasion was and she said that she liked Wednesday night so much; she wanted to continue it tonight. Did I have a problem? Not so much.
Well, Friday night was much the same as Wednesday night except we did some new things. While I enjoyed them, I had a sick feeling when I thought of where she could have learned them. But, when I asked her about it later, she pulled this book out of her nightstand with a giggle and showed me an article about 'lovemaking after 35'. Damned if it didn't have most of the things we had done the last two nights. For example, she showed me the doggy style position she liked where she laid flat on her stomach with a pillow under her hips. This allowed me to enter from behind but she didn't have to hold herself up on her knees. She loved rear entry but had always complained about her knees hurting. She also wanted me to tittyfuck her since we had never done that and she showed me several other things that she said looked very interesting. She pointed at the pictures and grinned. She promised to give me a blowjob that was very different but wouldn't tell me how. She had learned that from the book as well.
I enjoyed myself that night very much. I tried to do everything she wanted me to and I succeeded pretty much. It took most of the night but so what. I promised myself that I would pick up some Viagra. We lay side by side and I finally got up the nerve to ask her where this was coming from.
"Alison, I love what we're doing and I want so much to please you but I have to ask: where's this coming from? Why now? If I didn't trust you so much, I'd wonder if it wasn't a guilty conscience."
"Sorry Bri. It was something that Naomi said to me last week that I can't repeat. I just keep thinking about us and the girls and our life together and it makes me so happy sometimes that I just need to express myself. I happened to pick this way because I wanted to show you just how much you mean to me."
I listened and it made my heart soar to know that she was happy. But in the next instant, I wondered how she could have an affair if that was true. Should I ask her? What if I made a little noise?
"I'm glad that you feel that way. Are you sure that I make you happy enough? Are you satisfied with our lovemaking or is something lacking and that's why you are doing these new things. You can be honest and tell me."
"I love our love making and you have always satisfied me in every way. I have no reason to want more but I just don't want us to get into a rut where we get so used to things that we let it become routine and unexciting. Can't you see that? Don't you want to always want me this way?"
"You never have to worry about that. I love you and will always love you. I can't imagine doing anything to ruin what we have together."
"That's good because I wouldn't let you. You're mine now and forever."
We spent the rest of the night in each other's arms and that's how we woke. I was pleasantly exhausted but I wanted to take a shower with Alison. I shook her awake and pulled her into the shower with me. She came willingly and with mock irritation. She complained bitterly about being pulled out of her warm bed, but when I let her go she didn't leave. We turned the water on and she quickly moved under the spray, turning to hold her arms out for me to join her.
We soaped each other all over and paid particular attention to each other's more interesting items. I was hard within minutes and she made every effort to keep me that way. She washed and rinsed my now painfully hard cock and then knelt down to take me in her mouth. She really had learned some things from that book and the blowjob she gave me was very satisfying. I grabbed her hair to pull her up when I was about to cum but she just moved her head back and forth in a no, holding on to my hips tightly as she continued to move up and down my shaft. I asked her again if she was sure and she just looked up into my eyes never stopping. I couldn't hold it any more and I put both hands behind her head and began to move my hips forcing my cock into her mouth. She dropped her hands, relaxed her throat somehow and took me all the way in until her face was pressed against my groin, I had no idea how she did that, She took all I gave her and then I came. It was earth shattering for me as I exploded in her mouth. She never flinched as she took my cum. She waited until I was done and then she spit it out onto the shower floor. As she stood up, she looked in my eyes with a plaintive look trying to determine if she had done it properly and pleased me. I let her know with a deep kiss how well she had done. She put both arms around my neck and kissed me back. I was spent but I used my fingers on her and she loved it. She had a hard climax and she seemed to be content. When I asked, she said that she was ready for the day but that she would expect something more that night. With that, we finished the shower and got dressed.
I drove down to the motel lot very early that morning and made sure everything was set. I set all of the timers to begin at 1:00 and made sure that the audio tapes were set for 5 hour recording. The video was DVD and that would take at least 7 hours compressed. That would cover the whole afternoon. I initiated the sequences and locked the van. When those two lovers walked into their love nest, they would become the stars of my new movie and the first showing would make a very loud impression on everyone involved. I drove back home to get my clubs and wish my lovely wife a good day.
That afternoon was horrible by any stretch. I played golf with two guys I met at the club and if my score was any indication, they must feel that I was wasting my money on a club membership. I ended up buying beers for all of us as the big looser. It was just after 5:00 when I drove down to the van to make sure all was in order. I looked over at the room but didn't see any cars or activity so I assumed that they had already left. To be sure, I put in a quick call to my home phone and Alison answered. I just told her I was on my way and hung up.
Since it was so close to the time to meet Alison, I drove home without viewing any of the information I had collected. I really wanted to have it before dinner but than thought about our planned evening. Why not enjoy what she had to offer at least one more time? After all, I did love making love to her and even if she was cheating on me, it shouldn't ruin my evening.
I thought about that but found myself beginning to choke up again. Why was she doing this to me? I loved her more than I could imagine and I didn't know how I was going to go on without her. I knew that if I had the information I expected to see on the surveillance tapes that I would have to proceed with a divorce. I loved her but I couldn't accept her behavior. What about the kids? She was a good mother and she should have custody. That was only right. If she was cheating, she must have some reason that I wasn't aware of. She was a good person who had done a bad thing. OK, I could live with that. She could keep the kids and I would pay child support.
These were the thoughts that occupied my mind as I drove home to meet my wife. I was not sure I could go through with this evening but I had to try. I couldn't confront her until I had proof. In the back of my mind was this tiny voice that kept denying all of the information that I had so far. It kept insisting that something was wrong. I ignored it. Facts were facts. And soon, I would have all the facts I needed.



At home, Alison was already showered and dressed. She said that she would put the finishing touches on when it was time to get ready to leave. In the meantime, I rushed around getting myself ready and we were able to leave right about on time for our reservations.
My wife was beautiful; she was always noticed when we entered a room. She was used to receiving looks from admiring men and just ignored them but I noticed and it had always made me proud. Tonight it was a reminder of what could happen. She was also intelligent and made an excellent dinner partner. We discussed all those things a husband and wife discuss when they have some free time and we had wine with dinner, her more than me since I was driving. She actually seemed to be flirting with me. My wife of 14 years and the mother of my two girls was flirting with me! It almost broke my heart to realize that she might have fucked another man for hours that very afternoon and now was flirting with her husband at dinner.
As we finished the dessert of chocolate mouse, preceded by a small sorbet, we looked at each other and smiled. We were both ready to move this evening to the bedroom at home. I signaled the waiter for the check while Alison went to the powder room. We left hand in hand and walked to the car.
As I turned onto the main street, heading toward our home, Alison moved over beside me and leaned her head to my shoulder. She reached up to take one of my hands from the wheel and pulled it down to her lap. With a little urging, I put my arm around her like we used to do when we were young and in love for the first time. She sighed and relaxed. We drove home this way, quiet but comfortable.
At home, Alison moved around the house making all the little preparations for putting the house to bed and finally looked at me.
"Shall we go upstairs and continue where we left off this morning? I think you owe me something since you only gave me a down payment earlier. Remember?"
"I remember. You lead and I'll follow."
We moved quickly upstairs to the bedroom and Alison stopped in front of the bed, reaching for my hand. I moved to her and she took my hand and slipped it under her soft skirt to the warmth between her legs. To my shock, she was not wearing any panties! She grinned at my surprise and whispered that they were in her purse. She laughed out loud when I looked at her.
"If you were a real romantic, you could have had some fun in the car, but I didn't want you to wreck so I kept it for later. You like?"
"I like. Come her and let me get a better feel."
With that, I unbuttoned the little side button and pulled her skirt down over her hips. As advertised, she was naked from the waist down! I was becoming excited so I quickly stripped my shirt off and my pants followed right after. I was down to boxers and socks. She had removed her top and bra and she was wearing only a single strand of pearls. She reached to remove them but I stopped her hand.
"Leave them on. You looks so sexy standing there with nothing but pearls around your neck. You are incredibly beautiful. I could look at you all night."
"This is a site that only you will ever see. I am yours completely and I want you to do anything to me that you want to. I want this night to be the first night of the rest of our life together."
"Are you sure? Is this what you want? I wouldn't do anything to hurt you or make you feel ashamed: you must know that."
"I trust you completely and I give myself to you completely. I love you with all my heart."
In that instant, I believed her and knew that whatever I found the next day I would not ever give her up. I would deal with tomorrow, tomorrow. For tonight, I would love this woman with all my heart.
We did things that night that I had never done before. We made love in positions that I didn't think were possible and she did things to me that I had never even thought of. She sometimes laughed and quoted a page number when I questioned her on her imagination. But it was a magical night. I know that I had at least three ejaculations and she told me that she had 5 orgasms. I learned to like oral that night, both giving and receiving and she instructed me in ways to use my hands that gave her incredible pleasures. But the final combination of a variation of 69 was incredible. We both came at the same time and neither of us could move for minutes afterwards. God, what a night.
We fell asleep in each other's arms and woke late on Sunday morning. She was reluctant to get up and I suggested an encore of one of our favorites from the night before. She agreed quickly and we made love one time before finally getting up.
Sunday meant that she had to go pick up the girls. I told her that I had to make a quick trip to the site to check on the van and that I would be home soon. She said that she would probably stay at her mom's place for awhile before coming back. That left me time to pick up the tapes from the van and see what they contained. I still had to check the ones in her purse and car but that could come later. She left as I drove to the van.
I got all of the tapes and printouts without a problem and drove the van back to the plant site. I called a cab to pick me up and take me back to my car and drove home. The first thing I did was look at the GPS printout. It told me that her car was indeed at Statler Street where the motel was located and with that my heart almost stopped beating. I had hoped against hope but it was apparently not to be. I almost didn't bother to go any further but I wanted to see the video for myself just to confirm. I turned on the TV and DVD player and inserted the DVD. I pushed play and sat back to have my heart broken.
The picture was perfect and the room was centered in the middle of the screen. I fast forwarded until I saw a car pull in and slowed down to normal speed. I saw Collin Wilson clear as a bell get out of the car and open the door to the room. He went in and shut the door. Again fast forward until another car came into view. I watched as the woman got out and walked to the door. She knocked and Collin opened the door. He smiled and the woman walked to him. Just as she entered the room, she turned to survey the lot and I saw her face. My heart started to hammer in my chest and my pulse was almost off the chart. I stopped the video, went back to the beginning and watched it completely before ejecting it.
"Well, I'll be damned!" I said to myself. I had to call Bill Quinn at home immediately. There was one address I wanted to check and I pulled my wife's address book out of the desk drawer. Sure enough, the address I wanted was there and it was what I thought it might be. I smiled to myself. I now had all the information I needed to put things right.
I called Bill at home and he listened as I told him I needed to speak with him immediately. He told me to come over, but I insisted that we meet someplace else alone, just he and I. He was confused but finally agreed to meet me at the Friday's restaurant close to the office. We met there an hour later. Alison and the girls had called and said that they were going to eat lunch at her mom's and they would be home later. That gave me the time I needed.
I drove to Friday's and met with Bill. I wanted to speak with him first before I showed him the DVD. I had brought the portable player with a 9" screen and headphones so he could watch it there in privacy. He listened to me and I could see him getting more and more angry. At first he refused to believe me and stated over and over that Alison could never do anything like that. I played the tape from Ben's meeting with Collin and then I outlined everything right up to the present and made sure that Ben and Collin were completely implicated in the whole thing. Ben was the least guilty but his cover up had been the beginning of the end for both.
When he heard Collin talk about Alison his face got red and he was furious. He had personally hired Alison and had always treated her with respect, but I calmed him down and told him to watch the DVD before he said any more. As he watched the DVD, I could see his face fall. The pain was obvious and I looked away so as to give him what privacy I could. He watched the whole thing and finally stopped the player. He looked up at me and I waited until he was ready. Once he had calmed down, I made my only request.
"I want both of them fired for violation of the morals clause in their employment contracts and I want them gone by lunchtime Monday. If you agree to that, all of the information I have is yours to do with as you please. I will never mention it again."
Bill looked at me in surprise but began to smile. It was good to see that smile. I didn't want him involved any more than necessary.
"You have my word. It will be done first thing Monday and I will have them escorted off the premises. They are as good as dead to me. I may also take further action but it is best that you not know what that action may be. Fair enough?"
"Fair enough." With that, I gave him the satchel I was carrying with all of the surveillance data except for one small cassette that I kept for myself. I wanted that for my own purposes. My wife was about to get a surprise.
Bill and I talked for another hour or so and we made some additional decisions that we would take care of later in the week. We shook hands as we parted and Bill spoke once more to me before I took my leave.
"You are a good and decent man, Brian. I appreciate what you have done and I respect your control in this matter. Things could have gone very badly if you were more of a hothead. You have my thanks and my respect."
I left feeling better than I had for some time. I headed home to see my family. They had no idea of the changes that were coming.
At home that evening, things were normal and I was in a very good mood. Alison wanted to know what was up but I told her that she would find out tomorrow at work. We were very tired from the night, or nights, before so we went to bed early and only to sleep. Alison wanted me to hold her and I was very glad to do so. We fell asleep in each others arms just as we had the night before.
Monday at work was full of activity. I got a call from Alison at 8:30 wanting to know what was up. I pretended innocence and asked her for details. She said that Bill had asked her to have Ben Cramer and Collin Wilson come to his office right away. She said that they were both in there now and that there was shouting coming from all of them. I told her I was in the dark and to let me know what else happened.
She called 20 minutes later and told me that Bill asked her to have security come to his office right away. She cupped the receiver while she spoke to someone at her desk and then came back on to tell me that Bill asked the guard to escort Ben and Collin back to their desks. She hurriedly hung up and promised to call.
I heard nothing from her for the next hour until she finally called to tell me that both Ben and Collin had been fired and that Bill wanted her to type up disciplinary letters for both. The cause of dismissal was to be violation of the morals clause. She was all excited: this was the most unusual thing to happen in her time as Bill's secretary. She demanded that we go out for lunch together and to discuss this. I agreed.
At lunch, Alison was going on and on about what had transpired that morning. She told me that both had been escorted out of the building and warned never to come back. She said Bill was angry and agitated all morning and even yelled at her once, before quickly apologizing. She finally ran down and asked me what it was all about.
"Why would I know anything about it?"
"Bill told me to ask you when I asked him. He said, 'Ask Brian. He knows all about it and he's the one that opened my eyes to a lot of things.' That's what he said, so you have to tell me."
"Before I tell you what happened, I want you to listen to this tape first."
I handed her the tape of Ben and Collin talking about the motel. She began listening with interest and then I watched her face blanche. She looked at me with eyes wide and mouth forming an 'O' of surprise. She listened to the end and then angrily pulled the phones off.
"That's not true! He's lying! I never went to any motel with him and I never would. You can't believe this tape. Is that what you gave Bill? Does he believe this too?"
"No, he doesn't believe Collin and neither do I. I have to explain something to you and I want you to hear me all the way through. Will you do that?"
As I said that I didn't believe the tape, she relaxed a little but she was still angry and a little scared. She just nodded and motioned me to begin.
"I had overheard Ben and Collin talking just over a week ago. Collin was telling Ben about you and he at the party. He said he got you drunk and then took you out to his car and screwed you in the back seat. He was very graphic about the details and he described what he did and what you did and he told it all to Ben."
"Ben listened and believed what he heard. You'll be happy to know that he was so impressed he wanted Collin to include him in the next meeting. I was confused and tried to think of any way he could be telling the truth. I couldn't believe it but I had to be sure."
Alison tried to interrupt me before I could continue but I just talked over her. I had to get the truth out quickly before she exploded.
"I had Ben talk to Collin and Collin said that he had a motel on Statler Street for Saturday afternoon when you were supposed to get your hair done. I was upset then because how could he know about your hair appointment unless you told him. That's when I mentioned Saturday to you, remember? We made plans for that evening."
"But he wasn't with..." I shushed her with a hand wave and plodded on.
"I decided to be absolutely sure it was really you, so I used one of the company surveillance vans and set it up to track your car and to make a video record of who went into the motel room. I got the desk clerk to make sure of the room he was given so I would know which room to watch and recorded it and looked at everything Sunday. That's when I called Bill and gave everything to him. Ben and Collin were fired at my request."
Alison had listened to me as I told her this story. She still was confused and still couldn't believe that I thought she was with him at the motel.
"But I wasn't with him. I was getting my hair done just as I told you. My parlor is on Statler Street but I didn't know about any motel. Don't you believe me? I actually know who he was with because she told me. It was ....."
I quickly went on, interrupting her before she could get it out. I had to convince her that I had trusted her all along. Not the truth, but the wisest thing to do.
"Yes, I said that I believed you and I'll tell you why. I did get a video record of Collin that day and he did have a woman visit him as he claimed. The woman that visited him in that motel room was Bill's wife, Naomi. I first suspected it after I talked with Jerry Skogins a few days ago. Since Collin claimed that he took you out to his car that night, I asked Jerry if you had been a little drunk and he just laughed telling me that you and his wife were drinking cokes and were inseparable that evening and that you even asked her if she would stay with her to discourage Collin from asking her to dance. He said it was clear that you didn't care much for Collin. When I asked him if Collin ever offered to take you outside for a breath of air, he just laughed and said no way."
"So you actually had doubts about me? You set this all up to spy on me? I'm not sure I like that. You really didn't trust me? Even after Wednesday night and Friday night and again on Saturday?"
"Of course I trusted you but I couldn't explain Collin's story. Why would he say those things if they weren't true. Then it occurred to me that he was trying to distract Ben from knowing who he was really with. If Ben thought it was you, he wouldn't ask any more questions. I had no idea who it was so that's why I had to find out the truth. I just wish it hadn't been Bill's wife. He was devastated."
We talked some more and finally had to go back from lunch. Alison accepted my story about trying to find out who Collin was with and I left it alone. I had really had some doubts and I was ashamed about that, but not sorry that I found out the truth. We were in a good place right now and I didn't want that to change.
Things quieted down at work that afternoon but I got another call from Alison telling me that Bill wanted her to come in to talk to him later that afternoon. I told her I really didn't know what that was about and I think she believed me. I didn't hear any more until later that night at home.
We had dinner, the girls were their normal active selves with phone calls and bathroom meetings and other things only they understood but they finally wound down and went to bed. We enjoyed the silence for a while before Alison told me what Bill had wanted.
"He told me to consider how lucky I was to have a man like you for my husband. He went on and on about trust, and respect and love and what it all meant and what it was like to lose it. He finally told me about Naomi and what she had done and he wanted my advice."
"What did you tell him? Were you able to help him?"
"I couldn't tell him what to do. I only asked him if he really loved her and if he could forgive her. If he could, I urged him to talk to her and let her explain. But I told him if he couldn't get past it and forgive her, to let her go right away. Don't drag it out and don't let it become bitter. He listened to what I said so maybe I helped."
"I'm sure you did. He didn't mention anything else about me?"
"No, nothing else. Why is there something else?"
"Well, yes there is. Bill offered me a position as Corporate Vice President of Investigations. I would have complete control of all the investigators in all the branches around the world and I'd have my choice of locations. We could move to California, or Florida or any place else where we have a branch with more than 5 investigators. I would still report to Bill but only to him. It would mean a lot more money, and perks like stock and other things."
Alison let out a scream and jumped into my lap with her arms around my neck. She couldn't let go and couldn't stop laughing with joy.
"When did this happen? Is it because of what you did today? Is this some kind of reward?"
"Now who's doubting whom? Bill offered this to me 6 months ago. I just wasn't ready to think about it until now. I guess the thought of losing everything that I have made the choice more real somehow. I thought for a time last week that I could lose you. It made me think."
"Brian, you could never lose me like that. Not to someone else. That will never happen and you will never think like that again. Do you hear me? Never again!"
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This is a story of a man who makes his living understanding and helping others understand themselves. He makes informed decisions about the women in his life based on his best perception of them. As a professional man, he believes what he sees, and considers that reality. But he finds that reality and perception are often quite different.
The Basis of Things
perception
noun
a belief or opinion, based on appearances.
reality
noun
1. the state of things as they are, rather than as they are imagined to be.
2. a fact.
Prologue:
I knew as I drove down the lane to my home later that night that Sherrie was angry with me. I couldn't help it but that wouldn't make her any more forgiving. When I called to tell her I was taking a later flight because I had to stay longer than planned, she calmly told me that I could just stay there overnight if I wanted to. Since it would be too late to go to the dinner party, it made little difference to her. Then she proceeded to tell me how much she had been looking forward to this night out with our friends and that she should have known that I would do something to mess it up. While I tried to make some inane promise to make it up to her, she just told me to go back to my meeting. Angrily I told her that maybe Ishould just stay there tonight and let her cool down. She hung up with a slam.
Of course, I had no intention of staying over rather than going home so now, hours later and tired from a late flight it was just past 11:30 at night. I was tired, cranky and not in the mood for what I expected was waiting for me. Well, that was the price I paid for being in demand as a reference source in criminal cases. In this case, my wife's anger was the price. I turned into my street and saw my house just ahead. As I got closer, I saw a car that I didn't recognize sitting in my driveway. My initial thought was that Sherrie had gone out for the evening and some of her friends had stayed with her afterwards. It had been a lot of years since Karen so my thoughts were innocent.
I got out of the car, grabbed my overnight and briefcase and went in through the garage entrance. That led me directly into the kitchen. As I opened the door, I heard Sherrie laughing and saw her sitting there talking with a man that I didn't know. He was younger than I, tall and very well built with sandy colored hair and blue eyes. I immediately disliked him. I shut the door to the garage with more force than necessary to gain Sherrie's attention.
When she saw me, Sherrie's face turned red and I thought I saw a brief flash of disappointment before she turned away. The young man looked up as I came in and I saw a smile form on his face, a smile that I didn't much care for. Ignoring me, Sherrie stood up, still chuckling, as did he and they moved out of the kitchen into the foyer where Sherrie must have said goodnight. Just as I was about to follow them to see what was taking so long, I heard the door open and then close. I waited as Sherrie came back into the kitchen.
I controlled my anger well enough to speak calmly.
"May I ask who that was and why he was in my kitchen at midnight while I wasn't here?"
"You can ask, but I don't think it's any of your business. He was my guest and that's all you have to know."
As tired as I was, I guess my judgment was not what it should have been, because her answer, combined with my irritation, forced me to respond in a way not typical for me.
"I will ask you one more time, and this time I expect an answer.Who the fuck was that man in my goddamned kitchen!?"
Sherrie stepped back and dropped down into one of the chairs, her mouth open and her eyes wide. I had never talked to her like that before. She was caught stuttering an answer and she cowered down with her head between her hunched shoulders.
"Tha . . . that . . . , that was Brian Market. He's a good friend. Of Marilyn's I mean. I was at her place tonight and she asked him to follow me to be sure I got home all right. We pulled in just before you did. That's all it was."
I just glared at her as I listened to her answer. I had never thought to doubt my wife before this but with her attitude on the phone and her attitude when I walked in, I had doubts for the first time in our 3-year marriage. I suddenly remembered Karen.
"Why would anyone have to follow you home from Marilyn's place? It's only two blocks for Christ's sake. And why would you allow him in the house at midnight when I wasn't home?"
"Why wouldn't I? He was simply making sure I got home and I was being courteous. Maybe Marilyn was worried about me. You certainly weren't! You weren't even here."
I decided that I wasn't going to do this now. I was tired, I was angry, and my wife was being bitchy. Nothing good was going to come from this. Without another word, I turned, walked away and went upstairs to get ready for bed. A good night's sleep was what I needed just now and tomorrow was Saturday. I could sleep in and deal with her then.
I took a quick shower, brushed my teeth and toweled my hair dry enough to sleep and climbed into bed. I decided to read for a few minutes to unwind. I pulled a novel out of the side table and began. After about five minutes, Sherrie walked quietly in and went in to get ready for bed. I said nothing.
Sherrie came back into the bedroom and climbed into bed. She lay back with her hands across her bosom and watched me as I read. She seemed like she wanted to say something but I calmly closed my book after folding the corner of the page to mark my place and put it aside. I turned off the bedside light and lay back, turning my back to her to discourage any conversation.
"Stuart, I'm sorry for answering you that way. It was inappropriate for me to have had Brian in my home with you gone, especially this late at night. It was really very innocent as I told you but still, it should not have happened. I'm sorry."
I listened, accepted what she told me but for some reason, I wasn't satisfied. Something was nagging at me. I decided not to make an issue of this tonight when I was tired and ready for a fight.
"Goodnight Sherrie. We'll talk tomorrow."
She obviously wanted to continue with her explanation and her denials but I refused to respond to anything more so she finally gave up. I woke once about an hour later to feel her shaking beside me, crying quietly. For some reason that gave me some satisfaction, enough to get back to sleep. I was exhausted and slept until well into the next morning. It was a weekend so I didn't have to go in today. I needed the day off anyway.
I normally didn't eat breakfast so when I did get up, I went to the kitchen for a cup of coffee and padded out to the mailbox to get the paper. This was my morning routine and I saw no reason to break it, just because I was still furious from my wife's actions of the night before. She wasn't anywhere around so I took my newspaper to the patio and enjoyed the silence with my coffee and paper. I wanted the time to think of what it was that had me so upset.
I knew that part of my reaction had to do with the actions of my first wife, Karen. She had been unfaithful and that had resulted in a divorce. I had not thought a lot about her over the years but I now tried to remember her actions before I became aware of her infidelity. There were few, if any, warning signs and I was caught unaware. I could say the same of Sherrie: there had been no actions that warranted increased suspicion on my part. Until now, that is. Just like Karen.
While I was still thinking about last night, Sherrie walked out to the patio and sat down across from me. She waited until I acknowledged her presence and then started right in.
"As I tried to tell you last night, nothing happened or was going to happen. What you saw was perfectly innocent. I was simply trying to be nice to a friend of Marilyn's for making sure I got home OK. She knew that I had one or two drinks and she was worried. I had only met Brian that evening so it was natural to invite him in to get to know him a little. That was all. You took it wrong and I was partly at fault for being snotty with you. That was only because I was still angry with you for causing our evening to be cancelled."
"Why did you go over there last night? I thought you would just go on to the party as planned. Why did you end up with your single friend and her boyfriends?"
"I didn't want to go to the party without you. Rather than stay in and stew, I went over to see Marilyn. She was alone until Brian came later. He was just visiting and he's living over on the east side going to college there. Apparently Marilyn knew his brother. They dated for a while. That's all."
"You seem to know a lot about someone you just met."
Sherrie was becoming agitated, and she was beginning to get angry. I was not going to have an argument with her so I preempted her tirade.
"What you did last night may have been totally harmless and well intentioned, but there is a saying. 'Perception is reality to the perceiver'. In other words, what is true in reality makes no difference to the one who sees or believes something else. The reality is that I came home unexpectedly and found you with a man in our home with me not here. In fact, you had no idea of when or if I would even be home at all. That can be misinterpreted very easily and I could have done that last night. If I had, we would have had a major problem. As it is, I am still trying to decide how I feel about it. I wasn't home and you had a man in our home. Do you understand what I am saying? Do you understand the perception that leaves on me?"
Sherrie listened to me and I think she was frightened of what I might think. While she had apologized, she knew that she had made a very big mistake and that it could have turned out very badly. As a matter of fact, it still could.
"I understand what you're saying. I know I gave you the wrong idea and it was stupid of me. I'm sorry. It won't happen again."
"I'm glad. I was surprised and suspicious of you for the first time in our marriage. It's going to take some time for me to trust you again. Just remember, in the future, there will be no misunderstanding if it happens again. Since you know how I feel, there will be no room for explanations. I will not go through that hell again."
I was talking about my divorce from Karen, but Sherrie probably didn't know that. I had never completely revealed the whole story to her. Just enough to let her know that infidelity was the grounds for our divorce. Sherrie however, must have understood how serious I saw last night.
"Yes. It won't happen again. You have no reason to be suspicious of me. You know I love you and only you."
"That's what I thought before last night. Now, I don't know."
"Please, Stuart. Don't think like that. I do love you. Believe it."
Sherrie and I circled around each other rest of the day, neither mentioning the prior evening. I was still feeling uncertain and very nervous about what I had seen and Sherrie could sense it. I think she was hoping I would just let it drop. Maybe I should have but not me. It prayed on me throughout the day. I had seen what I had seen and that was reality. My belief in her fidelity had been shaken.
We spent the day doing odds and ends around the house before Sherrie let me know that she was going over to see Marilyn. She said she wanted to see if she would go with her to the opening of an art show featuring a young woman artist we both knew. I had a previous commitment and couldn't go with her, but I was unprepared for the sudden surge of anger that accompanied her statement. Before I could control my self, I said some things.
"Are you going to see Marilyn or Brian Market?"
Sherrie looked at me in surprise before answering. I think I also saw a brief flash of guilt. I am very perceptive when it comes to feelings and I read faces quite well. I was sure of what I saw.
"Stuart! Why would you ask me that? I'm going to see Marilyn. I don't even know whether Brian will still be there. He is just a friend of Marilyn's so I don't even know where he lives. What's wrong with you? My God, he's the same age as Mickey? Why are you being this way?"
"Because you did something that gave me reason to suspect you. You had a man in our home knowing that I was not there. That worries me. It makes me wonder why you did it."
"You're being crazy. I already apologized for that but it was innocent and you know that. What more do you want me to say?"
"I don't want you going over to Marilyn's all the time now that I know about Brian Market. She's single and looking for a husband so I would guess she has a lot of eligible men around her. You forget: you're not eligible."
"Fine. I won't go, but you're being ridiculous. Marilyn dates men her own age. I told you he's just a kid. I have no interest in anyone besides you."
Things finally calmed down and Sherrie made it clear that she was not going to do anything that I could be upset about. She called Marilyn and they talked about the art show and did make arrangements to go. I listened in just for my own satisfaction and then forgot it.
With that, we moved back into our normal routine. But, I was still thinking of Karen and what had happened. I again tried to remember if there were any clues.
The Beginning: Karen
My name is Stuart Ransom. I am 48 years old. When I was just 30, I married my first wife, Karen Wallace. Karen was my age and she and I had known each other in college, years before we began to date. My impression of Karen was that she was wild and free and a lot of fun but that she was a good and loyal friend. She was someone that I enjoyed being with and she seemed to like being with me. That was my belief, my perception of the Karen I thought I knew.
I met Karen again at a party one night after I came back from the service, ready for a steady girl. Karen was always ready to go party but I liked her style and the sex was phenomenal. We began to go steady and we just assumed that we would finally marry. Our romance was very low key and very uneventful but we felt suited to each other. We were quite happy and I finally asked her to marry me. She accepted and we were married in a big ceremony with lots of friends and family. Things were great and life looked good.
I had graduated from college and put in some time on in-service training for Psychiatry before going into the military. I needed something physical before going to work for the rest of my life so I joined the military and volunteered for Special Services. I reuped once and I was able to finish my internship at one of the military field hospitals and had returned home and proudly opened my own practice of psychiatry. Karen kept her job at one of the legal firms in town as a secretary and together, we did quite well. Well enough that we decided to have a baby. I wanted one very much but Karen was less enthusiastic. She did agree, however, and we began working hard to get pregnant. It only took four months and nine months later Michelle was born.
Right from the start, it was clear that she was my daughter more than her mother's. Karen was competent and a good mother who did all the right things but it was clear that she would rather be out with friends or at a movie or dinner with another couple, almost anything rather than home with the baby. Things didn't get any better as time went on and when Mickey was 18 months old, Karen finally declared that she was going back to work. She had already called to see if her old job was available and she planned to start the following week. My protestations to the contrary she had made up her mind and that was that. She arranged for day care for Michelle and went back to work full time.
It was sometime later, when Mickey turned three that I noticed Karen had changed. She was going out more, coming in later and our love life had all but disappeared. I was working long hours trying to cement my practice and didn't really pay that much attention but I finally caught on when I came home one evening unexpectedly to find Karen in a compromising position on the couch with a man I had never met.
I told Karen that morning that I would probably not be home much before 7:00 or 7:30. I had a meeting with an attorney who had asked for my help and it was across town so I knew, with traffic, it would be at least then before I could make it home. However, the attorney cancelled at the last minute so I left the office just after 5:00 p.m. and was home 30 minutes later. That was how I walked in to see Karen on our couch with her blouse open and this guy with his hand down inside. She had her eyes closed and she was making approving noises as I walked in. Neither one heard me as I entered and I just stood there dumbfounded.
I finally broke free of the stupor that held me and walked directly over to them, grabbing a fistful of collar from the man. I pulled him up bodily and slammed him into the wall next to the couch. Karen had suddenly noticed the lack of her lover's hands and opened her eyes just as the scumbag slid to the floor. She screamed.
"Oh God, don't kill him! Please, don't hurt him. This isn't what it looks like. This is the first time I've ever done anything like this and I'm sorry. Please let him go! It's not his fault."
I ignored her, waiting for the scumbag to get up. I saw that he was at least 50 pounds heavier than I and probably a good two inches taller. I could see tattoos peaking out of the collar of his shirt and some on his well-developed forearms. I looked over at Karen.
"I'll deal with you later. Just get the fuck up and get out of this room. This is my house and this scumbag is leaving it right now." I turned back to the dirtbag. "Do you hear me, scumbag? Get your ass up and get out!"
Scumbag was now sizing up the situation. He saw my size and he knew in his own mind that he could take me. Maybe he thought that would make up for my ruining his fuck session. He smiled an evil little smile as he rose up. He brushed the imaginary dirt off his shirt and tried to stare me down. That failed, so he decided to make it a short fight with a little bravado.
"Don't worry babe. I'll show hubby how to treat a woman like you after I get his attention. You and me are gonna make him watch. I promise not to hurt him too bad. Just keep that pussy nice and wet for me."
Karen yelled at him to just get out before he did anything stupid, but he looked over at her with disgust and shook his head 'no'. Too bad for him. He gave me that stupid shit eating grin again which made me really mad. He threw what he thought was a knockout punch at my head but I simply leaned back out of the way. He spun around with the momentum of his swing and I politely waited till he could relocate me, now standing behind him. He turned with several swear words and stopped. He now tried a new tact. He came at me with both arms out in front like he was going to hug a tree. As he got within reach, I simply swung my leg up and caught him in the crotch. He went down like a sack of wet shit.
By this time, Karen had given up and gone to our bedroom. She knew my background and knew that shithead was going to get his ass kicked. There was nothing she could do about it and she was smart enough to know that. And anyway, she probably figured she had to get her story straight. She had to make it good for me so that she could get out of this without losing her meal ticket.
For background, I used to be the resident shrink for a Special Forces team stationed in Afghanistan before the second Gulf War and I had mastered almost every form of martial arts there was. Our job was to restrict the drug traffic out of Afghanistan into the States and we had to deal with a lot of the local warlords. They were hard men and understood force, but not much else. I knew a lot of ways to kill a man quickly or slowly, but even more ways to make him wish that I would just kill him. More on this later. Too bad for shithead: he didn't know that. Oh well, education is a wonderful thing.



Once he had his breath back, shithead decided to be more cautious. He backed away. Well now, that wasn't going to work for me. I couldn't beat the shit out of him if he was going to run away so I advanced on him with my arms slack at my sides and my hands open. As I got within reach, I raised my right hand and smacked him across the face with a resounding crack! This was not designed to hurt: only to anger, and boy, was he angry! He swore a lot and rushed me again, all caution forgotten. I watched him come and met him with a fist to the solar plexus. The air whooshed out of his lungs and he had this stupid look of surprise on his face as he sank to his knees, both hands held tight against his stomach, and gasping for breath. I suddenly just felt tired of him and this crap. This time when he finally got back up, I decided to end it. I took his rush head on, slipped sideways and brought my hand up in a chopping motion to the side of his neck, low and toward the front. I was careful not to crush his larynx: I didn't want to kill him. He stopped dead, as if he had run into a tree. I knew he was struggling to breathe. His breathing reflex was semi paralyzed by the blow. I could see the fear in his eyes now. He knew he was a dead man.
After watching him struggle for a few seconds, I saw the panic and pain in his eyes and felt sorry for him. I reached over to pinch just the right spot, relaxing the spasm I had caused. He gasped and staggered back, all fight gone. He sucked in huge gulps of air as he tried to get the cobwebs out of his oxygen deprived brain. He tried several times to speak and finally croaked out something.
"I'm sorry man. God, you scared the crap out of me. I thought I was gonna die. I promise you this ain't never gonna happen again. Your wife's safe with me from now on. Just promise you're not gonna kill me."
I looked at him in disgust but needed to ask.
"Was this the first time? How many times have you fucked my wife? I want the truth. Lie and I'll make sure you won't ever screw another man's wife."
"Man, no. This was the first time for me. Maybe other guys, yeah, them's the ones told me about her, but not me. I just met her this week. Never before man, never. Swear to God!"
"Where did you meet her? Who were the guys that told you about her? Tell me!"
"I work for a guy that uses one of the lawyers at her place. My boss said he did her and she was good in the sack. That's the truth man." As my face clouded with anger, he backed away and finally croaked, "Don't kill the messenger, man."
I believed him so I just stepped back pointing at the door. He left in a hurry, carrying his shoes and jacket with him. He didn't even bother to say goodbye. Rude bastard.
I sat on the couch, that only a few minutes ago had been the scene of the end of my marriage and I cried. I just sat there and cried. I had only loved one woman in my life and that was Karen. I was simply overwhelmed. I had no idea of what I was going to do but at that minute, I knew that my life had changed forever. I loved Karen with all my heart, but I knew that love had just been dealt a death blow. I began to feel a void grow in my chest starting from where my heart was. It continued to grow and a darkness spread from it to my mind. As it grew, I slowly felt a feeling of emptiness take hold.
I wiped my face, splashed some water on to clear my eyes and walked up to the bedroom to confront my wife. She was sitting on the bed. She had been crying but was calm now, apparently relieved that I had let shithead leave without killing him. I sat down beside her and just waited.
"What can I say? This was the first time I had ever done anything like this. I met Carlo last week at the office and we got to talking. I told him where I lived, but I never gave him the address. He must have looked it up. He showed up here today and one thing led to another and you walked in on the result. I am so glad you did. You stopped me from doing something very stupid. I'm sorry, so, so sorry. Please forgive me?"
I won't go into a lot of detail but what happened was that I listened to her, discounted everything she told me and decided to find out for myself. My perception of Karen had now changed and my belief was that she was a tramp. I soothed her by telling her I believed her and that everything was going to be fine. She calmed down, actually being stupid enough to believe me. We made love, since I got to them before she did anything with shithead but it was without feeling on my part. The emptiness I had felt growing had taken me over completely. She really outdid herself. I may live for another 50 years but I don't honestly think I will ever find anyone else who could give a blowjob like Karen. She had an awesome mouth. Dumb bitch! She had it made and she fucked it up.
Three months later, a private investigator's report, complete with pictures of her and two other shitheads that I didn't know, and we were off to divorce court. She cried and cried and wanted to talk about it and explain, but I knew that I had to end it now. Cold turkey! I am a very smart man as you can guess and I really stuck it to her. The emptiness gave me that edge that eliminated any need to be generous or forgiving. She got off with just half of the marital assets in the local banks and we sold the house and split the proceeds. Since it was mortgaged to the hilt, we split half of almost nothing. I refused spousal support and when she balked, I threatened to send the report to her father in San Diego. He was very wealthy and she was his only offspring so she was looking ahead to Daddy's money when he croaked. As a result, she was scared to death of her father cause he actually liked me, so she buckled like a wet noodle. The divorce was signed and that was the last I saw of her. Oh, yes. I got full custody of Mickey. She had visitation rights but never used them. It just goes to show that sometimes your perception of someone can be so totally wrong.
Life Goes On: Me and Mickey
So, there I was, now a single father, 33 years old with a growing practice in psychiatry, making good money and already divorced. My life looked grim, trying to raise a daughter by myself. I had to find some way to get rid of the empty feeling so it would not affect my daughter. I decided then and there to begin to do some of the things that I had planned earlier in my life. I needed some money and I needed help quickly.
One more thing to know about me. Because of some of the things we did in Special Forces in places like Afghanistan long before the first Gulf War, me and some of my buddies were able to make a few bucks under the noses of our commanding officers. The drug trade was flourishing and we just thought it was our due to confiscate some of the dollars from the locals. It was a safe bet that they wouldn't complain and we were not a group that they wanted to make enemies. By way of warning, we found the meanest son of a bitch Tribal Leader in one of the many mountain ranges there, took him out, and mounted his head on a sharp stick. That was a very well recognized sign to the locals. It worked to a degree but we decided it needed a booster shot so we picked another mover and shaker and took him and his lieutenants out. Our rep was sealed, and we had few complainers. So, by the time I was done, I had a nice piece of change in several numbered accounts in Switzerland. No one, including Karen, knew about this part of my life and she knew nothing about the money. I had never had reason to touch it and of course, I never talked about it.
After the divorce was final, I pulled some money out of one of those accounts and invested it in a fund set up for Mickey for her education. I still had plenty of money elsewhere and I only drew on it as needed. My practice was beginning to take off and I had enough coming in to let the rest of it ride. Karen could never touch any of the funds I earned from now on since they were post marriage funds. She never learned of the other monies either.
So now it was just my daughter and I. We moved to a nice apartment just a short walk from my office and I hired a wonderful older nanny to make sure I didn't ruin Mickey's youth. She would give me the time I needed to find my way again and to let the hatred and pain of Karen's betrayal fade. They took to each other right away and made my life much more fun. I loved Mickey to death and I would have spoiled her every which way but nanny Grace made sure that didn't happen. Mickey grew up to be a wonderful girl and a beautiful one to boot. Her beauty she got from her mother. From me, she got her independent spirit and her love of adventure.
I spent more and more time at my practice and took an interest in the psychology of antisocial behavior. I loved the challenge of dealing with people who appeared normal in almost all respects but were deeply troubled and suffered from phobias, obsessions and other neurosis. I thought maybe it would help explain Karen. I took only those clients who could pay well and those whose obsessions were not public knowledge. I gradually got the reputation of one who could be trusted to get those people who were famous out of trouble. My client base grew as the years passed and I found myself more and more fascinated with the criminal element in that subset of famous people I treated.
More than one of my clients had committed a serious crime of some sort at one time or the other and I had been subpoenaed many times to testify in court. Criminal behavior was not protected by doctor/client privilege but I had a way of testifying that also included exculpatory information based on their psychosis. My reputation now included what some called forensic psychology. In any event, I would testify for $25,000 for any of my clients. I would not testify if I didn't know the client or hadn't sufficient time to be certain. My reputation grew, adding integrity to my resume.
As I became more and more well known, I dated less and less. At age 38, I wanted no complications in a life already complicated enough. Even now, five years later, Karen was never far from my mind when I did date and I found it hard to find a way to trust any woman. Only nanny Grace and Michelle. Those were the only women I needed or trusted. I did date occasionally and more than once I used the services of a very discrete escort service. I will say those girls were well trained. They were very knowledgeable and I usually sent them home early in the morning well paid. It kept the edge off.
Mickey turned 13 and we had a major blowout party. She invited all of her friends and I had rented out a bowling alley since that was the 'in thing' at the time. She must have had more than 60 kids there that night and I just had the concession stand do what they normally did. I paid for everything that evening and the kids enjoyed the party tremendously. At least Mickey said they did and she would know. Nanny Grace was there but she only watched and smiled a great deal. She and Mickey were more like friends now, not nanny and ward, but Grace had only to speak and Mickey listened.
At the party, I met many of the parents, especially mothers, of the girls. I was sort of famous and a lot of the mothers were very friendly. I tried to be gracious and well behaved but my eye was wandering a lot. Once, I was very tempted to ask the mother of one of the girls if she would consider meeting me later, but I noticed she looked a lot like Karen. That stopped me cold. I spent the rest of the evening just smiling and watching.
Time passed and Mickey had grown into a teenaged woman. I was proud of her in so many ways. She was a sweet, pretty young girl who had a lot of friends and always seemed to have someplace to go or someone to see. Grace always knew who, where and when and if I asked, she always had the answers. I knew Mickey was in good capable hands, but it had been almost nine years since we had a woman in our lives. I began to pay more attention to the females around us.
A New Start: Helen
It was just after Mickey's birthday party that I met Helen. She was one of the mothers that I met at the party but she was a single mother, about mid 30s, and that made all the difference. She and her husband Chad were not divorced yet but they were officially separated. She was extremely good looking and intelligent. Someone, I can't remember who now, introduced us and wanted to set us up on a date. With my recent introspection, I decided to give it a try. Helen was hot! She was about 5' 6", with long black hair and dark eyes. She had a very nice figure with a chest that promised good things. She always looked nice and she seemed very intelligent when I met her for the first time. We went out, and seemed to hit it off very well. My immediate perception was that if Helen was all I thought she was, she could be perfect for me.
I called her a day later and we made plans to have dinner. We had a few more dates and they were enough to make me want to see more of her. I decided to take the plunge and asked her if she would consider going away with me for a weekend. She hardly thought about it before telling me she would be delighted. We planned a weekend away for just the two of us at a nice resort in San Quintin on the Baja. I had been there before and knew it was perfect. It had a wonderful restaurant called Los Jardines that I knew Helen would love. I chartered a small plane with a pilot and we arrived early on a Friday afternoon.
Once we had checked in, Helen put on a pair of very short shorts with a tank top that was also just a size too small. For me, it was perfect. She put on a pair of sandals and pirouetted for me.
"How do I look? Would you go out with me looking like this?"
"We certainly could go out and give all of the locals a heart attack but I have a much better idea. I think you should take those tight things off and come over her and sit on my lap while I try to measure you for something better?"
She giggled, walked over to me and pulled the top over her head, pushing her 34C's in my face. I was very pleased with this development. We had made love twice before but both times were awkward and tentative. This time, we had three days to learn about each other and I was looking forward to the education. It would seem that finally my perception of someone was correct. Time would tell.
Helen pulled my face to her breasts and encouraged me to take her nipples into my mouth. I was happy to oblige. I worked on both breasts while trying to slide her shorts down over her ample hips. She was making things difficult, while laughing at my attempts. She finally took mercy on me and stood up. She stepped back and watched my face as she slid her shorts down to the floor. She was wearing no panties. She stepped out of them and stood before me in all her glory. She was magnificent!
I also stood up, hurrying to take off my clothes. I couldn't get naked fast enough. As I finally got free of everything, she had moved over to me and put both hands on my chest. She rubbed her hands up and down my chest, over my stomach and down to just above my now erect cock. She teased me this way for a minute, just watching my eyes. When I could finally take no more, she dropped to her knees, sat back and took my cock in her hands. She stroked me a few times, making sure I was hard and ready and took me into her warm mouth. She used her tongue to moisten the head and the first few inches before sliding her lips down and over the first half. She moved back and then repeated the motion, beginning a slow in and out motion. As she did this, she was sucking gently, her cheeks collapsing inward. It was the most erotic sight I had ever seen. I thought Karen gave great head. Helen could give her lessons.
As I began to enjoy the sensations, Helen began to take more and more of me inside her mouth. She finally succeeded in taking all I had without gagging. She looked up at me with those dark eyes of hers as she dropped her hands into her lap. I looked sideways to the mirror and what I saw was something I will never forget. I saw a beautiful woman with golden skin on her knees, sitting back against her heels. Her back was perfectly straight, her head was tilted slightly upward and her hands were sitting quietly in her lap. The contrast of the pure bikini white skin around her tits and pussy next to the golden skin was erotic as hell. She was moving slowly up and down my shaft and I saw a man in heaven.
As I watched my reflection in the mirror, I moved my hands behind her head and held her motionless as I began to move my hips to drive my cock into her warm wet mouth. I started to fuck her mouth and she seemed to like this as I watched her face twist into a smile. I begin to move in and out, leaving just the head in on each stroke and holding back as long as I could. I looked down into her eyes and told her that I was not going to last too much longer. She sucked a little harder for a second, letting me know that it was OK to continue and I nodded. I finally let nature take its course. I began to pump a little faster and a little harder. She seemed fine but reached up to put one hand around the base of my cock to protect her throat if I got a little too aggressive. I felt the contraction of my balls and I knew I had to let it go. I began to really pump into her faster and faster. She reached up with her other hand to grab my balls and gently squeezed them as I was moving in and out. I finally felt the semen pump up the tube and out into her mouth. I came for what seemed like ages. She continued to suck until I began to shrink. She opened her mouth to let me out.
I was panting and almost out of breath. That was the most intensive climax that I could remember having. I looked down at her sitting there, smiling at me. I reached down and pulled her up and held her body next to mine. I kissed her hair, her forehead, her nose and finally her mouth. That wonderful mouth that had given me so much pleasure. I could taste myself on her but I didn't mind at all. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me back with passion. I could feel my cock slowly responding, probably because of the little pill I had taken several hours ago. She pulled back and looked down in surprise and apparently some joy based on the smile that formed on her face.
"What have we here? I am quite surprised, but pleasantly so. It seems that someone wants to play some more. Any thoughts?"
I released her and walked over to the bed to sit down. My legs were still shaky and I wasn't sure I could remain upright.
"I'm still trying to get my head to think again. You literally blew my mind just a minute ago. I can't even begin to describe what I felt. Where'd you learn to do that? God, it was incredible."
"A girl can't tell all of her secrets. And it wasn't your mind I was blowing. Are you prepared to return the favor?"
"I'll do my damndest. I don't know if I could ever compete with that, but I'll give it a try. Come over here to the bed and sit down."
She came over to where I was sitting and stopped in front of me. Her close trimmed pussy was almost directly in line with my face and she moved as close as she could, straddling my legs while taking my head in her hands.
"I think I'll remain standing if you don't mind. I like looking down at you. Maybe if you do a really good job, I won't be able to stand very long. Think?"
I took the hint and pulled her into my mouth. I used my tongue to moisten her outer lips and to begin the job of opening her up. I ran my tongue up and down her lips and found her clit just beginning to stick out. I nibbled on that little bump until it was standing proud and then took it between my teeth. She seemed to like that since I could feel her trying to force her crotch down my throat. I used my fingers as well, neglecting neither her pussy nor her clit. I continued this until I could feel her breathing become ragged and her hips moving almost constantly. I reached around behind her and massaged her cheeks as I used my tongue to drive into her as deeply as I could. I wanted to give her the same pleasure she had given me and I tried to make this as good for her as I could. I used two fingers and finally three as I plunged them into her. As I did this, I used my teeth and my tongue on her clit, stimulating her even more. I moved my hand faster and faster, as my mouth pulled and nipped at her clit and I used the other hand to hold her in place. She was now moaning almost continuously and her hips had begun to buck into my face faster and faster. Her hands behind my head had been holding me tightly but now were becoming demanding. My neck was beginning to ache from the strain.



As our actions reached a frenzied pace the combination of my fingers and my tongue took her to the edge and finally she tumbled over. I almost suffocated as she mashed my face into her pulsing sex and held me there until the crest passed and she finally began to relax. I gratefully inhaled air as she released me. She staggered back and fell face down on the bed beside me. She was still breathing heavily and I watched her with a small feeling of pride. I had done that to her. Damn!
Fortunately, I was looking at one of the finest asses I had ever had the pleasure of seeing this close up. She obviously kept herself in trim and her little ass was tight but very well proportioned. I reached over to slide my hand across her soft skin. It felt wonderfully warm and soft. I moved it up and down those two bumps of pleasure and loved the feel. I noticed that my erection was now fully back and ready to go.
She had fallen face down on the bed with her legs over the edge and her feet touching the floor. I rose from the bed and moved behind her and between her spread legs. As I put my hands on her thighs she looked over her shoulder at me with surprise on her face.
"Are you ready to do what I think you're going to do?"
"I thought since you seem to be so tired, I would just let you stay there while I investigate the back entrance. Any problem?"
"I have a big problem with that. I want to watch you. Maybe we can try the back entrance later but first, I need you to come in the front door."
With that, she rolled over and scooted up the bed, beckoning me to follow. I climbed onto the bed and crawled over to straddle her hips. My legs were outside of hers and I moved up so that I could let my cock fall between her breasts. She watched me with a smile on her face and no fear whatsoever. She was ready for whatever I wanted to do. What I wanted was to fuck her, but first I wanted to feel her tits around my cock. I reached for her hands, but she beat me to it. She squeezed her tits around my cock and smiled as I began to rock my hips foreword and back. The feeling was great and she squeezed tightly, making the friction high. This was great and I would do this again later, but first to business.
"That's as good as I thought it would be but I want to bury this in that wonderful pussy of yours. Are you ready?"
"I've been ready for a long while. But everything else felt so good, it made this seem like dessert. Put it in and cum inside me. It's safe."
With her words, I quickly moved between her legs. She pulled her legs up so that she had her feet flat on the bed and her legs bent at the knees. I entered her easily since she was very wet and relaxed. I pushed in slowly, allowing her to accommodate me until I was buried as far as I could go. I stopped there and pulled her legs up and onto my shoulders. She raised her hips slightly allowing me to go even deeper and I finally felt our pelvis' touch. Once fully in, I moved back out and then in again. The second plunge was perfect and she sighed with pleasure. I set up a steady motion, pushing into her until I was buried all the way and then back out, leaving just the head inside. I repeated this, slowly increasing my pace until I was rocking in and out steadily.
Having already cum once, I had some stamina and I was able to continue fucking Helen this way for almost 10 minutes until I could feel the telltale tingle of my coming climax. I let her know that I was close and she put her hands on my arms and squeezed, letting me know it was OK to let go. I went even faster and plunged even deeper until I felt the fluid moving into my cock. I gave one more deep push and held still as I shot string after string of sperm deep into her womb. She must have climaxed as well, since I looked down at her as she remained silent to see her mouth open in a silent scream. She suddenly went limp and let out a huge sigh.
We remained there in each others arms as we returned reluctantly to the world around us. I felt spent and drained but totally relaxed and happy. Her smile seemed to convey the same feeling. I just held her, not needed words or actions. We fell asleep that way and woke several hours later. We made love again, this time actually getting to try doggie. She was as good at this as everything else and I lost my control very quickly. We came together and finished off with a shower. Since this was only Friday and we had the whole weekend ahead of us, we decided to get dressed and go to dinner. The restaurant was Los Jardines and the food was excellent: a mix of Mexican and California light. We both filled up until we were stuffed and then sat back with a bottle of wine and enjoyed the music. We were so tired after our day that we went back to the room and just fell asleep, fully clothed and exhausted.
Helen and I spent the entire weekend screwing each other's brains out. I was totally spent by Saturday night and wasn't sure if I could go another round for at least a week. That was until Helen came in dressed in a thong! That's right, only a thong. Well, I was up and running again and we finished the weekend in bed, stopping only for room service a couple of times. We finally had to stop to get dressed and get to our charter plane. I had told the pilot to return for us Sunday just after lunch. As I loaded our bags in the taxi for the airport, I knew that I wanted to spend more time with Helen after we got home. I believed she was perfect and I was ready to go to the next level with her. My perception was again telling me she was the one.
Once we arrived in L.A., I drove Helen home from the airport. We didn't talk much since we were both wiped out but Helen was uncharacteristically quiet. I didn't press until I got her inside her door. Her daughter was staying with the father for the weekend and they wouldn't be home for hours. This was the perfect time.
"Helen, what's bothering you? You haven't said a word since we left San Quintin? Did I do something wrong?"
Helen simply shook her head no but said nothing else. She was obviously distressed. I tried again.
"Helen, please talk to me. I had so much fun with you this weekend and I would like to take our relationship to the next level. Can we discuss it?"
Helen finally looked deep into my eyes. I could tell she had been crying and I knew something was coming.
"Chad wants to move back home and give our marriage another try. He asked me Thursday when he picked up Caroline. He has agreed to marriage counseling and anything else I think is necessary. I told him I would think about it and let him know tonight."
Even though I was shocked by this, I took it well. I was actually relieved that it wasn't something I had done. And after the session we had just had, there was no way she could say yes. Was there?
"What are you going to say? You're going to say no, right?"
"I'm going to say yes. I never stopped loving Chad but I thought he had stopped loving me. He said that wasn't the problem and he wanted to give it another try. He asked for my help and support and I'm ready to give it to him."
"But, we had such a great time this weekend. What about that?"
"That's why I'm willing to try again. If you and I can get along so well and be so intimate after only a short time, what could I do with Chad if we really tried? I have to try anything and everything for my marriage."
She took my face in her hands and looked deep into my eyes.
"Can you accept that? Are you willing to just walk away if I ask you? Unless you do, I don't think I can make this work."
"If you ask me, I will. But you have to know that it's not what I want. Are you sure it's what you want?"
"I'm sure for now. It may not work and it may all fall apart but I have to try. For Caroline's sake and for mine."
We talked a little more, but in the end, my only choice was to walk away. It hurt quite a bit but I was glad it was early in the relationship. It didn't hurt like Karen, but it was still painful. I did as she asked and never tried to contact her again, but I often looked back.
The Ocean Cruise: Rachael
Well, after one divorce and one promising relationship that went south in a flat out hurry, I wasn't ready to try again so soon. I just went to work and let time heal all wounds as they say. About two years later, I asked my lovely teenage daughter what she would like to do with her summer break. She would be out of school in another two weeks and I suggested she think of a treat. I was thinking of a trip to Paris, somewhere in the south like Mexico or even to someplace exotic, like one of the Hawaiian islands or the Bahamas. She had other ideas.
It was about a week later that she came to me with her plan. She wanted to take a cruse, going down along the coast of California and Mexico. She wanted to take at least two weeks and she wanted to take one of her friends. She wanted to take Susan Barlow, but Susan could only go if she took her Aunt Rachael as a chaperone. It would be wonderful: she could shop, see all the places in Mexico that she had only heard of and hit all of the fabulous beaches and see a lot of guys. She thought it would be great. The cruise left San Diego and would hit Cabo San Lucas, Mazatlan, PuertoVallarta, Acapulco, Ixtapa/Zihuatanejo, Manzanillo, and return to San Diego.
I had to admit that it sounded like a great cruise and if there was an additional adult, it would make my life a lot easier. One of us could chaperone and one could relax. Together we might both enjoy it as well. I gave Mickey the go ahead to make arrangements with Susan's folks. I wondered a bit about the aunt, but decided that it would make no difference. This was a chance for me to take some time off and I certainly needed it after Helen.
All arrangements were made and we boarded the ship right around the middle of May. The weather was always nice here anyway but it was just past the rainy time of year so it should be great. I had two cabins; one for Mickey and me and one for Susan and her Aunt Rachael. Should work out well. Since I had the money, I got outside rooms on the top deck. The rooms had balconies and great views. An extra grand a room but worth it. Thanks once again to the Afghan Warlords.
It was about an hour later that I finally met Aunt Rachael. She and Susan came aboard, checked in and knocked on our door. Mickey was already out and about so I was alone. I opened the door to see a young girl who I knew was Susan and a woman who took my breath away. If this was Aunt Rachael, I was going to be a happy man. She was a platinum blonde, about 5'5", with a body that would make a blind man see. As she smiled at me, I noticed her eyes: deep blue and almond shaped. The kind of eyes that a man would gladly fall into. She was, in a word, stunning!
I just stared at them for an embarrassingly long time before Susan broke the ice.
"Where's Mick? Is she here or is she already looking for the hot guys? Oh, yeah, this is Aunt Rachael. This is Mickey's dad. I'm gonna go find Mick. I'll catch you later. If she comes back here before I find her, tell her that I'm gonna be at the pool."
With that, she was gone and I stood there like an idiot until I finally remembered who I was and where I was.
"I'm so sorry. Please, won't you please come in? I'm Stuart Ransom and Michelle is my daughter. But, that's dumb. You already know that. I'm sorry. I don't know what I was expecting but not you. Not that that's a bad thing. That's not . . . I'm rambling. I'm very sorry. Please, come in and sit down."
Rachael simply smiled at me as I stumbled over myself. She obviously had this reaction from a lot of guys so she knew how to deal with it. She walked in, looked around and sat down in one of the lounge chairs.
"I'm also sorry that we never had a chance to meet before this. My name isn't really Aunt Rachael, it's Rachael Willows, and I don't know what you were expecting so I hope that we can find some way to make this trip as easy on you as possible. I have no trouble taking the girls most of the time. Since you are paying for the trip, the least I can do is give you some time to enjoy it."
"That's very kind of you, but I don't think that the girls will need much supervision during the day and anyway, it was not my intention that you be a full time baby sitter. This was a gift to my daughter and she wanted you and Susan so that's what I gave her. I was pleased that you accepted. She and Susan are together all the time and I think she was thrilled that her parents came up with this solution."
Rachael laughed and said, "I hope you will still be pleased after 2 weeks of being with three women."
I had no doubt that I was going to be pleased. The girls could do as they pleased so long as I had some time with this fascinating woman. This cruise promised to be more than I expected.
For the next few days, we all got to know each other quite well. Susan was a lot like Mickey and I could see why they were such good friends. Rachael and I found time to get to know each other and we got along quite well. I enjoyed her company and she seemed to like mine. We never had much time alone, but there was still plenty of time. We still had nine days.
On the 7th day out, I found that I was seated at the Captain's table for dinner that night so I mentioned this to Mickey. She wanted to sit with Susan so I proposed, very cleverly I thought, that she sit with Susan and Rachael could sit with me. That way, everyone would be happy. Mickey looked at me with a slight grin and agreed. She went next door to tell Rachael and Susan. Apparently everyone was agreeable since we all left to go to dinner.
Rachael was dressed in a soft, flowing dress of the most intense shade of green that came just below her knees and flowed over her curves like water. It made me glad to be a man who could appreciate the finer things in life. She fit into that category quite nicely. The dress matched her eyes, also green. She had her hair pulled back over her ears and it fell softly to just below her shoulders. She had on very little makeup and needed none. She was remarkable. I was still having trouble with my tongue when I was around her but she didn't seem to mind.
We introduced ourselves to the rest of the guests at the table but soon found ourselves talking softly to each other and ignoring the others. She was a remarkable woman with many interests. I could listen to her talk for hours and did. We finished dinner all too soon but she accepted my invitation to take a walk around the deck. I was looking for any means to keep this evening going and she didn't seem to want to go back to the cabin. As we strolled on the upper deck, I watched the breeze catch her hair and toss it around like a spray of silver. It was fascinating. Her eyes sparkled with the night lights arranged around the upper deck. All in all, she was a sight to behold. We finally stopped at the bow of the deck, looking ahead into the dark.
As we stood quietly, I saw her look at me intently. She was looking for something but I didn't know what. Finally, she spoke, talking more to herself than me.
"I wonder. I just wonder." Then as she looked at me again, "why not?"
When I started to ask her what she meant, she simply smiled and shook her head. She straightened up from the railing and took my arm. As we strolled again around the deck, she seemed to come to some conclusion.
"Do you think we can convince the girls to give us some time alone? There's something I want to do."
"I think I can convince them to take in a movie on the third deck. I know there is one that she wanted to see but it wasn't out yet at home. I think Susan would probably go if Mickey wanted to. Want me to suggest it?"
"Yes, please. Let's go see them now. I think they were going to the pool area again. That's where most of the cute guys are."
We found the girls and I made the proposal. Mickey was not too anxious to leave the pool area and I finally took her aside and gave it to her straight.
"I want some time alone with Rachael. Does that bother you?" She shook her head no with a serious look at me. "And will you make that happen?"
She smiled a nasty grin and told me it was going to cost me. We finally settled on the movie for both of them, a late night snack and a shopping trip tomorrow on the main deck. I think I got taken, but I hoped it was going to be worth it.
When I collected Rachael at the pool, I told her we had the next three hours to ourselves. She smiled and took my arm and started toward the section where our rooms were located. I felt a quick thrill and hoped that it was going to be what I hoped. As we entered the hall where our rooms were, I was certain.
We got to my room and Rachael waited as I opened the door. She brushed past me into the room and I followed, locking the door behind me. I turned on the light, only to have Rachael ask me to turn it off. I did and moved to her. She was waiting. I took her in my arms and she melted against me with a sigh.
"I have wanted to do this since I first saw you. You feel as good as I expected. I want you to make love to me. I don't want you to be gentle with me. I want you to take me hard and fast. Please."
I wasn't sure what she was looking for but I was going to give it my best shot. I quickly shed my jacket, my tie, and my shirt. The pants followed as I literally kicked everything away just to get it gone. I was down to my shorts when I noticed that she had not moved. She just watched me in the darkness as I stripped. Not a very erotic sight, since I was in a hurry.
I had a brilliant stroke of genius: maybe she was waiting for me to undress her? Well, hell. I could do that. I reached for her and she moved forward without hesitation. I reached around behind her to find the zipper to her dress. I pulled it down and had the satisfying sight of her dress opening up and sliding off of her shoulders as I traveled downward. The dress flowed from her and to the floor with hardly a sound. She was left with a lacy white bra and brief panties. I reached behind to unsnap the bra and it too fell away and to the floor. We were both down to only our briefs. Hers more brief than mine. Through all of this, she had said nothing, but to my relief she was smiling at me.
I pulled her tightly against me and felt her breasts pressing into my chest. Her body felt as though it was made to fit mine. She put her arms around me and held me tightly as I pushed her panties to the floor. She stepped out of them and raised her face to mine. I kissed her hard as I felt her hands slip under the waist of my briefs and slide them down over my erection. She seemed to know what to do as she pulled the waist away and over me. Now my hard cock was pressing into her stomach and she began to shiver. I remembered her request to take her hard. I hoped she meant it since that was what I was going to do.
I pushed her back against the edge of the bed, but before she could sit, I spun her around and without a thought, pushed her forward over the edge of the bed. Her beautiful ass was sticking up and the sight was almost enough to make me cum but I wasn't going to let that happen. I moved between her legs, spreading them apart with mine and rubbed my throbbing cock against her slit. I was surprised to see that she was completely shaved so that the lips of her pussy were clearly visible. I felt that she was already wet enough so I used her lubrication to smooth the way. I shoved against her and felt my cock slide inside easily.
She gave a loud grunt, but remembering her words, I just pushed harder. I slid in all the way and stopped for a minute to gain some control. Once I was steady, I pulled back and then plunged inside again. She groaned with each stroke but it sounded like pleasure so I continued. I tried not to be gentle but it wasn't easy. I had never been into rough sex but damn if I wasn't going to do all I could to make her happy. I had a good rhythm going so I bent over and reached under her to grab her tits. I roughly squeezed the nipples, eliciting a new round of grunts while I really rammed her pussy. I was feeling the beginnings of a tingle in my balls that signaled a climax wasn't far behind.



"I'm gonna cum soon. Inside you or not?"
"Inside! Do it you bastard! Fuck me harder and cum in me."
Well now, that was something I hadn't heard much before. Actually, I kind of liked it and it did seem to increase my stamina. I was in control and she was mine! I would show her! I fucked her as hard as I could, my hips bucking into her ass and my fingers squeezing her nipples as my hands massaged her tits. My hips were moving at a blur as I felt the fluids move through my balls, and into my cock. The hot liquid shot up the tube inside my cock and out into her waiting body. I let it go and felt the walls of her pussy grip and milk me dry. She had a climax that almost shook me off right in the middle of my ejaculation but I held on till it was over. I collapsed on top of her and she fell flat onto the bed without a whimper. I pulled my arms out from under her and took some of my weight off her. Surprisingly, she seemed to want to be pinned under me so I just wrapped my arms around her and we lay that way for the next five minutes without a word.
I finally rose up and slid off of her to lay beside her. I faced her as she turned her head sideways to look at me. She was smiling thank God. It must have been good for her. I had to admit, I was worried since this was my first time trying to be rough. I waited for her to say something.
"Thank you. You may not believe it but I know that was hard for you. I knew from the beginning that you were not a rough person and that was what gave me the courage to do this with you."
I was surprised. That was not what I expected to hear from her. I guess I thought that she was into S&M and that I was going to be a disappointment to her. I smiled in relief but I was very confused.
"I don't understand. If you wanted someone who was into rough sex, why did you pick me? You say you knew that it would be hard for me. And by the way, I enjoyed it very much, thank you. I wouldn't want a steady diet of it but it was fun."
She looked into my eyes before she continued.
"What I want to do now is to have you make love to me. What we just did was special for me and before this cruise is over, I'll explain it to you. But from now on, we make love or we just fuck, depending on how we feel. No demands, no commitments. OK?"
I looked into her eyes and wondered how she could even ask that. All she had to do was look into a mirror. Any man would consider her words a prayer answered. I grinned like a teenager and gave her my mature, considered answer: "Hell yes!"
The rest of the cruise was magnificent. Rachael and I spent more and more time together while the two girls were content to have a lot of freedom. There was nothing on the cruise that could be a problem and Rachael and I always knew when, where, who with and what the girls were planning. We were responsible but we also were having fun.
By the time the ship was steaming toward San Diego, I thought it was time to make some future plans. Over the past two weeks, I had come to the belief that Rachael was someone I wanted to spend more time with. It appeared that she was free, fun and available for a higher level of commitment than we had shared on the boat. I felt that she was everything I wanted or needed. We were about the same age, she was beautiful and a lot of fun, we were certainly compatible in bed and we shared many of the same interests. She adored Mickey and they got along well. This was a case where my perception of Rachael could not possibly change.
The night before we were to dock, Rachael and I had spent several hours in bed together. She seemed highly agitated and couldn't seem to get enough of me. I had no complaints but I finally had to ask her what was wrong. We were laying together, just recovering from a bout of mind-blowing sex.
"Rachael, love, tell me what's going on. I know you're upset about something. Did I do or say something wrong?"
She reached for my arm and pulled it tight to her breast as she looked at me. She finally seemed to come to some conclusion.
"Stuart, do you remember when Susan introduced me as her Aunt Rachael? Well, she forgot to tell you there was an Uncle Jack. I'm married. My husband's name is Jack Willows."
I was stunned! Married? She had no ring. She never mentioned a husband. I was in shock! I wasn't able to say anything. I just stared at her with my mouth open and my cock deflating like a pricked balloon.
"I'm sorry to tell you like this. I wasn't going to but I'm afraid that I'm beginning to fall in love with you and I can't let that happen. I'll try to explain to you what's going on."
"First, I never expected to meet anyone like you. This cruise was just supposed to give me time to cool down and time away from Jack to try to decide what I want to do. You see, I found out that Jack was cheating on me with his secretary. How lame is that? Well, we had a furious argument and I made him leave the house. I wasn't sure what I wanted to do and we hadn't had time to talk about it. I just wanted him gone."
She got up and slipped on her robe. I hated to see her cover up that wonderful body but I guess under the circumstances, it was probably best. I followed suit and went to get some coffee from the decanter on the counter. We could both use some.
"I finally got my temper under control and we talked. He swore it was over and that he never wanted me to find out. He apologized and promised to do anything I wanted, like marriage counseling and such. I listened but I wasn't sure what he could do that would make things right. I told him to move back home but to stay in the guest room. We have no children so it wasn't an issue for us."
"It was about that time that my sister Paula, Susan's mother, called to ask me if I wanted to take a cruise free. All I would have to do was share the cruise with Susan and sort of watch her. She told me about Michelle and you and made it seem like a free vacation. I saw it as time away from Jack and time to think."
She stopped to see how I was taking this. I have to admit, I was beginning to become interested in where this was going. We had shared a wild and wonderful couple of weeks or more together and I would welcome her into my life on a more permanent basis but that was if she wanted it. I still wasn't sure where she was going with this.
"You were so wonderful Stuart, and very attractive and I thought to myself that this might be a way to even the score with Jack. I admit that at the beginning that was what I wanted. That's why I told you to take me the first time hard and fast. I wanted it to be partly out of my control, and less like cheating willingly. You did it, and I was grateful that you tried to be rough with me but you couldn't. It was actually very sweet. You made my betrayal of my marriage vows as pleasant and painless as it could possibly have been. I will always remember you that way. And the sex was really fantastic. I think you were even better than Jack. But, he's my husband and I promised for better or worse. This affair of his was him at his worst. I have to forgive him and try again."
"I need for you to forgive me for deceiving you. I have loved every minute of my time with you and I will never regret one minute. I hope you can forgive me for using you and remember me fondly. I know that I will always love you a little."
Now that it was out, I wasn't sure how to react. I was falling in love by the end of the first week and I had convinced myself that this was going to be the woman for me. I had visions of our life together and I was beginning to be happy again. My beliefs had once again failed me. My perception of Rachael and our future was wrong.
"Rachael. I understand and I do forgive you. I hate it, because I also was falling in love with you but I know that you have to try again. That's who you are and I respect that. I won't wish you luck because I honestly hope you will come back to me if it doesn't work out."
"Thank you Stu. I want you to know how much this time has meant to me. I think you were the perfect person to help me to find my way back. I knew after the first few days that I could trust you completely. I should have been honest with you but I didn't think you could do what we did if you had known I was married. You're just not that kind of guy and I don't want you to feel guilty now. I took advantage of you. But, I'll never forget you."
Well, we got dressed and went to find the girls. This last night we would spend as friends rather than as lovers. It was only right and I probably would have had problems now that I knew she was married. I honestly hoped that she would get tired of that son of a bitch she was married to and give me a call. I gave her all of my numbers and she promised to call anyway just to let me know how things were going. She even hinted that we could get together again after we docked if I wanted. I wanted but didn't tell her that. She needed to have a clear head to deal with her marriage. I actually hoped it worked for her down deep in my heart. Shit!
Number Four: Sherrie
Well, the boat docked and we all parted before going ashore. Rachael told me that Jack would be there to pick her up and she would just as soon not have him see or meet me. He would probably get very suspicious when he saw me. I agreed, kissed her privately before we left the deck and wished her well. I reminded her of my numbers and told her to keep them safe. She promised to call in a week, just to update me. I watched her walk up to the railing on the top deck to join Susan and Mickey. I stayed back in the shadows as they looked out and Mickey seemed to understand. She came back to stand with me and we waited a reasonable time after the boat docked before leaving the boat ourselves.
At home, Mickey contacted all of her friends and I contacted my receptionist to schedule my appointments for the next week. I was back to work, still single and still confused. As a high-priced shrink, my ability to understand and predict women was really piss poor. At least when they applied to me. I seemed to have no trouble fixing other people's problems but my own? No dice.
Things went as normal for the next two years. We had taken a couple of vacations since the cruise but always together and never with another chaperone. I was just as happy since I was not ready to try again. After one crappy marriage and two aborted relationships and probably three dozen one or two date tries, I was convinced that I was doomed to die single. Mickey always told me that I was too picky about women and wanted to fix me up with some of her friend's single mothers. I declined. She gave up.
Graduation was coming up soon and Mickey and I began to make the tour of colleges. She was bright as hell and her high school grades were always top notch. Her SATs were very good and she had her choice of all of the top schools. She wasn't sure where she wanted to go but she was leaning toward Princeton. She had a girlfriend that had gone there the year before and she sent Mickey pictures and brochures and all the stuff she needed to give her the bug. I had no problem since that was where I graduated from but it was not my place to guide her that way. Sure. If you believe that . . .
I wanted to be sure that I had all of the paperwork in place for Mickey's tuition. It was to be paid out of the trust fund that I had set up for her all those years ago. It was more than sufficient to pay all of her bills and I had a trustee arrangement with my law firm and they would handle all of the payments. The trustee assigned was a woman by the name of Sherrie Duquesne. She was about five years younger than me, very attractive in a sexy kind of way, fairly tall at 5"8". She had very interesting eyes, a gold/brown that seemed to have some kind of gold flecks that sparkled when she smiled and reddish blonde hair. I had never seen that combination before and it hit me like a ton of bricks. But of course, you see where this is going. I always fell like a ton of bricks for certain women. None of them were the right women but how the hell did I know that? I know what you think: as a trained Psychiatrist, I should know people. I should be able to tell a lot about them just by talking and listening. Doesn't work for me!
Anyway, I worked with Sherrie for a few weeks, setting up targets and preset spending limits and we wanted to issue a couple of credit cards as well with limits and presets. She was very good at her job and we were able to have everything in place before Mickey and I set out to investigate Princeton. I liked her and she seemed to like me but we kept it all business. I was still not willing to put it out there like I did with Helen and Rachael. Karen was another story.
Mickey and I flew into Newark, NJ and rented a car for the trip south to Princeton. Princeton University was in the town of Princeton, NJ and the trip from Newark took only about an hour or so, down the NJ turnpike to exit 8a. I drove down 13 for a ways and then crossed over through Plainsboro to Rt. 1 and we were there. We had reservations at the Sheraton on Route 1 for the evening and we wanted to take some time to see the campus and the town. We were on a tight schedule because I had a couple of court appearances scheduled for later in the week. I wanted to get as much done tomorrow as I could. We made it to the hotel and checked in. Neither of us was tired even though it was three hours later here than at home. So, at 7:00 p.m. that evening we were driving around Princeton and looking at the wonderful old brick buildings. We went down Faculty Place, along the river where so many of the sculling races took place and found a parking place so we could walk up into the campus. It was all I remembered it to be and it brought back some very sweet memories. I was pleased to see that Mickey was as taken by it as I was. I took her past the house where Albert Einstein lived when he taught there. We spent an hour or so just looking around before heading back to the hotel. We stopped for something to eat at a Ruby Tuesday's nearby before resting up for tomorrow.
The next day went very well. Mickey saw the campus, talked with the Registrar and I arranged with one of the professors that I had remained in touch with for a tour. Mickey loved it and we finished the day with her pretty much sold on Princeton. I was pleased and tired but ready for the trip home that evening. We made the trip to Newark, turned in the car and got to the airport with time to spare. We made it home by late that night but both of us were satisfied. It had been a great trip and I enjoyed the time with my daughter. We still enjoyed each other and that was a great gift in itself.
*********
The school year passed and Mickey graduated with honors. I went to graduation as a proud father and was proud as hell when she walked across that stage. I couldn't help but stand up and clap. I wasn't alone! I was surprised and shocked to see Karen standing up and watching our daughter receive her diploma! I had no idea she was coming and no idea she even knew we were alive. I looked inside myself to see what I felt and was pleased to find nothing there that I couldn't control. Karen was just a woman I used to know and someone who knew Mickey. Sure she was. I remained for the rest of the ceremony, still glowing with pride for my little girl.
After the ceremony, I walked over to where she was standing and spoke to her in a surprisingly steady voice. "Hello Karen. I'm surprised to see you here. How did you know about Mickey's graduation? Did someone invite you?"
"Hello Stuart. It's good to see you looking so well. It's been almost 15 years, hasn't it? Yes, I was invited. Michelle invited me. I guess you didn't know that she and I have stayed in contact over the years. Just to exchange addresses, nothing more. I'm surprised you didn't know."
"No, I didn't, but then that was between you and Mickey. She had every right to invite you. I may have if I had known where you were."
"I very much doubt that, but thanks for understanding. I have my own shop now, in the valley. I help professional decorators with acquiring rare antiques and other amenities for those with the money to pay. But you have no need to worry. I have no intention of interfering in my daughter's life. I gave that right away some time ago. I just wanted to see her graduate. You have done a wonderful job raising her by yourself. Congratulations."
"Thank you. She's a wonderful kid and I couldn't be more proud. She's probably told you she's been accepted at Princeton for this fall. It was her choice but I was pleased. We went back to see it a few months ago and she fell in love with it, just as I hoped she would."
"Well, that must have been a pleasant surprise for you. Your old alma mater. Well, she'll do well. She got your brains."
"And your looks. Thank God."
We both laughed a little but we had exhausted our reservoir of small talk. Karen gave me her card with her contact numbers but she only suggested that I keep it for emergencies, not for keeping in touch. I was spared from any more reminiscing by the arrival of Mickey, Sarah in tow. She came directly up to us.
"Hi you two. I see you found each other. Dad, I'm going to lunch with mom and Sarah. Do you want to join us?"
She looked hopeful but I quickly squelched that.
"No thanks. You guys go and have fun. I'll see you at home later?"
She agreed with a sad smile and then they were gone. I was still trying to recover from my shock when I heard a voice behind me.
"Who was that woman with Mickey? I've never seen her before. Someone you know?"
It was Sherrie. She had come to the graduation. Again, I was surprised. It seemed this was the day for surprises. I wouldn't have been shocked to see Helen or Rachael at this point.
"Hi, Sherrie. I didn't know you were coming to Mickey's graduation. Did she invite you too?"
"As a matter of fact, she did. I wanted to be here anyway since it's the beginning of a new time for her. I remember mine like it was yesterday. What's up?"
"Well, that woman was Mickey's mother, Karen. I haven't seen or talked to her for about 15 years. I didn't even know where she was living but apparently Mickey did. She invited her too."
"I see. Well, this is an important time for Mickey and I guess she wanted her mother to see it. I don't blame her, but she probably should have alerted you to this possibility. Do you think she had more in mind?"
"I have no idea. I know nothing about Karen's life now and don't care. She and I were divorced for reasons that I won't go into, but suffice it to say I have no interest in any contact with her. But that's enough about her. What about you? Do you have any plans for the rest of the morning? Seems I'm free for a while. Want to grab a bite to eat?"
"I'd love it. I'm alone so we can leave anytime. Should I follow you?"
"Why not just come with me and I'll bring you back for your car later."
We went to a small restaurant that I frequented and had a delightful lunch and conversation. While Sherrie and I had spent several hours together going over the trust for Mickey, we had not spent any time together outside the law offices. This was a pleasant first visit and I found that I enjoyed her company. We got to know a lot about each other. For instance, she had been married once before, just as I had. The reasons for her divorce were similar to mine, except that her husband had cheated where my wife was the wandering spouse. She had been divorced for just more than five years to my 15. She had no children and the divorce was amicable. They remained friends but not close.
As she talked, I found myself admiring the view. She was a remarkably beautiful woman and I had fallen for that hair color of hers. She wore it loose today, flowing across her shoulders and down her back. I wanted to run my fingers through it just watching her toss her head as she talked. She had the habit of pushing it back from her face as she got excited. When she looked at me, I was stunned by her eyes and those gold flecks that caught the lights. I was smitten. As usual.



When it was time to leave, I drove her back to her car. As she began to move to leave, I asked her.
"Would you like to have dinner with me sometime this week?"
She stopped, hesitated and finally turned to look back at me.
"I would love to have dinner with you, but I would rather cook for you myself. Would that be OK?"
"That would be just fine with me. When would be best for you?"
"How about 7:00 this Wednesday?"
"It's a date. Have a wonderful day."
With that, I drove home and tried to decide how I was going to wait till Wednesday. It was four whole days away. I couldn't wait.
In the meantime, I waited for Mickey to come home. She had some explaining to do about Karen. I wanted details. I didn't like surprises like today.
When Mickey and I got into it, I learned that she had heard from her mother one Christmas about five years ago. It seems her mother had called her to wish her a merry Christmas and to ask if she could meet her somewhere for a short visit just to let her mother see her. It had been nine years at that time since Mickey had seen her mother. She probably didn't even remember her since she would have been less than three years old at the time. They met and had been staying in contact ever since. It was Karen's idea to keep me in the dark. She felt I wouldn't approve if I knew. I told Mickey that Karen had visitation rights but never used them. Mickey told me that was because Karen got into drugs and other stuff after the divorce and she didn't want Mickey exposed. She had cleaned herself up seven years ago and made contact shortly after that.
It seems Karen was single and had worked in a Dentist's office in Simi Valley somewhere for about five years, up until the time she started her own business. Apparently she had done pretty well for herself and was well thought of in her industry, but she had few friends and she didn't socialize much anymore. Mickey said she seemed sad and didn't seem to expect much from her. She was very pleased when Mickey invited her to graduation and more so when Mickey asked her to lunch. She had no intentions of meeting me and was not pleased when I spotted her. Mickey said that it was too painful for Karen to see me and remember. I wasn't surprised.
I considered all that Mickey told me and finally agreed that it was a good thing for her to stay in contact with Karen. She was her mother and as such, they should know each other. I refused to meet with her as Mickey proposed and she finally dropped it. She understood that I was never going to forgive Karen and that I wanted nothing more to do with her.
Wednesday came and I went to Sherrie's place for dinner. She had a small place: I think they called them cottage homes. It was a two bedroom, single story home with a nice sized great room. It had a small dining room and that's where we ate. Sherrie had prepared a wonderful meal. Steak, potato, tomato and cucumber salad and a slice of lemon meringue pie. We finished it off with good conversation and a light wine. I was pleasantly stuffed and the wine was a perfect finisher. We retired to the couch in the great room.
"That was magnificent. Thank you. I thoroughly enjoyed everything. You are a good cook, as well as a beautiful one."
"Compliments are gratefully accepted. I'm glad you enjoyed the meal and the cook. Can I get you anything else? Coffee?"
"I'm fine. Just sit her with me while I try to digest some of that steak."
She smiled and tucked her legs under her as we relaxed. It was a pleasant silence and I enjoyed the view out her back patio doors. It was just getting dark and I could see a small arroyo, now dry. It was probably home to some fox, rabbits and small rodents. These small dried up streams were common around this area.
We were talking quietly when I gathered my courage and put my arm around her shoulders. She continued to talk but she moved closer and rested her head on my shoulder. Encouraged, I pulled her tighter against me and after several moments of silence, I bent down and kissed her upturned lips. She returned the kiss, moving her hand behind my head. She turned into me and the kisses became more passionate and demanding. I was more than willing to continue this in the bedroom but I was afraid to propose that this early in a budding relationship. I needn't have worried. She beat me to it.
She stood up and reached for my hand. She smiled at me as she led me down the hall and into what was apparently her bedroom. It was small, with a queen-sized bed, a dresser and two end tables. I could see a closet and a door that I assumed led to the bath. The bedspread was a pink comforter and the pillows were big and fluffy. It looked like a woman's bedroom but at the moment I didn't care. I had eyes only for her.
She stopped in front of the bed and began to remove her blouse and skirt. I watched, mesmerized, as she placed them, neatly folded on the small chair next to the bed. She had on a tiny bra and cotton panties. She sat down on the edge of the bed and reached out her hand to me. I moved forward and watched as she unbuckled my belt and unsnapped my pants. She used both hands to push my pants down to my ankles. I stepped out of them and just kicked them away as I removed my shirt. Unfortunately, my cool was destroyed by the tent in my boxers from my cock that was now struggling to get free of its confinement. She obliged by slipping her hands inside the waistband of my boxers and pulling them down over my now happily waving cock.
She sat back and looked at my cock, now only inches from her face. She reached one hand up to take it and moved up and down the shaft. She ran her finger over the pre cum on the tip and I felt my knees begin to buckle. She looked into my eyes and smiled. I thought she might take me into her mouth, but instead, she moved up onto the bed and lay down on her back. She looked at me expectantly with her arms held out waiting for me to mount her. I knelt on the bed and moved into position, between her spread legs.
She nodded her approval and I put my hands on both sides of her to support my weight as she took my cock in her hands again to rub it against her slit. She was already wet and apparently lubricated enough that she was ready for me to enter her. I waited as she positioned me and when she withdrew her hands I pushed into her. I entered her easily and she moaned in a mixture of pleasure and pain while she closed her eyes and scrunched up her face. I watched her as she adjusted and I saw her face soften. I was beginning to move inside her and she was now enjoying it. I began to move, trying to give her as much pleasure as I could before I lost control. It had been a while for me and apparently for her as well. We were adjusting together.
After about three or four minutes of tentative movement, she was fully relaxed enough to put her legs around my waist and start to pull me in as I pushed. As I pulled back, she raised her hips to follow me and in this way, we established a nice rhythm. We were now fucking, both of us doing the work. It was great. I began to increase the pace and she began to breathe faster and faster. After a few more minutes of plunging inside her, she was panting. I decided to finish this, giving it to her fast and hard. I told her so.
"Just do it. I want you to fuck me so hard. So hard. Do it! Do it! Fuck meeeeeee. Oh, God, I'm cumminnnnnnggg."
I was not ready yet so I gave it to her with all I had. I was now pulling almost completely out and then ramming back into her as hard and as fast as I could. I was building up to a climax but I wanted to ride hers first. When I felt her beginning to come down, I let myself go. I gave one more hard, deep thrust and I felt the seed shoot into her womb in what seemed gallons. I held myself buried inside her as far as I could go as I emptied my sperm deep inside her. It seemed like hours until I was finished, but finally I came down to earth.
As we lay together afterwards, Sherrie told me that she had wanted to make love with me since the first day I came into the firm. When she was assigned to my trust for Mickey, she was ecstatic. As she came to know me she was even more ready to become my lover. I was surprised but quite happy. I hadn't honestly thought much about her other than as an extremely beautiful woman, and with my past track record, I wasn't thinking much about anything else. Sherrie changed that very quickly.
As I listened to her talk, I noticed myself becoming more and more aroused. I liked the feeling and let it build as she talked. When she asked me what I was thinking, I took her hand in mine and put it on my now erect and engorged cock. She gave a little squeal of pleasure and threw one leg over me and mounted me. She sat down on my hardness and began to scoot forward and backward until she was wet. As my cock became coated with her juices, she raised up, took me in her hand and guided me inside her pussy. She settled down, taking it all inside and began to move up and down on my shaft. I put my hands behind my head and watched her as she slowly fucked me. I was content to let her control the action for a while as I watched the pleasure pass over her beautiful face.
She was beginning to become aroused and I could see her eyes clinch shut. I decided to help her out and reached up to pinch her nipples between my thumb and fingers. She seemed to enjoy this as her moans increased in frequency and in intensity. I was now helping her by raising my hips up to meet her and she was bouncing now with some urgency. I could feel her muscles begin to squeeze my cock as she got closer and closer to a climax. I was able to stay calm since I had cum once and I wanted to help her achieve a mind-blowing climax. I rubbed her tits and pinched her nipples as I helped her ride me. She was now bouncing as fast as she could while uttering a continuous low moan of pleasure. She suddenly stopped, sat down hard on my cock and grabbed my wrists, keeping my hands on her tits. She was rigid as her climax took her but I could feel her interior muscles milking my cock trying to pull out any fluids that were present. She finally collapsed on me with a huge sigh. She was panting and her chest was heaving indicating the depth of her climax.
Once she was able to breathe again and make coherent words, she turned to me.
"You didn't cum with me that time, did you?"
"No, but I wanted to watch you as you did. You were incredibly beautiful. I loved it."
"That's fine, but I want you to cum too. What can I do to help you?"
"Would you mind getting up on your hands and knees?"
"You mean doggy style?
"Yes. Is that OK with you?"
"Well, I've never done it that way but I'm willing to try. Just tell me what to do."
I showed her how to position herself and then moved behind her until I was positioned just about right. I then took one of her hands and put it on my cock, telling her to place it. She did, and I felt the head slide inside her. I now had the position and I began to slam into her. I was not going to be very gentle and I told her so. She simply told me to go for it. I continued to pump into her for a few minutes as I admired the view. She did have a marvelous ass. I could see her breasts swinging as I plowed into her and I had to bend over and take them in my hands.
This was wonderful. She seemed to be into it and I was now beginning to feel my orgasm coming on strong. I warned her that I was cumming and she began to push back against me on each stroke. I couldn't last very long now and finally came for the second time. She felt my spurts of cum and that seemed to drive her over the edge again. She let out a scream that would have woken the dead. I let out my own groans and finally slumped over her, exhausted and spent.
She had come three times and I, twice. It was perfect for the first time together. I knew then that this was not going to be the last time. I told her that and she agreed.
We dated for some time before it became clear that I was head over heels in love with her and she surprisingly felt the same about me. I proposed and she accepted. We were married in a civil ceremony with just a few guests, one of which was my daughter, Michelle. Mickey was 17 and headed for college. She liked Sherrie but didn't think I should have married her. In her words, 'Bed her but don't wed her, dad!' I wasn't sure whether to be shocked or angry so I just laughed.
Sherrie and I had discussed children but neither of us wanted any so that was fine with me. I was getting to the age where children were a hassle and I didn't need another hassle in my life. I had my hands full with my practice and a wife five years my junior. Before you ask, I'll tell you: our sex life was excellent. The only thing unusual is that Sherrie would only have sex vaginally. No oral, no anal, just straight vaginal. Straight in almost any position we could think of and we had tried all of them. I had plenty of experience as my first wife was very demanding and hard to satisfy in bed so I learned a lot of tricks. Sherrie was never bored and I think my sex drive was stronger than hers. She never complained once. Well, sometimes she was sore after some of our marathon sessions but she always said it was a 'good' sore.
That was why I was so surprised when I came home that Friday night to find her sitting in our kitchen with a stud. No question about it. Brian Market was a stud! More suitable to my daughter than my wife for God's sake! The way she was laughing and the way she looked at him made me nervous. I think that's why I said what I did that night. I didn't like what I saw and I didn't like what I was feeling. I had to put a stop to it right then and there. That was my reason for reacting as I did.
It was about a month later that I got a call from a lawyer that I had worked with before asking me to come out and meet a client of his. It was someone quite well known and he had done something so out of character that Jess wanted me to talk to him. He was leaning toward an insanity defense, 'heat of the moment' style. I agreed as he offered to double my usual fee. I made plans to go on Wednesday of next week and spend a day with his client. We both thought that was sufficient.
I told Sherrie about the trip and told her it was in Denver. I asked if she would like to go with me but she reminded me that Mickey was coming home for a break and would be in this weekend and planed to stay the whole week. She had some plans in the works and didn't want to break them. I agreed and told her to take Mickey out for a shopping spree on me since the double fee would take care of anything they could spend in a day. She laughed happily and said she would help Mickey spend some of my fee. Things seemed to be perfect.
Mickey came home and I was happy to see her and spend some time with her. She was so mature and she was very satisfied with Princeton. She had made several new friends and had joined a study group. She couldn't stop talking about it and both Sherrie and I listened in rapt attention. Things couldn't have been any better.
While I made plans to take the flight out the first thing next morning, I asked Sherrie what her plans were for her and Mickey. She mentioned the shopping trip and also that Marilyn had planned a small party with Mickey and some of her old friends. Marilyn's daughter was going to college locally and would be there as well. I didn't even think of the previous episode. It had been several months since that and I had forgotten completely. So as I boarded my flight, I was content.
I got to Denver and Jess met me at the airport. He took me to see his client and I was surprised as soon as I saw who it was. Very famous and very well known! My lips are sealed. Well, we started to talk and he began to explain his actions in terms of what and why. I was just beginning to understand when Jess came in, telling me to just wait outside the room for a few minutes. I was surprised, but I went.
After about 10 minutes and a visit from someone I thought might be the prosecutor, Jess came out with a huge smile on his face.
"Guess what? They dropped the charges and the prosecutor is dismissing. The state has no further interest in proceeding. It's over. Oh, don't look so shocked. You know who he is. I'd place money on the fact that he got to the guy he shit on. Money can do wonders. And by the way, here's your check for the full amount. He had no problem paying up."
The check was correct and I was free. I decided to take Jess up on his offer of an early dinner at his club. We spent a good two hours just catching up and he picked up the check, telling me that it was going on his client's tab. I had no reservations since I had given up a day with my daughter for that shithead. We left and Jess drove me to the airport. I was able to book a flight for later that afternoon, putting me home just after 8:00 p.m..
As I drove home, I smiled at the day. It had taken me only 14 hours to make $50,000 and I could spend the night at home in my own bed. All in all it was a good deal. I pulled out my cell and called home. There was no answer. That was not surprising since I remembered that Sherrie and Mickey were going to be at Marilyn's for the party. I called Sherrie's cell phone and she answered right away.
"Hi babe. Where are you? At Marilyn's place?"
"Yeah, we're having a good time. There must be 20 youngsters here and Mickey seems to be having a good time. She was here just a minute ago but I don't see her now. Oh, well, she's around. I'll be home later, probably about 11:00 if you want to call. What did you . . . Sorry, I have to go. Seems to be a crisis. See you later honey."
With that she hung up and I smiled. I knew what those parties could turn into. Well, I would just let it be a surprise for Sherrie when she came home and found me there. I thought we could have some fun tonight. Mickey's room was on the first floor and we were upstairs so we could make some noise. I turned down my street with the smile still on my face.
As I came within sight of my house, I saw the car. It was the same car I saw one time before this! It was the same car that Brian Market drove! I was positive when I pulled into my drive just behind it. I stopped the car and tried to get my hands to stop shaking while I tried to get my head around this. Sherrie told me she was at Marilyn's place. She told me she wouldn't be home till after 11:00. Yet, here was Brian's car and I could see lights on downstairs. As I watched, they went out. I flashed back to the last time this happened and our conversation. She knew! She knew that this couldn't happen again! She said she understood and that it would never happen. Now it had. What was I going to do?
At that instant, I felt something inside me snap. I was a psychiatrist and I felt myself lose control. I knew it was happening and I knew why it was happening but even with my training, I couldn't stop it. I had a psychotic break. The first thing that came to mind was to kill someone. That was my military training talking. I hadn't gone so far that I would let that happen. I tried to think but my mind was full of whirling colors and sounds, nothing useful. I had to act and my mind knew it. It could have gone any number of ways but in my case, it was 'run.' Run as far and as fast as I could.
I backed my car out of the drive and started down the street. I had no goal in mind, only that I had to get away, as far away as I could. Where to go? Where? I drove blindly, controlling the car simply by instinct. I was going nowhere. It must have been 10 minutes later when I noticed a blinking sign for the 'Palms Motel'. It was a goal, a place to be. I pulled in and registered. Once in the room, I sat down in the dark on the bed and just let my mind spin. I felt hot tears and then blessed darkness. I slept, dreamless from mental and emotional exhaustion.



I spent two days and two nights at the Palms Motel. I never left the room except to go to the vending machines. I drank sodas, fruit juices and what tasted like bottled piss. I ate some months old chips, some crackers and cookies and maybe some cardboard. I couldn't taste anything anyway so it made no difference. I ate when I got hungry and I drank when I was thirsty. Anything more was too much to deal with. I didn't turn on the TV and I didn't even shower. I just existed. That was all I was capable of.
On the third day, I began to notice things around me. I was in a cut rate motel decorated with a brown carpet, brown bedspread and brown walls. I noticed the furniture, Wal-mart specials with no style or class. Just functional. I saw the bed hadn't been turned down which meant that I had simply slept on top of the covers. I was surprised at myself. I had lost complete control and that was completely unlike me. I had to pull myself together. I had to begin to think again. I tried to remember my training in psychology, my military training, but neither seemed to offer me anything useful.
I remembered what set me off. I had come home to find my wife with another man: a situation that we had previously had words over and she had promised not to repeat. But she did. He was there; she had lied to me about where she was. I told her there would be no reason to discuss it since there was no excuse for it happening again. It did. I had no reason to speak to her and no reason to listen to her explanations. I had to decide what to do next.
I knew that I wasn't going to go back home. I had no desire to see Sherrie again. She knew why I left Karen and she promised it would never happen again. But she lied. She had done it. But, what about Mickey? She was home and she would be worried about me. How could I contact her without contacting Sherrie? Suddenly I knew! I pulled out my wallet and dug in. I found Karen's business card. I could call Karen and have her contact Mickey. Karen was not likely to talk to Sherrie anyway. Karen owed me. She had screwed me over in the past and I had never given a shit before but now I needed her and she owed me.
I called the number indicated as her contact number. It rang twice before she picked it up. It was her. I could still tell her voice after all these years. I was surprised at the pain her voice caused. Funny, I hadn't noticed it at graduation but then my world hadn't collapsed into a heap of shit. But it was her and I needed her help.
"Karen, it's me. Stuart. Can you talk?"
"Stu? What's the trouble? You sound funny. What's happened? Is it Michelle? Oh, God, is something wrong?"
"No. No. Mickey is fine. It's me that is in trouble. I need help and I didn't know who else to call. Can I see you and talk to you? I really need your help."
"My God Stuart. Of course. Where are you?"
I told her my location after finding it on the room door. She told me to stay there and she would drive over to meet me. She knew the way and she would meet me in the Denny's across the street. I hadn't even noticed one since I had checked in but I had no doubt it was there. I hung up, washed my face and got a change of clothes from my luggage, and walked over to the Denny's. Sure enough it was there. I ordered coffee and waited.
Within 15 minutes she walked in. She was dressed casually in jeans and a colorful top. I watched her, remembering how beautiful she was. She could always turn heads and she did so now. I think the eyes of every man there followed her as she walked to my booth and slid in across from me.
"OK, Stu. I'm here. What's the trouble?"
"Karen, why did you cheat on me?"
I had no idea why I asked her that. It had nothing to do with my situation and everything to do with it. She was the reason I was in such a state. This had happened to me twice and I didn't know why, either time. She was the first and the first woman I had ever loved enough to be devastated. She had broken my heart and I never got completely over it.
"Why would you ask me that now? My God, Stu. What's wrong? What's happened to make you this way?"
"Please answer me. It's important. I have to know right now."
Karen looked at me and must have finally decided that I was in a crisis so she decided to go along.
"I loved you very much Stuart. When we got married, I was in seventh heaven. I had the man of my dreams and I was happier than I had ever been. Then you asked me to have a child. That scared me to death. You and I had always been active and free and ready to go places and do things. Our sex life was wonderful and you always made me feel great. I wanted nothing more and no one else. Then you changed it all. You wanted a baby."
She stopped to collect her thoughts. She signaled the waitress for a cup of coffee and waited till she had it before beginning again.
"We had Michelle. Our sex life decreased in the months before she was born and for the first few months after she was born. I expected things to get back to normal then. But I found you to be more interested in Mickey than in me. I wanted you back the way you were before she was born but you had changed. You didn't want me anymore. We made love once in a while but you were usually either too tired or not interested. I wasn't a sex addict or anything but I did miss the closeness and the cuddling we had before."
Karen stopped and looked at me before going on.
"Are you sure you want to hear this? It isn't pretty. I have tried to forget it and I think you should just let it go."
"No. It is important for me to understand what happened. I may tell you why later but for now, please continue."
"I went back to work and met Angelo. He came to the office several times and always made it a point to stop and talk to me. He flattered me and even brought me flowers a couple of times. He was a hood, but he was good looking and smooth as butter. I knew what he was doing but it was just fun. Nothing serious until one day my boss asked me to drop some papers off at his place on my way home."
Karen stopped to take a drink of her coffee. She grimaced and called the waitress for some iced tea. She waited until it came before continuing. I began to understand that this was making her very uncomfortable, even after all these years. I found myself beginning to tense up. It was like it was happening again, all over. I still had to do this.
"Angelo asked me in when I handed him the papers, saying that he would look them over and see if he needed to respond. I went in and wandered the apartment while he looked them over. I was standing in front of this floor to ceiling window when he moved behind me and put his arms around me. He kissed me."
She stopped, shaking. I let her calm down without saying anything.
"We ended up in his bed and we made love. It was very good. Angelo was a skilled lover and I had no chance against him. But then, I didn't resist either. We continued to see each other for the next several months until one night when I stayed with him while you traveled, he brought another into our bed. When I resisted, he took me aside and told me that if I refused, he would send some very clear tapes to my boss and to you. I gave in."
"Do you want me to go on? It gets worse."
"Yes."
"I had sex with Angelo and several other men at different times. The day you came back early and saw me with that man was the first and only time I had any man in our home, but this guy was doing this on his own. He told me that Angelo had OK'd it but I found out later that it wasn't true. You found me and I thought that you had accepted my story. I told Angelo but he didn't care. I continued my affair with him and you know the rest."
Karen stopped, tears unshed making her eyes glisten. She sat back, wiped her face with the napkin and stared out the window. She seemed not to want to meet my eyes. I was numb with emotion. I had to know and now I did. Was it what I had wanted to hear? Yes and no. I knew that I was partly at fault and it only confirmed what I already suspected. It didn't make it better since I still didn't know how I could have known.
"Why didn't you come to me and talk to me and tell me what you were about to do if things didn't change? Why did you destroy our marriage without giving me a chance?"
"That's the same question I have asked myself for the last 15 years. I never stopped loving you. I still loved you even when I was doing those things. I just couldn't stop and I couldn't tell you anything once I did it. I felt trapped. Trapped and stupid and dirty and nothing made any difference. I kept on doing it. Fear of discovery had little to do with it."
She was getting worked up now and it must have been trapped inside her for all these years. It was as if it was important to get it out now that she had the chance.
"I haven't been with a man since the day our divorce was final. I had an STD that was diagnosed during our court battles and I was treated for it but the fact that I had it made me stop sex for a time. I had also begun to use pain killers and I was addicted. Once the STD was clear, I never wanted to do it again. I have been celibate now for 15 years. How about that? Isn't that a laugh? Sex ruined my life and now I don't care about it anymore."
She looked at me for a minute before saying, "Unless you asked me."
I just smiled at her but didn't respond. We sat there for another few minutes, both of us trying to return to normal. I still had my problem and I now felt secure enough with Karen to tell her and ask her to help me.
"The reason I had to know was to see if I could have known what was happening or about to happen. I know I never suspected you until I came home that night. Was I stupid, or blind or what? What did I miss?"
"Nothing. I gave you no reason to suspect me and I never bothered to let you know that there was a problem. You couldn't have known or suspected until after it was too late. I didn't know myself until it happened. Why ask now Stuart? What's happened?"
"Sherrie is cheating on me. I came home about two months ago and found Sherrie with a man in my house at midnight. Sherrie didn't know whether I was coming home and I didn't know what she was planning, but we talked after I asked him to leave and she assured me that nothing was going on. We talked and she told me it would never happen again. I came home from a cancelled trip three nights ago and found the same car in our driveway after she told me on the phone that she was with her friend Marilyn. I watched the lights go out and I lost it. I left and haven't been back or talked to anyone since. You were the first person I thought about. I guess the situation was so similar that I immediately thought of you."
Karen listened and I could tell that she was as shocked as I was when I told her I saw Brian's car in my drive. She said nothing for a moment as she considered.
"I could call Mickey for you. I could ask her what was going on and why Sherrie would do that to you. She's a very sharp girl. Want me to do that? She would have to know what you saw and what happened before."
I thought about it and decided that it would be best anyway if Mickey knew I was OK. I agreed but told Karen not to mention where I was. She agreed.
She called from the restaurant with her cell and talked to Mickey for several minutes. She seemed to come to some sort of agreement and disconnected. She walked back to the booth and sat down.
"Mickey is on her way here. She doesn't know you're here so you can do as you want. I think you should listen to her though, since she seems to be concerned enough to come right away. All she said was 'shit!' and then 'she doesn't know'. Then she said she would be here in 20 minutes."
I decided to wait and if Mickey was alone, I would talk to her. She knew about Karen and why we divorced so all I had to do was tell her that the situation was similar. She would understand.
As we waited, Karen was watching me carefully. She seemed like she wanted to say something but was undecided. She finally made a decision.
"Stuart. I want to tell you something. Maybe I shouldn't but you did come to me. You've heard the old saying, 'It's only sex.'? Well I have a news flash for you. It's true. I know for a fact. I remember everything about our marriage more than 15 years ago and I can still remember each time we made love. I haven't forgotten any of our life together. I remember it all the time; when I talk to Mickey, when I see another couple together in a restaurant, and other times when I am home alone, by myself. I remember Stu. But, and this is the clincher, I don't remember a single time with anyone else. Not one. Not ever. How does that grab you?"
She stopped for a minute, a tear trying to find its way down her face. This was obviously hard for her.
"If you love Sherrie, and even if she made a mistake, you have to try to forgive her. She never stopped loving you even if she did wrong. Give her a chance to try to explain, like I should have when I had the chance. She won't remember the sex, if she did cheat. She is only thinking about what she is losing right now. I know. I've been there."
I was shaking my head back and forth. I couldn't accept this, even now. I could know that she told the truth, but it made no difference. That's what she couldn't understand. The hurt, the pain, the loss of trust and the ultimate betrayal. That was the other side of the coin of betrayal.
"If she cheated, we're through. There is no forgiveness in me. Maybe it's your fault. You tore the heart right out of me and it has taken this long for me to get over it. I probably never will. I have tried to forget you but I never could. I moved on, but you were always there, telling me to be careful, watch out. She'll do it to you again."
Karen was now crying openly. She understood how she had hurt me. She had all those years alone just to remember but she never had the knowledge of my pain. She finally got up and walked into the restroom. She came out a few minutes later, more composed. As we sat there, we saw a car pull in and stop. I got up and moved to the booth behind Karen, hidden from the person walking toward her. We had agreed that Karen would talk to her first and find out what she could while I listened. This way, Mickey would be more likely to be honest.
Mickey came in, looked around and saw Karen. She moved quickly to the booth and slid in across from Karen. She was directly behind me now. I could hear anything she said.
"Mom! Where's Dad? Is he here? Did he tell you what was wrong? Jesus, Sherrie is going crazy. What's going on?"
"Mickey, I have to ask you something. Is Sherrie cheating on your father? Did she do something stupid last Wednesday night when Stuart was supposed to be in Denver?"
I heard a gasp from Mickey before she answered.
"Of course not. Where did you get that idea? Sherrie has never cheated on dad. I don't think so at least but I know for sure she didn't do anything like that Wednesday night. She was with Marilyn at a party for me and Marilyn's daughter. There were a lot of people there and it went on most of the night. Sherrie stayed at Marilyn's that night."
"Then where did you father get the idea that she was at your house with a guy named Brian Market? He came home that night and saw his car in your driveway. He watched and saw the lights in the house go out. He watched but no one came out."
"Oh, my god! No! He didn't see that!"
"Yes, he did. He saw Brian's car there and he knows that Brian was with your mother. Apparently it had happened once before when he was traveling. He saw!"
"No, he didn't see what he thought. It wasn't Sherrie there at the house. It was me! I was with Brian. We snuck away from the party for a while and went to the house. I knew dad was gone and Sherrie was with Marilyn. I had met Brian a while ago and thought he was hot. We were just making out at the house. I wasn't going to let him go all the way. It was just a make out session. Sherrie wasn't there. I was! Oh, shit! He thought it was Sherrie? Oh, what have I done?"
Karen began to laugh and sputter. She tried to control it but couldn't. She finally let it go and had a full laugh. People looked in their direction with smiles but soon turned back to their own private worlds. Everyone could enjoy a good laugh.
Mickey was surprised at first and then started to become angry. This wasn't funny. Her father had run away from them and it was all her fault. She was the one that caused this. How could her mother think it was funny?
"Mom! It's not funny! Dad's gone and Sherrie is a wreck. How can you laugh? Are you so anxious to get dad back that you think this is a wonderful thing? How cruel can you be!"
Karen stopped laughing but still chuckled a little. She wiped her eyes and just pointed over Mickey's shoulder. She watched as Mickey turned around to see me standing there behind her.
Mickey ran into my arms and I folded them around her. We stood that way long enough for Mickey to calm down. All the while, I smiled my thanks to Karen. She smiled back.
Karen watched the reunion with mixed feelings. Yes, she would have given anything to have Stuart back but she knew that was never going to happen. Her time was over. But, the feeling that they could finally be friends was all she had hoped for over the last many years. They shared a daughter and maybe now he would let her share the pleasure of watching her live her life. Maybe grandkids? She could hope.
"Let's go home and see Sherrie. I have a lot to apologize for. And we need to talk about your behavior young lady. Now, go and I'll see you at home."
Mickey hugged her mother and walked away toward the car. I took Karen into my arms and kissed her hair. I still felt the love I had always had for her but now, it was more as a trusted friend. We had shared so much and we could share so much more now. When she told me about her betrayal, I had found it inside myself to forgive her and I could go on without the pain and anger of her betrayal dogging my every move. We were OK now. I would take that home to Sherrie and things would be OK. I felt changed somehow and knew that the change was for the better.
"Karen, thank you. Thank you for everything. You have given me more than you know. I hope you will understand more in the future. We share a daughter and I look forward to watching what we created, together."
Karen smiled, feeling hopeful and happy for the first time in so many years. She was free of guilt and sorrow and he had forgiven her. She wanted nothing more but to watch their daughter grow into the woman she would become.
"Go home Stuart. Be with your family. And thank you. I will always love you."
"And I have always loved you."
Stuart turned and walked out of the restaurant. Going home to be with his family.
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Part 1- My Story
This is a story about a Loving Wife that decides that maybe things aren't all that bad and if no one knows, it should be fine. Her husband disagrees and takes action. Thanks as always to Angel Love for her editing and her encouragement. I have assured her that my literary style is not her fault. She does try to keep me honest.
I felt quite good as I watched my son and daughter leave. It was good to see them and to know that they were here for me. I had spent some time alone with Peter, turning over the business to him and making sure he was willing to take it over. He was studying business and I knew he wanted to run it someday but not this soon. Becky had no interest in the business but she was willing to help Peter if he needed it. They were great kids and I was proud of both of them.
I had not seen Polly, my wife and had made sure she was not permitted into my room. I had no wish to talk to her. What she had done led me to do what I had done. I would not and could not ever forgive her. The kids pleaded with me to talk with her but I refused. I wished not to speak to her ever again. But now, it was time to speak to my lawyer. He was court appointed as I had turned over all of my assets and my power of attorney to my son so I had no funds of my own. The nurse told me he was here and I agreed to talk with him.
The nurse told him not to stay too long. She made sure he understood that I was still weak and I was still in pain so the medications may make me groggy. She told me to press the call button if I needed her. With a smile, she left the room.
The man assigned to my case was a very large and very poorly dressed man who had obviously seen better days. He asked if he could take down my story both in longhand and on tape. I guess he was not very quick with the pen so I assented. It was quite a story but most of you have already read about some of it in the papers. I was told that it was also on TV. How about that? Well, I'll try to fill in the gaps but it won't really change much. This is my story.
**********
My name is Mitch Holland, and my wife is Polly Holland. We have been married 23 years and we have two children, Peter and Becky. They are in college, Peter is a senior and Becky a sophomore. They both go to Youngstown State.
I graduated in 1982, went to work as an engineer for a local civil engineering concern and learned enough to leave in 1989 to start my own business. You may have heard of it as well: Holland Contracting. Our business is construction, primarily large projects like malls and office buildings and the like. I have been in business for almost 17 years now, starting with a small crew and growing into a major business with 114 employees.
Polly and I met in college. We were both local and we shared a course our senior year, hers as a major and mine as an elective. She was a business major and that was her field. I was trying to fill academic credit requirements. To make a long story short, we met, she was willing to help me learn enough to pass the course and we began dating. We dated all through that senior year and after graduation. She found a job with a financial concern and we were able to see each other fairly often. We were married a year later.
She continued to work until Peter came along. She finally stopped in her 7th month and she stayed home after that with Peter and then about a year and a half later, Becky came along. Polly was a great mother and homemaker and she seemed quite happy to be both. As the kids grew, she became a typical soccer mom, running the kids everywhere and to everything. She was content.
Our life as husband and wife was typical. We had our ups and downs, early on with money worries and then later, with pressures from kids and their needs. We always seemed to find the time to be with each other and we had a good life together for the most part. I loved her and I thought she loved me. Our sex life was good, then bad and non existent, and then on again. We had finally settled into a comfortable routine of sex on weekends and sometimes during the week if both of us were feeling frisky. Our sex was conventional, some might say vanilla, but she was always satisfied and I never had a problem. She often said that sex was just good fun and I was all she needed. I felt the same.
I would have to say that things changed about a year after Becky left for college. While the kids were close enough that we could see them fairly often, they choose to stay on campus. This gave Polly free time, time that she had never had since the kids were born. I guess you could say she had time on her hands. It was OK for a while but then boredom got the upper hand. We had the 'conversation' as I now think of it one weekend. We had been sitting out on the patio with our weekly ration of beer when she let me have the introduction.
"Mitch? I've been thinking. I'd like to go back to work. I've kept up in my field and I think I could do some kind of work with temporary accounting or bookkeeping. What would you think about it?"
"Well, first I need to catch up with you. Where did this come from? It's the first I've heard about it."
"I've just been thinking. With the kids gone, I'm left without a lot to do. The house is no trouble and we haven't joined any clubs or such. I'm bored. You're working a lot more lately and I'm alone in the evenings with nothing to do and nobody to talk to."
"Well, I guess that's true. We don't need the money, even with the kids in college, but you should have some that you could call your own. Do you really want to do this?"
"Yes, I do. I was thinking I could sign up with a temporary agency and tell them I would like to work just a couple of days a week. Maybe just two. What do you think?"
"I'd say, go for it. You have my support."
Well, that was the beginning of the end as I remember it now. That's exactly what she did. She went down the next day and signed up with a local temp service and over the next six months, she worked off and on for a number of clients and seemed to be doing very well. She wasn't making a lot of money but she seemed to like being busy again. I saw a change in her about that time: she joined a gym and started working out and losing weight. She bought herself some new clothes with her earnings and she also spent some for the kids, giving them new coats and some other things they both needed. She was also far more amorous, initiating sex more often. I thought that it had to do with her newfound conditioning and her contentment at being busy. Actually, that's exactly what it was. For a while.
Polly continued to work off and on until one day in September of that year. I had come home from work, concerned about some of the specs on a job that I was bidding on when Polly asked me if she could talk to me. I answered in the affirmative of course. I asked her to sit with me in my den and I gave her my full attention. She seemed nervous and I wanted to let her tell me whatever was bothering her. She sat down across from me, clasping her hands in her lap. She wet her lips and began.
"I was offered a job by a gentleman that I have done work for several times. He's someone like you. He owns his own business and he needs a part time bookkeeper. He would only need me two days a week and only for four hours each day. It would be from five to nine in the evening and he would even provide transportation so that I wouldn't be alone at night. It's $150 a week."
I considered this but couldn't see why it made her so nervous. It sounded like a really good gig and the money was fine. Almost $19/hour. Better than she was making as a temp. I told her so and asked why she was so nervous.
"Well, it's an evening job and I didn't know how you'd feel about that. It's only two nights a week and I would be home the rest of the time. It's good money for a few hours and I could really make plans knowing exactly when I was going to be working. So, it's OK with you?"
"It's fine with me. Can you tell me who he is and what he does?"
"His name is Conrad Menkous and he's in transportation. I think he owns a fleet of trucks and moves things across the US. He seems to be quite rich. He has an office in his home and that's where I would be working, but there's also a staff on site so I wouldn't be there alone. It's certainly on the up and up."
Well, we agreed and Polly started the next week. I did some checking and found Conrad among the names linked to interstate trucking so that appeared to be consistent. I found no flags and nothing to be concerned about. I Googled him and found that he was about 10 years older than I and unmarried. Seems harmless and Polly liked the job. She was almost always home by 9:30 so we moved into a new routine with her out two nights a week when I fended for myself for dinner. She always came home stuffed from the leftovers served to Mr. Menkous for dinner. Polly said the cook brought her a plate when he ate. Life went on.
Just before Christmas Polly told me that she was invited to a cocktail party at Conrad's home one evening. It was for some of his clients and he wanted her to meet some of them so that she would have a better idea of whom she was dealing with when she saw their names. She apologized for not inviting me but that was Conrad's request. He didn't want her to think it was a social affair. It was business only. I understood, or at least I told her I did and she was pleased.
On the night of the party, she came down dressed in a short black dress that was cut low in the front and deep in the back. She had on high heels and a string of cultured pearls that I had given her for Christmas the year before. It was the first time she had worn them since I had given them to her. I was taken aback by her appearance and I guess she sensed my displeasure. She immediately got defensive and irritated.
"You know why I dressed this way. Conrad is a very important man and he needs me to reflect that to his guests. It's professional and business only. You have no reason to be upset. Don't you trust me?"
"Of course I trust you. But you've never dressed like that for any of my affairs. I'm not sure I appreciate it."
"Well, get over it. This is important for me tonight and I want to look my best. It's only a party, for God's sake. There's the car. I have to go. Don't wait up."
With that she was gone and I was alone for the first time in years. My wife was at a party and I was here at home. I didn't like it and I resented her. I pulled out a bottle of Jim Beam and indulged myself. I indulged too much apparently and fell asleep on the couch and didn't hear a thing until late the next morning. Since it was Saturday Polly let me sleep. She finally woke me with a cup of coffee at sometime after 10:00. She saw the whiskey and my glass and my condition and put two and two together and let me have it. She hated for me to drink and she told me so. She said she came home and went to bed, expecting me to be there and found me down here, soused to the gills. She slept alone and she was not happy about it. I apologized and we spent a cool morning until she finally relented. The rest of the weekend went fine and the next week was Christmas and I had time off.
Our kids came home and we had a wonderful Christmas together. Things were good, the kids were doing well and happy at school and we had some nice gifts, in part because of the money Polly was bringing in. She had money to spend on frivolous things for the kids. The only bummer was that Polly did have to go in to work the Thursday after Christmas as usual. We let it go and the kids and I spent the evening together. It was a good holiday time but it finally ended and the kids went back to school and I went back to work.
For the next month, nothing out of the ordinary happened until one day I was having lunch with one of my clients when he asked me if I knew a man by the name of Conrad Menkous. I told him I knew who he was and asked why he was interested. He told me that he had attended a party at his place just before Christmas and had met a woman there with the same last name as mine. He described her as the hostess for the party. For some reason, I didn't tell him that the 'hostess' was my wife. I just asked him why he brought it up. He went on to tell me that she was a very beautiful woman and that she seemed to be more than just a hostess. He said Conrad had his arm around her all evening and they even kissed a few times. He just wondered if it was anyone I knew. I told him no and he just said that it was too bad since she was really hot and Conrad was a lucky guy. He said that maybe Conrad had finally found a wife for himself. We finished lunch and parted.
As you can imagine, I was disturbed for the rest of that day and I finally told my secretary that I was going home early. This was one of the days that Polly worked for Conrad so I knew that she would be getting ready to go to his place when I got home. Usually, she was gone when I got there since she worked from 5:00 on and I was typically not home until after six. This time would be different. I drove home, curious as to what I would see.
I pulled into my drive and went in to find Polly just coming out of the shower. She told me that she had spent the day working in her flower garden and was dirty and sweaty so she took a quick shower before work. She dressed then in a conservative pair of slacks and a long sleeved blouse, ready to go to work. She grabbed her briefcase and set it in the hall and came in to talk to me and find out why I was home so early.
I told her then that I wasn't feeling well and I needed to come home. I told her my stomach was upset and I had a headache. She seemed concerned and tried to take my temperature but I just brushed her aside and told her to go to her damned job and I would take care of myself. I was not sick, I was angry and uncertain of my wife and I felt like hell. I didn't have a damned temperature, I was just hot under the collar. I didn't tell her any of that but that's what I was feeling at the time.
She seemed to accept my story so she must have decided that she should act like a concerned wife. She went to the phone in the kitchen. She called someone and I heard her say that she wouldn't be coming in tonight and not to send the car. She said she would call later to let them know if she was coming in another time. She hung up and came over to me.
"There. Now there's no need to worry. I'm not going in so you can just relax. I'll take care of you so you just go up to bed and I'll fix some hot tea and bring it up to you. Go on now, go!"
I remember going to bed and wondering how my life had gone to hell so quickly without my knowing about it. I guess I had gone from skepticism to belief in just a short time. I tried to determine why I was so willing to accept the fact that my wife was cheating on me without any proof and just the word of someone at a party. I began to put things together. First, she was working at a man's house. Second, he was sending a car for her. Third, she seemed to be very tired and never in the mood for sex with me on Tuesday and Thursday nights the same nights she worked. Forth, she was buying the kids things we couldn't really afford. She always told me that since she was working, she was willing to charge some things knowing she would have the money coming in to pay for them, but the amounts she was spending didn't add up. Finally, the visual proof that George, my client saw the night of the Christmas party. Polly told me she was a guest. George told me she was the hostess and acted as if she was Conrad's mistress.
Well, I decided to see what I could confirm over the next few days. I let her take care of me that night and went back in to work the next day. I came up with a plan to do some snooping. First, I wanted a look in her briefcase. She kept it locked when she was home but I knew where she kept the key. I knew that Becky would call her that evening and they usually talked for about 30 or 40 minutes when she did. I was going to search her briefcase during the phone call. Now, all I had to do was wait.
Just past 9:00 Becky called. I waited for about five minutes and then walked into our bedroom and into her closet. The briefcase was there and I had taken the key from her key ring earlier. I grabbed the case, took it into the spare bedroom and opened it. The first thing I noticed was that there was nothing in there. No papers, no calculator, no notebooks, nothing that had to do with accounting or bookkeeping. It appeared to be more of a prop than a working briefcase. I almost stopped there but decided to go the whole way since I was in. I searched all the pockets and slots and finally found a single picture inside one of the pockets. I pulled it out and my heart dropped through the floor.
In the picture, Polly had on thong panties and a pushup bra but the bra was shoved up almost to her neck and her tits were hanging down as a man was fucking her from behind. I could see clearly his cock buried inside her as her panties were pushed off to the side. The look on her face seemed to be one of pleasure, her eyes closed and her mouth open. I remember just making it to the spare bathroom where I spewed my guts up. My stomach was clenched so tightly it was painful and I was having trouble catching my breath. I finally cleaned myself up and went back to put things back the way they were. As I took one last look at that picture, I turned it over to see an inscription. It said, 'I have lots more of these so just remember that.' It was signed with a big 'C'. I assumed for Conrad. Rather than put the picture back, I kept it, putting it in my wallet behind my driver's license. Let her wonder what had happened to it.
I put the briefcase back and sat on the bed for the next 10 minutes, pulling myself together. I needed to decide what to do now. I knew she was cheating on me. I believed she was a willing participant because the look on her face was not one of pain and to make it worse, she was getting paid for it. She continued to go to work and she never asked me for help. She never let me know that she was unhappy in our marriage and she never said that I didn't satisfy her sexually. If she had, we could have worked it out or divorced or something. Not this. This was not acceptable to me. I finally decided that I was going to insist that she quit first and then we would work out what to do next. I was not sure I could forgive her, but maybe I could try. I did still love her and I loved our family. I wouldn't give it up easily.
That night, after the phone call, I told her that I had been thinking and I wanted her to quit her job. She was caught by surprise and she had nothing to say at first, but she then began to tell me all the reasons why she shouldn't quit. I listened but none of them were important to me. We talked back and forth for the next two hours but I remained adamant. She finally went to bed in tears and I slept in the spare room that night. Things were not good.
I went to work the next day without having spoken to her and tried to put things into some perspective. I couldn't even begin to make progress and knew that her decision was going to be the deciding factor. I went home to find her sitting at the kitchen table waiting for me. When I came in, she came to me and put her arms around me.
"I'll call today and resign. I can't go on with you sleeping away from me and not talking to me. No job is worth that. I'm sorry for last night. I love you Mitch and I'm not going to lose you."
With that, she called someone and told them that she was not coming in and that she would make an appointment with Conrad and tell him she was resigning. She listened and finally agreed to a meeting the next day at 3:00 in his office. She hung up and turned to me with a smile and assured me that things would be better now. She would resign tomorrow and we could then work together to make things like they used to be.



Now, it is important to understand that at that point, I had decided that I was going to try to save my marriage. I know all of the reasons why I should just dump her cheating ass but I just couldn't bring myself to end it that way. I can't tell you why, but I just felt that I couldn't live without her in my life. I was not going to tell her what I knew and I was going to forgive her and go forward. That's how I felt and I went to work the next day with high hopes. Things were going to be OK.
At work, things went to hell in a hurry. We were working on a strip mall in the southern part of the city and we were on a deadline to open before the seasonal rush. Things were tight but we were on schedule. Until that day. Suddenly, our deliveries of cement, building blocks, lumber and other supplies were being delayed, misrouted or cancelled. Suddenly all our truck deliveries were delayed. It continued all day and into the next day without any resolution. I spent most of my time on the phone to suppliers and contractors but they all said that they weren't responsible. They had loaded the trucks but they had no idea of why they never made it to the site. I was confused and angry until I suddenly remembered what Conrad Menkous did for a living. He was in Transportation and owned a fleet of trucks and delivery vehicles. He controlled shipping and transportation around this area. Now, it made sense!
Now I knew what had happened. Conrad was not happy that I had messed up his arrangement with his mistress. He was content with the setup and he was not going to let me change it. The son of a bitch was using his trucks to blackmail me. Well, I was not going to let him do this, but I was not sure what I could do without proof. As I was sitting there stewing and trying to decide what steps to take, my secretary buzzed me to tell me there was a Mr. Menkous to see me. I was really taken aback by that but decided then and there to deal with him. I told her to show him in.
Conrad Menkous was a big man. Taller than me and heavier by a good 50 pounds. He had a deep tan and his hair was long and wavy with a good deal of gray mixed with black. He was dressed casually but I could tell that his jacket and slacks cost more than I brought home in a month. He moved to the desk and reached to shake my hand as I stood up. I left my hands at my side as I told him to sit. The angry flash in his eyes told me he got the message. He sat and began immediately without any small talk.
"You know who I am and you know why I am here. I'll be blunt. I want your wife to return to work for me under the present agreement. I will increase her 'salary' to $1000 a week from the $500 I'm now giving her. She continues to do as I wish and your business will go back to its previous schedule but with the added advantage of having preferential treatment during scheduling. I'll see to that. This way, you have your wife all but eight hours a week and we both get what we want."
He stopped to see if I had anything to say but I kept my mouth shut. I wanted to see what this son of a bitch would say next.
"Now that we understand each other, I may wish for her to attend certain gatherings at my home, with a bonus for each one of course. If you prefer, I can have the bonus paid directly to you. I won't expect your answer today. I want Polly to be at my home Thursday just as before. If she doesn't come as scheduled, I will have to take further action. Do I make myself clear? Good."
With that, he rose and left my office. I just sat there for the next 15 minutes, thinking of what he said. There were a lot of things to take into consideration. First, Polly told me she was getting $150 a week. Conrad said $500. So money was part of the motivation for Polly, and she lied to me from the very beginning. That certainly changed things and put things into perspective for me. Second, it was clear that he could ruin my business and put my people out of a job. Finally, he was content to have her part time leaving her to me for the rest of the time. That was pretty much it.
At home that night, Polly was unusually quiet but I didn't mention my visit from Conrad. She didn't mention going back to work so I was curious as to what it was that I was supposed to do. I avoided any conversation with her that night and pretended to have a contract to work on that would take me most of the night. She didn't push it so we ended up going to bed at different times. She pretended sleep when I came to bed and I simply rolled over and pretended to sleep. It was clear that something had to be done but I had no idea of what.
The next day at work was a revelation. Suddenly all of our deliveries were on time and several extra runs got us back on schedule. The power Conrad had over my business fortunes was made clear to me. Without question. Fine, that was that. I completed my work schedule that day and looked forward to going home to face Polly. This was Thursday and Conrad expected her that night. I had not said anything to her so I would have to decide tonight what to do. I still had no idea what I was going to do, but one thing for sure was that I was going to divorce Polly. Now that I knew that she was just a paid whore, I felt a little better as I drove home.
At home, Polly was not there. I looked around and found her briefcase missing and a note on the table. It simply said, 'Went to work. See you tonight, Love Polly.' I read it twice to be sure I had read it right. She had gone back to him! Without talking to me, without a word and without any explanation. She had gone back to her master to perform as his paid slut! She just assumed that I was her pimp now. That was the last straw. I knew what I had to do.
Just after 7:00 that evening, I knocked on the door of Mr. Conrad Menkous' lovely home. The door was answered by a young lady dressed as a maid and she inquired as to my needs. I told her my name and that Mr. Menkous had invited me to his home to discuss a business proposal. She gave me a strange, sad look but invited me into the foyer. She asked me to wait while she notified him that I was there. I thanked her and moved into the waiting room just off the foyer, but as soon as she left I followed her back into the house. She moved to a phone on the wall and pushed a button. After a few seconds, she spoke agitatedly with someone and seemed to be explaining something. She finally hung up shaking her head and moved away, into the house. I walked further in to find the stairs leading up to the bedrooms. I waited at the bottom, just back so as not to be easily seen. I heard a door open and I saw Conrad come out tying a bathrobe about his waist and I heard Polly's voice, seemingly quite agitated, saying something I couldn't make out. Conrad seemed angry and shut the door on her comments. I stepped further back so as not to be seen as Conrad came down the stairs.
As he moved toward the foyer I stepped in behind him and followed silently as he went into the waiting room, looking around for me. As he turned, he saw me standing there. He smiled and came toward me, his voice booming in welcome.
"Welcome Mr. Holland. I'm glad to see you and I know Polly will be glad that you came to your senses. She and I have been enjoying each other's company this evening. I'm so glad you agreed to our arrangement. You'll have to forgive me but I anticipated you told her that you had accepted my offer. But, it would be rather uncomfortable for you to stay so I'll say goodnight now."
With that he smiled and went to the foyer and the door. He intended to open it to see me out but I pulled out an old and battered .38 revolver and told him that I wasn't ready to leave just yet. He stopped in shock but quickly regained his composure. I expect he was used to smoothing people over when they were angry or upset. I was to be no exception. He began to speak in a soft soothing voice as he came toward me, obviously to talk me down. I watched him come, impressed by his cool composure under stress. I wished I could do that. I told him so, just before I shot him three times in the head and neck.
I watched his face contort in shock and pain as he took the first bullet in the face. The second took him high on the forehead, between the eyes and all expression left his face. The third shot hit in the neck but wasn't really of any consequence. The first two had done the job. Mr. Menkous would no longer need my wife's services. As he fell, I stepped back out of the way. I could hear screaming from close behind me but I didn't turn. I think I heard Polly's voice screaming my name but I can't be sure now. Certain that Conrad was dead, I turned the gun on myself and pulled the trigger.
************
The last thing I remember was putting the gun to my head and pulling the trigger. I just don't know why I'm not dead. Maybe I am really dead. At least, I woke up in the hospital with a headache that made me think I was dead and in Hell. Maybe I had succeeded and this was my reward. Well, no doubt I deserved it.
Now it is for sure. I am alive. They tell me it has been several weeks since I shot Conrad and myself. The doctors explained to me that apparently someone grabbed my hand just as I pulled the trigger on myself and deflected the gun enough to cause the bullet to slide off my skull and exit just below my chin. He told me I was lucky. That's a matter of opinion to a man who was trying to kill himself, telling him he was lucky he failed.
Once I was well enough to have visitors, my doctor told me that my wife, my son and my daughter were all here and wanted to see me. I had been unconscious for the first three weeks and conscious for only the past three days. He had allowed no visitors during that time since he was worried about my mental state. He told me I had been shouting in anger at someone but he couldn't make out who, so he wanted to wait until I was alert enough to talk to him. That was good since I told him then that I didn't want to see or talk to my wife. I did want to see my son and daughter. He made notes and told me that it was entirely up to me. He left, saying he would send Peter in first.
I talked to Peter first and we went through all of the initial assurances that things were going to be OK and that he was fine and that mom was fine and that Becky was fine. All of that garbage until he finally asked.
"Pop, why won't you see mom? What happened? You have to tell me because she is yelling and crying and in general making a nuisance trying to get you to see you. Tell me. I have to know."
I looked at my son. He was almost a college graduate and I was going to ask him to take over the business. He was going to have to take over the family as well because it was a sure bet that I wasn't going to be around. In order to make the right decisions, I decided to tell him the truth and to let it fall as it may.
"Peter. Things will get quite a bit worse before they get better. I'm in serious trouble and I am very likely going to prison for a long time. It's very important that you be willing to take over the company and take control of my assets. I want to transfer everything over to you. In order to do that, I'm going to tell you the truth about what happened, I'm going to give it to you like a man. You have to let me tell you the whole story first before you argue with me. Can you do that?"
"Go ahead, pop. I'll listen and I'll wait."
"First, your mother has been a paid mistress for Conrad Menkous for the past seven months. He was paying her for sex twice a week and he was paying her $500 a week. I found out about it and told your mother to quit. I didn't tell her I knew what she was doing but maybe she suspected. Anyway, when she quit, Mr. Menkous tied up my business with his trucking concern and almost ruined our strip mall project just to put pressure on me. Then, he came to my work to tell me what he did and to insist that Polly come back under the same conditions but at a higher salary. He was going to pay her $1000 for sex. I refused but Polly apparently couldn't resist the extra money and the night I shot Conrad, she had gone to him without discussing it with me. I went to his home, found them together and I shot him and tried to shoot myself but someone stopped me. That's the whole story."
Poor Peter. I had time to come to grips with the whole thing but poor Peter had to take it all in one single bite. I felt sorry for him. His mother a whore and his father a murderer. Way too much to deal with. I watched him struggle with the whole thing and just let him have the time he needed. There was nothing else I could do. I watched the struggle and the tears fall from his eyes. It took him a good five minutes before finally telling me it couldn't be true. I told him to look for my wallet in the night stand. He pulled the drawer open and got it out. I told him to look behind my drivers license for a picture. He found it. He turned it over and read the inscription. No more need be said. The tears came then and he cried as he hadn't cried in years, ever since he had grown into a fine man. Now, they came.
We sat together for a while longer before he said he had to go. I told him to take the picture and do with it whatever he wanted. I let him leave, making him promise to come back later. He just nodded and left. I felt bad for him but as I said, he had to take over for me. I needed to prepare him.
Becky came in afterwards and visited but all I would tell her was to speak with Peter. He could tell her why I wouldn't see her mother. She was not happy but she was more concerned with me and my condition so we spent the time trying to just love each other. I needed that. She left after about 15 minutes promising to come tomorrow.
Well, that was that. Now all I had to do was to get better so that I could be tried for murder. The doctor said that would be another month or so. I simply wanted it over.
For the next three days, both Peter and Becky came to visit and each time they told me that Polly had come with them. She was waiting to see me but so far, I had refused. It finally came to Peter to insist that I let her in to see me. At least once, he complained so that she would stop the constant crying and wailing and wringing her hands. He said it was becoming irritating. I asked him if he had told her that he knew and he said no. Well, then, I told him to let her in the following day but only if he came in with her. That way, she would be limited in what she would feel she could say. Peter agreed, but reluctantly.
The next day at visiting hours, Peter followed Polly into the room. I was now able to sit up and most of the bandages were removed from my head and face. I had a few bandages on the side of my head, and my lower face and neck was still almost covered and I still had a drainage tube sticking out of my neck, but all in all, I looked very good. Almost good enough to go to court. Polly walked into the room and stopped dead in her tracks. I watched her face go from the smile she began with to a frown and then into tears. She saw me as I was and began to cry. How about that? Remorse at this stage? Hah!
"Mitch, you look terrible. I don't know what I expected but not this. I didn't realize it was so bad. How do you feel? Are you in any pain? Oh, God, what have you done to yourself?"
Well now, that was a clever switch. What did I do to myself? As if she had nothing to do with it. I looked at this woman who had been my life for so many years and searched for something, anything, inside me. I found nothing but contempt.
"Well, hello to you too, Polly. Thanks for the compliments. I feel just great. No pain from the wound at least. I guess I should thank you for ruining my shot and preventing me from killing myself. At least, they tell me it was you. I won't however. I just wish I had succeeded. You know why."
Polly reacted to my words as if I had slapped her. Either she had no clue that I felt that she being a lying, cheating slut was wrong or she hadn't expected me to mention anything with Peter present. I couldn't tell which. I just watched her as she struggled with my words and her response.
She looked at Peter and then back to me. There was a little flash of anger in her eyes.
"I don't know why you would want to kill yourself Mitch. You knew what I was doing and you told Conrad that you had agreed to his terms. Now that isn't an issue anymore, you have everything to live for. We want you to get better so that we can be a family again. We can get you a good lawyer and we can get you off with self defense. I'll testify that Conrad threatened me and you tried to defend me. We can get you off. I promise that I'll testify on your behalf. Just tell me you'll try to beat this thing and come home to us. Promise me!"
"I don't know what that son of a bitch told you but I never agreed to anything, When I came home to talk to you about it, you had already gone back to his bed. You couldn't wait to get your next paycheck. For your information, I have no intention of going to trial. I told my attorney to plead me out. I'm guilty and I'll pay for my crime. It's just too bad that you weren't there a little sooner. If you had been, we could all three have been dead. You first, Conrad second and then I would have been successful. It would have been over. Now, you get off scott free and Conrad and I pay the price. Congratulations."
Peter reacted first by reaching over to grab his mother by the arm just before she fainted. I guess my words had hit a nerve, but I was not the least bit moved by her performance. Peter moved her to a chair and sat her down. Her head slumped onto her chest and she sagged but remained upright. Peter looked at me with anger on his face and let me have it.
"Why in the hell did you do that to her in front of me? You have every right to get into it with her but not in front of me. OK, so I know what happened but she didn't know that and you sand bagged her. That wasn't right. You were the wronged party but that doesn't give you the right to be cruel in turn."
"You're right Pete. I'm sorry for doing that to you. But you have to know the pain that just seeing her causes me. I let her in because you asked me to but I never wanted to see or speak to her again for this very reason. I hate her for what she's done to us and I can't get past it. If I could, I would never have done what I did. Now I'll pay for it."
"But you heard what she said! She'll back a story of self defense. If both of you go with that, you can get off with maybe probation. You have to go that way. For Becky and me, if not for mom."
"Not a chance. I want nothing from her and I will pay my own way. She couldn't give up the easy money so she sold her body for cash. I'll accept nothing from her, ever again."
Polly had heard this last and she rose from the chair and stumbled out of the room. She was unlikely to ever come back. I was happy with that. Peter stayed for a few more minutes to discuss some details of the business but left almost as quickly. He would have to deal with Polly now. Now that she knew that Peter and probably Becky knew of her cheating she would have to live with that knowledge. I hoped it choked her, but I knew she was capable of much more than I ever gave her credit for. She would survive. I had no doubt.
I met with my lawyer several more times over the next two weeks and we were ready for the preliminary hearing. I had finally made him realize that I would plead guilty. All he had to do was determine what charge the ADA would go for. He could go for murder one, murder two or manslaughter. There were several degrees of that, too, so it was up to him. We were as ready as we could be: him with a client that wanted to just get on with it and me with a lawyer that was court assigned and getting almost nothing for his time. I had refused any lawyers from my kids or Polly. It was in the hands of fate now.



Just before we went to court, my lawyer came in sort of out of breath and told me that the ADA wanted to meet with us before court. I was confused and wanted to know what he was up to but my lawyer had no clue. He was as surprised as I was. But, we went to a small conference room just outside the courtroom and met with the ADA. He was a tall, very distinguished looking man wearing a suit that I would give my right arm for. He came into the room without any preliminaries and spoke directly to my attorney. I may as well not have been there for all they cared. I listened since my fate was on the line.
The ADA began by stating that there was no issue with my guilt. He thought he could prove that I shot Conrad Menkous in cold blood and with premeditation, but he had met with two witnesses that claimed that I had shot Mr. Menkous in defense of my wife and a third that backed them up. All witnesses were credible and could cause a lot of reasonable doubt on the stand. He didn't want to go that route since a lot of people didn't like Conrad Menkous and felt that maybe I had done the world a big favor. I was confused. Three witnesses? I didn't know who they could have been. In spite of my reservations, I asked him who these witnesses were.
My lawyer told me to shut up and the ADA just looked at me in disgust. He said his boss was anxious to get this over with and he definitely didn't want to go to trial. Apparently, Conrad had some very influential friends that didn't want his activities carefully scrutinized. He was over a barrel and wanted to make a deal.
My lawyer just laughed and said, "No jail time. He does probation and community service. We'll waive jury trial and go with recommendations. How about it? With three witnesses claiming self defense, you have no case."
"Done. I'll see the judge. I'll let you know."
With that, the ADA walked out of the room, my attorney shook my hand and said it was now up to the judge. He had no doubt that the judge would accept the ADA's recommendation since I hadn't even been charged yet. It was really in the ADA's hands, and not the judge anyway, but the judge always had the final say. We had nothing to do but wait.
It was less than an hour later when the ADA walked in, and without a look at me, gave my attorney some papers to sign and waited. Once they were signed, he looked at me in disgust and walked back out of the room. My attorney read the papers one more time and gave me a copy. I took it but asked him what it meant.
"You are a free man. Since you were never arraigned and no changes were filed, the ADA simply dropped all charges against you and you are free. No probation, no community service, nothing. Congratulations."
Just like that. It was over. I had killed Conrad Menkous in cold blood, with intent beforehand and then tried to take my own life, but no one seemed to take the latter item into consideration. I would have gone to trial if it were up to me but no one else wanted to punish me. I didn't know what to make of it. Free.
We walked out of the conference room to find Peter, Becky and Polly, along with another woman I didn't know waiting for me. They had heard the news from the ADA and knew it was over. Becky flew into my arms and wrapped her arms around my neck and just held on. Peter gave me a huge grin and reached for my hand. Polly hung back and just watched. She made no move to join us and I ignored her after a quick glance in her direction. I wanted nothing to do with her. She and the other women turned and walked away talking to my now ex attorney. I was glad to see her go.
I had been free now just more than two months. I moved into a small apartment about three miles from my former home and it suited me fine. I had taken the business back from Peter who was happy to return to college to finish his degree. He promised to return when he graduated to help me run the business but not now. Becky returned to school as well and I understood that she and Polly stayed close. Peter had never told Becky all of the truth but he himself was cold with Polly. They still talked and Peter still considered her his mom but the close relationship they once shared was gone. I had no contact with Polly and wanted none.
An attorney contacted me later that year with a declaration of divorce, filed by Polly. Since we lived in a no fault divorce state, no contestable reasons were stated for the divorce, simply irreconcilable differences. Generic for divorces. I read the conditions and saw that Polly wanted the house and 50% of all monetary assets but made no claim on the business and no claim on future earnings or investments. It was a very fair request and I signed it immediately, making one small note and initialing it. I noted that she had listed a savings account in her name with just more than $17,000 under assets. I had crossed that one out, wanting no part of that money. That was interesting in that she must have earned some extra money by performing for Conrad other than the twice a week sessions I knew about. She had been a busy little whore.
It took an additional six months for the divorce to be final. I hired an attorney to control the monetary assets listed until the divorce so I would have no reason to speak with Polly. Between he and Polly's attorney, the assets were split and remained in separate accounts until the final split. Everything was moving along without a hitch. I had almost fully recovered, a small twitch, some trouble swallowing, and some limited vision in my right eye the only remnants of my aborted suicide attempt. The scars were not easy to look at but I kept them. I considered my life now and decided that it was not all bad. I had my business, my children and my own place. I was healthy again and feeling really good. I had no complaints.
********
Just over a year from the time all of my trials started, I received a phone call from a woman who told me her name was Emily Sanchez. She told me that she had some information about Conrad Menkous that I might like to have. I listened and then told her that as far as I was concerned, that case and that part of my life was over. She had nothing I wanted to hear. All she said then was that if I wanted to know what had really happened in that house, she could tell me. She then left a number where she could be reached for the next 48 hours. After that, she said, she would be gone and the truth would die with her.
Well, how does one let a claim like that go? It was all mystery and spookiness and the stuff of movies. I just laughed it off to myself and went back to work. That evening though, while sitting in front of the TV with a frozen dinner I had nuked as my lone source of sustenance, I reconsidered. I had left the number at work and decided to call the next morning to see what I could see. With that decision made, I ate my breaded chicken breast and ate what passed for mixed vegetables, watched a rerun of CSI and finally went to bed. I liked to be up early so it wasn't too early for bedtime.
The next morning, I found the number and called. When she answered, we made arrangements to meet at a local restaurant for lunch. She knew me by sight so she would find me. I agreed and passed the rest of the morning working on the final accounting details for the project we were completing that week. It would yield a healthy profit, a fact that made my day just about perfect.
I let Mallory, my secretary know that I would be at lunch and to call my cell if she needed anything. I reminded her of several items that had to be finished that afternoon and made sure she knew who owed us what in terms of reports and final accounts. She just waved me out, knowing exactly what needed doing. Probably better than I did.
As I was drinking my iced tea, a lovely woman of about my age slid into the seat across from me. I took in her clothes, her hair and her face, all showing the result of a lot of money. She was certainly beautiful, long black hair, brown eyes and skin almost honey colored. She must have had cosmetic surgery since her face looked much younger than the rest of her. All in all, she was a vision. She introduced herself as Emily Sanchez and asked me to call her Emily. I agreed in exchange for her calling me Mitch.
"To what do I owe the honor of your presence, Emily?"
"I would like to tell you something about what happened to you and your wife a year or so ago. Before you say anything Mitch, understand that I was together with Conrad and Polly the night you shot Connie. You never knew who the other witness to your 'self defense' shooting was. It was me. Polly and I both told the police that you had no choice but to shoot Connie that night. They believed me because I worked at the house and the other servants backed me up."
I was now completely taken. I had always wondered who that mysterious third person was and now I knew. So she and Polly had worked together to keep me out of jail. Well, I wanted to know that story. I asked her to continue and to tell me everything she knew. So here it is.
Emily's Story.
Conrad, or Connie Menkous was a cruel and vindictive man. He was the head of a large transportation company, controlling trucking and transportation for the local tri-state area and his trucks traveled across the country, into Canada and Mexico. He was also part of the local Greek crime syndicate. He used his company to launder money from drugs, prostitution and numbers all controlled by the syndicate. He also was into smuggling, both human and contraband. He was very wealthy and he was feared by many of those he supposedly took orders from. He had many enemies and few friends.
I worked in the house as a cook most of the time. I have a son, Luis, who is now 15 years old. He and I had been living at the house without a man for the past four years. His father, Ramon, was shot to death in an apparent mugging. At least that's what the police told me. They had no suspects and the case was closed soon after his death. I had my own suspicions since that was the same time Connie decided to have me as his mistress. To this day, I regret my actions.
I was seduced by Connie with money and beautiful things, but most of all by his promise to see my son educated. Without considering the consequences, I let myself be taken by Connie one night when Ramon was working. I was so ashamed and I told Connie that I couldn't do that any more. I pleaded with him to not tell Ramon, but he showed me some pictures that he had taken. He has cameras in many places in his bedroom and he can take pictures of anything that happens there. He threatened to show the pictures to Ramon unless I continued to provide him with sexual favors. Even though I agreed, Ramon found out that I was sleeping with Connie and confronted him.
Connie seemed to be apologetic and assured Ramon that he would leave me alone and everything would be well. Less than a week later, Ramon was shot and killed. Connie was very sad about it but offered to take care of me and Luis. I had no choice since my Ramon and I had never been able to save any money. We used all we had to pay our bills and put some aside for Luis' future. Connie moved us into the house and began to buy me things to wear and things for Luis for school. He was very good to us and I once again returned to his bed. He enjoyed me from then on and he made sure that Luis and I wanted for nothing.
I seemed to be enough for Connie for the next few years since he would have me two or three times a week and he seemed to be satisfied with me. I made up my mind that I would stay until Luis was of age and his schooling was completed. I told myself that I could endure that. It wasn't as if Connie was a bad man to me. He had very simple tastes in sexual matters and he asked nothing that I wouldn't do. I was able to continue as his mistress until Polly came to work for him.
Polly was to be his bookkeeper and that is what she did for the first two months she worked for Connie. I got to know her when I would bring her food from the dinner table once Connie had finished. He always wanted far more prepared than he would eat. I believe he got some kind of satisfaction knowing he had plenty while others struggled.
Polly always treated me with dignity, even though she eventually found out what I was. She never talked down to me and she was fun for me to be with. I was happy when she came. We became friends.
It was one Tuesday evening when Connie came home and saw Polly and I talking. He seemed very angry and told me to come with him right away. I left and he took me upstairs to the bedroom and he had sex with me, but it was more forceful and less pleasant than usual. I didn't know what was wrong and I asked him once he was finished with me. He appeared not to have heard my question and I prepared to leave when he asked me to do something.
"Emily, when you prepare to take some of my dinner to Miss Polly, I want you to let me know. Can you do that? I want to know before you take anything in to her."
"Of course, Connie. Can you tell me what you intend to do?"
"Not just yet. Just go and prepare something for her now. Go, do as I ask."
So with that, I went to the kitchen and fixed a plate for Polly, including some of the desert that she loved. I took the plate in to Connie, now in the library and showed it to him. He looked at it and told me to leave it there while I returned to the kitchen to get a glass of the wine he had chilling. I did as he asked and returned. He just nodded and I took the plate in to Polly. We sat together as she ate and we talked as we often did. I was not expecting anything to happen but as we talked, I noticed Polly begin to nod and sway in her chair. It was almost as if she was falling asleep. I went to her and helped her to the couch where she could lie down. As I was preparing to cover her, Connie came in.
He said nothing about her condition but told me to leave. He said he would take care of her. I left as he requested but lingered outside the den until I saw him come out, carrying Polly. He carried her upstairs to his bedroom and shut the door. I didn't know what happened after that, but I had my suspicions. He had her in there for over an hour until finally he led her out. She was walking slowly and holding her head. She appeared to be all right but still groggy. He helped her downstairs and back into the den and called for the car to take her home at the regular time.
Polly arrived the next Thursday as scheduled and Connie ushered her into the den. He closed the door and I heard nothing until Connie called to me to come in. I did as he asked and saw Polly sitting on the couch in tears. She was sobbing and moaning to herself but I didn't know why. I asked Connie and he handed me some pictures. They were pictures of Connie and Polly, both naked in his bed. One of the pictures showed him penetrating her, him on top and her laying on her back. A second one showed him entering her from behind. A pillow was placed under her stomach raising her hips off the bed. A third picture showed him with his erect organ in her mouth. In all the pictures, her eyes were closed but you could not tell that she was unconscious.
Connie told me that there were more pictures of other things and that he had informed Polly that if she refused to do those things with him again, he would make sure that her husband got a full set. He also said he would send a set to her parents, who he informed me lived close by. He then told me to tell Polly about he and I. He suggested that we could all party together in the future. I did as he requested and Polly continued to cry. She was crying for her lost innocence, I knew then. She knew that she had no choice. I told her that Connie and I had been master and mistress for the past four years and that he was not a cruel lover and that he had been very generous to me and to my son. I urged her to cooperate. I felt I had no choice at the time and I didn't know anything about you or how you might react to those pictures. I hoped that Polly would be able to keep you unaware of her actions.
Conrad informed Polly then that he would increase her weekly sum from the original $150 to $500. He also said that if he asked any more from her, he would pay her a bonus of between $1000 and $2000 each time she agreed. He wanted her as a hostess for some of his business affairs. He was quick to assure her that no one other than he and I would ever know of this part of her life. No one else would be asked to join us. We were the exclusive property of Conrad Menkous.
Connie is not well endowed. His manhood was somewhat small and he had very little stamina. This is why he had Polly and I, rather than frequent prostitutes. He was ashamed of his physique and had no intimate women friends. Most of the time Connie preferred to sit and watch Polly and I together. As a result, we found ways to pleasure each other that made Connie happy. In this way, we avoided most of the unpleasant duties. She and I never hurt the other and we simply brought each other to an artificial conclusion. He never knew the difference. Connie was content most times with nothing more. Even though Polly stayed for the full four hours, the encounters with Connie and I never lasted more than 30 to 45 minutes. In the rare event that Connie wanted to have sex with one of us, it was usually with entry from the back and was over in less than five minutes.
You wonder why I am telling you this. It is important that you understand all of the things that went on in that house. There were parties and gatherings at the house from time to time and Connie insisted that Polly and I dress for them. Polly only dressed at home for the first one and Connie was not happy with her attire. He had me take her out and buy some very nice articles for those parties and she kept them there at the house as needed. During those parties, Connie made it clear to those visitors that we were for his pleasure only and that no one was to touch us in any way. There was never any sex before or after those gatherings. Connie was feared and his wishes were respected.
There came two times that Polly tried to break away. The first was shortly after Christmas when we had a session with Connie that was less than satisfactory for him. That was the first time we actually began sexual activities with all three of us. Polly was not happy with the idea of sex with me and she protested. She said that she was going to tell you about her indiscretions and hope that you would understand. Conrad simply told me to explain to her what had happened to my Ramon when he found out and wanted me to stop. I did, but as I told her what had happened, I realized for the first time that Connie had made it happen. I had known all along but because of my son's future, I refused to acknowledge it. Now I knew.
The second time was the time when you came to the house. What happened then, you know. Connie called Polly at her home and told her to be there that night and that you had agreed. Polly was devastated. She didn't know that you had not agreed and she came that night a broken woman. Connie was particularly aggressive that evening and wanted both of us to pleasure him. We had been together about an hour when the maid called to inform him that you were there. He laughed and told Polly that her husband had seen the light and wanted to discuss the money terms. Polly wanted to go to you and talk to you but Connie told her to stay there.
We were both frightened of what might happen and we followed Connie downstairs. We were just coming into the room when you pulled the trigger. Polly screamed and ran to you just as you put the gun to your head. Your back was to us so you didn't see us but she grabbed your hand just as the gun went off. She was the one that called 911 and stayed with you until the paramedics came. I got dressed and talked Polly into changing into her work clothes before the police arrived so that we could arrange our stories. Connie was dead and I shed no tears. You know the rest.



One last thing. That night before the police came, I told Polly that we would claim that you came in to pick up your wife, found that she was being molested by Connie and that she tried to get away but he slapped her and knocked her down. You came to her rescue and in the struggle, the gun went off and Connie was fatally shot. We knew nothing about the gun or whether it was legal but we felt that was not something that we should know about.
When we talked to the District Attorney, we told him the same story and the maid Consuela, the one you met that night, corroborated our story. It was Consuela who told the District Attorney that you were shot during the struggle. We had forgotten that and were not able to tell the District Attorney how it had happened. Again, this was fortunate since the District Attorney believed our stories since they were not identical. Or so your attorney later told us.
Now you know all of the facts. I have become very fond of Polly and I wanted you to know the truth. She never stopped loving you but found herself in very bad trouble. I now know that she should have talked to you at the very beginning but I was one that suggested she not do that, so I feel partly responsible. She does not know that I am telling you this. She asked me not to do this, as a matter of fact. She understands that she can never be forgiven for what she did and how she let it get out of control. But I believe that you should know that she was never what you imagined her to be. What she did was wrong and it should never have been allowed to continue. If I had been less selfish and not so concerned with my son I would have supported her in her attempts to break away. But I did not, so I bear some of the responsibility.
When he understood the truth, my Luis is very unhappy with me. He will not accept the money I saved for his education. He threw it back in my face when I showed it to him. He refused the grant that Connie had made for his tuition at the local university. He will accept nothing from me now. He has moved in with his grandmother and he speaks to me very seldom now. I was a fool and I let myself be swayed by the money. Polly also let the money salve her conscience. She never bought herself anything with the money and only spent it on some things for the children and for you.
You now know that both Polly and I have paid for our part in this. Both of us have lost those we loved, and we have none to blame but ourselves. Connie was what he was, but he was open with it. We hid our shame and kept our mouths shut when we should have spoken. We live with that every day of our lives, her without her husband and son, and me without my son. We will die knowing our shame.
Emily Sanchez rose from the seat and reached over to shake my hand. She was still composed and calm but I could see the redness in her eyes and the glistening tears unshed. She raised her hand to stop me as I started to rise and simply smiled back.
"Please, let me go. I have said what I came to say and I am content. It was very nice to finally meet you and to unburden myself to you. I hope that my small part in helping you keep your freedom will be appreciated. Have a good day."
With that, she walked away and I never saw her again.
******
Emily gave me a lot to think about. I was able to let go of a lot of the anger after I heard her story. I had no doubt that she was telling me the truth. She had no reason to lie and she was leaving to return to El Salvador to be with her family. It seemed she knew a lot about Conrad's holdings and she knew the combination to his private safe. She was quite well off now and she had sent the money she liberated ahead of her. I wished her well.
As to Polly. I considered what Emily had told me but it really changed nothing. Polly always had the option of telling me what had happened and what Conrad wanted from her. After the first time that was actually a drug-induced situation and not her fault, she should have had enough faith in me and our marriage to tell me the truth. She chose instead to handle things on her own. I was convinced that she considered the money and decided that it wasn't that bad. She was cheating on me but I was less important to her than the money and any risk to her status quo. I decided that we had nothing left to build on. Peter and Becky were old enough to make their own choices.
This all happened 10 years ago today. I still remember it all as if it were yesterday. I continued in my business for five years after that, then turned it over to Peter and bought myself a boat. I have been sailing from port to port now for the past five years and call no place home. I see my kids now and then and we keep in touch by phone once in a while. They tell me Polly is married now, and I was amused to find it was to the client that first told me of her status at Conrad's home during the Christmas party. I remembered that he was quite taken with her. Peter says that they seem to be quite happy. Polly always asks of me when he comes to visit but he tells her nothing. She seems resigned to that, he says but continues to ask. She always was stubborn.
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I read the report from DNA Testing Centers without anger or suspense. I had anticipated the results in part but still had no idea of whom Penny's real father was. All this report told me was that it wasn't me. That much I had already figured out. But, I had all I needed now to find out.
Penny Ann Hendricks was our baby's name. Penny for my wife's mother, Ann for my mother and Hendricks, my last name. My name is Jonathan Hendricks. Her mother, and my wife of six years, is Page Williams, news reporter for the local CBS affiliate. You'd probably recognize her. She won the Phipps Award, given every year by the network to the reporter who had made an impact on the area. She was honored as the reporter who had done the best job in reporting the plane crash that happened right here in our county, and that was all over the news just a year ago. She had done a remarkable job, I admit, traveling around the area and getting interviews from people that were more inclined to remain anonymous. She had earned the award. She, her cameraman, Harry Palmer and her producer, Jim Santiago had all worked on the story, but Page was the voice.
Just after the story broke and Page had completed her award winning reporting, she took some time off. She and I spent most of it just getting reacquainted and traveling around the area. Nothing big, just some fun. Just before that, she spent some time in the city trying to organize her upcoming news show, one she had been promised once the story was finished. She had an apartment in the city that she used when she was working late and didn't want to come home, just to have to turn around and go back. The station paid for it so it was no big deal. She used it maybe once or twice a month. She used it while working on the new show.
It was just about three weeks after she had returned to work that she found out she was pregnant. She told me one night after dinner and I was so happy and so excited that I could hardly contain myself. I was acting like a kid but I didn't care. We had been trying for so long and now it had come true. We were going to have a baby. Page seemed less excited than I but she was happy that we were finally starting our family. I knew she worried about the effect on her new show and her career but I reminded her that many of the best women newscasters had taken time to have children, I mentioned Amy Robach from MSNBC and several others. She finally agreed and seemed to be more relaxed.
We went to the doctor and got the reports and all of the rules and regulations and cautions about being healthy and taking proper care of Page. It was a little early for the sonogram, but Page and the doctor worked out the timing. She was six weeks pregnant. The delivery date was figured and we were ready. We worked on the house to convert one of the spare bedrooms to the nursery, and generally doing all the things you would expect an expecting couple to do. We were both very happy and Page found being pregnant actually worked in her favor with the popular response. People loved it and she began to actually enjoy being pregnant.
On the other hand, I had been casually daydreaming about when she got pregnant. I was trying to remember what we were doing and where we were when she became pregnant. I thought a little memento of that time would be a cute gift for Page. As hard as I tried, I couldn't find a time that coincided with the time period that the doctor had given us. The best I could come up with was the time Page was in the city working on her show. Three of the four best times for her to have gotten pregnant were when she was there. Sex between her and I during that time was few and far between due to stress for her and traveling for me. I had gone to see my father during that time and that trip took me away for three days. The same three days Page was in the midst of her fertile cycle. And backtracking from what the doctor told us, that was the time she became pregnant. So the only conclusion that I could come to was that she had screwed someone in her apartment in the city while I was seeing my dad.
***********
Maybe this is a good time to give you some background on us. Page and I had gone to college together and we began dating in our junior year. She was very popular and I was not, so much, but she seemed to like me and we began to date. We tried to keep it casual at first, dating other people but finally decided to make it an exclusive relationship. During our senior year, we became intimate and we finally knew that we were going to be together. I proposed during Christmas break that year and she accepted. We planned to be married once we graduated.
Page majored in communications and she wanted to go into reporting. With her looks and her voice, she was a natural. She interviewed with several stations and finally took the job with the local CBS affiliate. I had majored in engineering and took a job with the Ford plant there in town. We were together which was our goal. We were married in July of that summer and we moved into a small, but very nice condo. That way, we had little to worry about in maintenance and we could spend our times working or being together.
We were very happy for the first two years, she developing her career and me advancing in mine. Money was no object and we had few vices. We were able to have pretty much what we wanted. It was in the third year that things got dicey.
Page was offered a job as an on-site reporter. That meant that she would be doing a lot of traveling and she would be on location for one or two weeks with each assignment. It meant she would be gone up to 17 weeks a year, always in a different location. It meant that we would be apart almost as much as we were together. It was considered a lead in to the job that she had been working toward and I hated it, but she wanted it so much that I gave in. She took the assignment and we struggled, trying to find time to be together.
Page continued in that job for the next two years, traveling almost more than she was home. She knew her cameraman Harry better than she knew me. I wondered often how much better, for no other reason than simple jealousy. I never had reason to suspect Page was doing anything other than working. I was beginning to wonder if we could survive since we were apart more than we were together and I decided to have it out with her when she came home between assignments. I prepared for her homecoming that weekend with a wonderful meal, cooked by the local restaurant that served as my home away from home while she was traveling, to be served for the following night.
Page came in late that Friday night and we spent little time together since she was so exhausted that she took a shower, kissed me goodnight and went to bed. She was sound asleep within minutes so I sat up by myself as I did so often and watched TV until I was bored enough to fall asleep on the couch. That's where she found me the next morning.
She woke me with a kiss and a smile. I was less enthusiastic and wanted only some coffee and a shower. She had the coffee made so I grabbed a cup and went for the shower. With the water flowing over me, I began to wake up and remember who I was. I slowly came fully awake and remembered that Page was home. I brightened immediately and became even happier when I felt her slip into the shower behind me. She put her arms around me and I felt her breasts push into my back. It had been so long that it took me a minute to become aroused. She helped in that by sliding her hands down my body to my now awakened erection. We made love in the shower and then, later on we discovered each other again, this time more slowly and completely.
After I dressed and came back downstairs, I found Page in the kitchen reading the local paper and eating an egg sandwich. I watched her for a while deciding if I should go ahead with my plans to talk to her. I decided I had no choice if we were to survive as a couple and sat down across from her. Without putting down the paper, she shoved what was left of the sandwich toward me and I finished it. We sat there for another few minutes before I plunged in. I asked her to put the paper down and give me her undivided attention. She did as I asked but seemed surprised and somewhat anxious.
I began with a review of the past two years and the amount of time we had spent apart. I told her I understood her desire to get ahead in her job and I understood this was necessary as a prelude to an on-air reporting assignment, but I finally laid it on the line. Either she talks to management and changes her assignment, or she quits. The only other choice was a separation. I saved that until last. I found myself choking up as I spelled out my frustrations and laid out my conditions. It was harder to do than I had expected.
I stopped, having said all I wanted to say. I watched her face as she considered what I had said but I couldn't tell what she was thinking. Finally, she looked at me with a small smile on her face and told me that she had already talked to her bosses and told them that she was finished with working on assignment and that either they made a move to put her on camera or she was going to look elsewhere. She told me she had a meeting with them next week and that she was sure she would not have to go out on assignment again unless it was on a national story. Those were rare and not a big deal. She finally laughed and told me that she was going to tell me today but that I made the move first.
I heaved a huge sign of relief and got up to move to her and take her in my arms. She stood up waiting and we embraced. It was a good time. We laughed and talked and made plans and in general, acted like a couple of teenagers again. It was good to feel that way. We needed it after the past two years. We were able to find each other again and our marriage began to heal and find its own again. We had now been married four years and five months and I was content.
She was given the job of special reporter and she was on camera at least three times a week. She had a producer and she was able to work on her stories and get them ready for presentation on the evening news and on the weekends special editions. She was good at what she did and she was becoming well known around the area. She grew in her job and I continued to advance in mine. We were doing well. That's when the plane crash happened.
The plane went down in a wooded area just four miles from our city. The plane carried 44 passengers and four crew members. It had gone down in a small storm and there were no survivors. Page was on site within minutes of the crash and she was able to interview many of the workers when they took a break. She had some really heavy interviews and they tore at the heartstrings of her listeners. She made everyone feel the sadness and the tragedy of the crash and she was giving the mourners their time on camera to let the world know of their grief. She was on the screen almost continuously during that time and I tried as much as I could to comfort her in the evenings and when she had some free time. She worked herself to exhaustion until things began to calm down. She continued on the story but with less and less intensity until she could return to normal herself. She finally took a break.
During the break, her boss pulled her in and told her that she was being given her own show, beginning in three months. He told her that she had earned it and he wanted her to do the type of shows she was so good at. She had plenty of time to put together some stories for the introduction. It all worked out since I wanted to take some time to visit my father. He was sick and my mother wanted me to come as soon as I could. She scared me so I just took the time from work as a personal emergency and scheduled three days with them. Page said she would stay in the city at the apartment and work on her upcoming shows, but to call her if I needed her. Shortly after that visit, we took our time together and booked two weeks just for ourselves.
Then came the announcement of her pregnancy and the next seven and a half months were pleasantly busy. I put my concerns about the timing aside for the time being since I could do nothing about it anyway. I had no real doubts about Page and never thought she was cheating on me. I put most of it down to just not figuring the date of pregnancy close enough. It had to be my baby. No question. She seemed very happy and acted as any normal woman would during pregnancy. She was moody and happy and angry and all of those emotions that were running rampant at the time. We survived and we decorated and we planned and we were happy.
Page took maternity leave 3 months before the baby was due at the doctor's suggestion. When she announced her leave, I suggested we have her cameraman, her producer and several of her station mates over for a final party. I told her I would take care of everything. She was less enthusiastic than I expected but she agreed and we planned the get together for a week later. I did as promised and the party was a great success. Page was so big that she sat in the center of the party as guest of honor and enjoyed the attention she was getting. I watched her interaction with Harry and Jim and saw nothing out of the ordinary. Each talked with her and gave her a kiss on the cheek and she smiled at both but that was all. I relaxed and kept things moving. I refreshed everyone's drinks and made sure that no one drank too much. The party was finally winding down and everyone was leaving. I played the good host and walked each to the door as they left. Both Harry and Jim wished us the best and neither seemed to be more than a good friend. In my eyes, the party was a great success and I had what I wanted.
Page had enjoyed the party and she talked about it for the next several days, thanking me for doing it. She had become more needy as the pregnancy developed and she was less and less inclined to have me out of her sight. She must have told me she loved me to death twenty times during the last two weeks. She wanted me with her all the time and she seemed to worry if I wasn't there. She was fine during the day while I was at work but the evenings seemed to be the worst. She wanted me there beside her. I chalked it up to pregnancy.
Penny arrived at 2:43 in the morning on the 28th of October. The delivery was easy and quick and Page didn't have much time for worry. They gave her an epidural and she said afterward that delivery was a snap. I was glad for her sake and Penny was perfect. I couldn't get enough of watching her and if she wasn't in the room with Page, I was outside the maternity ward window just watching her. She was beautiful. We took mother and baby home two days later.
Page was a beautiful mother and she insisted on breast feeding Penny. She would sit in the rocker we bought for the nursery and softly hum while Penny suckled. It was a picture that I treasured. She loved Penny, there was no question and she was good with her. I learned to change and wash her but Page was the care giver. I was the father, the protector. Page was the nurturer.
One afternoon while Page was taking a nap and I was watching Penny asleep in her crib, I went into my den and got a package that I had ordered some time ago. It had the items needed for DNA testing for up to four persons. I took one swab out of the container and swabbed the inside of her little mouth. She never woke and felt nothing. I put the swab in the container and marked it 'Penny'. I took another swab and put it in my mouth to take my own sample and labeled it 'Sample 1'.
I took both containers to the den where my desk was and took out two bags. Each had a spoon and a napkin. Each was labeled. I took two more swabs, opened one of the bags and, carefully following directions, wet one of the swabs with sterile water from a bottle. I then carefully swabbed the spoon, all around the base. This spoon had been used with a jell-o dessert and a sample of that, spread on a wooden stick, was included with the packet. The swab, the plastic spoon and the napkin went into one packet and it was carefully labeled. I repeated the procedure with the other bag and labeled it as well. The two swabs from Penny and I went into an envelope along with the two kits, labeled 'Sample 2' and 'Sample 3'. I sealed the envelope and set it aside. I would mail it when Page woke up. A quick trip to the post office.
Our life went on as before with Page learning to be a mother and I a father. I had to admit, the time was the best we had shared during our six years together. I loved my little girl and she was a joy. We were a perfect family. Page slowly got her figure back and she settled into the routine like she was made for it. I wondered when she would consider going back to work and finally asked her one evening when we were sitting together on the patio, Penny playing in a small playpen we took outside with us. Her answer surprised me. She said that she was considering staying home with Penny until she was at least three or four. She felt that Penny should have her mother with her to help her develop and grow. She asked me if that would be a problem and I told her no. I would be happy if she stayed home. She had to know that. She just took my hand and pulled it to her lips. We snuggled together until time to go back inside for dinner.
The results from the package I had mailed three weeks ago came to me at a post office box I had rented. I picked it up one evening after work and put it in my briefcase. I wanted to wait until I had plenty of time to open it. I actually wanted to think about it first. Did I want to open it? What would I do if it said what I feared it would? I needed time. The results wouldn't change if I didn't open it for a while. I locked it away in a drawer in my desk at home and forgot about it for a while.
I had gone to bed one evening after a particularly bad day at work and was reading when Page came in. She had just finished checking on Penny and she was heading for the shower. We had celebrated Penny's two month birthday today and Page had used a cupcake with a tiny candle in it. She blew it out and Penny laughed. It may have been silly but we enjoyed it. Penny did too. It made my bad day just a little better but I was still stewing over it. I decided to read a novel that I had bought some time ago. It was light and simple and easy to read. I had just started to get into it when Page came to bed.
I could smell the perfume she had on and it was beginning to make my stomach tighten. It had been more than eight weeks since Penny was born and we had not had sex for almost four weeks before she was born. That meant I had been celibate for almost 12 weeks, or three months, or 84 days, or . . . well, you get the picture. It had been a long time anyway. I thought about the last time and couldn't remember when it was. That started to bother me and I found myself mumbling under my breath. I had to get some control.
After reading the same page at least three times, I decided to give up. Maybe I could just get some sleep. I put the book down and reached to turn out the light when Page asked me to leave it on. I did and turned to her to ask why. As I did, I noticed that she had nothing on. She had come to bed naked and I hadn't noticed? She had a robe on when she came out of the bathroom that I remembered but I guess I was lost in my ruminations on my lack of sex when she climbed into bed. All I noticed was her perfume.
Page leaned over me and kissed me with passion. That type of kiss was never one of a kind. It signaled her desire to have sex. I recognized it but was not exactly sure so I asked. She laughed and told me that the doctor had given her the go ahead today and she was more than ready. She asked if I was and I just laughed. I reached for her and she was ready and more than willing. I pulled her to me and kissed her back and I could feel her surrender to me completely. She was more than ready: she was willing and compliant and I knew that she would willingly do anything tonight that I wanted. That made me more tender than I would normally have been. I wanted to make love to her tonight, and then have sex with her afterwards.



We had been back to having sex on a regular basis now for more than three months and it was actually better than before Penny. I wondered if it was because she was not working now and she was not so keyed up and stressed out. I mentioned this to her and she agreed, saying that she was not really sure if she wanted to go back to work. We discussed it but it was too soon to have to make that decision. In any event, she was happy not working and she was delighted to be a mother. I watched her and she seemed to thrive in her new role.
Page and I had just had a bout of afternoon sex on a Saturday afternoon and I was trying to forget it long enough to get the grass cut. I was sweating and it felt quite good but something was nagging at me. I couldn't figure out what it was until I remembered. Harry had called that afternoon and Page had talked to him on the phone for more than 20 minutes. She took the phone into the other room to talk to him and I couldn't hear what they discussed. When I asked her later, she just shrugged her shoulders and told me it was nothing. I didn't press her but it left me with an uneasy feeling. As I stopped to fill the tank with gas, the envelope with the results of the DNA testing popped into my mind. I hadn't thought about it for several months. I guess Harry was one of the test subjects and since his call, I had begun to remember. I worried it for a while but knew in the back of my mind that I was going to open it tonight.
When Page put Penny down for the night, she went in to take a long hot bath. This usually took her about 30 minutes so I felt this was enough time. I went into the den, shut the door and took out the envelope. I sat down at the desk and left it there on the blotter, asking myself if I really wanted to do this. Hadn't things been great since Penny was born? Hadn't Page and I been in a good place since then? Hadn't our sex life been better than ever? Yes to all. So, why did I want to do this. Because I had no choice.
I opened the envelope and read the results. The first report was comparing my swab and Penny's swab. The results were negative, indicating that I was not a parent. That much I had suspected. I had little reaction to that one, other than a small but growing pain in my gut. I knew it would get worse before it got better. I pulled out the second report: the one that generated the DNA profiles from Sample 2 and Sample 3. The results were positive for Sample 2 and negative for Sample 3. Sample two was a genetic match for Penny. I knew without looking what the key was. Sample two was Harry Palmer. Harry Palmer was Penny's biological father.
I slid the reports and graphs back into the envelope and locked it back in my desk drawer. I now had my answer and I had no idea how I felt. I had to think about this and I needed time. I didn't think I could do it here. I didn't think I could keep my cool with Page knowing what I knew now. I needed to be alone. I walked down to the kitchen and pulled out a bottle of Jim Beam that I kept in the cupboard. I drank very rarely and kept it there mostly for company. I took down a tumbler and sloshed some whiskey into the glass and added a couple of ice cubes. I sat down at the table and tried to think of where I could go for some alone time: time enough to think.
I had started on my third drink when Page came into the kitchen. She stopped when she saw the bottle sitting in front of me. With hands on her hips, she asked me what the hell I was doing. Instead of answering her, I just got up and walked with the bottle down to the den and shut the door, locking it behind me. I went to the small couch and slouched down. I sipped my booze as Page knocked on the door, asking me what was wrong. I decided not to answer her and continued to drink. She finally gave up and I had another drink. It was sometime after midnight when I finally passed out. I slept, or rather, remained unconscious until the next morning.
With a hangover that was one of the worst of my life, I went upstairs to the bedroom and took a cold shower. The water began to shock me awake and I felt my senses returning. I stood under the blast as long as I could and then dried off and changed. While the night had gone with me passed out on the couch, my mind had been working in the booze soaked background. I had some ideas that I would consider now that I was sober. First, I wanted some time alone. I needed the time to think of my future and what I could and could not live with. Page: could I accept what she had done and could I forgive her? Was my life better with her or without her? Penny: what would this do to her if I couldn't forgive her mother? These were questions I needed to resolve in my own mind.
As I dressed, I thought of Harry. I needed to know the extent of their affair. How long had their affair been going on and how much did Harry know? I wanted to get his side of this before confronting Page. I didn't trust her now so I needed some basis for corroboration. Harry was the other guy, or at least I hoped he was the only other guy. Page wasn't a slut so it was likely Harry was the only one. Thus, a plan was born. Now for the first step: telling Page that I had to be by myself.
I went downstairs to see Page and Penny at breakfast, just as they did every morning. The fact that it was so routine made the pain in my gut worse. Would this all be gone soon? I got control of myself and smiled at Page and Penny as I got my cup of coffee. Page just looked at me but said nothing. She wouldn't make a scene in front of Penny, that much I knew. I sat down and watched as Penny ate her Cheerios, one at a time. I made happy noises at her and she grinned at me, making the world just a little more acceptable. If only.
Once Page put Penny into her playpen with some juice and a cookie, she returned and sat down across from me. She looked at me before asking me what was going on. She was angry and trying to control her temper but she was on the verge of yelling. I let her stew for a few minutes while I looked back at her. She was still beautiful. Her long blond hair was still soft and silky and shone like gold with the sun coming in the kitchen window. Her blue eyes were just a little dark at the moment due to her anger but they were still the eyes that I had fallen in love with. She had begun to go to the gym with Penny and she had been working out with a group of mothers with new children and she looked really great already. None of this was helping me to say what I had to say.
I told Page that I needed a couple of days away by myself to deal with some problems that had come up. I didn't elaborate but told her that they were personal and I needed the time away from her and Penny to deal with them. She, of course, wanted to know why I excluded her from these problems but I told her I couldn't tell her that. I just needed time away by myself. She was becoming upset and I could see tears in her eyes but I had to be firm. I told her that the problems were serious but that I felt it was necessary to be alone to work them out.
She was raising her voice now and she was on the verge of exploding but because of Penny, she held back. She insisted that I tell her what they were but I refused. She got up and ran up the stairs to the bedroom and I heard the door slam shut. I heaved a sigh of relief because this was one of the hardest things I had ever done. I went in to watch Penny play while I picked up the phone and called for reservations at the Holiday Inn Express just off the freeway. It was about 20 minutes away, far enough to feel alone. If Page didn't know where I was, that was all I needed.
Page came back down about an hour later and went about her routine without comment. She seemed to have accepted my intended plans but not happily. She did some laundry and watched Penny take her mid morning juice. She was quiet until she had put Penny down for a nap. It was almost 11:30 and I still had about three hours before I could check in. Page must have decided to try again because she sat down across from me and started. I remember that morning as the first time I made a venture into telling her what I knew.
"What in the world are you doing Jonathan? What is so important that you have to go off by yourself? And what personal issues could you have that don't include me? Is there something you don't want to tell me or something you don't want me to find out about?"
I considered what I was going to say very carefully. I didn't want to really get into this for the reasons I've already mentioned, but why not just a little bump?
"There are some things that I need to decide how best to handle. They are issues that will concern you and Penny but I'm not ready to discuss them with you just yet."
"I don't know what would be so important that you need to wonder how to handle me. That's insulting. Why don't you just say it? Whatever it is? Are you having an affair Jonathan? Is that what this is about?"
"I've never been unfaithful to you in our marriage. I'm not the one that was gone half the time over the past two years. I'm not the one traveling with another man when I was here waiting for you? And I'm not the one that has an apartment in the city for sleepovers."
The look of shock on her face was priceless. This was the first time I had ever mentioned any of those things in a threatening way. This was not something she was prepared for and it caught her by surprise. The look was one of shock and embarrassment, not anger. She sat there, looking at me without saying anything. She was truly at a loss for words. Before she could find the words to rebut me, I walked out of the kitchen and upstairs to pack a bag with enough for about three days. As I closed the bag, she walked in.
"I have to ask you a question and I want a straight answer. Are you accusing me of having an affair with someone? Do you think Harry and I are sleeping together? Is that what this is about?"
"I don't remember accusing you of anything.Youaskedmeif I was having an affair. I just pointed out that you had more opportunity than I did. And what about that phone call from Harry? You talked to him in another room so I couldn't hear? You talked for more than 20 minutes but wouldn't tell me what it was about? If nothing is going on, why couldn't you tell me what it was about?"
"It was personal."
As she said this, the irony of her words came back to catch her. That was exactly what I told her why I had to leave. I watched her face go through the various stages of surprise, understanding and finally guilt. She chose the option of saying nothing. As a result, I grabbed my bag and walked out and down to the car. I loaded the bag in the back seat, checked to be sure I had my briefcase and sundries and got in. As I pulled out of the garage, Page opened the door from the kitchen and watched me leave.
I checked into the Holiday Inn and put my meager belongings into the small closet equipped with three hangers, an ironing board and an iron. Hopefully, the wrinkles would hang themselves out. I turned on the TV and sat down on the edge of the king-sized bed. Now that I was here, I had no clue. I had no idea of what to do next. I simply sat there for about an hour until I finally decided I had to take some action, even if it was wrong.
The first question I faced had to do with Penny. She was my daughter, in all respects except the biological. At this point, that was still important but not to me. I could see no way in which I could end up without being a part of her life. That was a given.
The second question was what to do with Page. If this were a one time thing, it's possible she didn't even know I wasn't the father. I put the odds of that at one in 100. More likely she did know and it wasn't a one time thing. I put the odds of that at one in 10. I thought the truth was somewhere in the middle, but the odds were good that she knew I wasn't the bio father. The rest was just speculation right now.
The third question was the rest of my life. With Page or without her? With Penny or without her? And finally, with Page and Penny or without either. Most of the choices sucked.
As I sat there, I had a brainstorm. Why not ask the source? Why not go to the root of the problem? Of course! I picked up the phone book and looked for the number of Harry Palmer. I found seven of them. All I knew what that he lived here in the city and on the west side. That narrowed it down to three. I could deal with that. I called the first one without success. I called the second and hit pay dirt. It was the right Harry. I told him who I was and that I would like to meet him about a surprise party for Page. I told him that it was important she not find out that he and I spoke and he agreed. I made an appointment to see him that evening.
When we met, I was surprised to find him to be an older man, about the same height as me but quite a bit heavier. Not very impressive but at a distance, we looked a lot alike. That's why Penny looked so much like me. So did Harry. Since we met at a restaurant, I told him to be my guest for dinner and he agreed. We ate and chatted like old friends. He seemed quite at ease with me but that didn't tell me anything. It was clear as he talked about Page that he liked and respected her and was sad that she had not come back to work. He just said that he was working with another reporter that he didn't much care for. Too bad.
After we finished dessert, we left the restaurant and walked outside together. As we walked toward the parking lot, I decided to take my shot.
"Harry, do you mind if I ask you a personal question? Just about work?
"Sure, John. Ask away."
"Great. Harry, how many times did you screw my wife?"
Harry stopped dead in his tracks and looked like he wished he could be anywhere but here. He turned to look at me and tried to say something but he was having trouble getting the words out. He finally mumbled something about "never," and, "have no idea of what you are asking," and, "how could you think that," and a bunch of other shit.
I finally took him by the shirt front with my two hands and put my face right up against his and repeated myself.
"I asked you a simple question. How many times have you fucked my wife? I know that you did so I just want to know how many times. And if you lie to me again, I'm going to beat the shit out of you until you tell me what I want to know. Do you have that straight now?"
I pushed him back against one of the cars and moved up close to him so he couldn't move away from me. He was scared now and he was shaking. I put one hand on his chest and held him there, glaring at him. He finally slumped back and gave up the fight.
"Just once. Just one time at her apartment here in town. We had been working for 26 hours straight on a story about a drug deal and we were both wiped out. She had just finished interviewing a real bad ass and we were both shaking in our boots. Rather than go back to the studio, we went to her apartment since it was closer. We had a few drinks, started to laugh about the whole thing and we ended up holding each other. Well, the next thing we knew we had done it. It shocked both of us. We had been together so long but nothing like that had ever happened and it scared us both. I couldn't get out fast enough and neither of us ever mentioned it again. I know that she was sorry because she couldn't stop crying. I couldn't help her since I didn't even want to be there so I just ran. That was the only time and it has really made things bad between us."
I had moved back to let him talk and now he seemed to be glad to spill it out. I could tell that the whole thing really caused him some grief. I actually believed what he told me since it came out without any attempt to try to hide what actually happened.
"I called her a few days ago to tell her I had taken a job with another station over in Denver. I'll be doing the same thing but we won't have to see each other anymore. It had to be done. That's why she hasn't come back to work and I haven't been to see her. We used to be friends. Now we're strangers who can't stand the sight of each other. I really miss her and I wish to God it had never happened. That's the God's own truth."
Harry stood there with his head hanging and his arms limp at his sides. That story was actually painful for him to tell me and I could see how much it hurt. I found myself feeling sorry for the guy. Not sorry enough to tell him about Penny but sorry nevertheless. That explained why Page couldn't tell me what the phone call was about. She couldn't tell me why he was leaving.
I had what I had come for and nothing more was to be gained by beating him up or ruining his career. I told him that I didn't want Page to hear about this conversation between us. He promised. I just walked away from him without another word. As far as I was concerned, he was nobody to me anymore. He could prosper in Denver or rot in hell. I didn't care any more about Harry Palmer. I drove back to the hotel with a slightly lighter heart.
As I lay in bed that night thinking about my conversation with Harry, I now had some of the answers I needed. It was a one time thing and it was over. It was clear that Harry did not know about Penny and would never find out if I had my way. So he wasn't going to take her away from me. Since he didn't know, there was no need for me to do anything legal. Page wouldn't tell anyone else since it would look bad for her. So, one down, a few more to go.
The next day was Monday and I went to work with reluctance. I was still confused and still not sure what to do. I checked my voicemail and found three calls from Page asking me to call her but I deleted them without response. I talked with my boss and made some arrangements to take the rest of this week off since I had five weeks of vacation scheduled for this year. He was happy with me since this was a quiet time of the year in our business. He would scream later on if I wanted time. I finished work for the day and went back to the hotel for the evening. I decided to call home to see how things were going. That should be interesting.
I stopped at a pizza joint on the way back and picked up a large with everything. That would be dinner and a late night snack. Since I had a small fridge in the room, I had all the cold drinks I wanted so I filled it with beer and soda. All the comforts of home.
Filled with pizza and beer, I decided this was the time. As I checked my watch, I decided that Penny would be down for her nap so I called. Page answered almost immediately. She sounded more angry than worried so I just asked her what she wanted. She wanted me home where I belonged and for me to stop with the nonsense. I politely told her that I was still working on some issues and that I still needed time. She again insisted that I come home and I finally lost my cool.
"I'll come home when you are ready to tell me the truth about a number of things. I don't want to have to tell you what they are either. If I do, that means you haven't told me of your own free will and that would mean you want to keep secrets from me. I won't accept that from my wife."
"I don't know what things you're talking about. Honest to God John, I don't know. Why can't you come home so we can talk this out. I would tell you what you want to know if I knew what it was. I just don't."
"Let me give you a clue. Have you ever been unfaithful to me?"
Silence on the other end. No response. Just as I was about to hang up, she spoke.
"John, I won't discuss this with you over the phone. If you come home, we can talk."
"I think that's answer enough. Apparently you never intended to say anything about it to me did you?"
"No. I didn't and I won't unless it is face to face. That's up to you now. I'm here at home, where you should be. Penny misses you and so do I. Please, come home."



"I'll let you know. I still have some thinking to do. Goodbye Page."
It was Wednesday when I finally went home. I had come to some conclusions but I needed to talk with Page and hear her side of it. I wanted the truth from her and I needed to know why she did it and why she didn't tell me about it. I wanted her to explain to me why, when her resistance was low, she couldn't say no, and tell me in a way that I could understand. I had to have her tell me and convince me that it shouldn't matter. I needed to be convinced that she hadn't destroyed our marriage. Finally, I had to know how she expected me to accept her when every time I looked at Penny, I would know. That's what I wanted.
I walked into our home that evening just past dinnertime. I had eaten at the hotel restaurant before leaving just so I would not have to spend an hour or more sitting across from Page, trying to eat a meal. It may have been petty but it suited my mood. I was still angry and I hadn't found any way to make it go away. Page was cleaning up the kitchen and I looked for Penny and found her in her playpen. I lifted her out and played with her for some time while Page finished whatever she was doing. I enjoyed the time with Penny so I had no problem waiting.
It was about 8:30 when she put Penny down for the night and came back into the family room where I was waiting. She seemed tired and sad. I guess she had a lot to handle what with me being gone and having to take care of Penny without any break. Maybe, but I really wasn't much moved by it. I just waited for her to begin. She knew what I was waiting for and I wasn't going to bring it up again.
"What do you want to know? I guess you already know about Harry and me. I guess Harry told you or told someone else who told you. I don't know how you found out but you did. It was just one time, just a single mistake that we both regretted immediately. It happened one night when we were so tired we didn't even know what we were doing and with some wine, it just happened. It has been a bad time for both of us and we haven't been able to be together since without shame."
"You wanted to know about the phone call. Harry wanted to tell me that he is leaving the area. Denver I think he said. He knew he couldn't stay here and work with me again and that's why I didn't want to go back to work. Every time we saw each other, the shame and the embarrassment was too much. Harry was ashamed of himself for taking advantage of me when I was tired and drinking and he never wanted to hurt you. That really tore him up. I just had the guilt to deal with. That was enough, but I thought it was almost over since you had never found out. I still don't know how you did. We were so careful to avoid it."
OK, so now that I had the answers I was looking for, it all came back to me. I wasn't sure that Page knew that I wasn't Penny's biological father and I wasn't sure whether to tell her. It might make no difference and then again, it might make all the difference. I had to think about that some more.
"So, what do we do now? My wife had been unfaithful to me and she says she's sorry. Well, how do I accept that? What do I do to make the memory go away? It's not a simple matter to say, 'I forgive you'and move on and I don't know whether I can. I've been thinking about this. I thought that I would have you give me a reason to keep our marriage together and let me forget about this but then I decided that wasn't your job. If I forgive you, it will have to be my decision and I need to convince myself that it is the right thing to do. I'm trying."
Page seemed to think that I was leaning away from her and she started in on the'sorry', 'mistake', 'it will never happen again'routines but I didn't want to hear them. I still had to understand how it could have happened in the first place. I never cheated on her. I had been drunk and in compromising positions but I had never cheated on her. I finally asked her to explain to me how it happened.
"You know that Harry and I have been together as reporter/cameraman for more than three years. When we traveled, we often slept in the same room or in the same tent. We did this without an issue for all that time. He never tried anything with me and I never encouraged him at all. We were friends and colleagues and we worked together. That was all. Then, we had been working for almost two days straight on a story that was important to me with the new program coming up. I was panicked and Harry stayed with me to help get it done on time. We finished it up late one night and we were both exhausted but euphoric. We had done it and we had done it together."
Page had tears in her eyes as she told me this story. I could tell it was hard for her and very emotional. I thought maybe I was beginning to see where this was going. I let her finish without comment.
"It was after 2:00 in the morning when we finished and it was too late for me to go home so I was just going to crash at the apartment. Harry had a long drive home and he was as beat as I was so I suggested he stay at the apartment too. He agreed gratefully and we went there. Before we went to sleep, we decided to have some wine to help calm us down and bring us off the high we were on. We relaxed on the couch and shared a bottle of wine.
After that, things are not so clear except that we woke up together in bed and I knew we had sex. So did Harry and he was absolutely a mess. He was out of bed, dressed and out of the apartment without a word. We didn't actually talk to each other for several weeks after that. He avoided me and I avoided him. All I could think of to do at that time was to make sure you never found out."
"We started the show and I worked more with Jim, my producer, and Harry was usually just sent out to get some shots and I never had to go with him. We started, things began to get back to normal and then you and I took that time together. That's when I found out I had gotten pregnant and then things were just wild for a while. But for you and me, life was really good and I was happy. I've been happy since. Penny was a blessing for both of us and I finally relaxed. I thought it was all over and we could grow old together and you would never know how I betrayed you. Now, it's back."
Now I really believed that Page didn't know about Penny. She thought that she became pregnant on our vacation time. Since I had figured it out, Page must have deliberately repressed it because she certainly would have known the truth if she had thought about it. Could she have convinced herself that I was the father or did she really know and was making sure that I didn't suspect? There was no choice. I had to tell her and take the consequences.
"There is one thing that you asked me. How did I know about you and Harry. Do you really have no idea of how I knew?"
"Honestly John, I don't have a clue. We were so careful and we never discussed it at all afterwards. We told no one and we have tried to avoid each other as much as possible. I don't know how you found out. Will you tell me, please?"
"This is going to take some time, but try to follow me. OK? First, when you told me you were pregnant, I assumed it was when we took that time off and got our lives back on track. You went to the doctor to have your checkup and you and she decided that you were six weeks pregnant. I thought about that later when I was trying to go back and see what wonderful time it was that Penny was conceived. I knew your cycle and I checked. Guess what? You couldn't have gotten pregnant with me on our vacation. You could only have gotten pregnant during the time I was home with my dad and you were in the city working and staying at the apartment."
I stopped there to see how she was taking it. She was sitting there staring at me with her eyes wide and her mouth open. I could see her mind working. She was confused and uncertain and she hadn't gotten to the truth yet. Well, I would push her over the edge.
"When the doubts began, I did something to help me find the truth once and for all. I took DNA samples from Penny, myself, Harry and Jim. I got theirs from that little party we had to celebrate your pregnancy and your taking time off. I got the results."
I saw the sudden understanding on her face. I watched her face go from curiosity and anticipation to total disbelief and pure panic. She began to shake her head back and forth, saying, "No, no, no, no," over and over. She squeezed her eyes shut as the tears began to flow down her cheeks. She knew. Surely and completely, she knew, but I had to deliver the final blow.
"The results conclusively show Harry Palmer to be Penny's biological father."
Page was now moaning continuously as she sobbed into her hands. It was clear now that she never let herself know the truth. She had repressed it so completely that now she was devastated. I could do nothing for her since my pain was as great as hers. I watched as she fell apart in front of me. I was paralyzed by my grief, made more real now that I had said it out loud and to someone else. She got up and ran upstairs. I heard the door slam and all was quiet again.
At this point, this story can go either way. I have written many stories of this type, enough to know that whichever way I go will leave many unhappy. So, I decided to try something else. Below are two endings. Both are consistent with the story and you can choose your favorite. You can decide just by looking at the title.
Ending 1 - My Angel
I walked into Penny's room and watched her as she lay there sleeping. She was on her back, with her thumb in her mouth and her feet planted on the mattress. She had one arm around her 'bunny' and she looked every bit the angel God had given us. As I watched her sleep, I looked inside my heart and could find only love and acceptance for my little girl. Regardless of the test results, she was my daughter and always would be. I pulled the chair up to the crib and sat there, watching her until morning light began to peek through the blinds.
When the light told me that the day had begun, I left Penny to sleep for another hour. I had things to do. I took a shower in the spare bathroom and got dressed for the day ahead. I fixed the coffee and decided on buttered toast with cinnamon and sugar. I fixed two slices and set one on a plate with my coffee. I put the other on a second plate and set it in front of Page's chair. I had heard her upstairs and now she was coming down. She was not very communicative until she had her first cup of coffee in the morning. I bit into my toast and waited.
Page walked into the kitchen, saw me and the coffee and moved to her regular seat. She sat, took a large gulp of the coffee and set the cup down. She looked up at me with eyes red and haunted. She had obviously had a hard night. I sipped my coffee and waited for her to speak. I was not going to attack her and I wanted her to know that. She swallowed hard and spoke.
"I've explained what happened. You have to know that it was a mistake and it had nothing to do with Harry or sex or anything else other than exhaustion and wine to the point that reason simply didn't exist. We didn't even know what we were doing and we both regretted it the next morning. The guilt and remorse were so incredible that it almost destroyed both of us. Our friendship is over, we can't work together anymore and we both lost something that we shared and we treasured; a long time working relationship. Harry is leaving the area and I haven't been back to work since it happened. I don't know what else to say. I guess it is up to you."
"Oh, and one last thing. I said this to you last night but you were so angry I don't think you heard me. I said that I was so very sorry that I betrayed you. I will regret it for the rest of my life and I promise you that Harry will never know that he is Penny's biological father. Regardless of what happens between you and me, he will never be a part of my life or Penny's life."
I watched as she finished what she had to say. It was obvious that she had thought about it all last night. She said it with conviction and with feeling. She was being honest with me now that everything was out in the open. Actually, I had more time to deal with the fact of Penny's biology than she had so I had already dealt with it. Not so with Page. She had to deal with all of it just last night.
I had made my decision last night as I watched my angel sleeping. I couldn't leave her and I wouldn't share her part time. I was going to make this marriage work as best I could, mainly for my daughter's sake but also for mine. I still loved Page and her mistake, while a major one, was just that. A mistake. I would try to forgive her and make our marriage a strong one. We had things to work out but we would try. I knew I wanted to and I believed she did as well.
"I promise you this Page. I will try with everything I have to make this marriage work. I love you and I love our daughter. I want to make a home for her and I want you to be a part of her life and mine. I don't know how you feel but if you are willing, so am I."
Her sob was one of happiness, not pain. The smile she gave me was sincere and the tears were falling freely now. She rose from her chair to come to me and bury her face against my chest. I could feel the heat of her tears and I could feel the strength in her arms as she clung to me. I knew we would make it. We only had to give it what we could: our best.
Ending 2 – The Devil Inside
I walked into Penny's room and watched her as she lay there sleeping. She was on her back, with her thumb in her mouth and her feet planted on the mattress. She had one arm around her 'bunny' and she looked every bit the angel God had given us. As I watched her sleep however, the only thing I could see was the vision of Page and Harry entangled in the sheets and rutting in lust. The test results didn't lie: she was not my daughter and never would be. I pulled the chair up to the crib and sat there, hoping that somehow I could accept this little bundle and go forward. As the morning light came in through the blinds of her room, I knew that I couldn't.
When the light told me that the day had begun, I left Penny to sleep for another hour. I had things to do. I took a shower in the spare bathroom and got dressed for the day ahead. I fixed the coffee and decided on buttered toast with cinnamon and sugar. I fixed two slices and set one on a plate with my coffee. I put the other on a second plate and set it in front of Page's chair. I had heard her upstairs and now she was coming down. She was not very communicative until she had her first cup of coffee in the morning. I bit into my toast and waited.
Page walked into the kitchen, saw me and the coffee and moved to her regular seat. She sat, took a large gulp of the coffee and set the cup down. She looked up at me with eyes red and haunted. She had obviously had a hard night. I sipped my coffee and waited for her to speak. I was not going to attack her and I wanted her to know that. She swallowed hard and spoke.
"I've explained what happened. You have to know that it was a mistake and it had nothing to do with Harry or sex or anything else other than exhaustion and wine to the point that reason simply didn't exist. We didn't even know what we were doing and we both regretted it the next morning. The guilt and remorse were so incredible that it almost destroyed both of us. Our friendship is over, we can't work together any more and we both lost something that we shared and we treasured; a long time working relationship. Harry is leaving the area and I haven't been back to work since it happened. I don't know what else to say. I guess it's up to you."
I looked at Page, seeing the woman I had married, the woman whose face had become a recognized icon of local journalism and the woman who had destroyed my world. I saw the betrayal and the lies: the betrayal that resulted in a child not of love but of lust. I saw the end of our marriage and a future without either her or Penny. I knew I had to end it here. The pain I felt when I first found out about her betrayal was growing inside me and it had begun to eat away at me. Try as I might, I couldn't stop it. I knew that if I stayed, I would become bitter and hard. I wouldn't be a father to Penny and I couldn't be a husband to Page.
I said all of this to Page as she sat there in our kitchen at our table. Penny was still sleeping and I thought it best if I left before she awoke. I knew that Page was going to have a hard time dealing with this, but I had no choice. I had to leave.
Before I came downstairs with my suitcases, I looked in Penny's room one last time. Page was there, stroking her sleeping face and singing softly to her. She looked up at me standing there watching and smiled a sad little smile.
"She'll know that you are her father. I'll make sure she only knows the good parts of our marriage. If she knows of the bad, it will be from you. Never from me. You will have to decide what you want to be. You can live with your hate and bitterness and be no part of her life, or you can choose to enjoy what God has given us. The choice is yours."
She turned back to look with love at her child. I watched for another minute and walked out of their lives. I chose anger and emptiness over love.
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The beginning:
Rosalind and Reese Delgorio had met and married 17 years ago. Reese was now 44 years of age. He was just over 6', 190 lbs with green eyes and black hair, beginning to turn gray. Rosalind, or Roz to everyone, was 38, 5' 4" and weighed just under 115. She had shoulder length wavy blonde hair and ice blue eyes. They had two girls, Jacey 14 who favored her father and Jada, her mother's daughter, 12. Both were active and intelligent and well behaved young ladies and they were loved by their parents whom they loved in return. They lived in a beautiful two story home on East Lake Shore Drive in Springfield, Il. The home was large, over 5,000 square feet and had 5 bedrooms and 5 baths. It had 2.5 acres of land and the back faced Lake Springfield. The large back yard sloped to the lake and had a pool and a small tennis court. They bought the home 12 years ago, just after Jada was born and had never regretted it.
Roz and Reese had money thanks to Reese's success with the stock options from the IPO of Hadley Controls, the company that he, with three other men, had started right out of college. Reese was an electrical engineer and had a mind for original design, so he combined his designs and ideas with three of his friends to form the company. Each of the four had a specialty and together they had made the company wildly successful. It had taken 10 years of his life and all of his money but it had paid off royally. When it had gone public 14 years ago, two of the partners sold out and left, but Reese and one of the other partners had backed off a little and took VP jobs to keep an eye on their investment and their remaining stock options. Unfortunately, Reese couldn't work just a little: he ended up working a full time job with Quality Control and he was reluctant to delegate work to others.
Roz was a stay at home mom for the first 10 years of Jacey's life and 8 years of Jada's. She loved her girls and loved raising them and seeing them learn to take care of themselves. She was a marvelous cook, and refused hiring any help, preferring to raise the girls by herself while taking care of their home. She watched happily as the girls became more and more self sufficient and able to handle the problems of girls their age, but once they were older and well established in school, she told Reese that she wanted to go back to work. She was bored being by herself so much since the girls were either in school or at one of their many functions: soccer, tennis, swimming and the like. She said she needed more to do and something to exercise her brain.
Reese was initially opposed but listened to her and finally suggested she consider starting a business she could run from home or at least, one where she could set her own hours. With the sale of some of the stock options, they had the money for a decent startup and he suggested her sister Sabrina would probably love to help her. She was always complaining about Paul leaving her alone so much.
As she considered Reese's suggestion, the idea grew and took root. She called Sabrina the next day and asked her to come over and discuss it. While Sabrina loved the idea, they couldn't agree on what they wanted to do. They finally came to a decision after weeks of arguing. They would start a catering business. Both understood good food, throwing parties and how important it was for everything to be perfect. They had many friends that held parties and they all complained about the lack of a good service to cater and organize their affairs. So it was that 'Delights in Time' was born.
'Delights in Time' was a success almost from its inception. They had come up with a major improvement on all of the other catering businesses: they organized everything. They got the guest list, they sent out the invitations, they set the times and places and they made sure that everyone that was invited had what he or she could eat. Special dishes for select attendees was guaranteed. Since they knew practically everyone in town, they were able to satisfy all of their customers. The business flourished and grew far faster and far larger than they had ever expected.
The only drawback that Roz could see was that she was seeing less and less of Reese and her girls. She was so busy that she was gone from dawn to dusk and usually worked just as hard on weekends. She hated missing her family but she loved what she was doing and she loved the business. She and Sabrina had never been so close and they worked so well together. She couldn't give it up but she knew she should make some changes, but as time went on she spent more and more time away.
One of the things that she did from time to time was go to some of the many seminars that applied to her business. She and Sabrina had been to two or three and had enjoyed them all. Most were two or three day meetings and many were close by in Chicago. That meant that they could take a commuter flight and be there Monday morning for the registration and home by Wednesday morning. Just two days and nights away from home.
Reese was usually busy as well and at first, had no problem with her taking a few seminars. When she did, he had his mother come over and stay with the girls. She had her own room and she loved being with the girls. His dad had died many years ago and she lived by herself by choice. While Reese had offered, she had declined. She was content to visit often and stay with the girls when Reese and Roz went out, but she wanted to be able to go home when things got to her. So, when they needed her she was there, fixed dinner for them all and made sure the girls had someone at home when they came in. All in all, it was a perfect arrangement.
Trouble began sometime in the third year after 'Delights in Time' was fully operational and just becoming widely known. Roz and Reese had a serious argument about her time away from him and the girls. She knew he was right: she had been working non stop on three major parties and the demands were excessive. The problem was that the prestige of these parties would make their business well know to so many very important people that their reputation would be cemented. It was so important that she and Sabrina had worked well past midnight on at least 5 straight nights. To make matters worse, she had to drive around the state to make arrangements with some of their suppliers and that had her gone all day. This meant that either Reese or his mother had to be there for the girls since she wasn't. But it had all been worth it when the three parties delivered on three successive weekends were wildly successful. The society pages raved about the style, the food, the guests, and proclaimed them "in". She and Sabrina were ecstatic.
It was the week following that last party that she had mentioned to Reese that she and Sabrina were going to a seminar in Chicago at the invitation of one of the party hostesses. It was a very important seminar and she couldn't miss it. When she told Reese that she was going to be gone two days straight after being almost invisible to him and the girls for over a month, he hit the ceiling.
"I can't believe that you're leaving now that everything is over. All I heard for two months was that everything would be back to normal after the parties. The parties were over last week and now you want to take off for two or three days. What the hell's going on?"
"I told you things were getting better but this seminar is so important that we can't turn it down. Some very important people will be there and we need to meet and hand out cards so that we can make the most of it. You have to understand that."
"No, I don't have to understand that and neither do the girls. They keep asking me where you are and I have no answer for them. What do I tell them now? Mom has to go meet people that seem to be more important to her than them?"
"Reese! That's just cruel. I have to do this and you need to understand and support me. This is just temporary. It will be over after next week. Just one more week."
"That's what you've been saying. Just temporary. I also noticed that you haven't been available to me at night either for the last 7 weeks. Every time I suggest it, you are either too tired, too sleepy, too excited, too involved in something else. You have made excuses every time I ask. What was it last night? Oh, yea: your mind was working overtime and it was hard for you to think about something silly like sex. Working hard is one thing, but what you are doing gives me reason to question what else may be happening. Since sex with me is 'silly' maybe you've been finding someone else not so silly."
"Stop being paranoid! There is no body else! You know how hard I have been working on these dinners. You know how important they were to our business and you know that I had to give everything I had to making them a success, but I never thought of anything else other than finally getting this finished so I could have the time I needed to be with you. I know that I have been neglecting you and the girls and I will make it up to you next week. From then on, things will be different. I promise."
"I've had your promises up to here. You do what you have to do and never mind the girls and I. You just take care of you. That's been your attitude now for several months so nothing's changed. I just want you to remember what we promised each other so many years ago. Do you remember? Regardless of what happened in our lives, we said that we'd always make sure that we were there for each other. What happened to that promise?"
"Go to hell. You have no reason to talk to me like that and no reason to say those things to me. I have to go on this seminar and that's all there is to that. Just deal with it!"
That was that. They turned away from each other and went their separate ways for the next several days. Roz was not going to apologize and she certainly was not going to cancel her plans. Reese was just being selfish and he had his nose bent out of shape but he would come around once she was back home and things went back to normal. She felt a little twinge of guilt from time to time but she buried that deep down where it didn't bother her, much. She had to do this for her business. Sabrina was counting on her and Paul didn't complain. Of, if he did she never heard Sabrina mention it.
At lunch the next day, she asked Sabrina about Paul and how he took her working.
"Paul is actually much happier with me out of the way. We haven't been getting along very well for the last few years. We live together but we don't have much of a relationship any more. I guess we just tolerate each other. I think we're heading for a divorce. I sure don't have what you and Reese have. God, Roz, you have it all: a husband who adores you, two wonderful girls, and a gorgeous home. There isn't much you don't have. I envy you."
"I guess you're right but Reese is giving me a hard time about the seminar. He's upset that I've been so busy that I've neglected him and the girls and I know he's right but he simply refuses to understand how important this seminar is to us. He's mad and he doesn't want me to go. I told him I have to and that's when we stopped talking to each other."
"But we don't both have to go. You can stay here and I'll go for both of us. It isn't that important. Certainly not as important as your marriage and your family."
"I think it is. I need to have my own life. I've given up so much for Reese and Jacey and Jada. It's time now for me. I know I have everything, and most women would give anything to have this life. But something is missing Sabrina. Something is lacking in my perfect life and I don't know what it is. When we're busy and making things happen, I seem to be happy. When I'm at home, I just can't seem to relax. I can't explain what I'm feeling but it's important to me to do this."
"I guess I understand and maybe I agree but I'm not sure Reese does. He's the one you have to worry about. Don't mess this up Roz, I'll telling you."
"Reese will come around. And if he doesn't, that's too bad. He's not being fair."
"I wish you wouldn't talk like that. I'm beginning to worry about you and some of the things you're saying or thinking. I hope you don't do anything foolish to push Reese away. Promise me that you won't be foolish Roz."
"I promise. Stop worrying about me. It's silly to think I would do anything to push Reese away from me. I could never do that."
Nothing more was said at home about the seminar and things went from bad to worse for Roz. Reese was furious, the girls were disappointed and she felt excluded from her own family. None of them would talk to her and she finally took to going back to the little store front they used as an office in the evenings. It was a 20 minute drive from home.
Things stayed that way for several days until one evening Reese got a call from Sabrina.
"Hi, Reese, can I talk to Roz? I need to ask her something about an order."
"Well, you could if she were here. I thought she was with you. She's gone almost all the time anymore so I can't keep track of her."
"Oh, well I guess she's at the storefront. She does go there quite a bit to work. I wish she'd just slow down. I offered to go to Chicago by myself but she feels it is important to her. Just be patient Reese. This will all be over very soon."
"Oh, I agree that things will be over, but probably not the way you do. Goodnight Sabrina."
Reese hung up the phone with a bad feeling in the pit of his stomach. Where was his loving wife tonight? Her sister didn't seem to know and Roz never told him where she was going. What was the attraction wherever she was? Was it something or someone? Maybe he should find out. His thoughts took a direction that he had never anticipated they would have to go and it shook him to his core.
The girls had gone to a concert at the school with the mother of one of their friends whose turn it was to carpool. They would be home later, so he had some time to himself. He decided to make a couple of phone calls. The first was to the storefront office. After 5 rings, there was no answer. He next called her cell phone and again, no answer. So, she was not where Sabrina thought she was and her cell was turned off. It became clear to Reese that she chose not to be found. Well, so be it. Reese made another decision that he would put into effect at work.
At the storefront, Roz was working on a new menu for a party that she had booked for later in the year. It was far too soon to be doing this, but this was preferable to sitting at home with Reese while he punished her with his silence. Since the girls were out, she would just stay there till time for them to come home. As she worked, the phone rang but she ignored it. She didn't want to talk to anyone, especially Reese or Sabrina. After a few rings it stopped, but just seconds later, her cell rang. Again, she ignored the sound and continued to work. After about two more hours with no further interruptions, it was time to go home.
The weekend passed without further agitation. Reese seemed to have accepted her need to go on this seminar and he was almost normal towards her. She relaxed somewhat and tried to encourage his acceptance by staying near home Saturday and Sunday. Sunday night, she made the effort and she and Reese made love. While it was good, as always, it lacked something. She felt that both of them were still a little tentative from their earlier argument but at least they found the time to be together. Maybe things would really be better when she got back.
Monday morning, Sabrina and Roz caught the commuter to Chicago as planned. They got a cab at the airport and checked into the hotel just about an hour before the initial registration began. They unpacked and went down to the lounge to meet and greet. Coffee and snacks were available and they spent an enjoyable hour meeting some of the vendors that represented companies they were interested in.
At the registration, Sabrina met some friends from Round Lake, a suburb of Chicago where she had lived for some time before moving to Springfield. She introduced Roz but then decided to sit with them for the first session. Roz wandered around for a while before spotting Ted Hill, a salesman for Walker-Phillips Wholesalers, a company she and Sabrina did a lot of business with. She had always liked Ted and she was happy to accept when he asked her to sit with him. They went into the meeting room and the presentations started.
As the morning and afternoon meetings concluded, Ted asked her if she and Sabrina would like to have dinner on him that evening. He had made plans to go to the Tavern on Rush for steaks and she had never been there so she accepted on the spot. She would ask Sabrina later when she saw her. Ted left her to make arrangements while she went back to her room to change and find Sabrina.
As she entered the room, she found Sabrina already getting ready to go out. When she told her of Ted's offer for dinner, Sabrina said that she had already made plans to go with her friends. She had assumed that Roz would go with her so she had simply forgotten to mention it. Roz was a little upset that Sabrina would just assume for her so she said that she would just as soon go with Ted.
"Rosalind, you have no business going to dinner alone with Ted Hill. He is a sweet man but he is single and you aren't! You need to come with me so that's settled."
"I beg your pardon? Since when do I have to get your permission to have dinner with a friend? Isn't that what you are doing? Dining with friends?"
"Yes, but my friends are all female and yours isn't. Do I need to say more?"
"No, and I resent your implication. I'm having dinner with Ted at the Tavern on Rush and that's that. Have fun and I'll see you later."
"Roz, I really wish you wouldn't do this. What are you going to tell Reese when you get back. 'I'm sorry Reese, I had dinner with a single man without Sabrina'? After what you told me a week ago, I'm worried about you."
"Don't be. Reese and I are fine and I have no intention of doing anything except enjoying steaks at a famous steakhouse in Chicago. Have fun and enjoy your friends."
Sabrina left a few minutes later with a bad feeling in her stomach. She was really worried about Roz and wished she had been more involved with her today. When she found her friends she was so pleased to spend time with them that she completely forgot Roz for most of the day and never noticed who she was with. Ted was a nice guy but he had a reputation as a playboy and he was certainly good looking and very charming. Normally Roz would not be vulnerable to someone like him, but now? Sabrina wasn't sure. She would have a talk with Roz tonight after dinner.
After Sabrina left, Roz calmed down and considered what she should do. On one hand, she knew she should not go to dinner alone with Ted, but on the other hand, she wanted to go out for a nice dinner but not alone. She finally decided that there would be no harm in accepting Ted's invitation. With that decided, she dressed very conservatively and went down to meet Ted.
They went to dinner and Roz had a wonderful time. The Tavern was great and they ate outside since the weather was nice. They had their picture taken and she now had a nice souvenir of the occasion. Ted had been great company and a perfect gentleman and she had accompanied him back to the hotel for drinks. It was the perfect end to a great evening. As they sat together, her with a glass of wine and Ted with a mixed drink, her cell phone rang. As she pulled it out, she could see that it was Reese. Even though she was irritated, she felt she had to answer it since it could be something about the girls.



"Hello Reese. Is something wrong?"
"No, nothing is wrong. Did I catch you at a bad time? I called your room and Sabrina said she didn't know where you were. She said she expected you back by now."
"I'm fine. I had dinner with a friend and we're just having drinks now. What's wrong? Did you need something?"
"No, nothing's wrong. I just wanted to talk to my wife. I'm sorry if I interrupted your fun."
"For God's sake, Reese. I'm just having a drink before turning in. What's wrong with you?"
"Who's your friend? Male or female? Or should I ask?"
"Goodbye Reese."
Roz hung up and turned back to Ted. He had been watching the exchange with her husband but turned away just as she finished. He could see the anger and the impatience on her face and to an experienced operator like him, saw opportunity. He would play this out and see what might develop.
"Problems at home? I assume that was your husband."
"No problems. I should finish my drink and then head up to my room. I enjoyed dinner tonight and I wanted to thank you."
"I was glad to have your company and I enjoyed the evening as well. Let me pay the tab and I'll walk you to the elevator."
Roz stood up to leave while Ted signed the tab. He grabbed her hand and led her out of the lounge to the bank of elevators.
"What floor are you on?"
"The fifth floor. You?"
"The same. I think they reserved a floor for those of us attending the seminar. I'm in 523. You?"
"527. Just a couple of rooms apart. I'm sharing with Sabrina. Saves money and time."
They were joined by another couple as they waited for the elevator. They seemed to be young newlyweds, holding hands and smiling at each other. They said nothing but words didn't seem to be necessary.
The elevator arrived and they rode up together. The young couple asked for the fifth floor as well so they punched 5 and the elevator rose. Just as the elevator began to slow for their floor, Ted took his chance.
"Would you like to come to my room for a final drink? I would promise to be a gentleman. I hate for this evening to end."
Roz normally would have just smiled and refused but tonight, after the call from Reese, she was so agitated that she couldn't relax. She didn't want to face Sabrina either knowing she would quiz her and berate her for going to dinner with Ted. It was too much, so without even a pause, she answered.
"That would be nice. Just a drink and time to wind down and then back to reality. Just one, OK?"
"That's great. We can have something sent up from room service and unwind until it arrives. We can talk about anything but work and home."
As the elevator stopped, they got out before the other couple, who seemed to be oblivious to everything. Just as the elevator doors began to close, they seemed to notice it was their floor and exited. As Roz and Ted moved to the right and down towards their rooms, the other couple turned left. Neither looked back.
As they got to Ted's room, Roz stopped, looked down the hall toward her room and paused. She was suddenly confused about what she was doing but then she felt the small thrill of excitement growing in her belly and knew that she was going to do this. She looked back at Ted as he unlocked the door and followed him inside.
Neither noticed the young couple still standing in the hall embracing each other. As Ted's door closed, the couple moved apart, the girl walked back down the hall to the elevator, and the man moved to the alcove containing the snack machines.
Once in the room, Ted wasted little time and moved behind Roz with his hands on her shoulders and his lips pressed to that sensitive place just under her ear. She was tense at first but relaxed as Ted moved his hands up and down her arms. Softly stroking, he moved his body closer to hers until they were touching. He put his arms around her waist and pulled her tighter against his growing erection. He felt her body shaking and heard the little whimper that came from her just as he moved one hand up to cup her breasts through her soft silky blouse. Other than that little sound, she said nothing as Ted continued to advance his agenda.
Roz felt his hands on her arms and then her breast and her skin grew hot where his lips touched her. She couldn't stop the small sound that escaped her lips when he pushed his hard manhood against her. She finally relaxed against him and sighed as he moved his hand under her blouse. She wanted his hands on her everywhere. She wanted to feel his skin against hers and she wanted to feel wanted. She turned in his arms and pushed him away. She moved toward the bed and sat down, removing her blouse and skirt as he watched. She let them drop to the floor as she leaned back with her hands behind her, pushing her breasts out, waiting.
Ted watched as Roz undressed. He was pleasantly surprised by her aggressiveness and knew that this was going to be a good night. He quickly shed his pants and shirt and kicked his shoes into a corner. He was down to his boxers and thought "what the hell". He pulled them down exposing his somewhat impressive cock to her sight. He was pleased when her breath caught in her throat. He moved toward her as she sat there and stopped with his cock pointing at her face. He watched her remove her bra and slide her panties down her shapely legs before she reached forward to take it in her hand. She began to stroke him up and down while squeezing gently. He felt the pressure clear down in his balls and resisted the urge to force her mouth onto his cock, hoping she would make that move herself. Much to his disappointment, she released him to move up onto the bed with her legs bent at the knee and spread for his entry. It appeared she was hot and ready to go without any foreplay. If that's what she was up for, it was fine with him.
Roz moved to the bed and spread herself to him, waiting for him to take what she was offering. She was certainly not going to give him a blowjob, if that's what he was hoping for. He could get a hooker for that. She was giving him her body and that was more than any other man other than her husband had ever seen. When he moved to the bed and positioned himself between her spread legs, Roz had a moment's doubt when she realized Ted was so much longer than Reese. Reese seemed to be thicker but nowhere near as long. She watched as he rubbed the head of his cock against her swollen lips and coated the head with her juices. She was wet and ready and Ted didn't hesitate: he pushed into her without much finesse and she felt him penetrate her, his cock reaching places Reese had never gone. For a second she was concerned that he was too much but she quickly found just the opposite. Since Reese was much thicker, she always felt filled with him. With Ted, she noticed that feeling lacking The immediate feeling was just tension but that began to decrease as Ted began a slow in and out pace. She tried to relax and let the enjoyment build but she found she couldn't. In the back of her mind was the complete knowledge of what she was doing. As Ted continued to move in and out and beginning to move faster, she found that extra length not to be much of a difference and certainly not anything to make this other than what it was: a fucking. Ted reached down and put his hands under her knees, moving them forward and pushing them down against her chest. As he did, she could feel his cock going deeper and deeper into her. She was starting to feel something now and she began to anticipate the growing heat in her pussy that would eventually spread throughout her body as her climax approached. She started to move with Ted as he fucked her only to feel him stop and tense. She knew that he was going to cum inside her and she began to hump frantically against him to make him keep going. She wasn't ready! She had to cum! Even as she was humping against Ted's cock, she felt his seed spew into her.
It was over! She had fucked another man, letting him fill her pussy with his sperm and she had felt little or nothing. What was the purpose? Where was the glow, the feeling of satisfaction, the knowledge that she had given of herself? As she lay there with Ted's weight an uncomfortable feeling on top of her, making it difficult to breathe, she searched for the elusive something that she needed to fill that vacant spot. It wasn't there. But wait, there was a growing feeling of euphoria: a feeling that she had something now that only she knew about. Not Reese, not Sabrina, not her children, only her! Maybe that was what she needed. Maybe that would ease that growing knot in her stomach, that emptiness. Of course, this was it!
Ted rolled off of her and lay on his back, panting. He had a smile on his face as he turned to look at her.
"That was a great fuck, Roz. I can't remember when I had anyone as good as that. Was it good for you too?"
Roz looked at him, trying to imagine how he could be so stupid as to ask her that. Was it possible he didn't really have a clue? She suddenly realized that he didn't! Well, that was fine since she couldn't conceive of him doing anything else to her now. She had apparently made him think she had come when she was trying to reach a climax before he finished. She didn't, but he didn't know any better.
"It was great, Ted. Just great. But I have to get dressed and get back to the room before Sabrina thinks something happened to me."
Roz rolled off the bed and grabbed her things, going into the bathroom to dress. The thought of dressing in front of Ted made her head ache.
"Aw, do you have to go so soon? Can't we have one more go before you leave?"
She walked out of the bathroom and moved directly to the door, leaving no more time to have to explain anything to Ted. She opened the door to leave.
"Sorry, but I do have to get back. I'll talk to you tomorrow."
She walked down the hall to her room and opened it quietly with the card key. The lights were out so she walked softly to the bed, seeing Sabrina sound asleep. Good. She went into the bathroom to undress and clean herself up some. As she wiped Ted's dripping cum from between her legs, she looked at herself in the mirror. She saw only a triumphant woman who had a huge secret. It made her grin back at her reflection and the glow seemed to dull that insistent little voice that wanted to know how she could have cheated on her husband. She ignored it until it went back into its corner. Her delicious secret forced it there.
She turned off the light and walked to her bed quietly so as not to wake Sabrina. She could work up a good story to tell her tomorrow and she would spend the day with her so there would be no suspicion about tonight. If she were careful, this could work out quite well. With a smile on her face, she fell asleep.
Roz was dreaming, not of Ted, but of a beautiful little girl that had a secret that she couldn't share with anyone. In the dream, the little girl was happy at first, because she had the secret and none of her friends knew anything about it. It was hers alone and it made her feel important. But soon the secret started to burn inside her and she wanted to tell someone so that it would no longer be a secret and it couldn't hurt her, but she couldn't. Every time she tried to tell her secret, she felt sick to her stomach and she had to run to the bathroom. She had to tell, but the secret wouldn't let her.
Roz woke in a sweat. She felt awful, like she hadn't gotten any rest. Sabrina was still asleep in the bed next to her so she lay back trying to get some rest before the day began. She tried to fall back asleep but the nagging dream made it impossible. She finally got up and went in to take a shower. She wanted one last night but didn't want to wake Sabrina. The hot water made her feel a little better and she made sure she washed all traces of last night away. She stayed under the spray for a few more minutes before drying off. As she returned to the room to get her clothes she found Sabrina waiting for her.
"What time did you get in last night? Where the hell were you? Did you go somewhere else with Ted last night? Tell me!"
"We went to dinner and than came back here to the hotel bar. Ted and I just had some drinks and listened to the music. Reese called me when I was down there. He said you told him you didn't know where I was, you bitch! You knew I was just having dinner. Why didn't you tell him that?"
"Because I didn't know what to say to him. Should I have said she's with another man but I don't know where they are? Is that what I should have told him? I don't think I believe your story about just sitting in the bar. I didn't fall asleep until after 1:30 so you were out later than that. What did you do?"
"Just what I said. I'm getting dressed and going down for some coffee and maybe some breakfast. Are you going to join me? I assume you don't trust me to be alone."
With that, Roz ignored Sabrina. She had gotten away with it so far. Sabrina didn't know what time she got in and had no idea of what she did with Ted. Good.
They went to breakfast, Roz talking about the restaurant from the night before and Sabrina ignoring her. She was angry, confused and worried about her sister. Sabrina knew that Roz was normally a very sensitive person but she seemed totally unconcerned about what she was doing and how it could affect her marriage. To spend the evening with a man like Ted Hill and getting in so late was just out of the ordinary for Roz. Sabrina decided to stay close to her all day and to be sure she was with her that evening and right up until they caught the plane home. Damned if she was going to let Roz destroy what she had with Reese.
For her part, Roz had no intention of a repeat visit to Ted's room tonight. She was thrilled about last night but not stupid or crazy. Sabrina was already suspicious and, anyway, she was not looking for a long standing affair. Just a quick clandestine meeting now and then, just to keep the thrill and the secret alive. The thrill was the thing. That she would hold on to. And if Sabrina found out, it wouldn't be a secret anymore, so Sabrina and Reese had to remain in the dark which meant she would have to be very careful.
During one of the few breaks that afternoon while Sabrina went to the ladies room, Roz cornered Ted and gave him her cell phone number with instructions to call her when he was scheduled to be in Springfield again. He thought quickly and mentioned a tentative date about three weeks from then. Roz patted his cheek and told him that would be perfect. She quickly moved away as she spied Sabrina exiting the ladies room.
The rest of the meetings went smoothly and Roz went with Sabrina that evening for dinner. She was with several other ladies that Roz knew and she fully enjoyed the time away from home. She certainly missed her girls and, of course, Reese, but his mother had things under her heavy thumb so she probably wasn't missed anyway. The evening ended early and Roz was tired from the previous night so she excused herself to go to bed. Their flight was very early the next morning so she wanted to get a good night's sleep.
She made it home before Reese and the girls were there so she used the time to put things away and to do a load of laundry. She noticed the panties and bra she wore with Ted at the hotel and she paused, remembering the night. She had to admit, sexually it was a bust. Ted was certainly longer than Reese, but he was nowhere near as patient or as skilled as Reese. When she and Reese made love, it was the after that she loved the most. Reese always held her in his arms as she came down from the climax he made sure she had, and she loved the smell of him after sex. The musky, slightly sweet smell made her shiver and she could stay in his arms all night if he would let her. He always let her fall asleep but then he would move away, careful not to wake her. Ted just put it in and fucked her till he was finished. What a clod. But the secret! That was hers and no one could take it away. She had something no one else knew and it gave her something that had been missing. She shivered, clutching herself in delight.
She quickly put everything in the washer and left to begin a nice dinner for them all. She had been neglecting them terribly but things were much calmer now. So was she.
Dinner went well and the girls wanted to hear about all of the cute boys in Chicago. Since she didn't want to dwell on Monday night with Ted, she skipped over that and just told them about their dinner Tuesday. She mentioned a particularly cute young waiter and the girls were satisfied. Reese just listened but said very little. She was certain he was still angry about her hanging up on him. She had to deal with that later when the girls went up to bed.
Once alone, Roz began before Reese could disappear into his den. She wanted to get it out in the open so it wouldn't confuse the issue later.
"Do you want to talk about it? I know you are angry with me and I don't blame you. There was no reason for me to hang up on you that way, and I'm very sorry."
Reese seemed surprised that she was bringing it up now. He looked at her for a second before responding.
"I guess it was partly my fault. I shouldn't have been so nasty. I'm sorry too."
He looked at her for a second and then, surprising her completely, he turned and walked away without another word. She was so shocked that she forgot to stop him as she heard the den door close. She was tempted to go after him but decided to let it go. It wouldn't do to let him ask too many questions since she was a terrible liar.
She finally went to bed, wondering whether he would come up soon so they could make love. It was not unusual for them to do that when she traveled. It was just after 11:30 when she went to bed and the last time she noticed the time was after 1:00. Reese had not come to bed at all. He must have slept on the daybed in the den. That was unlike him. Roz decided he was still angry but wanted to keep it to himself. So be it!
Reese made several trips out of town over the next two weeks so Roz saw very little of him during that time. She was home almost every night with the girls and they seemed to enjoy her company so she didn't worry too much. It was the end of the second week, when Reese was still out and the girls were at one of their many functions when Ted called. He told her he would be in town the following Tuesday and Wednesday and wanted to get together with her. She settled on the Tuesday afternoon and told Ted she would meet him at his room once he let her know the number. She hung up, feeling that thrill again and couldn't wait for next week.
Things with Reese simply went from bad to worse. He was hardly speaking to her now and when he did, it was only about things that were routine. He didn't seem to be angry and when she tried to talk with him, he pleaded other things that needed doing. He would spend time with the girls and was always available to take them places and talk to them about school and meetings and things, but Roz wasn't included in those times. If she tried to interject, he excused himself and left. She was completely puzzled.
This was the way things had been when she went to meet Ted at the Springfield Hyatt. He had called just that morning to tell her his room number and tell her to be there between 2:00 and 2:30. He would wait for her then and if she didn't come, he would assume she couldn't get away. But she was there on time. She had hardly been able to contain her self and she was feeling excitement and some guilt. The combination had her almost giddy with delight. This is what she had been missing! This excitement and danger. Now she was complete! Ted was what she had needed all along.
When he answered the door, Roz pushed past him and entered the room, throwing her purse on the chair and spun around looking at the room. She stopped at the bed and looked over her shoulder at Ted with her best imitation of a vamp. She turned as he came toward her with his hands already working on his shirt buttons. She sat back on the bed waiting as he removed his shirt and then his pants. She saw that long cock of his, already hard and ready for her. She looked up at him, batting her eyelashes and smiling. She was unprepared for his hand that came down and grabbed her by the arm, lifting her to be pulled tightly against his naked body. She wasn't sure what he was going to do next, but he showed her by pushing down her skirt, not bothering with the zipper. He dropped to his knees and pulled it all the way down, urging her to step out of it. By reflex, she did. He stood, then unbuttoned her blouse, quickly pushing it back over her shoulders and off. This was happening almost too fast for Roz and she had a small thrill of fear that Ted might be too aggressive for her. Reese had never done this, always allowing her to set the pace. It was their way and she always loved it that way. As she thought this, Ted unfastened her bra and pulled it forward and off her arms. He then pushed her backward toward the bed. As she went, the bed hit her behind the knees and she sat down abruptly.



Ted moved toward her now and his right hand came out quickly and pulled her face toward his straining cock. She tried to resist and started to tell him to stop but before she could say anything, he had pushed the mushroom head against her lips and the pressure on the back of her neck had her opening her mouth to object. As she did, Ted forced his cock between her lips and almost to the back of her throat causing her to almost gag. She tried to move back, but he held her head tightly with both hands as he began to fuck her mouth. She closed her eyes in pain as he continued to hold her face tightly against his groin as he drove his cock deep into her throat. She had never had this happen before and she was powerless to stop it. Ted was actually raping her mouth. As he continued to plunge into her throat, she tried to relax and accept it. She found herself able to take his full length without choking but only for a few seconds. This seemed enough for Ted as he let out a load groan and shot a load of his cum down her throat. Roz swallowed by reflex before she could stop herself.
Ted let go of her neck and collapsed on the bed next to her. Roz was so angry she couldn't speak for a minute. She just glared at him, but he was smiling in satisfaction and ignored her. She finally decided that she couldn't say much since she came her of her own volition. She just looked down at Ted's deflated cock.
"So now that you had your fun, what about me? Am I supposed to just get dressed and leave? Where's my money? You just treated me like a fucking whore! You son of a bitch!"
"Just give me a minute or two and we'll see what we can do. I took my Cialis this morning so I'm still good to go. Just give it a few strokes and watch what happens."
Roz reached over to take his sticky cock in her hand and began to jerk him off. As she did, his cock began to fill again with blood and within a few strokes, it had already regained most of its length and all of its thickness. She was fascinated. She would have to suggest that to Reese. He had never had a problem getting hard, but once they finished, it took him at least 30 to 45 minutes to get hard again. They had many a fine Saturday morning that way.
Ted finally told Roz to get on the bed and to get on her hands and knees. Since she actually liked doggy style, she was more than willing to follow his instructions. Actually, this way she wouldn't have to look at him and she could forget it was him. She quickly took the position, pulling the pillows toward her head for comfort. As she lowered her head to the pillow, she felt Ted push tentatively against her pussy and she could feel the head separate the lips. She was not very wet and she let him know that he would have to use his fingers to lubricate her. He mumbled something and suddenly pushed into her without warning. The pain was intense and she pressed her face into the pillow to muffle her scream. Ted pulled out and then pushed back in. The second thrust was less painful and she was producing some fluid now to make it better. She relaxed a little as Ted began to push in and out in a strong, rapid pace. She began to enjoy it and started to push back against his thrust just as he started to move faster. She tried to raise her hand to indicate that he should go slower when he yelled out.
"I'm cumming, God I'm cumming again. God this is so great. Here it comes!"
Roz couldn't believe this. Ted had cum twice and she hadn't even gotten wet! What the hell was he doing? Was this shithead even able to give a woman a good time? When Ted finally pulled out of her, she rolled over and screamed at him.
"You stupid son of a bitch! How could you do that? I wasn't even close and you came! Jesus, what a piece of work you are."
She moved to the edge of the bed, fuming at his treatment of her. She was angry and frustrated and almost ready to cry. She had tears beginning to form as Ted reached around her and pulled her to him. She tried to pull away but he held her tightly as she felt his hand drop between her legs. She was so frustrated that she let him. He moved one finger to rub it between her still swollen lips and stroke her up and down, moving over her clit on the upstroke. She was wet from his cum but that didn't seem to bother him. His fingers felt so good that she started to relax against his warm chest. Ted continued this for a few minutes and then he pushed her back down on the bed. She lay flat as he continued to stroke her. When he put a second and then a third finger inside her, she sighed and opened her legs wider to give him more room. She was beginning to feel the tingle in her lower belly that indicated a climax working its way forward. She raised her knees and began to hump against his hand, moving her knees closer together to increase the pressure against his fingers. Ted was now fingering her fast and hard. She reached down to rub her clit herself increasing the sensation and bringing on her climax. As Ted's fingers reached a blurring speed, she climaxed. It was intense but short. She welcomed whatever she could get!
She lay back and allowed her breathing and heart rate to return to normal. As she did, Ted rose and began to get dressed. It was apparent that this interlude was over and honestly, Roz was just as glad. She watched him as he dressed, wondering again why she had picked him. He was good looking, of course, but she noticed for the first time that he was much shorter than Reese and his body was thinner and not as conditioned as Reese. In no way was he a better looking man than Reese. Well, she wasn't after a romance after all. Just a fuck buddy and someone to give her that secret edge. That was all he was. She finally got up and put on her bra and panties and then finished dressing. She would clean out at home. She was suddenly anxious to leave this room.
"Can we get together again tomorrow? I'll be here till about 6:00. My plane isn't scheduled to leave till 9:00. I'd really like to see you again."
"I'm sure you would. This is a lot of fun for you but not so much for me. So far, the only climax I've had I could have given myself. Somehow I expected more."
"Shit Roz, what did you expect? Look at you! You're gorgeous. Any guy would cum in his pants just looking at you. I'm sorry and I'll try harder next time to make sure you get some pleasure first. OK?"
"Sure. Whatever. But I can't get away tomorrow so you'll have to call me the next time you come through. Give me some warning next time and maybe we can have more time."
With that, Roz gathered up her purse and took one more look around before heading out the door. Ted held the door for her and watched as she walked to the elevator. She heard the door close as she waited. Just before the elevator arrived, a young woman walked down the hall heading for the elevators. Roz noticed her and thought that she looked familiar somehow but couldn't place her. She nodded hello just as the elevator doors opened. She stopped in but the woman remained in the hall. As Roz looked in puzzlement at her, she pointed up indicating that she was waiting for an up elevator. Roz understood and pushed the lobby button. The doors closed and Roz headed home.
As she prepared dinner that same evening, she thought again about that afternoon as she reached for that same feeling that she had in Chicago, but it refused to come. All she had was a feeling of frustration from Ted's inadequate lovemaking and a growing feeling of guilt. Neither gave her that glow of guilty pleasure she had before from her secret life. That added to her frustration and for the first time, she wondered if what she had felt in Chicago was simple guilt. She remembered that fleeting voice asking her how she could cheat on Reese. Could it be possible that guilt was that elusive thing she was missing in her perfect life? How absurd that thought was. It was Ted's fault from his failure to satisfy her that afternoon. She still had her secret from Reese and everyone else.
After dinner, she felt the frustration of that afternoon working on her and she determined that she would have Reese make love to her. He knew how to please her and she always felt relaxed and at peace after they made love. She needed him tonight. As the girls said their goodnights and headed up to bed, she moved quickly to the family room where Reese was watching TV. She sat down beside him on his big leather couch and rested her head on his shoulder. She rubbed the arm that was between them for a while as she settled against him and then casually moved her hand down to his thigh. She felt him tense but continued to move her hand over his leg and then between them to his crotch. As she started to squeeze his soft cock, he reached for her hand and moved it away.
In shock, Roz watched Reese rise from the couch and, without another word, move away from her and into his den. She heard the door close and the lock click closed. She couldn't move for the longest time until finally, she dropped her head to her hands and began to cry. The tears flooded out and she cried for what seemed like hours. She felt lost, alone and suddenly afraid. What was wrong with Reese? He couldn't know anything about her and Ted since nobody else had a clue. She had been very secret, not even telling Sabrina. Reese couldn't know. She convinced herself that he was going through something at work and she finally calmed enough to get to bed. She slept alone again that night, Reese staying in the den.
The following evening, before dinner, Roz cornered Reese in the kitchen and asked him outright what was wrong. He didn't answer at first as he looked away from her but finally said that he was dealing with a serious problem at work and it was getting to him,
"You don't need to continue working there Reese. You can quit anytime. The remaining share options aren't that important to us and even if the company tanked, it wouldn't make a difference. You have to walk away from there. It's not fair to me and the girls."
Reese just stared at her for a minute, his face clouded in anger to what she had just said, but instead of answering, he finally seemed to sag.
"You're right. Maybe I'll finish this last assignment and resign. Phil can take over anytime."
"That's wonderful honey. I can't wait till you're finished with that place. We can do more things together, maybe travel a little and help the girls decide on colleges. It can be like it used to be."
Reese didn't respond, simply smiling before he again walked away into his den. But, with their communicating again, Roz felt more relaxed and less concerned. Business, that's all it was. She was safe and her secret was safe. Why did she still feel a little twinge of doubt.
Their life continued unchanged for the next three weeks. Again, Reese was traveling and when Roz asked him why, he told her it had to do with the client he was working with whose offices were in Chicago. That's where he had been going. She hadn't known. She thought briefly of his call to her that night in Chicago. It was from his cell phone so she actually didn't know where he was calling from. She dismissed that immediately as a stupid thought. He wasn't there! He was home!
Tuesday morning of the fourth week after meeting Ted, he called. He was in town for that day only and he wanted her to meet him at the same place by 3:00. He had a 5:30 flight and they would have at least an hour. He wasn't scheduled in Springfield again for the next four months and he didn't think he could wait. Roz hesitated but agreed to drive in to meet him. This was even more of a thrill than planning it in advance. She hung up feeling more alive than she had for a last few weeks.
That afternoon with Ted was the last straw. He had been so anxious to get in her pants that he didn't even take the time to try to convince her to give him another blowjob, he just wanted her to take her clothes off and lay back on the bed so he could mount her. While she was willing to let him have his way with her, she felt she could at least get some enjoyment out of it, but Ted saw it differently. He just climbed on, put his cock in her and pumped away until he came. It took him less than 4 minutes and Roz never even got close to an orgasm. When he was finished, he jumped up, grabbed his pants and started to get dressed. When Roz complained, he told her he had booked an earlier flight and he had to leave for the airport in 15 minutes. He had no more time to spend with her and he was so, so sorry. Bull shit! She was furious with him but he was ready to leave. She saw he was already packed and it dawned on her that he just wanted to get laid and leave. She was just a quick fuck to him today.
As she lay there, naked and fuming, Ted walked back into the room, grabbed his suitcase and turned to the door.
"You can let yourself out whenever you're ready. I'll leave the keycard on the desk so you can take a shower or whatever. I'll call you when I can get back. Maybe I can make a trip through even if I don't have business. You're certainly worth a trip back to Springfield. Take care, and I'll see you."
With that, Ted left the room and that was that. Roz lay there, trying to determine what had gone wrong with her life. She now realized that the secret she was so gleefully hiding was just a cheap fuck with a man who treated her like the whore she had become. He couldn't even take the time to kiss her hello! He just wanted her to hurry up and get naked so he could masturbate using her body. Nothing he did was worth the humiliation she now felt. He wasn't even a good lover and he certainly didn't care about her or her feelings. She began to cry, but the tears were simply self pity. She finally got up, dressed and cleaned herself up before leaving the room.
As she walked to the elevator, she looked around, fully expecting to see the young lady that she had seen the last time and she believed now, in Chicago. But, there was no woman. Just a man waiting for the elevator, staring at the floor indicator and probably thinking about his next destination. He never looked at her, even as she stood beside him, waiting.
She left the hotel and drove home, feeling more depressed than ever. This affair with Ted had to end. She would tell him the next time he called. She would meet him and end it in person. That she owed him. This was a foolish thing she had done and it certainly accomplished nothing. She had begun to realize that what she was missing in her marriage was something inside her, not something she could find in other places or with other men. She needed help to find out what was bothering her and she had to seek out that help before she ruined her life and the life of her children and her husband. She made the decision to begin that process tomorrow.
To be continued.
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Part 2
Without anyone knowing what she was doing, Roz made an appointment with a woman psychologist she knew. She went to her first visit the following Friday and decided to lay it all out for her. She wanted to find out what was wrong and she decided that she had to be brutally honest, so she described her feelings, the first meeting in Chicago and the next two meetings here in Springfield. She was honest about how she felt and her lack of satisfaction. She also mentioned Reese's indifference lately. She talked for almost 40 minutes and felt exhausted and empty when she finished.
Since it was late the psychologist, Mrs. Fenton, asked her to come back the following Monday. She said she wanted to do some tests and ask more questions but she thought she had some ideas already. Roz left feeling hopeful but reserved. Her life was in a mess now and she was going to need more than ideas to make things right. She had to start with her home life. And getting rid of Ted.
As if on cue, her cell phone rang. It was Ted! He was going to be in town Monday morning and wanted to see her. He had no meetings planned so they could take their time and he would make things up to her after the last time. She accepted, but only to end it. She didn't tell Ted this, but only agreed to meet him. She hung up with a satisfied sigh. This was the perfect way to begin.
The weekend with Reese and the girls was quiet and Reese was still withdrawn and out of sorts. She tried several times to engage him in conversation but he avoided her. At night, she waited but he never came upstairs to their bedroom so she was left alone and wondering. She tried to keep things light and open and herself available but nothing changed. She rode it out, hoping that next week would see some changes in her and hopefully in Reese.
That Monday, Roz met Ted at the hotel as planned. She was sure he was not going to like what she had to say but it was over. She couldn't do this anymore and he had to accept it. He had to know how she felt since the last time was a disaster. Not only did she not have a climax, he had not even been able to make her wet. He had to force her to even get it in, and the fucking itself was pathetic. It was his fault, she knew, but the guilt and the resulting pain was so intense that she was unable to become aroused. Ted would just have to accept it and move on.
Roz knocked on the door and waited. Ted opened it with a smile and beckoned her inside. He closed the door behind her and she felt his hands on her shoulders.
"Ted, please stop. I just came here today to tell you that it's over. We're through and I won't meet you again. I hope you understand and accept it. Alright?"
"What do you mean it's over? You're here so let's get it on. I'm ready to play and you're my plaything. Let's rock and roll!"
"No. Ted, I'm serious. We're through and that's it. I wanted to tell you face to face so there's no misunderstanding. No more."
"But why? Nothing's changed for me. I thought you liked it and wanted more. What's happened?"
"Nothing happened. I just don't want to do this anymore. It's wrong and I'm sick to death of it. I have to live with my cheating on Reese now and that's going to be hard. I just want it done with."
"Why don't you come over her and let me make you feel good. You know you like what I do for you. Right?"
"Please, Ted. This has been fun all right: fun for you. It's been a real downer for me. I haven't cum once with you except when you used your hand. The last time, you couldn't even make me wet. Remember?"
"That's bull! Come here. Let me show you."
"Stop it Ted. That's it. I'm leaving now and I don't want to see or hear from you again. Talk to Sabrina the next time you need to stop in. Goodbye."
As she turned to walk away, Ted grabbed her from behind, gripping her shoulders as he shoved her against the wall. He pulled on her skirt from behind and forced it down around her ankles. She was trying to fight him by kicking back, hoping to catch him someplace vital but he was too quick for her. He grabbed her by the wrists and held her arms above her head with one hand while he slammed the other across her mouth as she was about to scream, stopping any sounds.
"You'd better stop struggling and making a fuss bitch cause if you don't, I'm going to tell your old man. You've been teasing me for the past month and I'm going to collect before you walk out of here."
She still continued to try to get free but she kept her mouth shut. She knew Ted would carry through on his threat. She was still trying to kick him when she felt him push his cock against her panty covered ass. She wasn't even aware of him having unzipped his pants while she was fighting him. She wasn't going to let him do that and she increased her struggles but to no avail. He used his weight to hold her against the wall while her panties were shoved roughly aside. She felt him penetrate her pussy as he jammed her tighter against the wall. At least he didn't try to get it in her ass.
As Ted pumped away from behind while she was crushed helplessly against the wall of the room, Roz thought that this was the culmination of her humiliation. This was what she deserved! To be raped by the man she cheated on her husband with and not for the first time. She was stupid enough to believe he was a decent man and would listen to her when she told him it was over. She couldn't even shed a tear as he fucked her for the last time as though she were a common whore.
Ted was grunting as he plowed into her and his pace was simply fast and hard. This was brutal rape, pure and simple and she had to endure it. Ted finally gave a shout and shot his load inside her. He pushed once, very hard and then held himself still as his cock pulsed inside her. It seemed to go on forever as she pressed her face to the wall, her eyes squeezed tightly shut. He finally moved back with a sigh and let her go. She slid to the floor in shame.
"Roz, you always were a great fuck. Too bad it's over. I know this is just between us now so I'll leave you alone as you asked. Now, why don't you get yourself cleaned up and get the fuck out of here."
Roz stood up, pulled her skirt back up and straightened her clothing as well as she could. She looked once at Ted and saw nothing but his smirk. Nothing else. She turned and walked out the door without another word. Ted yelled something as she left but she didn't hear him and didn't care anyway. This disgusting part of her life was over and not a minute too soon.
She ran down the single flight of stairs to her car. As she flew through the back door of the hotel, she almost ran into a woman just entering. Roz glanced at her without recognition but her tears made everything a blur and she quickly dismissed her. She sat in her car for some time, trying to calm down and get some degree of control over herself. Her initial excitement with Ted was long gone, replaced by shame and humiliation. That elusive something missing in her life was no longer important. What she had to do now was to find some way of recovering her life, the one that she had forgotten about for too long. Hopefully, Mrs. Fenton would tell her how to begin to make things right. With a sigh, she drove home, not noticing the car that followed her all the way.
She entered the home that she had shared with Reese for the last 12 years to clean another man's cum from her cheating body before he or the girls came home. She stayed in the shower for over 30 minutes, just crying and wondering how in the world she could have fallen to such a low. She didn't seem to be able to get clean and wondered if she ever would again. Finally, she dressed for her session with June Fenton.
Her meeting that afternoon with Mrs. Fenton, or June as she was instructed to call her was not very productive. First she decided not to tell her of that afternoon and the rape. Then, June wanted to ask a lot of questions and she hardly referred to the things that Roz had told her last week. Each time Roz mentioned something, June listened but told her not to be too anxious. They would deal with things in their time. Roz finally settled back in defeat and answered the questions that June asked. She saw little sense to most of them but June appeared to be quiet happy.
As their session came to an end, June wrote her a prescription for an antidepressant and told her to begin taking them that evening with dinner. She explained that Roz was clinically depressed and had been for some time. These pills should help make things a little easier and give them time to work on correcting the underlying causes. Roz promised to begin right away and they made an appointment to meet twice a week, beginning that Wednesday. Roz left feeling somewhat more hopeful and stopped to fill the prescription. The pills were called Zoloft and June told her that they had few side effects and not to worry.
Over the next few weeks, she took her pills, went to her sessions and she stayed home in the evenings and spent as much time with Jacey and Jada as she could. Sabrina had the business under control and she told Roz to spend the time with her family. As she did, she noticed something gradually growing in her. It was the love of her daughters and their joy in everything they said and did. She had forgotten all of that for a time and found herself beginning to relate to them again. She began to notice what they were doing and who they were seeing and where they were going and she watched as they took it all in stride and enjoyed it all. She found herself enjoying it with them. It was all so simple. Just live and enjoy what you had. She found that she was less and less unhappy and woke one morning surprised to find that empty place she had been trying to fill, mostly full. Only her relationship with Reese was a problem and that was the last missing piece.
She waited one evening after the girls had gone to their rooms for the night before walking into his den. He had been spending almost all of his time in the evenings in there. As she walked in, she saw him dozing in his chair, the TV on low and tuned to a sports channel. She walked over to the chair across from him that she often used, sat and just watched him. She took in his hair, noticing more gray than she had in the past. She looked at the face she had lived with for over 17 years and was surprised to find some fine lines: new and somehow attractive. She saw that he had lost some of his belly recently and wondered how. She saw the man that she loved and wondered again why she had forgotten that. He was enough for her: more than enough. He made love to her, he did for her, he was always there for her and he was all that she could ask for. He was enough. Why had it taken her so long to realize that.
Without waking him, she left the room and went to their bedroom. She realized that they hadn't made love since the Sunday night before she went to the seminar. That had been over 12 weeks now. She tried to remember the last time either had suggested it and found to her surprise that Reese hadn't since that night. She had tried on several occasions but Reese had found some excuse. Why had she not noticed that before this? Why had Reese not come to her? Why had he not wanted to make love to her? She had no answers and that scared her. Scared her to death. She undressed slowly and crawled under the covers. She began to cry to herself as she remembered again what she had done. As she slowly calmed down, she began to drift off to sleep. The last thought she had was: what if he knew?
As things continued without change, she tried to find the passion and love that she used to feel and tried to rebuild their love life. The problem was that every time she prepared to make the suggestion to Reese, she felt the guilt and deceit sour her intention leaving her unable to make the overture. As a result, she remained unavailable to Reese, in part because he never initiated it himself. She wondered what was going to happen to them if things continued this way. So many nights she cried herself to sleep knowing that Reese was still downstairs in his den, avoiding her.
Time passed and things remained the same. She was making little progress with her sessions and she had stopped taking the pills since they made her so very tired. One good thing was that she and the girls had completely returned to their previous relationship and she found herself more and more comfortable with them. They were again mother and daughters and they shared many things. If only she could find the key to her life with Reese.
Roz had been working at the kitchen table on a new menu for an upcoming catering job when Reese came in to get a beer. He had been working in the den for the past hour. Roz thought he seemed tired and distracted recently, but that was nothing new. As VP of Hadley Controls, his job often carried an extra burden when the customer needed the compliance work done quickly in order to gain a permit.
"You look tired honey. Why don't you give it a rest tonight and work on it with a fresh eye tomorrow? I can fix you a snack and we can take it out on the deck. I think the girls are out of the pool so it would just be you and I and a bunch of munchies. How about it?"
"I know Roz, but I have to get this damn thing done so that Harrison and crew can take the plan up to Chicago next week. If I don't do it now, it won't get done. Phil is on vacation for the rest of the week to attend his daughter's wedding so its me or nobody."
Roz just shook her head in frustration but tried to give it another shot.
"Still, an hour off won't make or break the deal. Come on out on the deck and bring your beer with you."
Reese looked for a minute as though he might take her up on her offer, but instead just grimaced and shook his head no. He took his beer and walked back to the den, leaving her to return to her menu. Not surprised, she watched him go. He had been avoiding her more and more lately. She was unsure of herself so she hadn't made it a point to talk to him. She decided to let it go and wait till he seemed ready to talk.
For his part, Reese wanted to take the time with her but this job was too important to let slide. He knew that he was avoiding the inevitable but he just didn't have the will to do it now. How long he could let it go was the question. It had been over three months now. It had to be dealt with soon or it was going to eat him alive. For the hundredth time, he decided to postpone it until this job was finished. Everything was in place and all he had to do was sign the papers. Then he would do it, for sure.
Roz on the other hand, couldn't figure out the recent coldness in Reese. He had been this way now since she had returned from the seminar in Chicago, and she had no idea of what could be bothering him. She was spending more time at home and she hadn't worked any evenings at all. She had tried everything she could think of to get him to talk to her, but this was usually the result. She wouldn't face the possibility that he knew about her. How could he live with her if he knew. She knew that he wouldn't accept what she had done. He couldn't. They had that conversation so many times in the past and both had agreed that infidelity wasn't something that either could accept. Again she asked herself, how then had she done it? She couldn't even begin to understand what she had been going through at the time, only that it seemed important that she find something to fill her up. Ruth seemed to be avoiding that question, saying it was too soon to find those answers.
Nothing changed for the next three weeks until one night Reese came home from work with a new attitude. When Roz noticed the change, she wondered about it until finally after the girls had gone to bed, she could stand it no more. She followed him into the family room and sat down across from him.
"All right Reese. What's going on? I know something is different but I don't know what."
Reese looked at her, face calm and a slight smile on his face. She noticed that the smile didn't reach his eyes.
"Well, several things, Roz. First, I finished the job and all compliance requirements were met on time and to the satisfaction of the client. I turned every thing over to Phil last week and I resigned, effective today."
"Reese! You resigned? Finally? I am so happy that you finally did it. You must feel wonderful. Congratulations honey."
"Thanks. I do feel great. And it has been some time coming. I was the last of the big four to resign. Don't know why it took so long. But now it's done."
"What else? You said there were several things." Roz was beginning to relax a little, since apparently this was going to be good news. She began to smile.
"Well, this one is something that I have been putting off for a while, but now it's time. Tomorrow, you'll be served with divorce papers. I signed them today and copies have been filed with the court. You will find yourself well taken care of, but the terms will not necessarily make you happy."
The shock was so great that she was unable to even blink for several seconds. She felt the blood rush to her head and the roaring in her ears was so loud she missed all of what he said after 'divorce papers'. She felt sick to her stomach and her heart was pounding so loud Reese had to hear it. She tried to focus on his face but her eyes were unable to see. She was having trouble breathing and her breath was coming in short gasps. She finally heard a sound, like a high pitched keening coming from somewhere before realizing it came from her.
Reese was watching her face as he told her of his intent and he knew the precise moment when she lost control. He watched her eyes as they literally glazed over. She was gasping for breath and she was making a low sound that irritated him. He stopped talking since she obviously wasn't listening, stood and walked into the den. There was no pity for her in him now: she had driven it all out.
She was still sitting there some time later when she was finally able to make sense of her surroundings. Reese had apparently left sometime during her fugue. She slowly got up from her chair and went in search of Reese. She finally found him in his den, sitting in his favorite chair and listening to a recording of Enya. She walked over to the chair across the room from him and sat down heavily.
"Can you tell me why you are doing this? What do you know and what are your reasons?"
"You must know that having an affair with Ted Hill was not going to be acceptable to me. Why would you not expect me to divorce you over that? We both understood the vows we made and we discussed them several times. You broke them. That's number 1."
"How long have you known? If you knew about it, you must know that it was very short and that it has been over for months. Why now? Why did you wait, leaving me in misery wondering when or if you would find out?"
"Initially I was waiting for you to confess to me and to ask me if we could work it out. As time went on, I realized that you were continuing with your affair and were not going to be honest with me so I had to do something. Divorce was not something I wanted to do. I think I still love you even now, but I needed the time to try to accept what you did. I found that I just couldn't. I waited, hoping I could find some way to forgive you but I just wasn't able to. Divorce is the only way for me."
"Reese, I am so sorry for what I did, but you have to know that it was just a brief, stupid mistake in what have been 17 wonderful years. I made a mistake but it's over. It meant nothing and it can never happen again. I want you to listen to me and I want to try to explain why I did what I did. I need for you to understand. Please, Reese, I need to tell you."



"I'm sorry Rosalind, but I don't really care why you did it. I tried to give you everything I could. I gave you money, a home, two wonderful children. I showed you I loved you in every way that I could. It wasn't enough. You took it all and wanted more. I couldn't give you more so you went elsewhere. Why isn't important. It would just be your attempt to make what was ugly, less ugly."
Roz finally understood that what she had feared was now real. She feared this day would come. She knew deep down in her soul the first night she spent with Ted that this was going to be the result. Hoping and praying couldn't change the outcome and she knew it. Her lies and deceit had built her new home. Now she had to live with them.
"Will you at least let me tell you why I did what I did? If it makes no difference, what harm is there in letting me say what I have to say. Please?"
"Fine. Say what you want to and then I can finish this."
"It all started when I went back to work. I had everything any woman could want but it didn't seem to be enough. I wanted to work to prove myself, to show you that I could be successful and do something you would be proud of."
Reese responded to that comment in anger.
"You never needed to do that for me. Don't try to make this about me. I never asked you to be anything other than what you were: wife and mother and best friend."
The anger hurt, but Roz was determined to try to make him understand.
"I know that now. I think I used you as a rationalization for some of the things I did. I know you asked me for nothing and I know that you loved me and our children without question. I just put that aside."
"When my business became so successful, I began to want more and more. The successes we had were good but not enough to make that craving inside me go away. I think I wanted to do what you had done so I looked for ways to make it happen. The seminars helped since I could mingle with other people and the compliments I got, both professionally and personally helped. But with each compliment, I needed more."
"The first time with Ted was the night you called me and asked me who I was with. I was so angry at you for questioning me that I decided then and there to punish you. Looking back, I can't even remember why I thought that but that's not important. When Ted asked me to go to his room, I went, not for me but to punish you."
"Why I stayed with him that night I still can't answer. I knew that Sabrina would know what I did and that I would know what I did. But I didn't care, even then. When I did go back to the room, Sabrina was asleep so I went into the bathroom and closed the door. I stared at myself in the mirror not even recognizing myself. But the feeling was one of euphoria. I still don't understand that."
Reese sat quietly while she told him her sad tale of woe. He had no expression on his face and just waited. She knew that her words were hurting him, but she also knew she had to tell him the truth. It was the least she owed him.
"I didn't repeat my mistake the next night but I made arrangements with Ted the next day to meet him here in Springfield when he came through. He usually made the trip once or twice a month so we made plans for the next time he came. We met that way three more times after the first time in Chicago. I know you don't want to know this, but Ted was not a good or patient lover. He was selfish and he was not very skilled. I never enjoyed him as a lover, especially compared to you. You and I made love and it was always wonderful. Ted fucked me and it was not even that good. It was never about the sex, only the feeling of doing something that nobody else knew about and having something of my own that was separate and apart from us, that you didn't know about. At first, it made me feel smug and self confident. I looked at you and thought about my secret. At first it gave me a thrill, but that thrill soon began to pale. After the first time here in a cheap motel, the thrill became dirty. The second time was even worse so the third time he came through, I went to his room to end it."
"I wondered then why I had done this thing. I was missing something in my life, or so I told myself, but what it was really was nothing more than greed. I simply wanted more than I had and for no other reason than selfishness. I had it all and I wanted more. I will never understand that and it may take a long time for me to find out, but I will. I am seeing someone now and we are trying to find out why I did something so stupid and destructive. I will find out what that disease was that destroyed me and cut it out."
"I have tried since to be the wife you married but my guilt and remorse spoiled every attempt that I made. We couldn't even make love without me feeling guilty. I couldn't enjoy the man I loved because of what I had done to him. People always say that a guilty spouse tries to make it up by being extra sexy and loving but I don't know how. The guilt destroyed me. It never made me better and it made it impossible to give myself to you."
That was it. She was done and had told him everything. Too little, too late. She knew that now. All she could do was wait for the other shoe to fall. Her life with Reese was over. It was up to him to finish it.
Reese sat there watching her. She had said all she wanted to say but nothing she said was new or made any difference. He looked inside and found the pain and the anger and the need for revenge undiminished. It was just as strong and cold as it was when he first found out. He wondered briefly where the love had gone. He searched but couldn't find it. He waited until the silence grew uncomfortable for her and then he finished.
"That is quite a story. You are right in thinking I wouldn't understand. I don't and I didn't when I first found out. You were so foolish. Like most cheaters, you were so sure of yourself that you never even tried to disguise your deceit. You took me for a fool and you both set out to humiliate me. You may say that isn't true with Ted Hill, but men like Hill have big mouths. He made no secret that he 'had my wife'. To him, you were just another of his conquests, another 'whore wife' was the term he used."
"You might ask how I found out? You never noticed that loving couple that rode the elevator with you that first night in Chicago? You didn't notice them standing in the hall as you prostituted yourself that first night? I guess you had other things on your mind. But you were already under surveillance by then. Ironically, I thought you were cheating on me earlier when you were really only working. But I didn't know that then so I began having you watched."
He watched the realization light her face as she remembered that night. That loving couple was part of his surveillance of her that began ironically three weeks before that when she was spending more time as the storefront rather than come home. They found nothing then, but he continued the surveillance through Chicago and then after.
"I knew the first time you slept with Ted and I knew about every other time you met him. I knew times, dates and places. I even know how long you were with him on each occasion. You let me know some time ago that I was no longer enough for you so I wanted to find out what Ted was doing for you. I wasn't impressed."
Reese stopped and shook his head in disgust. This wasn't what he wanted to do. He had no need to vent his anger on her. He had taken steps to be sure she would pay for what she had done. That was what he needed to concentrate on. Making her pay!
"But, that's not the point. I told you that I needed to finish this. Beside divorcing you, I have made sure that Ted Hill was fired today. He was terminated, his belonging removed from the building, the lease on his car cancelled, and his lease on his apartment revoked. He will not be given a recommendation from his current place of employment and will never work in this state again. And he is being told why and warned not to make an issue of it. I have many connections as you know and I called in some debts. Mr. Hill was just as guilty as you and he is going to pay big time!"
At the mention of Ted and his termination, Roz hunched her shoulders more and tears began to fall. She was understanding the consequences of her actions and she understood deep in her soul the reasons why Reese had to do this. The responsibility fell more on her than on Ted but he would also pay the price.
"One last thing. When you and Sabrina set the company up, you asked for my help and advice. Remember we had it incorporated and shares issued? You and Sabrina had 45% each and I had 10% as well as a board seat. You both wanted me to have the power to break a tie. My participation was silent since you never needed me, but I was still a partner. Well, I approached Sabrina and Paul and made Sabrina an offer she couldn't refuse. I bought her 45%, giving me 55%. Part of the deal was for her not to tell you. I then controlled Delights in Time."
"Since our problems began with that venture, I needed to do something about it for my own satisfaction. I contacted one of your competitors and sold them my 55% control. You are now owned by Catering Concerns, Inc. They intend to absorb the name and the clientele and as a condition of the sale, they will have no need for your participation. You are now a minority stockholder in CC, Inc. You no longer have a job as this letter attests."
Reese handed her a copy of the sale, a notarized copy of the transfer of Sabrina's stock to him and a letter informing Roz of termination of her active involvement in the venture. She took them without comment.
"The final item is the girls. I know that you were a good mother to them while they were growing up, but recently, you turned your back on them for a time. Since I have eliminated the reasons for that I hope you can learn to be that to them again and I think it best if you have full custody. I intend to give you this house and sufficient funds to continue to live here after the divorce. The girls will be taken care of and their college trusts have been funded in full for some time. There are advantages to being rich, and we are. That is, we were. I still am, but you are no longer my beneficiary. I have cancelled all of our joint accounts but the money I am giving you will be enough to take care of expenses, all requirements for food and clothing and medical expenses, but there will be no largesse. If you want money for yourself or your future lovers, you will have to earn it."
Reese paused again to see if Roz was listening. He wasn't prepared for the look of total defeat on her face. He expected crying, screaming and begging but she was simply quiet and sad. It was no longer as much fun as he thought it was going to be to punish her, but he was going to finish it. It had to be done.
"I hope you won't contest this divorce. I expect you to sign the papers changing the beneficiary rights but you should get yourself a lawyer to protect your other assets. I will not hesitate to fight dirty if you try to contest. I have all of the dirt on your affair and I'll make it public and will use it in court. It's up to you. Talk to the girls if you want."
"Once I leave, I have no intention of ever discussing this with you again. This is the last time you and I will sit together and talk as husband and wife. Until further notice, all communication will be through our lawyers. I'll talk to the girls by myself and I won't tell them anything about your infidelity. That is up to you. I'll tell them that we simply grew apart and chose to separate. That's all they'll hear from me."
"I'm moving out tonight and I will send for my things later. I'll let you know where to send stuff and I will let the girls know as well."
Roz listened to all of this without a word. She was deeply shocked to see the depths of cruelty that she had forced on Reese. He had destroyed her in every way imaginable. Physically, emotionally and professionally. He had taken everything of importance from her except their children. He understood very well how to hurt her in ways that were the most painful.
She had tears to shed, but that would come later. She had no words of anger: they weren't justified. She had no excuses: they were all inadequate. In spite of what he was doing, she had nothing but love for Reese and all she was losing, but she understood that it was not enough now. It was, however, all she had left to hold on to.
It seemed that he had finished. He was done, now that he had destroyed her world. She had to let him know how she felt. It was important to her, even if it made no difference.
"This is your choice Reese, and I understand why you have to hurt me. I am sorry I pushed you into doing something so unlike you. I appreciate you not telling the girls but they have to know the truth, so I'll tell them myself. I don't want your money since it obviously never made me happy. I don't care about the house since it also wasn't enough, but it is important to the girls. It should be clear to you that these things were never an issue: I had them and it made no difference. Maybe that's why you're giving them to me."
Roz rose to walk about the den. She was calm now: the end had come and she would survive it. Somehow.
"I wish you hadn't needed to punish Ted but I understand your need to do so. I guess you're right. He knew I was married but I guess a free piece of ass was not something he was going to pass up. He forgot while I was behaving like a cheap slut to him, I was your wife and in your eyes he took something he wasn't entitled to. I know that now. Ted was just another casualty of my need for something I didn't understand."
"It may seem strange to hear me say this, but I do know what I did wrong. I forgot my pledge to you 17 years ago. I said it then and I meant it. Regardless of my issues, I should never have broken those vows. How I forgot it is something that I still don't understand. What you have given me over those 17 years is precious to me and I will cherish it forever, even if you are gone. I still have the girls to remind me of what we had and what we shared."
"I make only one promise to you. If you ever find it in your heart to forgive me, I will be here waiting. There will never be anyone else for me. You can say whatever you wish but this is my choice and I have made it. It makes no difference to me whether you believe it or not. It is my promise to myself as well and I will honor it, more than I honored our marriage."
Roz looked for the last time at Reese, sitting in his chair in his den: the den that he had occupied for the last 12 years. She knew that it was going to be hard on him to leave this place regardless of what he said about it not being his home now. They had made love one night in this room: she could remember it so clearly now. It had been a joyful coming together after a wonderful night out with friends. That's all it was, just them enjoying each other. She remembered it now, too late. That joy they shared. The joy she had for him and their family. It was all the world to her then. Where had it gone? How had she let it slip away from her for that brief time?
As these thoughts came flooding in, Roz turned and fled the room, tears pouring out of eyes squeezed shut in pain. She had promised herself that she would wait until Reese had left but it had begun, so soon. It was not fair that she had to pay this horrible of a price for a mistake.
Time passed and the divorce became final. True to his word, Reese had not spoken to her during that time, although he had spent a lot of time with the girls at his new place and out for dinner or school functions. Reese made sure they never met and scheduled events so that only one or the other was there. Jacey and Jada told her what they did and how he looked but he had made it clear to them that he wasn't interested in anything about her. That's the way he wanted it.
When Roz told the girls what had happened and how she had been unfaithful to their father, they were angry and resentful for a long time. They blamed her for destroying their family, but with Reese patiently talking to them and Roz apologizing and trying to explain to them what had happened, they slowly came to forgive her and life got back to some degree of normal.
Once the divorce was final, Reese told the girls that he was buying a small plane and intended to travel. He had had his pilot's license for some time but rarely got to use it. Now that he was retired and divorced, he intended to make the most of it. Jacey told Roz one evening after returning from a visit to Reese's place that he was leaving the next day and planned to be gone for some time. He promised to call every night and tell the girls where he had been. The girls weren't upset since they had their own lives now and didn't need to visit with either of their parents much. They were growing up. Jacey was now 16 and Jada had just turned 14.
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Part 3
Roz settled into a routine, taking care of the girls, running the house and making sure everything was in order and attending the Church she and Reese were married in. That was pretty much her life now. At first, she tried to get back to some sense of a normal life but she couldn't stop the pain in her heart from growing. It was ironic: she had destroyed her perfect life trying to find what was missing from her perfect life. Now that she had driven Reese away, she found his absence was creating a hole that couldn't be filled. She realized that now something truly was missing from her life. With Reese gone, her life was a shambles and she no longer cared. She stopped socializing with the people she once shared so much with.
Sabrina and Paul had finally divorced. She had been quite active in the social scene and always tried to get Roz to join her, but Roz wanted no part of it and made that clear to Sabrina. She blamed Sabrina in part for agreeing to sell her shares to Reese without telling her, even though she understood why she did it. Their relationship slid just like everything else in Roz's life now. She also quit the counseling sessions but promised to continue to take the Zoloft. She went back occasionally only to renew the prescriptions.
As time passed, it was clear to the two girls that their mother was falling more and more into a dark depression. She did nothing wrong as a mother and homemaker. She always had dinner ready for them after school, she had clean clothes in their closets and all of the routine duties were meticulously completed, but she made no effort to do anything else. When they had school functions, she would drive them to and from but never attended and if they needed an adult, she called Sabrina and insisted she fill in for her.
She showed no interest in any of their activities and made no objection if they wanted to have a pool party or barbecue with their friends so long as they made all of the plans and arrangements. She was there and made sure nothing bad happened but she did not mingle or talk to their friends while they were there. Any attempt to include her were soundly rebuffed. She rarely left the house anymore except to do some shopping and an occasional trip into town to 'visit friends'. These trips were infrequent and were normally made later in the evening. Other than these few things, Roz was slowly withdrawing from everyone.
At the urging of Jacey and Jada, the minister of their church came to the home to talk with Roz. He was a young man and very personable. He liked the girls and most of their friends and knew they were good kids, never in trouble. He couldn't understand why they were worried about their mother since they obviously came from a loving home. But he agreed to visit as part of his outreach programs. Jacey led Reverend Parker into the den where Roz was sitting, listening to music but otherwise just sitting silently. Her face was slack and her eyes were unfocused, temporarily frightening the Reverend. He looked at her for a moment before softly speaking.
"Ms. Delgorio, it's Reverend Parker. May I talk with you for a while?"
Roz flinched as he began to speak and some life came into her face. She turned to see him standing there. She rose and faced him as Jacey left the room.
"I'm sorry Reverend. Welcome to my home. Did you say something?"
"I asked if I could speak to you for a while. You daughters invited me over. They are worried about you. May I sit down?"
"Of course, please have a seat, but there is nothing to worry about. I'm fine, really. What did you want to talk about?"
Roz sat back down and seemed to wait for the Reverend to speak. She made no effort to be polite, instead looking almost resigned to this interruption in her world.
"I just wanted to see how you were and if I could be of any help. Is there something bothering you?"
She looked at him with an expression of what appeared to be pity. She smiled briefly before she answered him.
"Nothing that you can help me with. I made a very bad mistake and betrayed my husband and now I have to live with that. Unless you can change that, there is nothing anyone can do."
With that, Roz turned away and again looked at something only she could see. She simply seemed to go away and that scared Reverend Parker more than anything else. He made several more attempts to talk to her but her responses were either abrupt or she simply ignored him until he finally gave up. He left the den and went into the kitchen where the girls were patiently waiting.
"I'm afraid I can't help your mother. I think she needs professional help. If you would like, I can recommend someone. Are you girls all right here? Do you need anyone to come in to help you?"
"Mom's fine about everything else. She's never neglected us. She does everything around the house: she fixes our meals, she does our clothes, she keeps the schedules and appointments but she won't talk to us and doesn't seem to care what we do. She won't let us have wild parties or anything like that but she won't talk to our friends when they're here. We don't know what to do."
"I would talk to your dad first. See if he can help you. They may be divorced but I'm sure he cares about you. Let him know what's going on and that you're worried and frightened. I think you should call him as soon as you can. I am worried about your mother."
He stayed for a short time just calming them down before leaving. He'd let it go for a while longer but something had to be done and done soon. He made them promise to talk with their dad and then to let him know what they decided. He left with a heavy heart, fearing things might not get better.
When Reese called that evening, Jacey and Jada both told him what was going on with Roz. They finally made it clear to him that they were scared for her and they were afraid that something bad was going to happen. They cried at first when he said he didn't want to get involved and finally convinced him to come back as soon as he could. They wanted him to come right away but he said that it would be a week or so before he could. He would let them know for sure later. They had to be content with that. He finally told them to tell Roz that he would come for dinner the Tuesday after next. Maybe that would cheer her up. They agreed immediately and made final arrangements.
The girls discussed it between themselves and decided to tell Roz the next morning before leaving for school. They hoped that it would help boost her spirits if she had something to look forward to. A family dinner should get her moving. They went to sleep feeling better about everything. If dad could help mom, they would be grateful. Dad was the fixer in the family. He could fix this.
As planned, the next morning at breakfast, Jada waited until Roz sat down with her usual cup of coffee for breakfast. "Mom, we have some good news. Dad's coming home to have dinner with all of us next Tuesday. He wanted to know if that was OK?"
The change in Roz was immediate and unmistakable. She stopped with the cup halfway to her mouth as she turned to look at Jada with her brow wrinkled in confusion. She put the cup down carefully as she asked Jada to repeat what she had just said.
"I said, Dad wants to know if it's OK for him to come have dinner with all of us next Tuesday. Is it OK?"
Roz paused for a minute as she considered her daughter. She seemed to be trying to determine whether Jada was playing a trick on her. When it became clear that Jada was waiting for an answer, Roz understood that this was real.
"Of course it's OK. Did he call you last night? Is that when he mentioned dinner? What else did he say? I should talk to him if he calls again tonight. Will you let me know when he calls?"
"He said he would call you tonight instead of us. He'll call on our regular phone, not the one for Jacey and me."
Jada glanced at Jacey with a smile as if to say, "Told you."
"Well then, that will be fine. I'll talk to him then and see what his plans are. Now, you girls should get ready for the bus. You don't want to be late."
Since the girls got themselves off to school every morning without Roz even noticing, they thought her comment a positive one. They both left with smiles on their faces and hope that their mother would be all right again.
Roz couldn't get her mind around it. Reese was coming home? He was coming to dinner? She hadn't seen or talked with him for several years and now he was coming to dinner. Jada said he was going to call tonight. He was going to talk to her, not the girls. As she thought about seeing and talking to him again, her heart began to pound and she had to sit down before her legs gave way. Could this be the beginning of the end of her torment? Could he have forgiven her? Maybe they could at least be friends again. That was worth anything. She still loved him completely but she accepted that he would never again be her lover and husband. Friends was all she could hope for and it was enough: she could live with that.
Roz got up and wandered through the house looking around. It was a mess. She had to clean it. She had to make things perfect. Like her life before she ruined it. Stop! Stop thinking like that! He was coming home so stop this and make things right. She began to gather the things she would need and began making the house perfect.
When the girls came home, they were surprised to find dinner on the stove, the smells coming from the various pots and pans delicious and inviting. The table was set but Roz was nowhere to be found. They put their books and packs away and went to their rooms to change but stopped when they heard singing coming from their mother's room. They tiptoed down the hall and peeked in to see Roz sitting at her vanity combing her hair. She had put makeup on for the first time in a long time and her hair was shining with a fresh washing and curling. She looked like another person. They ran back to their room smiling and giggling. It seemed that their mom was back.
Dinner was altogether different but pleasant. Instead of just dishing out their plates and then going into the den, she joined them. She served a delicious meal of baked chicken, mashed potatoes, green beans and bacon, fresh baked biscuits and a fresh fruit salad. They enjoyed the meal as well as conversation: Roz asking about their day, their activities and their plans. It was as it used to be, before dad left. Jada and Jacey shared looks that said their plan had succeeded far beyond their expectations. It was the first really fun meal they had since longer than they could remember.
Since it was a Tuesday night, the girls had a regularly scheduled meeting of one of their many clubs so Roz agreed to drive them and pick them up. Recently, her normal reaction was to let someone else do the driving so the girls told her that they had already scheduled rides. Roz was surprised but then quickly understood that she had not been an active part of their lives for some time and apologized to Jacey and then to Jada for her seemingly antipathy. She felt tears come to her eyes but the girls quickly told her that they would rather go with her and they could call to cancel their rides. That seemed to please Roz and she happily cleaned the table while they got ready.
With the girls gone to their meeting and the house cleaned top to bottom at least twice, Roz nervously waited for the phone call from Reese. For the first time, she wondered where he was and how he was living. She was surprised to realize she knew nothing about his activities over the past two years. She stopped asking the girls when her depression became severe and she had not tried to find out. The girls had stopped talking about him when it was clear that it just upset Roz to hear anything about him. Thus it was that she waited for a call from a man that she hadn't spoken to in several years, a man that used to be her husband and who was living somewhere else and perhaps with someone else. She decided to take one of her pills to calm herself down. She hadn't taken anything since the girls told her about Reese.
At just after 8:00, the phone rang and Roz froze. She couldn't move for the first two rings but finally found the courage to pick up the receiver.
"Hello?"
"Hello Roz. It's Reese. How've you been?"
"Hello Reese. I've been OK. It's good to hear from you. How are you and where in the world are you. I guess I lost track."
"Well, I'm fine and I'm currently in Costa Rica, in San Jose'. I've been here for the last eight months or so and I have to tell you, I love it here. I'm staying with a couple from the states that I met. He's retired and they moved here about three years ago. It's really great. I think you would love it."
"I don't know about that. I was never one for roughing it. I always liked the creature comforts as you know."
"Well, anyway. I am going to fly back to the states, leaving here Friday and I should be back in Springfield by Sunday evening. The girls said it would be OK if I came for dinner and we could talk? Is that still OK?"
Roz paused as her heart was beating so hard that it made her uncomfortable. She was waiting for the pill to kick in and calm her down. Maybe another one.
"Of course. I would love to have you come to dinner and so would the girls. Can you come Monday evening? I know the girls have things on Tuesday and Wednesday so Monday or Thursday would be fine. Whichever is best for you. I have no plans so I'm open."
"Monday would be perfect. I'll call in the afternoon to confirm and to find out what time to come. Should I bring anything?"
"No, just come as you are. You might plan on about 6:30. We usually eat about that time."
"Good. It's set then. It will be good to see you again Roz. It's been too long."
"I would love to see you again too. Goodbye, Reese."
Roz hung up quickly before she could say something stupid. She thought she had done well just to keep it together. His voice sounded so good, like nothing had changed. Of course she heard his voice in her dreams all the time. She saw his face everywhere and she still found herself expecting him home at dinner time. Even after all of this time, she hadn't accepted the loss of her husband, her friend and her lover.
For her, the past years had been a constant reminder of her stupidity, her greed and her shame. She continued in her depression even with the damn pills. They made her so tired that she had to find something else to ease the pain without driving her to bed. She had made a connection with one of the delivery guys and he had put her on to a source for oxycontin, a pain pill. She found that one or two of those in the evenings when things were so bad put her at ease and made sleep welcome. She had read up on them and found that they weren't physically addictive but she had to be careful with the dosage so that she would not have withdrawal symptoms from the psychological addiction. Once in a while, when things got too bad, she took both the oxycontin and the Zoloft. That really put her into the zone. No problems then!
The phone call lifted her spirits and she began to make plans. She wanted everything to be perfect and she began to plan the dinner. This is what she did well and it was second nature to her so the pills didn't affect her as she began. She worked solidly for the next two hours until it was time to pick up the girls. She answered all of their questions about the phone call from Reese. She pretended to be calm but they knew better and they teased her unmercifully. She welcomed the feeling of really connecting with her girls. They had a fun evening of girl talk and plans. It had been almost a year for the girls as well so they were excited to see him again.
Over the next several days, Roz put everything together, making several trips into town to pick up the odds and ends that she found she couldn't do without. She filled the days with preparations, just as she used to do for her business, but this was far more important to her than business. She had the menu for dinner, she had candles, the house was spotless, and the wines were selected. The girls would each have a glass: she had promised them. Dessert would be a choice of chocolate cake or fruit with whipped cream. To be certain that everything was perfect, she arranged for everything to be delivered to the house by 5:00 Monday evening. She had decided at the last minute to have everything prepared by the best kitchen in town and used her contacts to make arrangements. She was taking no chances. Now she had only to wait.
Roz made sure she had worked her way down on all of her pills so that Sunday she had taken nothing. She was so high with anticipation that she felt no need for anything. She was happier than she had been for over a year. She was anxious to see and talk to Reese. They had said so little to each other before the divorce and nothing since. She had so much to say and so many things to apologize for that she had been practicing in front of her mirror for days. She felt scared but ready. She wanted him back in her life, even as just a friend. She had hope for the first time in so long.
Monday arrived and she was nervous but ready. The girls went off to school and Roz made final preparations. The wines were chilling, the table was set, the china was clean and the silver polished. She had to admit, it looked wonderful. She waited.
At 4:00 the girls got home from school and went up to finish their homework so as to be free the rest of the evening. Roz helped them pick out clothes for dinner and she asked their opinion of her choice. They had suggestions and she accepted most of them. They waited.
At 5:00, the food came and Roz went over everything with the deliveryman to be sure things were as ordered. Once satisfied, she took the entrees into the kitchen and put them in the oven on warm. She made sure all the sides were transferred to the good serving dishes and the desserts were in the fridge. She made a final check and was ready. She went in to be with the girls and they waited.
At 5:45, she went in to the dining room to light the candles and make a final check of the settings. Everything was right, and the table looked perfect. She lowered the lighting to allow the candles to show and went back to be with the girls. They waited.
At 7:00, they all were becoming concerned. Reese hadn't called to confirm and they couldn't understand why he wasn't there. He said 6:30 and he was never late for anything. And anyway, he hadn't called. They waited.
Finally, at 7:30, Roz called the number she had for the local airport. She thought Reese had said he used that airport to fly in and out of when he was learning to fly. Maybe they had some information or could tell her who to call. She was finally connected to a Mr. Phillips, one of Reese's original instructors. She explained the situation and Phillips told her he would make some calls and get back to her. She thanked him and hung up. They waited.
Forty five minutes later, he called back. The news was not good.
"Rosalind, it's John Phillips. I called the FAA and got some information. It seems Reese left Costa Rica early Friday morning and he was scheduled to land in Tegucigalpa Honduras, before continuing on to Belize and then to Mexico. There is no record of his landing at any of those destinations Friday or Saturday. The word was passed on to begin searching for him but they wanted to wait to be sure he didn't land somewhere else. He wasn't required to file a detailed flight plan since he was flying in sight most of the way. I'll stay on it and keep you informed. I think it's far too early to be worried, so please be calm. OK?"



"Thanks John and please call as soon as you know anything."
Roz hung up and told the girls of the conversation with John Phillips. They all tried to remain calm but it was difficult. Since it was early, Roz decided to go ahead and eat and try to stay on plan. Maybe the routine would be good for them all.
Dinner was quiet even though they tried to stay positive. No one ate much and the wonderful dinner went pretty much to waste. No one wanted dessert and the wine wasn't opened. Roz finally decided that they had to talk about it so she began.
"You know your dad. He's tough, a great pilot and if he had problems, he'll be able to fix them. Just trust him. OK?"
"Mom, he's late. He's never late. If he was going to be late, he would've called us. You know that. He's in trouble somewhere."
"He didn't call because he's somewhere he can't get to a phone or his cell is out of range. Just be patient. He'll come home."
He has to, Roz thought to herself. This can't be the end. He called me, damn it! He was coming back to me. I won't accept anything bad. He'll be here.
"Let's not think bad things. Just wait. And be patient."
With that, they all went their separate ways to wonder and worry in their own ways. There were no further phone calls that evening so they finally went to bed to wait till tomorrow. They would have more news then.
The following morning, Roz called John again and asked him for an update. He told her that they had air patrols out looking and that Reese had landed in Honduras as scheduled and took off an hour later. He wasn't reported being seen in Belize and no one had reported in anyplace else on his flight path. He was officially reported as missing now and the authorities were on it. John told her to be patient. If he had crash landed, the plane he was flying was a good one and had a good safety record. He may have been grounded for many reasons and in a place where he couldn't call. They just had to wait till he was spotted.
Roz hung up with a bad feeling. The girls were right. Reese would have found a way to call if he were able. He was lost! That was official now. She needed a pill, now!
Nothing was heard from the searchers for the next three days. They had cut back on the number of search flights and bad weather made it next to impossible for anyone on the ground to be of any help. It was late Friday night when they began to believe the worst case scenario was no longer just a scenario. It was real. Reese was dead and not coming home.
The house was a quiet and somber place that weekend. The girls worried of course, but they saw the rapid slide in Roz, back to where she had been for so long. They tried talking to her and asking her for her help but it was no use. She had retreated back into her shell. She was gone from them, again. Reese was their last hope and he was not coming home. As she disappeared more and more into her shell, the girls lost what hope they had. The following Monday, they returned to school, not knowing what else to do. Roz never noticed.
It was Wednesday night, the girls had just gotten home from school and there was no dinner on the table when they came in; no sounds from the house. They thought Roz was out visiting one of her friends. Jacey started a light supper for them all and told Jada to get changed and do her homework. She would finish dinner and let it stay on warm till they were ready and Roz returned.
Jacey had her room at the back of the house, looking out on the lake. She picked it because of the view. It was all the way back, and she had to pass her mother's room on the way. As Jacey walked toward her room, she glanced in to see if her mom's bed was made. She never made the bed if she had been in one of her 'napping' moods. Her depression often drove her to stay in bed for hours during the day. Jacey saw that the bed was unmade and continued walking but brought herself up short! Was that her mom on the floor? She wasn't sure so she reversed her steps and looked in.
It was her mom and she was fully dressed and laying on the floor next to the bed! Jacey ran to her and looked to see if she was breathing. She was, but slowly. Jacey felt her pulse: thin and very slow. As Jacey rose to call 911, she saw a small bottle in her mother's hand and grabbed it to read the label. 'Oxycontin'. It was empty. She went to the phone on the bedside table to call and noticed another empty pill bottle and an almost empty bottle of gin. She knew what had happened! Her mother had taken pills and alcohol, trying to kill herself! Her depression had gotten to her.
Jacey got the 911 operator and told her to have an ambulance get there as soon as possible. The operator asked her what the problem was and she told her, even mentioning the pills she thought her mom had taken. No, she didn't know how many. No, her mother was never prescribed Oxycontin. Yes, she had been drinking. As she answered her questions, she heard the sirens of the ambulance in the distance. Without realizing it, Jacey had been talking to the operator for several minutes. Long enough for the word to get out and an ambulance on its way.
As Jacey was talking on her mother's phone, she heard the other line ring and yelled at Jada to take that call. It was their line. It could be something about their father since this line was tied up, and she couldn't stop to tell Jada what had happened. She could only wait for the ambulance. As she answered yet another question from the 911 operator, Jada flew into the room, yelling at Jacey to come quick.
"They found Dad! He's OK and they found him. They . . . "
Jada suddenly stopped talking as she saw her mother laying on the floor. Her hand flew to her mouth and her eyes got as big as saucers. She dropped to her knees beside Jacey.
"What's wrong with Mom? What happened? Did she fall? Jacey, what's wrong?"
Jacey quickly filled her in on the phone call to 911 and asked her to repeat what she said about their dad. Jada was silent for a minute, but finally got out that it was John on the phone and they found Reese. His plane had developed engine problems and he had made a forced landing in a remote part of Belize. He had to walk for almost seven days, living on berries, wild bananas and drinking water from the streams. Fortunately, he knew what he could and couldn't eat and he was fine. Dirty and tired, but fine.
He wanted to call immediately but they had no phones where he was found. It took another day and a half to get to someplace where he could call. The message was passed to the FAA and finally to John. John said that Reese should be back in the states by now and hopefully he would be back in Springfield by tonight. He would call with more information as soon as he had any.
Just then, the paramedics came running up the stairs with a stretcher and their kits. They quickly pushed Jacey and Jada aside and began life saving actions on Roz. They were silent for several minutes before one of them spoke.
"I have a pulse! I have a pulse, thin and thready but there. She's still breathing, but she'll need to be intubated. Give me that ET. Thanks! There! I'm in. OK, bag her! Good breath sounds! Her color's coming back. Stronger pulse now. OK, she's ready for transport."
The man and woman lifted Roz with ease and placed her on the stretcher. They lifted and were out the door and half way down the stairs before the girls were able to pull themselves together. They followed the team to the ambulance and waited as they put Roz inside. As the woman made ready to shut the door, Jacey stopped her.
"I'm going with you. She's my mother and I'm going."
She turned to Jada and told her to call Sabrina and tell her to come over and pick her up and then to come on to the hospital. As she stepped up into the ambulance, she continued,
"I have my cell phone but you should call John. Go! Call aunt Sabrina!"
With that, the door closed, the ambulance left in a squeal of rubber and Jada was left standing there, alone and frightened. She went back in the house to call Sabrina first and then John Phillips. Sabrina told her to sit tight and she was on her way. John was concerned as well, but asked her for the information about the hospital and promised to keep her informed. He ended by wishing her good luck.
At the hospital, the emergency room attending took the information from the Paramedics and from Jacey and moved quickly to have Roz's stomach pumped. He also took immediate actions via IVs to counteract the depressive effects of the pills in Roz's system. Within just a few minutes, Roz was breathing better and her pulse had strengthened but the doctor chose to put her on a respirator. While she was still in serious condition, her vitals were stabilized. The doctor came out to pass the good news on to Jacey, with a warning that they still didn't know about any permanent damage. That would take a few more hours to confirm. They could only wait.
Jacey called Jada and gave her what information she had and Jada confirmed that she had contacted John Phillips and Sabrina and they would be at the hospital as soon as they could. Jacey tried to have Jada stay at home, but she wouldn't listen. She was coming, and that was that!
In the meantime, Reese had just landed in Dallas, Tx., getting ready to connect to a flight to Springfield. He had not been informed of Roz's condition and he was still looking forward to seeing Roz and the girls again. He had time to think while he was trying to survive in the jungles of Belize and he realized what he was missing by his ill conceived travel. He finally understood that all he was doing was trying to run away from the pain of Roz's betrayal. He had never tried to understand what drove her to do what she did and he never gave her a chance to tell him what she was feeling and why she did it. She never blamed him for anything, including walking away from their marriage and later from their girls. He still couldn't understand that. How could he leave his two girls for over a year at this time in their lives?
As he waited in the departure lounge for his flight, his new, disposable cell phone rang. It was John Phillips. In just a few words, he told Reese what had happened to Roz and gave him all of the information he had. He gave Reese Jada's cell phone number and let him know that he was available to help when Reese got into Springfield. Reese thanked him and told him he would hold him to that. He hung up and paced the lounge, waiting. He decided against calling Jada from there since there was nothing he could say or do to make a difference from here. He waited.
At the hospital, Roz's condition improved from serious to fair and the doctors began to be more positive in their assessments of her prognosis. Jacey and Jada were sent home with Sabrina to rest and get something to eat and finally to get some sleep. Roz was not likely to wake much before the next day so there was little they could do.
John Phillips called to let them know that Reese would be home by 10:30 that evening and he would probably go straight to the hospital. Jacey called to give his name to the hospital staff so that he would be allowed in. She decided to stay at home and give their father time alone with their mother. She was hopeful, but could only wait and see.
Reese arrived at the hospital just after 11:00 and was told to wait for one of the doctors. He sat down in the lounge, realizing finally that he was exhausted and hadn't eaten or slept for over thirty hours. He found himself beginning to drift as the quiet surrounded him. He was almost asleep when the doctor on call shook him awake.
"Are you Reese Delgorio, husband of Rosalind Delgorio?"
"Yes, I'm Reese and I'm the ex. How is she? Is she going to be all right?"
"She's stable and her condition is fair right now. We have your name from your daughter so I can give you all of the information we have. She is stable, her vitals are strong and she seems to have recovered from the worst of the effects of her overdose. She took Oxycontin, Zoloft and alcohol. It was intentional from what your daughter said and she fully intended to cause herself harm."
The doctor paused to allow Reese time to assimilate what he had already told him. He continued,
"Your daughter found her very soon after she had swallowed the pills so the paramedics put her on assisted breathing very quickly. We hope that the quick action by everyone minimized what could have been a very serious situation. We can only wait and see if there was any permanent brain damage from lack of oxygen. We should know in a few more hours."
"What if she doesn't wake up soon? Would that mean anything?"
"Not necessarily. She may stay asleep for several more hours or several more days. There is no set time for this kind of thing. She should wake tomorrow, but perhaps not. We just have to wait."
"Thank you. May I see her? I just got back to the states tonight and I haven't seen her for over two years."
"Of course. I'll have one of the nurses take you in. You can only stay a few minutes."
He left and within a few minutes, a nurse appeared, beckoning him to follow her. She led him down the hall to a room with the wall facing the corridor, all glass. He could clearly see the bed and the equipment from the hall but was unprepared for the site of Roz laying in the bed as he stepped into the room. The nurse told him to stay only a few minutes and left.
Reese saw Roz, or at least her face. She was laying motionless, tubes running in through her mouth to help her breath, IV lines dripping into her arm, a plastic monitor clip on her still hand indicating her pulse and lines going under the blankets to measure her heartbeat. As he moved closer, he saw her more clearly, her face a pasty white, her lips dry and cracked, her hair tangled and dirty and no motion at all. If he hadn't seen the monitors with their blue and red numbers flashing and the repeating graph of her heartbeat, he would have thought her dead. The mechanical repetition of the ventilator and the electronic beeping of the monitors were the only sounds in the room.
The shock of seeing her this way was almost too much. Reese stumbled back until he felt a chair behind him and sat down heavily. At that moment, he realized that this was the woman he had loved for the last twenty years and the mother of the two most precious things in his world. It took a plane crash in a country that most people had never heard of and seeing her like this so close to death to remind him of what he had walked away from. It reminded him of how short life could be and how little fate cared for the mistakes of mortal man.
Reese was still sitting there when the nurse came in to lead him out. She seemed to understand the shock he experienced and she made no attempt to talk to him or to give him false cheer. She led him back to the lounge where he finally began to function again. He knew that he should go home to see the girls and to make sure they were OK. Actually, it was no longer his home but his girls were there. He called for a cab and let it take him back to the house on the lake that he had walked out of two years ago.
Even though it was after midnight, the house was ablaze with lights. The cab let him out and he walked slowly up to the front door. Just as he was ready to ring the bell, the door burst open and his oldest daughter ran into his arms. He held her there in the doorway as they both began to cry. It felt good to let go and to have someone who understood perfectly what the other felt. They just held each other until the sobs and shudders subsided.
Reese spent the rest of the evening with his two daughters and his ex sister in law Sabrina. The mood was quiet and depressed but lightened somewhat by his miraculous escape from his plane going down in the jungles of Belize. He was forced to relate most of the seven days he spent trying to find his way back to civilization and the girls hung on every word. It was enough to take their minds off of their mother, laying in the hospital. They finally fell asleep on the couch, curling up together.
Reese and Sabrina talked for a while in the kitchen.
"Were you aware of Roz's abuse of pain killers? It appears she had a prescription for the antidepressants but the pain pills were prescribed by a doctor I never heard of and her name wasn't the one on the bottle. The girls never told me of a problem when I called."
"Honestly Reese, I had no idea. After I sold the shares to you and you finally walked out on her, Roz and I sort of drifted apart. I know she blamed me for the loss of the business and, anyway, Paul and I weren't in a good place. I guess I sort of let our relationship slide. We drifted apart and the only time she called was when she needed someone to go someplace with the girls. She hasn't been out socially since the divorce."
"That's what the girls said too. I didn't know. Of course, I never talked to her at all so I wouldn't have known anything. By the way, sorry about your divorce. You guys couldn't make it work, huh?"
"No. Too much shit between us. We still see each other occasionally but only as friends. Nothing more now or ever again."
Sabrina looked at Reese with a calculated look. She decided to put it to him to see what his plans were. Now that she was here, she was worried about Roz's future health, not just this latest collapse.
"Reese, what are you going to do now? You are here and you know Roz is going to be very fragile for a long time. Are you planning on staying around or are you going to disappear again? If you are, it might be best if you don't stay till she wakes up."
"I'm staying. It took a lot to break through this wall I built around myself. I had taken myself out of circulation just as much as Roz. I didn't stay in the house, but I never let anyone else in either. I was just running as far and as fast as I could. Running away from the pain she caused me. I didn't have the courage to stay and try to put my life back together again. I never allowed her to say the things she needed to say to move forward. I just dumped it all on her and I took the high road and I walked out to salve my own wounds. I never even thought much about my own children, leaving them as well for the last year. Oh, I called. I did use a phone now and then but that's not giving much of myself. I just let them take care of the mess I left behind."
Reese stopped for a moment to collect himself. It was hard, saying these things. He had endured a week of misery with time to think about nothing else. It was true what they say: when you are in danger of dying, your life passes in front of you. Sometimes the things you see are painful. Especially when you realize that you put yourself first and your family second. When you realized you turned your back on another human being in pain. When you realized you behaved as if you had never done anything wrong and were free to condemn another who did. When you realized you could simply discard someone who had given you seventeen years of their life and two wonderful children because of a mistake.
"No, Sabrina. I intend to stay here and try to make up for the pain I caused by leaving. I know that Roz was at fault in destroying our marriage, but she wasn't the one that left everything behind. I did that. She accepted the blame for it and wanted to make it right. All she asked was forgiveness. All I gave her was coldness and a callous disregard for her pain. I took the moral high road without regard for the life I was leaving for her and my children. I gave them the material things but took myself out of the picture. I put them aside in favor of my pride."
Sabrina listened with a growing feeling of hope. If Reese could forgive Roz, it would make little difference to Roz what Reese did from then on. She would simply be content to know that he had forgiven her and that he would be there for the girls as their father. That was enough for Roz. She had never forgiven herself but if Reese could forgive her, she could possibly do the same.



"Well, I'll stay tonight and we can decide tomorrow what to do about the girls and school and all the other day to day crap that we still have to live with. I'll take the spare room so you can have the big bed. You probably need a real bed to sleep in after what you've been through."
"A bed would feel great. I don't think I've slept in the last two days. But I'll stay in the den like I used to so often. I'll be fine there and I think the master bedroom is still a mess from the paramedics."
They parted and both went to a fitful sleep. Reese had more trouble than he expected partly because he was so exhausted that he was beyond sleep. He did finally get a few hours but was already awake when the girls came in to wake him. They brought coffee and he was grateful for the caffeine and the company. He had missed his girls so much and he finally took the time to see them as they were now. They changed so much at this age that the almost two years he had been away made a tremendous difference. They were beautiful women now, not the little girls he had left behind.
They all gathered at the kitchen table where Sabrina made a huge breakfast of eggs, ham and hash browns. Reese was surprised at how much he put away. He hadn't had a really good meal now for over a month. Everything tasted wonderful. Sabrina and the girls watched in amusement as he shoveled food in his face. He grinned as he enjoyed.
It was finally time that they could go to the hospital. Reese got the car from the garage and he and the girls all went in together. Sabrina stayed behind to clean up and then follow them. She had hopes that things would begin to change. She crossed her fingers and said a small prayer.
At the hospital, they were told to wait for the doctor before being admitted to ICU. Reese sat with the girls and tried to keep them calm until the doctor finally arrived. He was a young man that they hadn't seen before and he sat down with them for a consult. He told them first that Roz was not awake yet but that all signs were that she would wake soon. Her vitals were strong and her physical condition was satisfactory. They had taken her off the respirator last night and she was breathing fine on her own. That was a good sign. He was there primarily as a psych consult and he wanted to ask some questions. Reese suggested that the girls be taken to the room while he and the doctor talked.
When the girls were gone, Reese gave the doctor the background on the divorce, his leaving and the intervening years. He was blunt and held nothing back. They talked for about 20 minutes before the doctor was satisfied. He seemed to have all he needed and he rose to leave. He looked down at Reese and spoke.
"There is one thing that you have to do right now before you go into your.., her, room. You have to decide whether you are going to be here for her or not. If not, I would advise you to walk away now and let her find her own way back. If you intend to leave again as you did before, know that it would almost certainly result in this happening a second time and the next time she will probably be successful. The choice is yours."
With that he turned and walked away. Reese watched him go with clamped jaw and clenched fists. It was anger he felt and he wondered at himself. Why would he be angry? He knew that Roz loved him and had always loved him. She had hurt him deeply and she had done so deliberately but it was he that had struck the deepest wounds. She had no defense against what he did to her. She was already feeling guilt and remorse and he then destroyed her in every way he could. Coldly, cruelly and deliberately. He was no better than she and in some ways, worse. So why was he angry that people expected that he might walk away again?
He relaxed his jaw and unclenched his fists. They were right. He had his pound of flesh once and that was enough. They wouldn't become husband and wife again, and most probably they wouldn't become lovers again. But they were the parents of two wonderful girls that needed them and that was a start. They could become friends eventually. He finally relaxed and let the relief of making a decision wash over him. He stood and walked to Roz's room.
She was still unconscious when he entered the room. Sabrina and Jada were there, Jacey probably off talking with one of the nurses. She looked little different than she had the night before. He moved toward the bed and stood watching her face. She looked strange, without the light that he remembered always around her eyes, even when she was sad or angry. The life that was always there. Now, it seemed to be absent. He raised his eyes to Sabrina and then to Jada. Without speaking, they both rose and left, leaving him alone with Roz. He took a chair beside her bed and sat watching her. He noticed her hand, laying along side her body and reached for it without thinking. He took it and was surprised by how warm it seemed when she looked so cold. He kept it in his as he sat back.
He was dozing, remembering the heat and the insects and the bone crushing weariness as he struggled to find his way out of the jungles of Belize from where he crashed his plane. It had been a fuel line blockage that brought him down, fortunately giving him time to loose altitude and speed so that when he did come down, it was in some semblance of control. He could feel the whip of the branches across the canopy as he slid to a stop. He remembered the relief when he found he was still alive and in one piece. He began walking, following the sun toward what he knew to be a small town somewhere in the distance. He was just beginning his trek when he felt someone watching him. He looked around in fear and the jolt brought him awake and back to the hospital room. He opened his eyes to see Roz awake and watching him.
He dropped her hand and stood, ringing the buzzer for the nurse. He moved toward the bed then and took her hand again. She didn't speak but she continued to watch his every move. She wouldn't take her eyes off of him. He finally moved over to her and spoke her name.
"Roz? Can you hear me? Do you know who I am?"
She didn't answer nor did her expression change, but he did feel her hand squeeze his. Her eyes blinked several times and she opened her mouth to speak but couldn't form the words. He reached over for a glass of water and held her head up so she could drink. She took water greedily and when she had her fill he let her head back down gently. She sighed, moved her tongue over her dry cracked lips and finally spoke.
"Reese. You're alive? Am I dreaming or are you here and alive?"
"I'm here Roz. I'm here and you are the one we almost lost. Rest and let me get the girls."
"No. Don't leave. I want to see you and look at you. I thought I had lost you forever. I remember now! I knew you were dead and I didn't want to live. I tried to end it. I tried to join you but I failed. Are you here now really?"
"I'm here now. Just rest until the doctor can see you. You're going to be all right so just rest. I'll be here when you wake up again. I promise."
Just then, the nurse came in, followed by the young doctor that he had spoken to earlier. Both moved immediately to Roz and began talking to her and taking her pulse and listening to her heart. The doctor peered into her eyes with his probe and finally moved back, smiling.
"Well, everything appears to be fine. I think you are going to make a full recovery thanks to the quick work of your daughters. You have some very fine young women there Mrs. Delgorio. You should be proud."
Roz just smiled as he turned and walked away. She tried to move up to a sitting position and with the nurse's help succeeded just as Jada and Serena walked back in. Jade squealed as she noticed her mother's eyes open and she ran to hug her. Serena followed and took her hand with tears barely contained. Jacey was quick to follow and another reunion took place. Reese stood back and watched it all with a smile on his face. He left the room to allow them their time together.
He sat down in the lounge, realizing how tired he was. It had been just over a week ago that he had fueled his plane and started back to the states to have dinner with his family. Now, a week later, nothing was as he had planned. He had crash landed in a foreign country, walked for days to find civilization and arrived back in Illinois to find his ex wife had almost died and his whole family in a crisis, brought on by his supposed death. He almost laughed thinking no one could write a story any more bizarre. He was smiling to himself as Sabrina came out to tell him that Roz wanted to talk to him. She said she was going to take the girls out for lunch at McDonalds. She smiled and asked if he wanted her to bring anything back for him. He told her that he had been living on McDonalds in Costa Rico and couldn't think of a thing he wanted.
He walked back into the room to find Roz looking much better. One of the girls had obviously brushed her hair and helped her with some lipstick. She was still pale but now at least had some color back. She smiled at him as he walked in. She motioned to a chair and asked him to sit for a while. He did as she asked and smiled back.
"You look 100% better than the first time I saw you last night. You scared me Roz. You looked like you were dead."
"I tried and I'm sorry. It was a cowardly thing to do. I have no excuse except that I thought you were dead. I know that's no excuse to do that to the girls but I was not thinking very clearly. I know that now. It was the pills and the liquor."
"Well, that's past. Now you just have to get well and strong and get home to the girls. They need you Roz. Don't leave them again."
"I won't. Reese, I want to tell you so many things that I didn't get a chance to tell you before. So many things that I did wrong and things that I learned about myself that aren't pretty. I want to apologize for everything. I hope you'll give me the chance to say what I need to say to you."
"Roz, please, you don't have to do this. I've had time to think and I discovered things about myself that I wasn't proud of. Between us we screwed up a lot. But I want to tell you this before you start. I forgive you. For everything. I forgive you and I hope you can forgive me for what I did to you."
Roz just stared at him and then began to cry. Not hard, crushing sobs but a soft crying. Tears fell and she let them. His words were the words she had waited to hear for the past two years. They were the words that she couldn't say to herself. She couldn't forgive what she had done but he was asking her to forgive him and he said he forgave her. She felt the pain fade and her heart open up for the first time in so long. He forgave her! Nothing else was important now.
She felt his arms around her and she held on for dear life as she returned the embrace. It was going to be OK now. They had a life together, as friends and as parents. That was enough. It was all she needed to grow strong again and find her way. They could share their daughters and the joys of new life. They could watch as they found their own mates and had their own children and made their own mistakes and they could be there for them when their world collapsed as it was sure to do. It was life: the good and the bad, and she wanted it all. Now that she had someone to share it with, she would fight for every precious second of it.
The end.



        How About Another Drink?

        You don't have to be smart to cheat.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/how-about-another-drink

Title: How About Another Drink?

Author: thecelt

Category: Loving Wives

Description: You don't have to be smart to cheat.

Tags: infidelity, wife cheats




This is a story about two people who love each other but neither is very smart. But do you have to be smart to be unfaithful? What if it just a plan?
This story was edited by Angel Love but I messed with it afterwards so don't blame her for any mistakes.
I played the tape one more time, just to be sure I hadn't made a mistake. To be sure it was really Sally on the tape. To be sure she was doing what I knew she was doing. In a way, I was just punishing myself but there was a tiny part of me that insisted that I had made a mistake. So, I listened again.
I heard the sounds of them coming upstairs and into our bedroom. Sally cautioned him to be quiet since her mother was asleep down the hall. They had been in the living room for the first ten minutes or so but now they had come upstairs to our bedroom. She actually let him fuck her in our bed. I listened as they talked to each other.
"You're so beautiful Sally. I can't wait to have you and to make love to you again. It's been too long since I felt your legs around me and I want your beautiful tits pressed into my chest. I want to put my dick into you so deep that you feel it in your gut."
"Come on big man. Just get your clothes off and take me to bed. Push that beautiful cock into me and make me scream. Cum inside me. I need it so bad."
This was one of the things about the tape that I just couldn't figure out. Sally's voice was the voice she used when she was concentrating on something very complex. And the words were not those she ever used with me. I guess maybe it had something to do with the guy she was with. It sure as hell wasn't me.
There was the sound of clothes being unzipped and belts unbuckled and shoes hitting the floor and then the sound of the bed springs as they fell on the bed together.
"God, your cock feels so good and so hot. I want to put my mouth around it and suck you and make you hard. I want to taste you and feel you in my mouth. I need it now. So bad! Yes! Yes! Ummmmm."
Nothing more for a few minutes except for the slurping sounds and him panting. Then the part I remembered.
"Get your ass up here and fuck my cock. Put your hot cunt over my cock and ride me baby. Ride me Sally, ride me. Give it to me. That's the way. Oh, God!"
Then the sounds of the bed squeaking as she bounced up and down on his cock. She always loved to ride me and now she was riding some other guy's cock. This kept up for a few more minutes before he began to grunt again. When Sally heard him she yelled at him to move.
"I want you on top of me before you cum. Move, now! Get on top!"
"That's it baby, squeeze those legs around me! I'm ready to cum. I'm gonna cum. Here it cums. Oh God, that feels great. Ahhhhhhhhh!" Sally wasn't done yet apparently because she was still humping him and she was grunting as well. She was moaning and moaning and she was probably fingering her clit like she did sometimes with me. I knew that she was having trouble getting off from this guy and that was too fucking bad. She never had a problem with me.
"Oh, oh, oh, I'm cumming, I'm cumming. Play with my tits! Twist the nipples. That's it, that's it. Oh, oooooooooo!"
Same thing with the words. Sally never called them her tits. They were her boobs. Strange. Then the tape was silent for a few more minutes while they caught their breath. Then the part that tore my heart out.
"God, that was great. You are a great piece of ass Sally. I'm glad you let me come back here with you."
"Well, this is your reward for taking me to the theater tonight. I wanted to go for so long and that clod of a husband of mine wouldn't take me and even if he did you know he's too stupid to understand it. I don't even know why I married him."
"Well, anytime you want to go to the theater or to a museum or anything else like that, just give me a call. Even if you just want to fuck, call me. Just don't make it so long in between."
"I'll let you know when the next time will be. You'll have to wait till I can be sure it's safe. OK?"
Then there was the sound of laughter and then I heard the shower running. They both went in the bathroom and they were gone so long, I assumed he was going to fuck her again in there, but I heard Sally come back into the room alone. After that, the tape was just sounds of them getting dressed and him getting ready to leave. It was just about two hours before I was due home from my shift.
There was more but I didn't bother to listen to it. I had all I needed now. I pushed the rewind and ejected the tape from the little recorder that I had set up. I had microphones in all of the rooms in the house, courtesy of Radio Shack. 'Simple to use and easy to install. Guaranteed to work or your money back!'
I had set them up over a month ago but this was the first time they had picked up anything. I was sorry that they did this time. But, better the devil you know than the one you don't. I knew the guy. His name was Phil Sutton. He was Sally's boss and a big wheel in the company.
This tape was made last night. I was working and I got home on time. As usual, Sally was already in bed and pretended to be sound asleep. Since I hadn't heard the tape yet, and since nothing had happened before this, I didn't think much about it. But I was off this morning and had the time to play the tape, as I did every morning after Sally went off to work. My shift work was rotating so this week I was working 4-12 in the evening so I was here all morning and into the afternoon. I usually slept when I came home so I was up by 9:00 the next morning.
I sat there thinking about what I heard. I wasn't as disturbed about the sex as I was what she had said about me. What she said hurt, very badly. I knew myself and I had no pretensions about my smarts, but Sally knew that when she married me. We had talked about it and she said that was one of the reasons she loved me. That I accepted her even though she was not as smart as me. She loved me and that was that. I believed her. Now, it appeared that she had lied to me then and was continuing to lie to me now. That was the part that I didn't understand. She had never asked me to take her to any theater even though I had volunteered many times. She never expressed any interest in them and never wanted to go to a museum or to a play or the like. And she had never commented about my supposed lack of smarts. She often said that she thought I was smarter than I let on. Not true but nice to hear.
I made a decision right then and there. I picked up the phone and called Personnel. I talked to Terry there and told her that I quit, effective now. I had five weeks of vacation coming and 15 days sick leave accumulated and I asked her to have the check sent to a PO box that I had taken out three weeks ago. Terry wanted to know a lot of stuff but I told her that I couldn't give her the reasons. Just to put down personal and leave it at that. One last thing. I told her to keep this confidential until tomorrow. Not to tell anyone, including my wife. I told her that it was a matter of life and death and she finally agreed. One more day. She tried to make an appointment for me to come in for a termination interview but I refused. She finally gave up after I agreed to call in one day next week.
I decided to make my move now and not tell Meg anything. She would try to talk me out of it and she would have to know why and I didn't want to tell her just then. I packed all of my clothes, using a whole box of plastic garbage bags. They worked and they were cheaper than luggage and a lot easier to carry. It only took me about an hour and a half since I wasn't being too careful. I cleaned out my bath stuff and carried the whole lot down to my Ford F-250. I loaded it up and went back in to collect some of my electronic crap. While I was at it, I collected all of the microphones I had installed. I used to be in Intelligence for the Army so I had kept my hand in. Good thing too. Once that was loaded, I looked around and saw nothing that I wanted anymore. I was done here.
I walked into the kitchen and got a notebook from the pantry shelf. I took off my wedding ring and set it on the kitchen table. I sat down and wrote a quick note to Sally. In effect it said,
Sally,
I know about you and that bastard Phil Sutton. I also know you think I'm too stupid to take you to the theater and to places like that. I also know you're sorry you married me. I will not cause you any grief. As soon as I can, I'll call you and let you know where to send the divorce papers. I'll try really hard to understand them.
******
You and your mom can stay in the house for now until we are divorced, cause I'll never live in it again as long as you are still there. You made it dirty.
I have all of my crap with me so everything else is yours.
Your clod husband,
Jimmy
I put the note on the table with the ring on top. I stood up for the last time in this kitchen and looked at the letter and my ring on the table. It seemed so little to cause such a huge pain in my heart. The image blurred a little as I felt the tears begin to flow. I may be stupid but I know the end of my life when I see it.
"How about another round?" Hank the bartender asked.
"Another's fine. Make it a double," I answered.
What the hell. I was going to be here for awhile. It beat sleeping in my truck but then again, almost anything would. I took the drink that the barkeep sat in front of me and tried to nurse it slowly instead of downing it as I wanted to. If nothing else, my late daddy had taught me that a double shot of good booze would make the pain more bearable, even though it wouldn't take it away. As a matter of fact, two or three shots would be even better. I was well on my way to feeling great.
As I sat there thinking of what my life had become, I noticed a cute redhead sitting next to me and watching me out of her heavy lidded eyes. I think they were green, or maybe blue or even gray. How the hell would I know, since I was already working toward drunk. She smiled at me and sort of leaned over toward me even though she was sitting on a barstool. Well, either that or she got somehow bigger. Since it was too much to worry about, I just smiled back and turned back to my drink.
Well, that wasn't going to suit her so she laid a hand on my shoulder and asked me if I wouldn't like to move to a booth where we could be more comfortable. I finally stirred myself enough to suggest to her that I was close to broke and couldn't afford her or anyone else. She simply laughed, told me she wasn't a pro and said that she would buy if I would just keep her company. That was a bargain I couldn't pass up so I just told the barkeep to keep them coming and stop when I was unable to say otherwise.
We moved to a nice booth sort of off to the side and it was certainly much quieter there. I slumped into one side while she moved across from me. I tried to concentrate on her but just got the impression of a nice looking redhead, a good deal younger than me and very nicely dressed. Even through my booze soaked consciousness I wondered why she was with someone like me. I finally got up the energy to ask her.
"Can I ask what the hell someone like you wants with someone like me?"
She just smiled at me and reached out a hand to lay over mine. Her touch was soft and warm and I had to admit, very nice. It was enough to make me remember what I was doing there. I pulled my had back quickly because that was the last thing I wanted. But she answered.
"I was sitting at the bar when you came in. I could tell you were hurting about something but I just watched for awhile. I saw you knocking back those doubles and you seemed to be a man on a mission. A mission to get drunk and forget. Am I right?"
"Well, when you're right, you're right!"
That's what I told her, but I didn't go into any detail. I just told her that I was trying to forget some bad things that happened to me and this seemed the easiest way to do it. She nodded like she actually knew what the hell I was talking about. Like someone that looked like her would have any idea. Hah!
"Would you like to tell me your story? I'm just in town for tonight and then tomorrow it's back to business and then home. I've nothing I need to be doing and nowhere to go tonight anyway. I'd love to hear about you and I think maybe it might help if you told someone what's going on with you. I'll just listen and not judge. And, I'll pay for the privilege."
"What do you mean, you'll pay? Pay for what? Are you trying to buy my services or something?"
"I meant that I'll buy the drinks if you tell the tale. And, no I don't want to buy your services, even though you look like you would be quite good in the sack. That would just confuse my already confused life."
Well that got me. Good in the sack? Well, that was a crock since that was one of the reasons I was sitting here trying to get drunk. At least, I thought it was since I apparently couldn't satisfy my wife. And anyway, I did want to talk about it and I didn't have a whole lot of money so if she was buying, I could talk. I finally agreed and told her to order me a double and to also have Hank, the barkeep, bring a pot of coffee. I was about to sober up, but not until I had one more for the tale.
I introduced myself to the nice lady and told her my name was Jimmy Overton. Not Jim or James, just Jimmy. That's what everyone called me. She told me her name was Tiffany Eeams. Not Miss or Mrs., just Tiffany. And yes, I tried to see if she had on a ring but I didn't see one. Good enough. I took the double and downed it in one shot. I grimaced, took the pot of coffee and poured a cup. A sip was enough to get the pucker out of my mouth and let me begin. This is the story I told her.
My Story
As I said, my name is Jimmy Overton. I was born and raised in the Ohio Valley around a small town called Richmond. My dad was a coal miner and worked in the strip mines around the area. That's what they had then, open strip mines. They weren't pretty, but they also didn't cave in and trap people. But that's another story.
When I was just about , twelve my mom got really sick and I stayed home from school and tried to help her when dad was working. In order to help with the medicines and the treatments she needed, dad was working fifty and sixty hours a week with overtime, as much to earn the extra money but more so to avoid having to watch mom sicken further. It brought in a lot of money but none of the medicines the docs prescribed seemed to help much. Mom stayed very sick for the next two years and she finally died when I was fourteen.
I was broken up about it but my dad was almost destroyed by it. He went back to work after the funeral but he didn't slow down much. He worked a lot of double and triple shifts and he was driving himself into an early grave. I tried to talk to him but he just told me to mind my own business. I did for a while but then it got to me. I had to get away from there and from him. When I turned sixteen, I left. I just left pop a note telling him I was leaving, packed a bag with whatever I had at the time and I put it in the pickup that dad kept around just for hauling stuff. I drove off and never looked back.
One thing I should say about that time. I dropped out of school when I left. I was only in the ninth grade then anyway. I was held back a couple of times but not because of any problems with mom's sickness or dad's working. I was just not very smart. As a matter of fact, my IQ was just barely hanging onto the bottom half of average. I wasn't stupid, but I was ignorant about a lot of things. English and math and chemistry and history were a few of them. School wasn't going to do it for me and if I stayed, I would just get further behind. I chucked it and never went back.
I drove for the next two days and finally ended up in Kentucky. Just outside Louisville. I decided that this was as good a place as any and found the local park where I could leave my truck and began to look for a job. I was going to tell people that I was eighteen and that I wanted a full time job. That wasn't hard since I was already 6'4" and weighed a good 255 pounds. I played some football in high school but I couldn't keep my grades up enough to stay on the team. Anyway, I found a job at a local dairy farm and worked as a farm hand. It was good, hard work and I actually enjoyed it. I was strong even then and did my job well and I was rewarded by a raise and I was given more responsible things to do. I stayed there at that farm for the next three years. I found a small apartment to live in and I saved a good deal of money. I was able to replace that pickup with a better one and I settled down as a respectable citizen.
It had to be the fall of the third year when I got the bug to make a move. I was almost twenty and I was full grown and able. I didn't know what I wanted to do but I knew that I didn't really know shit so I decided that I would join the army. I could probably get me a GED and maybe learn a trade that I could use to make a decent living when I got out. My mind made up, I enlisted and ten weeks later, I was an army corporal and on my way to Germany. I was finally going to see some of the world outside. I couldn't wait. Little did I know.
Well, you probably don't know much about the army but it's true what they say. If you don't know what you're doing, they'll probably make you an officer. Well, believe it or not, the army decided to give me a trade. They assigned me to Intelligence school. No shit! Intelligence! Me, who didn't even graduate from high school and who thought army intelligence was something that got good honest soldiers in trouble and often dead. Well, to make a long story short, they did, and I did it like everything else I did, I did it as well as I could. Damned if it wasn't more than enough! It was mostly electronics and computers and other shit like that but it seems I had an aptitude for it. At least that's what they told me my testing showed. Who am I to question testing? By the time my enlistment was up, I decided I really liked this Intelligence stuff and I re enlisted as a sergeant. I know that doesn't sound like Intelligence to a lot of people but it was what I wanted to do.
Eight years later, I mustered out of the Army Intelligence Corp as a Master Supply Sergeant. I had moved into the supply area and I had learned about all types of electronic stuff used by the spooks and spies. It didn't require a lot of thinking but I did know my shit when it came to the tools of the trade. Anyway, I was a free man and I had a trade. Damned if mom wouldn't be proud of me if she had lived. She was the only person ever told me I was worth something. I always said I would prove her right.
I moved back to Kentucky and settled in. I needed a job but not one in an office. That may surprise you but it's true. Even with my experience, all I wanted was a grunt job. I found one in a local paper mill as a laborer and I took it because I wanted a job that would let me go to work but not have to think too hard. I needed that right then and that was all I wanted. I signed up to work the night shift, leaving my days free. I felt good and I was in top physical shape so I began to save my money so that I could do what I wanted. I didn't yet know what that was.
Time passed and I was settling in pretty well. It was about that time that I got a call from some lawyer telling me that pop had died and I was his only living relative. Seems he left me a nice piece of change after all the bills were paid. More than I ever would have thought he could have. Well, it went into the bank.
I was now an old man of thirty-five and I had a nice nest egg for myself. I owned a small house just inside the city limits free and clear, I had a nice car and I had all the food I wanted to eat. Life was good. Since I was single, I went out some evenings to a local bar and grill that I liked. It was noisy on the weekends and a lot of the guys I worked with came there so it was like a local hangout. I was sitting with a couple of my shift guys when three women walked in. I immediately locked on to this one girl in the middle. She was about my age; very tall for a woman; very pretty with long black hair and even longer legs and she was a knockout. I couldn't take my eyes off of her. I asked one of my buds who she was and he just snickered.



"Do yourself a big favor Jimmy boy and forget her. That's Sally McDonald. She works in the mail room and she's called the Ice Princess. She comes in every so often and just watches the other girls dance and look for guys. She never dances with anyone and she just stays until about midnight and then she leaves, always alone. Most of the guys have hit on her but she won't give them the time of day so leave it be."
Well, that would be the smart thing to do, but remember that I wasn't very smart. I watched as her two friends went off to dance and I decided that now was the time. Amid some hoots and hollers from my buds, I walked over to the bar where she was sitting and sat down beside her.
"Can I buy you a drink?" I asked.
She ignored me for a few seconds and then turned my way. I saw her eyes widen just a little and she sort of flushed. At least I think that's what you call it when someone's face gets a little red and such.
She looked right at me and said, "I would like that very much. Thank you."
With that she signaled the barkeep for another beer. I had one too and tapped the open top to hers in a salute. She smiled at me and took a sip. I decided to see if she would talk to me.
"My name's Jimmy. Jimmy Overton. It's nice to meet you."
"Sally McDonald, and I know who you are. I've seen you when you come up to the Plant Manager's office sometimes. The mailroom is right across from his office door. It's nice to finally meet you too."
"I guess I've never looked over your way cause I would have remembered seeing you. That's a shame since you are certainly nice to look at. Would you like to dance? I'm not very good but I'm willing to give it a whirl if you are."
"That would be nice. I'm sure you're fine."
With that, we walked to the dance floor and we danced together for the next three songs. She felt so good in my arms and she was easy to talk to and to dance with. She didn't seem to be put off by my lack of smarts or my language skills. We got along like we had known each other for years. We walked back to my table and she sat with me and the guys for a while. It was clear that she was very shy but she was nice to my friends. The guys were really impressed and they were very nice to her and she seemed to enjoy their company. Of course, she sat beside me all the time so I was the one impressed. Someone like her with someone like me. Well, it seemed too good to be true but for this one night it was great.
Right about midnight, Sally let me know that she had to get going for home. I asked if I could drive her, but she said she had her own car. The other girls would always find their own way home so she could leave anytime. I hated to see her go and told her so. She took a little card out of her purse and gave it to me. On the back, she had written her home phone number.
"You can call me at work anytime but please don't call my home phone after 7:00. I live with my mother and she's not well. She usually goes to bed about that time. This is my only night free so I always come here until midnight. That's when her nurse leaves."
I walked with her out to her car and waited until she opened the door. She turned to say goodnight and I took a shot and leaned in to kiss her. She tensed for a second but relaxed and seemed to enjoy it. She kissed me back before quickly getting in her car. She shut the door, smiled widely at me and then left. I stood there staring at her until she was out of sight.
I went back into the bar and the guys were waiting for me. I was the subject of several rounds of drinks and a lot of pats on the back for cracking the Ice Princess. On of my friends said something about it being right that both of us were a little slow but that I had moved really fast. Hell, I was just happy that she noticed me. I had no illusions about any more than that. I finished up the evening almost too drunk to drive home but I made it without mishap. God watches out for drunks and little kids, my daddy always said.
Well, two days later, I called Sally at work and asked her out on a date. She accepted! How about that? I picked her up that Friday night and we went to a nice place for dinner and then we went to one of the bars where they had been dancing. We spent the evening dancing and talking and it was great. I really had a nice time and I wanted more. When I walked her to her door, I asked her if I could see her again and she said yes. We made plans for another date and that was the beginning. I quickly found that Sally was fun to be with and she seemed to be happy to let me make all the decisions. She seemed smart enough to me but she didn't feel that secure. Well, she made me feel really smart. We dated for more than six months before I made my move.
I had taken Sally to dinner at one of the nicest restaurants in our little town and then we went to one of the hotels for after dinner drinks and dancing. Sally loved to dance and I had gotten much better at it over the past few months. I actually took lessons to get better and she seemed to be very pleased with me. We danced as often as we could. That evening was especially nice since we were both dressed up and we looked really good together. We had danced a fast number and we were both just a little winded so we sat down to catch our breath. I decided this was the time.
"Sally, I have a room reserved here in the hotel. I'm not trying to force you into anything but I really like you and I hope we can become more than just boyfriend and girlfriend but that will take some time. But for now, would you come up to the room with me?"
Sally looked at me in surprise before answering.
"Jimmy! This is so surprising. You've never asked me before. I had hoped you would and now you have. Yes! Yes!"
Well, as far as I was concerned, dancing was done for the night. I got the check, paid the waitress and took Sally by the hand. We walked as fast as we could without looking like fugitives and found the elevators. On the way up, I took Sally in my arms and kissed her breathless. I had a hard on and she could feel it pressing into her stomach. She didn't back away so I knew it was OK. The doors opened and we walked down the hall hand in hand to room 515. I got the swipe card out and fortunately it worked the first time. They always seemed to give me trouble. We tumbled into the room, pulling at each other's clothes trying to get the other naked. We fell onto the bed and finally all clothes were off and we were naked in each other's arms.
I began to kiss my way down Sally's beautiful body. I kissed her face, her neck, that hollow in her throat, down between her nicely rounded tits and then to her belly. Once I had gone that far, Sally was breathing heavily and she was shivering. I proceeded down one of her thighs and across to the other and back up to that the valley between her beautiful legs. When I reached that valley, she gave a huge sigh and moved her legs apart, giving me access and permission. I kissed those lower lips and used my tongue to give her pleasure. She was moving almost constantly now and I could hear her breath coming in gasps.
I took one of my fingers and pushed into her wet cavern and began to move it around inside her. She was now moving her hips up forcing her pussy against my hand and she was moaning almost continuously. I put two more fingers inside her and used my tongue on her protruding clit. I began to pump my fingers in and out as I nibbled on her button. She was close, so very close. I picked up the pace and my fingers were moving at a blur as I felt her vaginal muscles squeeze my fingers as her legs came together to clamp my head. She came with an explosion that almost crushed my skull. She was humping my hand with a vengeance until she suddenly bowed up off the bed and stayed that way for ten to fifteen seconds. I waited, hardly able to breathe until she collapsed down onto the bed.
I gave her a while to come to her senses, spooning against her while I continued to caress her tits and her legs. She really had a beautiful body. I could just lay there and watch her for hours. She finally opened her eyes and gave me a huge smile.
"God, that was wonderful. I have never cum that hard before. Where did you learn that little trick?"
"Saving it for you. I'm glad you enjoyed it."
"Oh, I did. But now you have to come here and let me give you the same pleasure. I want to feel you and see you."
As she said that, she moved down the bed until her face was even with my cock. I waited, holding my breath, until she could see it clearly. I was concerned about her reaction. I was pleasantly surprised.
"Oh, my God. You're huge! I can't wait to put that in my mouth. Come here you beautiful thing."
Now I have to tell you what I was concerned about. As you can see, I'm a very big man. Tall, heavy and well built. I'm also very big down there. That's a gift from my daddy. He was big too and he always bragged about pleasing the women. I didn't know about that but I saw him and he was just as big as me. As a matter of fact, I know of a few women I was with that couldn't take me in. A couple said that it was just too big and it hurt. So I was always careful before having sex with girls. But apparently it didn't bother Sally. But like I said, she was a big woman too.
Sally proceeded to take me in almost to the base and I was mightily impressed. I had never met a woman who could do that. She moved down on my shaft until her nose was pressed into my lower belly. I felt her throat muscles relax and I was probably down in her throat a few inches. She held me there for a second or two and then pulled back. God, it was really great and I just groaned to let her know. She reached up for my hands and put them on the back of her head, wanting me to show her what to do. Well, I was just not strong enough to be calm and cool so I just did what she asked and began to fuck her face. Not smooth, not controlled, just pure lust. I moved in and out until I could feel her relax and then I just let it go.
I pumped in and out while holding her head steady until I felt the sperm start to move up my shaft. I let her know what was coming and she just put her hands on mine and held them there. I took the hint and started to piston in and out until the cum boiled out. Directly into her throat. It was the most wonderful blowjob I had ever experienced. I must have shot into her for 30 to 40 seconds before the stuff stopped flowing. Unbelievable! I let my hands drop and she let me go, now limp and satisfied.
Now that the edge was off both of us, we were able to have a nice glass of wine which I thoughtfully had chilled and waiting and we rested and recouped our resources. After a reasonable period of time for a mature 35-year-old, I was ready for the final course. I began to caress her body again and she responded willingly. I took my time arousing her to a nice high and then, pushing her over onto her stomach, I put my arms under her and raised her to her knees. She took it from there and was in position for a nice rear entry before I could even get ready. This lady knew what to do! She certainly was no Ice Princess now and she reached back to guide me in as she felt me push against her.
I slipped in and began to fuck her in earnest. As I pushed in, she pushed back and we had a nice rhythm going in no time. This was great and she was hot and I was ready to go a long time. I pumped her for several minutes and she had her first orgasm. I could feel her vaginal walls clamping on and I felt the wetness increase as she came. I continued to plow her through two and then three orgasms before I felt the pressure building, signaling my coming climax. I picked up the pace and began to fuck her with all I had. I was driving her so hard that she was sliding up the bed and her head came in contact with the headboard, making her wince but I couldn't stop. I finally came and I pushed in as deep as I could go and just held on while my fluid splashed inside her. She pushed back against me, helping me stay in deep and she climaxed one final time.
We collapsed onto the bed, her on the bottom and me on top of her with my full weight pressing her into the bed. She never complained once and I finally had the strength to lift myself off and roll over onto my side. We were both panting, trying to catch our breath. I can honestly say that I thought she was completely satisfied. I knew I was. We both fell asleep there on the bed, naked and sated. It was just an hour later when she woke and let out a little yell. I had forgotten that she needed to be home by midnight. It was after 11:00 now.
We both quickly dressed and we left to take Sally home. I drove and she kept one hand on my thigh as I drove. I was becoming hard again just from her touch but I knew that she was not going to be with me again that night. I had hopes for the next time we could be together. When I got to her place, she reached over and gave me a big kiss, asking me to just stay in the car while she went in. She didn't want the temptation. I agreed and we agreed to talk later the next day.
Sally and I became steady and we took every chance we could get to spend time alone, in bed. She was insatiable and I was up to the task. We were a couple. It was just eight months after I met her that I asked her to marry me. She accepted and we set the date. We were married in September of that year. My house was bigger than the one Sally and her mother shared so Sally put hers up for sale and her mother moved in with us and we were able to continue with her nursing care and Sally was able to take over in the evening. Things settled into a nice routine.
Sally and I had the best sex. She loved my big cock and she wanted it as often as we could find the time. With my shift work that meant that we sometimes had to go almost two weeks before we could be together and then it was wild. So wild that we were worried that her mother could hear us. I did ask Meg, Sally's mom, once if we disturbed her but she just laughed and patted me on the arm. She told me to go for it anytime I wanted and not to pay her any mind. She was a great lady and I grew to really love her. But it was clear that she was never going to get better so Sally and I treasured the time we had with her. She did finally give up the fight but I was able to enjoy her sense of humor for quite a while. It's too bad she had to live to see some of the things she did.
Sally and I celebrated our one year anniversary at a nice little restaurant and we finished the evening dancing as we used to. One whole year of marriage and the best year of my life. I was happy and I was content.
Sally mentioned about a month or so later that we should talk about kids. I know I wanted kids and she said she did too but I wasn't sure if it was the best thing to do. I knew I wasn't very smart and neither was Sally. That made no difference to me or to her but it would if we had kids. What if they were dumber than Sally or me? If we had kids, wouldn't they have a good chance at being what we were? Could I do that to a kid? I didn't tell Sally any of this but I thought it. I know my reluctance made her a little sad, but there was time to talk more. It was funny now that I think about it. That was about the time when Sally changed. Little things, but change nevertheless.
The first change was Sally beginning to pay more attention to my work schedule. She said she was trying to determine a schedule so we could try to have a baby when we were ready. She said not yet, but maybe soon. The second thing I noticed was the way she dressed. Sally had always been a very conservative dresser. She never showed off her big boobs or her nice tight ass but she was beginning to do so more and more. I didn't mention it since I kind of liked to show her off. It was just at work but the guys knew her and knew she was mine. They also made sure that nobody messed with her because she was so trusting and not very street smart. Because of my size, not many guys made comments about her but they did slap me on the back when she came by. It used to make me proud. But that changed.
I was working on an afternoon shift when I cut my hand really bad. The guys rushed me to the hospital for stitches and I was fine, but I was sent home for the rest of the shift. I called Sally at home to let her know I was coming but there was no answer. I knew it was late and she should be home but thought that maybe she was still at work so I called her there and she answered on the second ring. I asked her first why she was working late. She mumbled something about her boss needing her to stay. I then told her I was coming home because I had hurt my hand very badly. Her answer surprised me. She didn't ask about my hand or what happened, she just cursed and said that she would see me when I got there and hung up. I drove home with my head in a spin. What the hell was Sally doing?
I got home to find Sally just getting out of the shower. I asked her what she was doing and she made up some story about being dirty and sweaty from moving some stuff in the warehouse at work. Well, maybe. She did ask about my hand and I showed it to her and she became all lovey dovey. She was so sympathetic that it made me a little nauseous. I asked her then about having to work overtime but all she said was that it was just a one time thing.
The next thing that made me wonder about things was when I called Sally from work one evening about a month later. It was just past 7:30 and I knew that Sally would be home, probably talking to Meg and letting the nurse have some down time before she got Meg ready for bed. I let the phone ring but got no answer. I knew Sally wasn't home because the nurse wouldn't answer the phone when she was alone. I hung up and went back to work. When I got home that night, I asked Sally where she was when I called but Sally said that she was home and that probably she was in the shower or outside somewhere when I called. I told her that was probably the case and let it go. But I knew that Sally wasn't home again and it was too much like the last time when I got hurt. I decided to talk with Meg when I was alone and see if I could get to the bottom of things. My chance came one morning a week later when I was back on second shift and Sally was at work. I went up to see Meg.
I walked into her bedroom and told the nurse to take a break. She quickly accepted and Meg and I were alone. I chatted with her for a while and then casually asked her about Sally. I mentioned the phone call a week ago and said that I forgot that Sally wasn't there. I asked her if it bothered her and she just laughed. She said it was fine, but she wished she could have gotten to it. She said Sally hadn't gotten home yet so she wasn't there to answer it. She suggested that maybe I could get her one of those mobile phones or whatever they called them now. I laughed and told her to forget it. They were more of a nuisance than anything else. We chatted a while more and I left.
So, Sally had lied to me about being home when I called. She wasn't and she had to come from wherever she was to beat me home. She continued to lie even later when I mentioned the phone call. She must have thought her mom couldn't have been awake to hear the call and know that she was out. It's funny how cheaters get caught with their own lies. This was the case and it was all I needed to turn my suspicions into high gear.
The only thing I couldn't figure out was why Sally was cheating on me. I knew she was sexually satisfied. I knew that not many men were as large as me and I knew that I had moves that made Sally very happy. What the hell could she find with someone else in the bedroom that I didn't give her. I decided that night to find out for certain if she was cheating on me and who with. That same day I went to Radio Shack to get what I wanted. I knew a lot about that shit and I was able to pick and choose and get just what I wanted. I took it all home but waited for a while before I installed it. I wanted to have it in place when my second shift started back again. That was about three weeks away. I did set it up and I tested it to make sure it was working but I left it turned off. But I was ready.



During that month, Sally was her usual self. We were able to spend a lot of time together and we spent a lot of that in bed. Sally was her usual insatiable self and we made love two or three times a day for a week or so. I still wondered how Sally could find someone else more appealing. Hell, I doubted she could even get a climax with someone else since she was hard to bring off even for me.
At one time during that week, I asked Sally if she wanted anything different from what we were doing and all she said was, "Why?" I took that to mean she was fine. She just laughed and said if there was something new that I had found, she was willing but otherwise, she couldn't ask for anything more. So, that was just another puzzler.
Well, I started my second shift work as scheduled and it would be that way for the next week. I turned on all of the microphones and set the recorder to voice activation. I could do no more till something happened. I could only wait and worry and pray that nothing was going to happen. Well, for the first three days nothing did. Then came the fourth night. I came home as usual and Sally was in bed as usual and I thought nothing of it as I turned in. Tomorrow I would check but I was too tired to worry about it. I went to sleep that night with everything right in my world.
The next morning, I fixed the coffee and welcomed the nurse on shift and went up to take a shower and change from my PJs. I took my time, just welcoming the peace and quiet and the time alone. It was good to be alone once in a while. I had no idea that it might become permanent. That was until I came back downstairs, got a cup of coffee and retrieved the recorder from the garage. That's where I kept it. I rewound the tape, put the ear buds in and played it. That's when the world changed for me forever.
There was a lot on the tape, most of which was Sally talking on the phone to Phil Sutton. They were making plans for the evening and Sally promised to make it worth his while if he would take her to the theater to see the latest play. She laughed and generally acted like a school girl, giggling and simpering and making me sick. There was a gap of several hours and then he must have come to the door since I heard the doorbell. Sally was already ready and she simply welcomed him in till she got her coat and then they left.
There was little more on the tape except some mumbling from Sally about time and something about needing to do something before he got there and more mumbling after they got back from the theater. Then the part that I remember as if it was burned into my brain. That's why I was sitting in this bar when you came in.
Tiffany had listened in rapt attention through the whole story as I relived the worst time of my life. I actually felt a little better now, having gotten it out of my system, I guess I did need someone to listen to me. She seemed to pull herself back to the real world before breaking her silence.
"Wow! That's quite a story. You must really be bummed out about it. I'm really sorry for everything you've had to go through."
"Well, thanks. I think just telling you about it made me feel a lot better. So I should thank you."
"Hasn't she tried to call you or talk to you since you left? How could she not call you?"
"Easy. I don't own a cell phone. Never wanted one and never needed one. Hell, all the people I know I see every day. Why would I want to call them? And as far as I know, she has no idea of where I am. So, she can't call me."
Tiffany just watched me with her chin in her hand and smiled before asking me, "Are you really that big? Or was that just bragging on your part to make yourself feel like more of a man?"
Now that pissed me off! That's all she got out of it? The end of my fucking world!
"Well, damn! Is that all you got out of my story? Shit, you're just like all the rest of them. I have no idea of what the hell any woman wants from a man. Sally wanted a big dick. I had a big dick. Sally wanted a man who worshiped her. I worshiped Sally. She wanted a man that would not stray and stay home. I stayed home and I never strayed. So what. So fucking what!"
Tiffany pulled back and raised her head to stare at me. I think I caught her by surprise. Remember how big I am. I usually tried to maintain a very calm manner so that people would not be afraid of me but not now. She had pissed me off. All she cared about was my dick. The bigger the better apparently. So, if that's what she wanted.
"Yes, I'm that big. Do you want to go up to your room and see for yourself? Is that what you want from me? Well, let's go."
With that, I got up from my seat in the booth and stepped back, waiting.
Tiffany just watched me, her elbow on the table and her arm supporting her chin again until I sat back down. I deflated almost immediately and flushed with shame.
"I'm sorry. That was out of line and I shouldn't have said that. It was just what you said." She just reached over and put her hand over mine on the table top and gently squeezed. She was not angry thank God.
"You have no need to apologize and I was the one out of line. I knew it was wrong when I said it but you have to admit, it was one hell of a story and that part was very interesting. I won't apologize about that. Hell, I'm a woman after all."
"I know what you mean. Sometimes it's a curse. Like I said, a lot of women don't like it that big because it's uncomfortable for them. I don't like to hurt anyone."
Tiffany just smiled again. She seemed to want to say something but wasn't sure whether she should. She seemed to make up her mind.
"What are you going to do Jimmy? Are you going to call her? Are you going to go home and talk this out with her and try to find out what made her do this? I think you need to find out why she did this. Don't you?"
"Hell, Tiff, I don't know. What could she possible have to say that would make what she did all right? I can't think of a thing. She just thinks I'm too stupid for her I guess. And I always thought that I was the smart one of the two of us. Maybe this other guy knows things I don't know and can make her happy. I just don't know."
"But that's why you have to talk to her. You need to know why she did this thing. Talk to her Jimmy, even if you don't think there's any chance of getting over this."
"Well, maybe I will. But not now. I'm still way too angry to even think about talking to her. I needed to calm down a whole lot before listening to her cheating ass."
Tiffany got up from our booth and said that she was going to head back to her hotel for the night. She had a plane to catch tomorrow. I also stood up and said that I would walk her back to her car since it was late. She accepted with some relief and we left the bar for the parking lot across the street. It was late and the lot was dark so I was glad that I offered to walk her out. We walked across the street to the lot and found her car quite easily. I waited while she got out the key, but rather than put it in the door, she looked at me.
I asked her, "What're you waiting for. You'd better get in and get going. I'll wait till you're on your way."
Tiffany put the key back in her purse and took me by the hand.
"Can I ask you something first? Without your getting angry?"
"Sure, you can ask me anything. Go for it."
"Are you really that big? As big as you said? Please don't be angry with me."
I was surprised, but suddenly not so angry. Tiffany was really hot and I was just a little horny from telling her my story. Maybe it might be fun to see what she would do.
"Yeah, I'm really that big. Why? Did you want to see for yourself?"
"Yes. No. Oh, I don't know." She struggled with herself and I could see her blush even in the darkened lot. "Yes, I do want to see. Show me?"
OK, now what do I do? I decided to take this a step at a time and see what developed.
"Give me your hand. That's right, just give me your hand and relax. Let me do the directing."
She gave me her hand and I took it with my hand around her tiny wrist. With the other hand, I unzipped my jeans and pulled out my cock. It was flaccid but growing as I released it. Once I had it out, I pulled her hand to me and pushed it down on my cock. I released her hand when she gripped me, putting her fingers around as far as she could, but not able to touch her thumb. She gasped when she discovered the girth.
"My God. I can't get my hand around it now and it isn't even hard. How big does this monster get?"
"Why don't you make it hard and see for yourself?"
She continued to move her hand up and down my shaft as it became harder with each stroke. She seemed fascinated by it and she couldn't take her eyes off of it. I just let her stroke me before continuing.
"I've never measured myself but I know that I am over nine inches long and more than four and a half inches around when it's hard. That isn't as big as some guys, but it's big enough for me."
"Oh my God. I can feel it growing. It's huge. Bigger than anything I have ever seen or touched."
"What do you want to do with it? Do you want to suck it? Or do you want me to put it in? Why don't you just bend over the car and I'll show you what it feels like?"
I was a little angry just then. I know it sounds stupid but this woman was treating me like a freak just like so many of the girls in high school did. Sally never made me feel this way, but Sally cheated on my ass so she didn't count any more. I just felt like a piece of meat that Tiffany was examining and I didn't give a shit how pretty she was or how much I might like to fuck her. I was just pissed. Then she answered my question like it was a serious one.
"Could I just give you a blow job? I'm afraid to have that thing inside me because I might just like it and Ben wouldn't measure up then."
Who the fuck was Ben? And where did he come from. I looked for a ring and didn't find one. Well, I would get to the bottom of this: just as soon as I had Tiffany give me a blow job right here in the parking lot. After all, first things first.
"Wait just a minute."
I took off my jacket and laid it on the ground in front of me. I unsnapped my jeans and pulled them and my shorts down around my ankles and took Tiffany by the shoulders and pushed her down on the jacket and to her knees. She looked up at me, a little embarrassed and maybe a little reluctant now that she was in position to do what I asked her. I wasn't about to back out now because I was as hard as I was going to get. All nine inches was sticking straight out in front of me and bobbing just in front of her face. I put my hand behind her head and pulled her toward me. She relaxed and let me. She reached up one hand and put it on my cock right at the base and used the other one to lift up my balls. It was very clear to me that she knew what to do now and I relaxed and let her take over.
Tiffany massaged my balls and began to stroke the other hand up and down my shaft slowly, squeezing as she did. I really enjoyed her touch and told her so. She smiled and brought her mouth to the head, reaching out with her tongue to lick off the tiny drop of pre cum that oozed out from the slit. She tasted and smiled.
"You taste good. Better than Ben. I think I'm going to like this."
Well, she took me in, wrapping her sweet lips around the head and using her tongue to swipe around the head and down the underside. Since she couldn't get much in at one time, she began to lick the shaft like a lollipop and she used her mouth like I was an ear of corn and she moved up and down the shaft, her tongue swirling all the way. She was actually doing a very good job. At least, I was enjoying the hell out of it.
I leaned against the car since my legs were becoming a little shaky. I closed my eyes and let the pleasure take over. I let her have her way for a few more minutes and then I put my hand behind her head and grasped her hair, getting a good grip on her. I then began to move my hips, pushing into her mouth a few inches and then back out. It felt so good that I began to fuck her mouth with a steady motion, holding her head still with my hand.
She seemed to relax and let me take over. I was now moving a little faster and I could feel the cum boiling in my balls that she still held in her hand. I knew that I wasn't going to last much longer so I stopped and asked her if she wanted me to cum in her mouth or spray away. She hesitated but finally asked me not to cum in her mouth. I handed her my handkerchief and told her to be ready to put it over the head when I told her to. She nodded and I put my cock back in her mouth and began fucking her face again. This time I just speeded up when I felt my climax beginning.
I held it until I could hold it no more and then yelled at her, "NOW!"
She backed away as I let go of her hair and she took the handkerchief to the head of my cock just as I had told her. I came! God, did I cum. She had done a very good job of getting me off and I just let it flow until it finally dried up. I took the handkerchief from her and cleaned myself up before putting it away. I reached a hand down to help her up to her feet. I got my jacket and then just stood there, waiting for her to say something.
"That was something that I'll remember for a long time. I hope it was good for you? I really don't have a lot of experience in things like that. It was just so damn big! God, why would your wife ever look for anything else? You really have to talk to her. Something's wrong somewhere."
"Maybe. But anyway, you were good. I enjoyed it that's for sure. And who the hell is Ben and where is he?"
Tiffany just looked down at her feet before answering me.
"Ben is the man that just asked me to marry him. I promised to give him my answer when I get back to California."
"And? What are you going to tell him?"
"Yes. I'm going to tell him yes. I do love him and this doesn't change that. Once I heard your story, the whole idea of a big cock got to me. I wondered what it would be like and I knew if I got married, I would never know. I had to do it before I told him yes because after that, no more. Never! I can promise him that after hearing your story and meeting you."
Somehow I believed her. She was a very smart and very nice woman but she was just too tempted by my size and she needed to get this out of her system first. In a way, I was glad to help. It was a very good blow job. I helped her into her car and she looked at me for a few seconds before blowing me a kiss and finally pulling away and out of my life.
Now what do I do? I had no idea and no place to go and no one to talk to. I went back to the bar and had a few more rounds just to settle down. I talked to no one and no other women came in while I decided where to go next. I ordered another drink and finally asked the barkeep if he knew of a place where I could bunk down for a few days. I told him I didn't have a lot of bread but I would be able to pay once my final check came in. He looked me over, thought about it and finally offered a small room over the bar if I would act as a bouncer if he needed one. Only had to be there after midnight till closing at 2:00 A.M.. Hell yes! I accepted and he gave me a key and told me where to go.
The room was small but clean and the bed was comfortable. I found a blanket and a bedspread which were all I needed. This would be perfect. I went back down and stayed at the bar until closing, just talking with Hank about nothing at all. Seems he lived downstairs as well and he was alone from midnight on so with me there, he would sleep a little better. I was glad to help. So it was about 2:30 as I laid down on my new mattress, covered by a soft blanket and threw the bedspread over me and fell asleep without a dream or a worry. I slept the sleep of the just.
The next day, I decided that I wanted to see where Phil Sutton lived. I knew his name and about where he lived but no more than that. I grabbed the phone book from the bar and sat down with a cup of coffee compliments of Henry, the day barkeep. Hank had left word with Henry so it was no problem my being there before opening. I had helped Henry with some cases to stock the cooler and he appreciated it. He didn't talk much but he was cool so I stayed there searching the book for good old Phil's address. Phil lived on the east side of town, a very nice subdivision. I decided to drive over there and see what I could see. I knew about where it was and I thought he might come home for lunch. I was going to be there to see for myself.
Since it was after 9:30 in the morning, I thought I might call the house and see if Sally was working. I assumed she would be and if she was, I was going to talk to her mother. There were some things I wanted to tell her and make sure she didn't worry. I really liked Meg and I was going to make sure she was taken care of, regardless of what happened. I wanted her to know that. So I called and the nurse answered. I asked her if Sally was there and she said that she had left for work at the usual time. I told her that I would be coming by in a few minutes and that she should just stay as usual. She assured me that she was still on the job.
I drove my truck over to the house and parked just down the street so that no one would know that I was there. I didn't know whether Sally had anyone looking out for me but probably not. I just didn't want any trouble. I walked in the back door and went in through the kitchen to the family room. Quiet. I went upstairs and found the nurse in Meg's room, rocking and knitting. She saw me and stood up. I just nodded OK and she left. Meg was awake and watching me. I moved over to sit beside her bed.
"OK Jimmy, tell me what's going on. All I know is that Sally has been a total wreck since she came home from work Monday. She was crying up a storm when she came up to see me and she was frantic, I can tell you. She wanted to know if I had talked to you and if you had said anything about where you were going. I told her nothing. Cause I didn't know anything."
"I wished I could have been here to see it. I bet Sally was a wreck. She was a wreck cause I caught her cheating ass with that SOB boss of hers. I bet she didn't tell you that did she?"
Med just looked at me like I had lost my mind. I didn't know what she was thinking but she was probably going to tell me.
"What the hell are you talking about. Sally wouldn't cheat on you. She's so crazy in love with you that the whole idea of another man would just make her sick. She would die before she cheated on you."
"Well, Meg, I hate to be the one to tell you this but you're wrong. Dead wrong. I don't want to have to let you listen to the tape but I will if you don't believe me. It was right here in this very house last Sunday with her boss, Phil Sutton and in our bed no less."
"I want to hear what you have. I don't believe it. That's not my Sally. She wouldn't do that to you. She is crazy about you and I know that for a fact."
Meg was angry and she wasn't going to believe me without proof so I went out to my truck and got the portable tape player with the ear buds and brought it back to Meg. I showed her how to use it and she listened silently for about three minutes before pulling the buds out of her ears and threw the player across the room, smashing it against the wall. I scrambled to make sure the tape was OK and put it in my pocket. I guess she was convinced now.
"Well, do you believe me now? Did you hear enough to convince you? I know it convinced me all right."
Meg was angry and her mouth was a straight line, her lips compressed. She glared at the wall, the ceiling, the doorway and finally at me. I didn't say a word, just let her find her own way.
"Did you do anything to make her think she had to get even with you? Did you say you wouldn't take her to a play or the theater or anything else like that? Did you ever say no to her about anything? Or, worse, have you been cheating on her?"



"No. Nothing."
"That's what I thought. I don't know what got into her but I sure as hell know it isn't what it sounds like. I know my Sally. She wouldn't just cheat on you for no reason. I just have to find out what it is."
She stopped and turned her attention back to me.
"What are your plans? Where are you staying and what are you going to do? I want to know. And what about me. Oh, I don't care where I stay. I could go into a home on my social security if it's necessary. Don't you worry none about me."
"That's one of the things I wanted to tell you. You can stay here as long as you like and Sally can keep the house. It's paid for so she could keep up with the utilities on what she makes. I told her that and told her I'll never live here again so long as she's here. I quit my job and I've got a place to stay for a while. I want to do a few things and I need to call Sally and make a time to talk to her about the divorce stuff. I'll do that, probably tonight. Call, I mean."
Meg and I talked for a little while longer before I left. I tried to talk her out of giving Sally a hard time but I knew that Meg would do whatever she pleased so I just let it go. I was satisfied that Meg was not aware of any of Sally's activities and that was OK. I told her to let Sally know if she needed anything from me once I talked to Sally. We parted friends as we had been. I was glad of that. I really liked Meg.
My next stop was Phil Sutton's house. I parked down the street and a little across from his place and I had a perfect view of the driveway and the side entrance. It was just a few minutes past noon so I waited and sure enough, he pulled into the drive a few minutes later. I watched as he exited the car and I saw a nice looking woman open the side door and wave to him. That must be Mrs. Sutton. Very interesting. I wondered if she knew what her husband was doing with my wife. For that matter, was my wife the only one of his playthings. Well, that wasn't my concern.
Now that I knew where he lived and that he had a wife, I wondered what I could do to make his life as miserable as he made mine. I had one idea that came from my days as a Sergeant supplying those nasty spies in Intelligence. It seems they were always doing some really neat things with tape recordings and videos and the like. One of the things that I knew how to do was to record a tape onto a CD and then use the CD to make an audio file that could be sent by email and played on any computer. That was fairly easy to do and I decided that I could make a copy of my tape and send it to Mrs. Sutton. All I had to do was find out if she had an email address. Again, there were ways to do that and I knew how to do it. I also decided to send the CD as backup so that she would have both files.
As I drove back to the bar and my home away from home, I planned to do the CDs right away. I wanted to begin my payback as soon as possible.
Once in my little room, I took out my laptop from home and began. When I was in front of a computer, I actually felt quite smart. I could make computers do things that a lot of people couldn't. I began to feel better now that I was ready to strike back. First the audio file and then the CD in the mail. By tomorrow, Mr. Phil Sutton was going to be very unhappy. As I worked, I began to think that maybe I should also plan to call Sally tonight. Maybe. I logged onto the internet and began my search for Mrs. Phil Sutton or Mr. Phil Sutton and their email accounts.
I had a few passwords that I had taken with me when I left the service and I used one of them to hack the accounts. Both had an account with Hotmail and I found the email addresses for both without a lot of trouble. Next, I made a wave file of the recording from last Friday night and uploaded it to my computer. I attached it to a short email to Harriett Sutton with my name and a suggestion that she listened very carefully to the attachment, and saved it. I also attached it to Phil Sutton's email address and saved that as well with a note that his wife would be asking him about it. Both were to be sent from an anonymous account. I wanted to wait, however, until that evening before sending them.
It was just a little past three in the afternoon when I decided to call Sally. I placed the call to her work number and waited. She answered on the third ring with a listless hello. I was surprised since she was usually very bouncy on the phone. She liked getting phone calls, especially from me. But, she didn't know this was from me so maybe that's why she was so solemn.
"Hello Sally. It's the clod."
There was silence on the other end and then a soft sob. No words, nothing. Just the one sob and then nothing. She hadn't hung up. She just didn't say anything. That sort of shook me up and I was a little flustered. Well, I just hung up. No words, nothing. I just hung up. I was stumped. Damn if it didn't break my concentration when she didn't say anything. Why hadn't I remembered that she froze when she was upset? I had to think, not something I was very good at. But I tried. After a furious hour in which I started and stopped ten times to call, I finally gave up. I decided to wait until Sally went home to call her. I needed that much time just to come up with a plan.
I went down to the bar and had a couple of beers and a sandwich to keep the edge off and drove over to check my PO box. Finally, the checks were there: my regular paycheck and my severance check. This would be enough to keep me going for the next three months or so. I drove down to the bank and opened a separate account that Sally didn't know about and deposited my checks. I took enough cash to pay for food and gas and left the rest in the bank. That's all I needed for now. I didn't own any credit cards so I had no bills to worry about. My life was always simple, to match my IQ.
I waited until almost 7:00 that evening and then I sent both emails out. I made sure that they were delivered and then shut my computer down. I went down to the bar and used the bar phone to call Sally at home. This time I was ready.
"Hello? This is the Overton residence." "Hello Sally. It's me, Jimmy."
"Hello Jimmy. I'm glad you called finally. Are you OK? Are you safe and do you have enough to eat?"
"Yes, Sally, I'm fine. I have my truck and my clothes and I have my last check and the vacation and sick leave check so I'm OK."
"Mom said you stopped and told her about me and Mr. Sutton. I wish you hadn't done that. She's very mad at me and it's not good for her to be so mad."
"I know but I didn't want her to think I walked out for no good reason. I like Meg and I didn't want her to think bad about me. I'm sorry she's mad at you but so am I."
Silence. This time I was ready for it.
"I think we have to talk Sally. There are some things we need to settle on before we get divorced. I want to talk about Meg and the house and some other things. When can we get together and talk?"
Still, silence. This time I just waited. Sally would speak when she was ready. I had known her long enough to know that this happened when she was upset or confused. She just went silent. So, I waited.
After about 90 seconds of silence, Sally finally spoke.
"You can come by anytime you want to. Mom is usually asleep by 7:00 or 7:30 so anytime after that is good. Or maybe you want me to take some time off and meet you somewhere during the day? I can do whatever you want. It's up to you, Jimmy."
I heard the little sob again but this time she tried to cover the mouthpiece so I wouldn't hear it. But I did.
"I'll be by tomorrow night then. We should talk sooner rather than later."
With that I snickered since that was what we always said copying Bill Clinton. This was the first time it seemed appropriate though. I decided to hang up then so that nothing more could be said. I knew that I wanted to yell and scream but I knew that I shouldn't.
I wondered if my emails had been received yet. I couldn't be sure without actually logging back on and checking the server for their accounts. That would be harder to do and would leave me open to backtracking. While I didn't think Phil or his wife could even know what that was, my spy buddies had said things like that often enough that I had picked up a little paranoia on my own. Well, I would certainly find out later. Since I had a couple of hours to kill, I went back to the bar and sat down. A few beers couldn't hurt.
At about 10:00 that evening, I decided to make a phone call to Mrs. Sutton. I wondered what I would hear when I called. I slipped into the phone booth and made the call. She answered on the first ring.
"Hello? Who's this?"
"Hello Mrs. Sutton. I'm the one that sent you an email earlier today? Have you had a chance to listen to the attachment?"
"Of course I listened. How do I know that it's really Phil and some woman named Sally? It could be a fake."
"Sally is my wife and I assure you it's not a fake. I haven't been back home since I heard that tape. I recorded them in my house in my bed on Sunday night. Sally works for your husband. He's her boss."
"That son of a bitch. I knew he was screwing someone but I didn't know who. Now I do. What do you want?"
"I don't want anything from you. I may do something to Phil, but I don't know what yet. Are you going to divorce his ass?"
"I don't know. We've been married thirteen years and we have two little girls. I don't know if I can do that to them."
"Well, he didn't seem to think about them while he was screwing my wife. What you do is up to you but I'll do what I have to. Goodbye."
"Wait, I'm . . . "
I hung up. What she did now was her business. I would do what I wanted to do without any hang-ups now since she knew the truth about her dip shit husband.
The next day came early for me since I found it hard to sleep that night. All I could do was think about that tape and the words that Sally said and the hurt that it caused. I guess I loved her. If I didn't, I wouldn't care as much as I did. The pain in my chest was so intense I thought I was having a heart attack. But aspirin couldn't cure this pain.
I put in a call to the plant and spoke with Terry. She yelled at me and told me that I was a pain in her butt. It seems Mr. Johnson, the plant manager wanted to talk to me and she couldn't give him a phone number or an address. Just a stupid PO Box. I let her yell for a few minutes before finally giving her this number. The one at the bar. I said I would wait here for the next ten minutes for him to call and then he could take his chances. She hung up right away after telling me to wait. I waited. Seems I was doing a lot of that lately. Just as I was about to crawl out of the booth, the phone rang. It was Paul Johnson.
"Damn it Jimmy. Why didn't you come talk to me before you quit? I want to talk to you as soon as possible. Where are you?"
"I'm living at a bar here in town for the time being Paul. I'm a bouncer in the evenings for the rent. What did you want to talk about?"
"Where can I meet you? We need to talk in private. Give me a time and place."
I thought about it and decided that I had nothing to lose talking to him so I gave him the name of the bar and said to meet me here after work. I said I would be here from five until 8:00 that evening. He agreed and said he would see me then.
At 5:30 Paul Johnson walked into the bar, stopped to look around and then, spotting me, walked over to the booth I was in and slid in across from me. He looked agitated and a little angry but I didn't think it was me he was mad at.
"Hello Paul. You look a little on the bent-out-of-shape side. What's eating you?"
"Damn it Jimmy. Why in the hell did you just up and quit. You know I've had my eye on you for some time and I promised you that there was a promotion coming up. Why did you quit without talking to me? Was it the money? Hell, I'll promote you right now and put you somewhere until the real job opens up. Come on. Talk to me."
Paul Johnson was a standup guy and he had indeed promised me something in the near future. I wasn't all that interested until he told what he had in mind but he was always more than fair with me and I felt bad about not letting him know what was up. Well, now was the time to cut bait or run.
"Paul, I need to tell you something and I need you to listen to me before you say anything. Can you do that? Can you hold it till I'm done talking?"
"Hell yes. Just start talking damn it!"
"OK. Here goes. I have proof that Sally and Phil Sutton have been shacking up. The last time I caught them in my own house and in my own bed. That's when I knew I couldn't go back to work without killing that son of a bitch. So I quit. I told Sally that I knew about them and I told her I was moving out and we were going to get a divorce. I haven't even talked to her since except to make a time to meet with her tonight. That's when she gets her say. But there is no way I can get past what they did and what Sally said to him about me. It's over Paul. It's fucking over!"
Paul just took it all in and kept his mouth shut just like he promised. He just sat there after I finished talking and I could almost see the wheels turning inside his head. I gave him the same courtesy and kept my mouth shut till he was ready. It didn't take too long.
"First, you have to know that I'm so damn sorry. I really like Sally and you know how I feel about you. But, OK. Here's the deal. Jimmy, the man fucked up. He most surely did. He is Sally's boss and what he did is enough to get him fired. If you have any proof, I'll need it when I fire him. That's the first thing. Sally will have to be fired too, since she was involved. I can maybe do something about that but right now, she is fired."
"I have proof and for your information, I let both him and his wife hear the proof. I talked to his wife earlier and she is not sure what she is going to do to his ass. I hope she divorces him and takes all he's got but that's up to her. And as far as firing Sally, I hope you don't cause she needs the money to take care of her mother. I'm giving her the fucking house since she shit in it with that asshole."
"Don't be too hasty Jimmy. Maybe we can work something out. I would be willing to support a small lawsuit by you against the company. They're the ones that put this dip shit here in my plant. I can make management think that if they let me handle it privately, I can get us off lightly and settle out of court for you to the tune of a lot of money. It would be something like alienation of affections or such. Anything. Maybe about a quarter mil or something like that? The company would jump at a quarter of a mil. You could use the money for the divorce and for Sally's mom. I know you really like her."
Well hell. I would never have thought of something like that. Sometimes it's good to have smart friends. Paul was that all right. I would do whatever he recommended there. I told him so and he said that it was settled.
"Now, why in the world would Sally take up with Phil Sutton? He's a prick and a jerk and he isn't half the man you are. What was her reason?"
"I don't know. I haven't asked her yet. I told you I hadn't talked to her yet. I intend to ask her tonight. Maybe she can tell me, even if it won't make any difference."
"Well, you talk to her and let me take care of the rest. I'll put together an offer from the company and I'll fire Phil's ass tomorrow if you give me the proof you have. Do you have it here?"
"Yeah. Have a beer while I go get it."
With that, I went back to my wonderful little room and got the tape that I had made. I still had the CD and the original file on my computer so I could let this one go. I took it back down, gave it to Paul and watched him go. Maybe what he was going to do would give me back some self respect. At least, that smug son of a bitch would be long gone from there. Let Sally give him comfort when he was fired and his wife kicked his ass out.
Well, I had about another hour or so to kill before I was due at Sally's place. Funny how it no longer was 'my house.' It was just Sally's place. Maybe I was already moving on as they say. I never understood that. How can you move on? On to what? Well, I had another beer to help me think about that. But I didn't intend to get drunk. I wanted a clear head when I spoke to Sally tonight. So at about 8:30 or so, I switched to coffee, went up and washed my face and neck and put on a clean shirt. It was wrinkled like hell but it was clean. I never wore any crap so I would just smell like soap.
At 9:31 exactly, I pulled into my driveway and stopped. I just stared at the home that I once loved. It was my first house and it was paid for. That gave me a feeling of accomplishment. Daddy had helped me pay for it and I thanked him every day of my life. He was a good man but he was destroyed by mom's sickness. She had never been anything but a good woman. Not like Sally.
I was reluctant to get out of the car but I had no choice. I had to do this. I walked up to the front door and rang the bell. Sally answered, looking surprised.
"Jimmy? Why are you ringing the bell? You live here for God's sakes. Come in!"
"Didn't you get my note? I told you I would never live here again so long as you are. Wasn't that clear in my note?"
Sally didn't answer and just turned and walked into the kitchen. I followed her and took a seat at the table while she fixed coffee and got out some little cookies that she kept for company. I hated them but she thought they were classy. Tea cookies or something like that. I couldn't remember what was on the box. But my mind was rambling and I had to stop it. I needed my wits, what there was of them.
Sally came over to the table, set my cup in front of me and the plate of cookies in the middle between us. She sat down and fiddled with her cup for a few minutes. She was anxious and this was typical behavior for her. I just waited. If I pushed too hard, Sally would get flustered and then she wouldn't be able to talk or answer me. Her only defense was silence. So I waited.
She finally looked up at me. She looked into my eyes with that penetrating look she had when she was trying to see what you were thinking. It made a lot of people nervous if they didn't know her. I was used to it so I just endured it. It had always made me smile when she did it to me but not tonight. Tonight it was just annoying.
"What do you want to talk about Jimmy? I just don't know where to start or what to say. I'm hoping you can start and sort of keep it going. I don't know what to say. I'm so confused and I'm scared and I don't know what to say. Please, Jimmy, tell me what to say!"
Sally was getting emotional and I could tell she was about to burst into tears. I was amazed that she had gone this long without breaking down. She was really confused, just as she said. Sally couldn't handle confrontation and this was normal for her.
"Sally, please just calm down. I'll just start talking and you try to get yourself under control. OK?"
A few sniffs and a little sob and then, "OK"
"First, I told Meg that she could stay here as long as she wanted. That means you can stay too. She needs to have a safe place and she needs to know where she is. That's first."
Sally just nodded, understanding that part. "I just wish you hadn't told her about what I did. She's still mad at me."
"That's too bad. Next, I can't help much with the costs since I quit my job but I'll do what I can until I get another job somewhere else. That may take a little while but I'll try to hurry. And just maybe there might be some money coming in from somewhere else. I just can't work where you and Phil work anymore. I guess you can understand that."
Silence. Sally was hunched over again and her shoulders were moving up and down so I guessed she was crying silently. I had to stop and wait again. This time it wasn't quite as long until Sally finally nodded again. I continued.



"You may be surprised when you go to work tomorrow. I talked to Paul Johnson and he's going to fire Phil Sutton's ass. He knows all about you and Phil and Phil is your boss and he can't do what he did. He can't be fucking his employees. So, his ass is going to be fired."
With this little gem, Sally's face got very white and she put her hand to her mouth in shock. She was apparently upset over her lover being fired. Well, wasn't that too fucking bad.
"But that's not right. It wasn't Mr. Sutton's fault. I was the one that made him do what we did. You can't fire him! That's wrong. It was my fault. It was!"
"No Sally. He was the boss. You could come on to him all you wanted and he was supposed to say no. Or at least report you to his boss, but he didn't. He fucked another man's wife, he fucked one of his employees and finally, he cheated on his own wife. Phil Sutton is an asshole and he's going to be fired. That's all there is to it! Paul is doing the firing and he is Phil's boss. So, tough shit for Phil!"
Sally just stared at me, not understanding most of this but that was too bad.
"Finally, since I obviously can't satisfy you anymore as a husband or a lover, I guess we have to get divorced. I can't share you with that son of a bitch and I won't be treated with such disrespect again. I know I'm not very smart but I'll be damned if I'll let you badmouth me to someone like Phil Sutton. I'll let you get the attorney and you can set the terms. I already said you could have the house but I don't have much else so you can't really ask for much, but I'll do what I can to be fair."
I didn't tell her about the lawsuit since I didn't want her to have any claim to that money. I would talk to Paul tomorrow and mention this to him. I didn't want to get all that money and then have to share it with Sally. After all, she was the one that caused the problem. She shouldn't get paid for it. But after I said my piece, I was caught by surprise when Sally looked at me like I was losing my mind. She wasn't hunched over now, nor was she crying or silent.
"What do you mean you can't satisfy me as my husband and lover? What the hell does that mean and why would you say something like that? You son of a bitch! I never said that and I never gave you cause to say something like that. That was mean and uncalled for!"
Now I was confused and I didn't know what to say. How could she think I could think anything else? I had heard her with her lover and I heard what she said to him.
"I heard you tell Phil Sutton to 'fill you with his cum' and to 'put his warm and hard cock inside you' and I heard you tell him that your 'clod of a husband' wouldn't take you to the theater and even if I did, I was too stupid to understand it. I heard you Sally. I have it all on tape from the last time you fucked that son of a bitch in our bed. Don't you even remember what you told him?"
"I know what I told him and I know why I told him those things but I knew they weren't even true. But he didn't know that so I said it and it made him think he was a big. I know what I said and I know why I said it."
"Well then, why don't you explain to me why you cheated on me with your boss. Why you took him into our marriage bed where you and I shared our life and where I showed you my love for you? Why don't you explain to me why I'm too stupid to understand your stupid plays and theater? Why don't you explain all of that to me Sally?"
Sally was angry now. Why she was angry I didn't have the first clue. What did she think she had a right to do? Fuck whoever she wanted and I wasn't supposed to care? Say shit about me and I wasn't supposed to care? I knew she wasn't very smart and neither was I but even I knew that what she did wasn't right. So should she.
Sally was having trouble getting the words out. I had seen her do this before when she was very angry. She could think of what she wanted to say but when she tried to say it, her words got jumbled up. She always said her mouth worked faster than her mind did. Maybe it did. I know mine did, and that's why I always talked slow. Slow mind, slow mouth. Daddy's words.
"Why didn't you want to have kids with me?"
The first words out of her mouth were quite clear. Clear but stupid. What the hell did that have to do with her fucking her boss? I asked as much.
"What the hell does that have to do with what you did? I never said I didn't want to have kids. I said we would talk about it. That has nothing to do with you fucking Phil Sutton in our house and in our bed. Damn it Sally. You know that."
I could see Sally struggling to stay in control. She was almost on the verge of breaking down but she was fighting it. I was impressed.
"It has everything to do with it. I know why you didn't want us to have kids. You were afraid that they would turn out like you and me. Stupid! That's why you wouldn't have kids with me. Don't deny it. That's what you thought, isn't it?"
Well, that caught me by surprise. I had never told her that. How could she have guessed what I was thinking? I never said a thing to her, but I had thought it. But still, what did that have to do with anything?
"So maybe that's true. So what? So, if I wasn't going to give you kids, you were free to go fuck some other guy to have his kids? Do you actually think I would be OK with that? Did you think it was OK to do that? I'm a little slow, Sally, but even I don't think that way. And I don't believe you do either."
"That's not what I mean. You were worried that our kids would be slow in the head and maybe be worse than you or me. I know that's what you thought. Well, I was worried too, but I wanted to give you children. I wanted to so bad that I came up with this idea."
Sally stopped. I guess she was trying to get enough control to tell me what her idea was. Sally had to struggle sometimes just to make her thoughts clear to other people. I had learned to figure her out quite well most of the time but she must have really wanted this to be clear to me. I waited. As usual, I was patient in light of Sally's limitations. She did the same for me.
"This was my idea. Phil Sutton is a very smart man. He is a college man and he even stayed longer than most and got another degree. I think it was a master degree or something like that. Anyway, it is even better than regular college. So you can tell he is really smart."
So far, she had told me nothing. So Sutton was book smart. Well, tomorrow when he got his ass fired he wouldn't be so damn smart. And if his wife had any balls, she would kick his ass out too, so why would Sally think this was a smart guy?
"So, I had this idea. If I could get Mr. Sutton to make me pregnant, his smart genes would mix with my dumb genes and maybe the baby would be smarter than me. And if you didn't know that Mr. Sutton was the father, you would be so happy when the baby was smart. If you didn't know, then you would want to have more babies and then we could have our own. Then you wouldn't be so sure that all I could give you would be dumb babies. See?"
Well, I did see. I actually understood what she said. Maybe that showed that I was as dumb as she was, but I did see. It was stupid. It was crazy. It wouldn't work, but I wasn't even sure about that. All I knew was that Sally had done this for me, thinking it was all her fault that I didn't want to have babies with her. Could I accept this? I was now totally confused.
Sally took my silence as meaning she had to keep talking. She had taken the few seconds when I was quiet to decide what she wanted to say next.
"I was inexperienced when I was younger and a lot of the boys took advantage of me until I learned better. I know that guys still like to look at me and my boobs a lot. I decided that I would let Mr. Sutton look at me and I would make him think that I liked him. It wasn't very hard since he already looked at me a lot. I just talked to him when he was around and he finally asked me if I would like to make a little money working overtime, helping him clean out the shelves in the storage room. I knew that's not what he wanted, but it was what I wanted."
Sally stopped again. This was the longest she had talked in some time. Most of our conversations were short and to the point. We normally talked about Meg or the house or simple things. We never needed a lot of words between us. Till now.
"That was the first time. I let it happen when I was in the middle of my fertile period. At least that's what Meg told me the time was. She thought I was trying to make a baby with you so she helped me decide when the best time was. I let him have me in the stock room on the day I picked."
Now she was becoming agitated. She was choking up and she had to stand up and breathe as her mother had taught her to do when she was upset. I watched her as she got herself back under wraps. I could make this easier on her but I'll be damned if I was going to. Let her do this. I hoped to hell it was causing her the same pain that she had caused me.
"I only let him do it three times. That was the first, the second was a month later in his office on his couch and the third time was here at home. Here because I was not working that day and he came here at my request. I wanted to get it over with so I wasn't going to wait another month."
A quick swallow of coffee, a few more deep breaths and then, "It was hard for me to do this since Mr. Sutton's dick is so small. Nothing like yours. I almost couldn't tell when it was in me so I tried to make him come as quick as I could. That's why I said those things to him. He didn't know that I never even felt him inside me most of the time and I had to wait until he relaxed to know when he was done. And the things I said about you? That's what the books said to do. Tell the man something that will make him feel important and strong and in control. I read that somewhere. And I knew that Mr. Sutton was afraid of you so I had to say those things to make him feel more comfortable."
"None of the things I did with him meant anything to me other than that if he got me pregnant, the baby would be smart and you would be happy and then we could have our own babies. You were never supposed to know anything about it. But I forgot that you are smarter than me and that you would figure it out. And before you ask, I'm not pregnant. It didn't work and now I thank God that it didn't."
Well, what the hell was I going to do now? I had to think about this some more. But before I could say anything, Sally had some more to say.
"I know what you're thinking. Mom explained it to me when I told her what I did. She said that I ruined everything and that you had the right to divorce me now since I broke the vows from our wedding day. That's what you said in your note to me too. I understand. I'll do whatever you think is best. But I would like to stay here with mom. She needs somewhere that she knows. Would that be all right?"
"You and Meg stay here as long as you want. I need some time to think about what you said. I don't know what to say to you right now. You did right by telling me what happened and why you did it. Now, I have to think on it some. I have a little apartment at a bar downtown and it's good enough for me. I'll call you in a day or so and in the meantime, you let Paul Johnson know what you're doing and where you'll be if you leave here."
"I'm not going anywhere. This is our home and I'll stay here till you tell me to leave."
Well, with that I had to leave. If I stayed, I was going to give in because I loved Sally as much now as I ever did. What she did, she did for me and for us. I truly believed that since Sally didn't have a mean bone in her body and she wouldn't hurt me or anyone else if she could help it. Some people might believe Sally was giving me a line of crap, but I knew her and I knew her soul. She was telling the God's truth. Now, was I a big enough man to work through this and go on with our life? I just didn't know.
I drove my truck back to the bar and sat down on the stool and drank my way into some peace. I felt a lot better tonight than I had for some time now. I knew what and why with Sally, I knew Phil Sutton was going to get his, I had some money coming and I could think about taking that job with Paul. I knew it was a security position and with Sutton gone, I could probably go back there. If that money came through, I could work and Sally could stay home and raise our kids . .
Well, it seems as though I was already thinking of Sally and me with a future. Maybe things would work out.
I decided then and there that I wanted Sally back in my life. I was going home and we were going to have babies. They would be whatever they would be. I would just make love to my wife and when she got pregnant, I would let God sort it out. After all, he was a whole lot smarter than me.
The end
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Ben Chase
I've been sitting at this bar for about 3 hours now and I still have no idea of what I am going to do. I had hoped that a couple of stiff drinks would give me some wisdom but all it had done was give me a headache, and when I closed my eyes I could still see the scene that sent me running from the house: her on her knees with him pumping his cock into her from behind. I ran from the house, got into my car and drove like a madman for two days, stopping and sleeping in my car when I was tired, eating crap from the convenience stores where I stopped for gas, then driving some more until I finally ran out of steam, slowing when I came to this place, wherever in the hell it was.
It was early in the morning but I needed a place to crash so I just drove through town until I saw this bar with it's flashing neon lights telling me it was a 'traveler's oasis'. I decided that if I could get seriously drunk the pain would go away, but I was a shitty drinker: always had been. I think that was my grandmother's fault. She used to take a switch to me when she caught me drinking beer with the other kids. But shit, that was almost 20 years ago.
I was deliberating on the most serious subject I could handle, whether to order another shot with a chaser or find a quiet room where I could end it all, when an older gentleman slipped onto the stool next to me and quietly asked if he could buy me a drink. Well, the first thing I did was give him the eagle eye to be sure he knew I wasn't one of those fancy boys. He saw the look and just smiled. Told me not to worry.
Bill Austin
As was usual for me, I had my first beer at just past 10:00 in the morning. I had been keeping to this routine three times a week for the past year, ever since Mary, my wife, died. I don't know why I come here. I never get drunk. Matter of fact, I've never been drunk in my life. I just like it here and I can watch some of the most interesting people this way. I don't have to be responsible for them now so I can just watch and imagine their problems and their lives without having to think of how to help them.
For example, there was only one other person in here this time of morning and he was sitting at the bar drinking straight whiskey with beer chasers, a sure sign of a man with a big time problem. I had been watching him since he came in. He truly looked lost and in some kind of pain. Probably a woman, most likely. That was the most common affliction that hit men of his age. But for some reason, this particular man touched something in me and I felt the vague stirring of interest. That in itself was unusual since I had stopped giving a damn about much of anything since Mary went away. On a whim, I moved to the stool next to him and offered to buy him a drink. I wanted to hear his voice and maybe get him talking.
I guess I was staring since the man noticed my gaze and took it wrong. It appeared he thought I was gay. Damn! That was a real hoot! I thought I had better set him straight.
"Rest easy boy. I've been sittin' right over there in that booth and noticed you seem to be a man with a big problem. I've got nothing but time on my hands now that I'm retired and widowed. Just wanted to buy you a drink and ask if you wanted a friendly ear."
Ben Chase
I gave him the once over and relaxed. He seemed to be just what he said he was. At least, I was willing to take a free drink and trust that he was old enough that I could flatten him if he made a pass. And anyway, I did want to talk.
"Wouldn't mind a drink and a friendly ear. Sure you want to hear my sad tale of woe?"
"I've got nothing better to do and I hate drinking alone. Let's go to my booth where it's quieter. I hate to shout."
Well, since we were the only two people in the bar at that particular time, I didn't plan on doing much shouting since it was so quiet you could hear the clock behind the bar ticking. But what the hell, I'd humor the old shit.
We went back to his booth and I sat across from him with a double shot and a Bud chaser. I put both in front of me and looked at the old dude.
"My name's Ben Chase. I'm from Chester, Pa, a couple of days from here. And by the way, where in hell am I?"
He just laughed and told me.
"Well Ben, you happen to find yourself in a nice place called Dayton, Indiana. Seems like you just followed I-70 west and it brought you right here. Glad to meet you Ben. I'm Bill Austin and I live just a block from here. Lived here all my life. My wife Alice died about a year ago and left me with a broken heart and a lot of wonderful memories. But, enough about me. What's your story?"
Fair enough. I wanted to talk and Bill seemed to be more than willing to let me tell him chapter and verse if I so wanted. Well, I did. I had to tell someone.
"First Bill, I have to give you some background on why I'm here. If I just told you I found out that my wife cheated on me, that wouldn't be such a big deal and you'd think I was some kind of wimp, running away like I did but there's more to it than that. I'll just start and you just sort of jump in if I say something you don't understand. OK?"
"Sounds good to me. You just tell it in your own way and with your own words. I'll just try to let you tell it without interruptin'."
So, I took the double and downed it in one quick gulp and followed it with a swallow of Bud and began my story.
***************
"I was raised in a loving home by my father and mother. We lived in Weirton, West Virginia and my daddy, Howard Chase worked in the steel mill there. He worked in the rolling mill and he was on shift work as a shift supervisor. Made good money for the time and was always dependable and did a job for his pay. He had learned self discipline in the county system, growing up as an orphan. He didn't know how he got there and no one seemed to have any information for him about his natural parents. But since he went into the system late, being almost seven at the time, he was never adopted. He stayed in the system till he was eighteen and then they let him out with twenty dollars and a cardboard suitcase with everything he owned.
He found a job in the steel mills around there and he worked as many shifts as he could. Once he had been there for ninety days, he joined the union and became a full fledged mill worker. He made good money for the times and got himself a car and found an apartment that he could rent. He continued to work and bid on all the jobs that were a higher level than he had at the time. Shift work didn't bother him so he often got a good job because no one else with more seniority wanted it on the off shifts. Things seemed to be good.
My daddy met my mother, Pauline, on the job and they dated for two years before he finally proposed to her. They were married and daddy used some of his savings to buy them a small two bedroom home away from the smoke of the mill and sort of out a ways. Mom loved the place and always seemed to be content with what they had. I remember her telling me as I was growing up that it was a home that I could be proud of. But I'm getting ahead of myself.
Mom and dad waited for a couple of years before having me. I was born three years after they were married and mom was able to take off work when she was about six months along. She spent the time getting the second bedroom cleared out and fixed up for my arrival. She was happy and so was daddy. At least that's what grandma told me later. I just remember the ceiling of that room when I was old enough to see things. It was sky blue with little while clouds painted on. There was a light covered by a globe that made it look like the sun. I remember that ceiling all the time. I loved that ceiling. It made me feel safe and secure. Still does when I think about it.
Anyway, I was raised in that house. Mom stayed home with me for the first five years of my life. I remember her fairly well. She had pale skin, blonde hair and blue eyes. She was small, I remember that. She carried me on her hip most of the time and she was always taking me places: the grocery store, shopping, church, and sometimes to the park where they had swings and see-saws and sand boxes. I loved the sliding board when she would wait at the bottom for me to slide down to her waiting arms.
When I started school, mom decided to go back to work. I think daddy asked her to stay home but she wanted to get out of the house and do something. She finally took a part time job in a doctor's office nearby. She walked to work so it had to be close. But even with her working, she was home every day when I got out of school and she was always part of our dinner in the evenings. We made it a point to get together at dinner, one of her rules. Even as I grew older and became involved in sports, activities with other kids and things that all kids do, I knew that I had to be home for dinner.
When I was eight, I came home for dinner one evening and found mom and dad just sitting at the kitchen table. I looked around but didn't see dinner ready. When I asked mom what was wrong, she just looked at me with tears in her eyes and told me that she hadn't been able to fix dinner that night. She got up and fixed dad and me something to eat but she didn't sit down with us. Instead, she went off to bed and didn't come back that evening. When I asked dad what was wrong, he wouldn't tell me anything. He just said that it was grownup things, but I remember he was crying too."
****************
"Say, could we get some coffee over here? Telling this story is hard enough. I don't need to be drunk to tell it any better."
"Go ahead with your story. I'll get the waiter over here with some of that swill they call coffee. Go ahead. This is a damn good story."
*****************
"All that week, things were different around the house. Mom and dad hardly spoke to each other and our dinners were quiet and strained affairs. I remember now that it was clear that dad was angry at mom and mom was trying very hard to talk to dad but he refused to answer her most of the time. I hated it but I was too young to understand what was happening. I never did know until much later when grandma Pearl told me. All I knew at the time was that mom was always crying and dad was working more and more at the mill. After a few weeks, dad stopped coming home for dinner and it was just mom and me. She was so quiet that I was afraid she was getting sick but when I asked her, she just said that she was sad. She tried to be strong but she wasn't able to fool me.
Nothing much changed for us for the next few weeks but I saw my dad get more and more quiet and mom got more and more sad. I didn't understand but I knew it was bad. I knew something was seriously wrong when dad began sleeping in the little room we had just off the entryway. It wasn't much bigger than a closet but mom always referred to it as our parlor. We never used it and dad always intended to open it up and make the living room bigger. Now, he set up a cot in there and began sleeping there.
I came home from school one afternoon to find cars and people everywhere and some policemen in the house. I ran inside to see what was wrong but grandma was there and she grabbed me as I tried to get past her to find my mom. She held me tight and wouldn't let me go. I started to cry and twist to get loose but she finally made me stop and face her. I stopped struggling and asked her what was wrong.
"Grandma, what's wrong? Where's mommy and daddy? Is something wrong with mommy?"
"No boy. Your mother's fine. It's your daddy. He's had a terrible accident. He's gone boy. He's gone and he's not coming back."
"No! No, that's not true. My dad wouldn't go away without me. It's not true."
Grandma held me tight against her bosom and rocked me over and over till I calmed down. She finally let me loose and took me in to see my mother. She was sitting in the living room, her arms clamped around her knees and her head down so that I could only see the top of her head. She was very still and just swaying forward and back, forward and back. I ran to her and tried to put my arms around her but she hardly recognized me. I called her but she didn't answer. The policemen were walking through the house and poking into everything but mom didn't say anything to stop them. I was getting scared but grandma came and got me and pulled me away. She took me back to the kitchen and made me sit down. I wanted to get up and run to the parlor where dad was sleeping but the police had the hallway blocked and anyway, grandma wouldn't let me go.
It must have been hours that the police were there and mom was in the living room talking to them. I couldn't hear them but I didn't care. All I wanted was for them to leave our house and have her tell me about dad. What happened and why did he have to go away? What kind of accident did he have? What happened? I was panicked and afraid and my heart was broken. I wanted to cry but I couldn't, since I didn't know what I was crying for.
It was three days later when mom came to grandma's house to pick me up. I had gone home with grandma that day and she kept me with her. I didn't even go to school for those three days and I knew then that something serious had happened. I never got to stay home from school. But when mom came to the house, she seemed to be better and she even smiled at me when I ran to her. She held me in her arms and pressed her cheek against my hair and just held me. I clung to her as well. She took me in to see grandma and told her that it was time I came home. Grandma just shook her head in agreement and we went back to our house.
The first thing I noticed was that dad wasn't there. His jacket was not on the hook and his lunchbox was gone. His work shoes were not in the entranceway where he kept them and there was no change of clothes on the hook for when he came home. I walked down to the parlor and looked for his cot and stuff but nothing was there. I knew then that dad was gone. I asked mom about it but all she said was that dad had gone to a better place and that I should keep him in my prayers. She wouldn't say more then. But it was clear after that dad was gone for good.
Remember I was eight at the time and I had no idea of what happened but I found out less than a year later when one of my friends at school spilled the beans. He told me that my dad had killed himself one night at home. He said that dad had taken his shotgun and blown his head clean off right in the bathroom of our house. He said that my mother had found him and called the police. That was the day I came home from school to find all the cops there. That's what happened then.
When I asked my mom that night, she didn't say anything for a while but finally took both my hands in hers and told me the truth. It was true that dad had killed himself. She told me as little about it as possible but she said that it was true and that she had come home to find him there. She was sorry that it took her so long to tell me but she wanted to be sure she had the right words for me. She wanted me to know that he was a very good man but that things had become too much for him to handle and he thought that this was the only way he could deal with it. I told her that the minister at church always told us it was a sin to kill yourself but mom got angry and said that dad would be forgiven. He was a good man and he took what he thought was the only way for him.
From that day on, mom was always at home with me. She didn't go back to work and she stayed in the house almost all the time. I never saw her go out except to get groceries or to take me to places I needed to go. She quit the church and her job and she never invited people over to the house anymore. She was quiet and withdrawn but she was never cross with me. She made sure that I did my school work and that I was always prepared for my tests and such. But I noticed that she was becoming more and more sad as the days went by. It had been almost a year since dad died when she told me she wanted me to stay with grandma for a while. She said that she had something to take care of and that I would be OK with her. I didn't want to go but I finally had no choice. Grandma picked me up on a Friday night and I stayed with her that weekend.
Monday I expected mom to pick me up for school but she never came. When I asked grandma, she said she would take me home instead and we would see what mom was up to. We finished breakfast and I helped her clean the table so that we could go. We drove home and grandma pulled into the drive. I jumped out before she could get the car stopped and ran into the house.
I smelled something funny as soon as I opened the door but I didn't recognize the smell. I called for mom but I got no answer. I ran down the hall to her room and looked in. She was on the bed, I thought asleep, but when I tried to wake her, she didn't stir. I reached over to grab her arm and jerked my hand back when I felt how cold she was. I moved closer to her face and saw immediately that it was very pale and cold. I looked down at my hand and saw the smear of red. Suddenly I knew! She was dead! I then saw the blood on the floor and on the bed. She had slit her wrists and bled to death. I remember screaming for grandma and then nothing else.
It was almost a week before I was well enough to go home with grandma. The doctors said that I suffered a traumatic episode whatever that was. I was a kid and I found my mother dead. What the hell do you call that and why was everyone surprised that I zoned out for awhile? Well, I did. But afterwards, I went home with grandma and thought about my parents as little as I could until I had pretty much put them in the back of my mind. I was on my own. They both left me and didn't care about me. They just went away. Anyway, grandma was a real pusher and she made sure I had little free time to brood or mope around. She raised me from then on and I pretty much turned out OK.
On my 18th birthday, grandma bought me an old car that she told me I could fix up and drive around. We didn't have much between us but this was much more than I had hoped for. I told her it was the best present in the whole world and to me, it really was. She let me fuss with it until late that night before calling me in. After I washed up and came down to watch TV until bed time, grandma told me she had something else for me. I perked up right away, expecting another gift, but instead she handed me a letter.
"That's a letter from your mother, boy. She left it when she did away with herself. It's addressed to you. Said to give it to you on your 18th birthday. That's today. I wasn't sure whether to give it to you or not, but it was her wish so I'm givin it to you."
I remember thinking that I didn't want this stupid letter. I had my new car and my grandma had given it to me. Mom didn't. Mom wasn't even there so why would I care. It made me a little mad.
"You've had this all these years? Why'd you wait? She's dead cause she didn't care enough about me to stay and try to raise me. She left that to you so why the hell did you care what she wanted?"
"Have respect for your dead mother boy. She was my daughter and I knew her best. You don't know nothing. She and your dad did what they did for their own reasons. It's not up to you or me to judge them. God will do that. Now, do you want this letter or not? It's up to you."
Well of course I took it. It was from her and I wanted to know what she had to tell me. She couldn't tell me then so I guess she figured time would make it easier on me? I didn't know. Anyway, I took it and put it in my room in a drawer under my socks. I didn't open it right away. It took me the better part of a week before I got up the nerve. Grandma never asked me about it and I didn't mention it again. Well, anyway I finally opened it and read it. But rather than telling you what it said, I'll let you read it for yourself.



***************
With that, I got out my folded copy of the letter and smoothed it out onto the table top. I was careful not to tear it as it was pretty dog-eared and wrinkled. But it was readable. I stared at it for a minute before I pushed it over to Mr. Austin to read for himself. This is what it said.
My dearest Ben,
If your grandma did as I asked, when you read this, you will be a man grown. I know you believe I left you alone and that I didn't care about you. I swear to you that's not true and I can only hope that you will understand after reading what I have to tell you. You were too young to understand at the time.
I loved your father with all my heart but I did something that hurt him very much. You know that I worked at a doctor's office where I met many people. There was one sweet gentleman that was very sick and the doctor told him he had only a short time to live. I became friends with him when he came to see the doctor and we talked about our lives and our families while he waited. I told him about my wonderful family, about you and your father, but he had no one. His wife had died, he had no children and he was alone. I felt sorry for him.
One day he asked me to have lunch with him and I agreed, thinking that as a friend it would be all right. We went to lunch but things became complicated and I ended up going to his home and sleeping with him. That was a terrible thing to do but at the time I was only thinking of it as a way to make his last days more pleasant. He was in such pain. Your father and I loved each other and I thought that what I had done would not affect my life with him.
The man was grateful but wanted to continue to see me. At first I refused, thinking of the guilt I felt having been unfaithful to your father. But eventually, seeing the pain he was in, and the small pleasure I gave him, I agreed and we continued to see and sleep with each other. I swear to you that I was only trying to make his last days more bearable and more pleasant. I had no feelings for him other than friendship. I never saw what I was doing as being unfaithful to your father, but I felt so bad about what I had done that I finally told your father the truth. That was the day our lives changed forever.
I pleaded with Howard to forgive me and tried to explain why I had done this thing but he wouldn't listen. We fought and he became distant and pushed me away. I knew that trust was something very important to your father but I never saw what I did as being a matter of trust. That's why I finally told him. I couldn't live with keeping secrets from him. Your father however saw it as much more. I was devastated but I never truly understood the depth of his pain. I had hurt him terribly but I didn't see it at the time. I was too concerned with my own guilt and my fear of losing him and my wonderful family. I worried only about myself. I let him down in so many ways. But we were still together and he never asked me to leave so I hoped that things would get better if I just waited and dedicated myself to making him happy.
The day that I went to find the latest on my friend was the day your father shot himself. I found out later that he knew where I was going even though I never told him. I was only trying to find out if my friend was still alive but your father didn't understand. He saw that as the final betrayal and he took his own life.
He left a note to me but I destroyed it before the police came. It was so cruel and accusing and I deserved everything he said but I couldn't stand to see those hateful words so I destroyed it. He died never having forgiven me. I tried to live with the guilt of what I did to him and what it forced him to do but I couldn't go on any longer. The pain that he felt was now mine and I can't live with the burden of it. Just as with your father, it continues to grow inside me until I fear it will devour me.
I have tried to live in spite of the pain and be a good mother for you but the pain won't let me alone. It has grown on its own until it is all I can feel. I plan to take my own life now. I hope and pray that God will forgive me and that I will be given the opportunity in that next life to apologize to Howard.
I am sorry not to see you grow and prosper but I know that I can't be a good mother to you any longer. The pain is too intense and I fear it will destroy you as well if I continue to live with it. Your grandmother will provide for you and give you a good home. This is all I have left to give you.
Please try to forgive me,
Your Loving Mother, Pauline
Bill finished the letter with a tear in his eye. I knew the feeling. I had cried many times when I read that letter. I don't know to this day whether I forgave her but I didn't hate her any longer. Actually, I didn't hate either of them. They deserted me because of their own pain, forgetting the pain that I would be left with. But, they were my parents and I loved them in spite of their failings.
But on with the story.
*********************************
"Well, after I read the letter, I finally understood what had happened to my mother and father. It was tragic but it at least made sense to me now. At the time, mom was right: I wouldn't have understood. Now as I read the letter again I understood why they had done what they did but I still couldn't forgive them for leaving me behind. Those feelings might fade but not yet. But now, I was eighteen and on my own and I used the trust fund mom and dad had set up for me years ago to go to college. I finally graduated with a degree in Chemical Engineering and I went to work for a big oil company and got to see a whole lot of the world. It was a great experience but I wanted to settle down in the states and make my way in this big world."
**********************************
"You know Bill, I want to tell you the rest of this story but right now, I feel like hell and I need to lie down and sleep. I am really beat and I haven't eaten or slept now for two days and I need to just crash. I'll go out in the car and try to sleep for a few hours and then if you're still here, I'll finish. That work for you?"
"Sure, but I think you need to come home with me and sleep in a bed instead of your car. I have a spare bedroom and no one's used it for years. My kids don't visit much any more since my wife died so it's just me. Come on now. Let's get some food in you and then some sleep."
With that, Bill helped me up and we walked out of the bar and down the quiet street toward his house. I don't remember much about the trip except that it didn't take much time and before I knew it I was sitting at his kitchen table with a cup of coffee and a sandwich of ham and cheese. I did put the sandwich away and the coffee too but I was almost out on my feet so Bill helped me down to a neat little room with a double bed and a calico cover. It looked like heaven to me so I flopped down on it and was asleep before I stopped bouncing. I never felt Bill slip off my shoes and jacket. I was dead to the world.
Bill Austin
After eating the sandwich I prepared for him, Ben was almost dead on his feet. He was wobbling in his chair so I pulled him up. I just barely got him to bed before he passed out. He was truly dead to the world. I looked at him sleeping there and realized that this man was really hurting. He had told me part of his story and I believed that I knew what was coming. And if what I suspected was true, Ben was in for a rough time.
I happened to know this because I had been a practicing psychologist for the past thirty years. I knew people and I had a God given gift of empathy allowing me to help hundreds of them during my time. I hadn't practiced now for over two years, since Mary, my wife, got sick. I couldn't help others when I was hurting so badly myself. But Mary was dead and I had little to interest me anymore.
Ben interested me, however. He sounded like a decent man who had been hurt terribly and was struggling with the emotions that were tearing at him. His past was directing him toward seriously hurting himself or someone else but his innate decency seemed to be pushing him the other direction. He was emotionally tearing himself apart.
I slipped off his shoes and his jacket and pulled a blanket out of the closet. I was ready to put it over him and let him sleep when I made a decision. I reached into his back pocket and pulled out his wallet. I quickly opened it to find one of those contact cards in case of emergency. It had his wife's name and phone number on it and I copied it down on a note card. I replaced his wallet and covered him with the blanket. I left quietly and shut the blinds. It was just past dinnertime here and it was still light but the blinds made it very dark so he would probably sleep for several hours.
I went down the hall to the little office I still kept in our small home and sat down at my desk. It had been several months since I last came in here. I switched on the library lamp that Mary gave me one Christmas. When it's yellow light played on the desk top, the memories came flooding back and I hesitated for a moment but decided to follow through on my original intent. I used the desk phone that I kept only for my practice which had a blocked call number so no one could use caller ID to get my number. Sometimes a psychiatrist can make some very strange people angry. I called the home number hoping for his wife and heard the phone ring just once when she answered.
"Ben? Ben is that you? Ben talk to me, please!"
"Is this Mrs. Chase? Mrs. Annabeth Chase? Are you Ben Chases' wife?"
"Yes, this is Beth Chase. Who are you and is something wrong with Ben? Has Ben been hurt? Oh, please tell me he is OK."
"My name is Bill and Ben is fine. He's with me right now and he's sleeping. He's had a rough time of it and he needs to sleep now and calm down. He's an emotional wreck."
"No, I have to talk to him. I need to talk to him right now. Please, put him on so that I can talk to him."
"I'm afraid I'm not going to do that. He shouldn't talk to you right now in the mood he's in. He's a very angry and disturbed man and I believe you are the cause of that anger. It would not be good for you to talk to him just now."
"Oh, God. What did he tell you? What did he say? Oh, I need to talk to him and explain to him what he saw. Please, whoever you are, let me talk to him."
"What do you know about his parents? What has he told you? This is very important Mrs. Chase, so I need you to answer me honestly."
I was very concerned about her answer. If she knew of his history and what his parents did and why they did it, then she was guilty of stupidity at the very least and absolute cruelty at the worst. I needed to understand her part in this first before going any further.
"I don't know what you're talking about. Ben's parents died when he was very young and his grandmother raised him. What does that have to do with anything?"
"Did he tell you how they died?"
"No, he just said they died accidentally and he didn't like talking about it. So I never pushed him. So now can I talk to him?"
"Mrs. Chase, I am a professional psychiatrist and I'm going to talk to your husband some more and then I'll decide what to do about you. For now, you have no choice but to trust me. And I would be very sure you think carefully about what you have done to him and what you intend to say to him. He is in a very dangerous mood right now and it is best if he not be anywhere close to you. It is also important that he be watched very carefully especially now."
"I don't understand any of this. I insist that you let me talk to him right now!"
"Goodbye Mrs. Chase. Remember what I said."
With that, I hung up before she could say any more. It seemed that she didn't know of his past and therefore ignorance and infidelity was her only crime. At least to me. In Ben's eyes, she was just like his mother and she had done to him what his mother did to his father. Ben was spinning into the same cycle his father had fallen into and it was a very dangerous time for him.
I went back into the kitchen, fixed myself some dinner and began to work out a plan to deal with Mr. Ben Chase. While I didn't practice anymore, I was not going to let a man so obviously in pain walk away. Not while I had the knowledge and the willingness to help him. Mary would understand.
Annabeth Chase
The phone call had been the final straw. I hung up the dead phone and fell to my knees there in the kitchen and sobbed. I felt like my whole world had come apart. I had been waiting for two days to hear from my Ben and now he wouldn't talk to me, or at least the man named Bill wouldn't let me talk to him. I had made a very bad mistake when I let George Jenkins seduce me at home with his slick talk and his smooth manner. It had been just the one time after he had been after me for all those weeks but it was the one time that Ben came home when he should have been working. He saw me and George together and had run out the door before I could even say his name. That was two days ago and now, Ben was gone and I had no idea where he could be.
The man I spoke to was very mean to me and told me in no uncertain terms that I was the cause of Ben's running away. While I knew that was probably true, he had no right to keep me from talking to him and trying to explain. He warned me that it could be dangerous for me to be around Ben? No! Ben would never hurt me. He loved me, I was positive of that and he would forgive me if I could just talk to him.
I picked myself off the floor and sat down at the kitchen table. I wiped my face where the tears had flowed and made myself settle down. Crying was getting me nowhere. I tried to think of what had gone wrong. I met George at the Manna House where I worked three days a week as a volunteer, helping to man the serving lines at lunch and dinner. He had shown up about five weeks ago and introduced himself to me as George Jenkins, a financial advisor for Walter Johnson Investments downtown. He told me that he wanted to give some of his time to helping others, just like me. He was very sincere and I liked him immediately. I also admit that I found him to be handsome and very sexy. I was attracted to him right from the start and I knew I had flirted with him outrageously. I was a married woman and had no right to be doing it but I convinced myself that it was just harmless fun. George seemed to enjoy the game as well and I began to anticipate the days I worked with him.
My life at home was fine but there were times when Ben spent entirely too much time on the job. Lately, he had been spending most of the week at the site of a new refinery his company was building and Ben had the responsibility of overseeing the installation of the new cracking towers in the petroleum distillation section. This was his design and he was not going to let some other yoyo handle it for him. I understood that but it left me alone an awful lot. That was no excuse but it was certainly a contributing factor. Ben would understand that if I could only talk to him. I knew that he would since he was one of the most understanding and kind men I had ever met. I had to depend on his kindness now and hope for his understanding.
I thought back to the day I met Ben for the first time. I was working as a Realtor for a commercial real estate agency in Mount Lebanon in western Pennsylvania when I received a call from him requesting an agent to show him a site that was zoned industrial. I knew the parcel and told him I would meet him there in half an hour. I thought no more about it until I met him at the site.
My first impression of him was of a man about my age, but so handsome with curly black hair, a well disciplined body and brown eyes that seemed to see right through me. He shook my hand with a firm grip and treated me as an equal right off the bat. I felt my face become flushed as I returned his handshake and looked into those eyes. He didn't seem to notice and simply walked away toward the site. I followed slowly trying to recover my professionalism. I finally caught up to him and the next two hours were spent in a very businesslike manner as we discussed the size and access to the site as well as the zoning requirements and the utility arrangements offered by the city. It was time well spent as he signed an intent to buy letter that afternoon. Since the parcel would sell for well over 4.5 million dollars, I stood to make a very nice piece of change.
When he called my office two weeks later, I answered his questions and made arrangements to have the necessary paperwork done by the following Monday. He was very pleased with everything and just before concluding our business, he asked if I would have dinner with him when he came to sign the papers. Without thinking I agreed. We spoke for a few more minutes but I didn't remember any of the following conversation. My head was still buzzing over the dinner invitation. What had gotten into me? I hardly knew this man and I was going to dinner with him Monday night. But, try as I might, I was more pleased than anything.
That Monday was the beginning of my life as I now knew it. Ben had arrived at the office at 5:00 p.m. sharp and we had gone to the conference room with the other parties and the deal was concluded by 6:15. There were handshakes all around and Ben seemed pleased that everything had gone so smoothly. He asked me if I needed to stay around the office or could we start our evening early. Since I was done for the day, I agreed that we could leave right away. Ben was pleased and told me that we could either go to his hotel and have a drink in the bar before dinner or we could have an early dinner and then take in a movie or something. I chose the bar.
I was still slightly giddy about the bonus I had received with the completion of the sale and I let my inhibitions go and had a mixed drink. I chose a raspberry Daiquiri and I enjoyed it so much I had a second one. Ben stayed with beer but he seemed to enjoy watching me as I sipped the potent drink. He was very eloquent and his conversation had me fascinated as he discussed his travels around the world to most of the oil producing nations. He dazzled me with names and places and stories of some of his more bizarre experiences and I listened intently through it all. We forgot dinner and the drinks were really hitting me hard on an empty stomach.
By 8:30, I was beginning to slur my words so Ben decided that I needed to sober up. Rather than let me stay in the bar, he helped me up and we went up to his room where he called for a pot of coffee from room service. I collapsed gratefully onto the king sized bed and let my eyes drift closed.
Ben gently shook me awake to take some coffee. He made me drink some of the hot liquid and the caffeine began to take effect. I finally came fully awake with the second cup and I was feeling somewhat embarrassed by my actions. Ben , however, thought nothing of it and simply let me wake up completely as he talked. Now that I was fully sober and able to stand by myself, I suggested I leave and allow him to have the rest of his evening. Ben got up and came to me to put his arms around my waist.
"I am very happy to spend the rest of my evening with you right here. If you still want dinner, I can have it sent up from room service. Otherwise, I would just be happy to hold you like this."
"This is fine, just hold me. I'm suddenly not hungry any more."
I was sober enough to realize what was happening and I found myself wanting it to. I looked into those deep, dark eyes and let myself fall into them. I raised my arms and slipped them around his neck as I pressed my cheek to his shoulder. He tightened his grip and pulled me against him as he kissed my hair. I closed my eyes just to enjoy the feel of his tight body and smell the musky scent of him. As he moved his hands up my back and around to cup my breasts, I sighed in pleasure.



I moved back just enough to allow his hands free access to my breasts and turned my face into his searching for his lips. I found them and pressed mine to his. I could feel his lips open and I slid my tongue into him. I felt the curve of his lips as he smiled into our kiss. In seconds our tongues were battling each other and the taste of him was more than I could bear. I wanted him and I wanted to be wanted by him. It seemed to be all that I could think of: his mouth, his body and his hands, roaming all over me. I wanted his touch everywhere and I moaned my approval as his hands moved down over my tight stomach, my lower abdomen and finally slid into the valley between my legs.
As my legs struggled to keep me upright, Ben bent down and picked me up like I weighed nothing. He looked into my eyes as he carried me to the bed and gently laid me down. He backed away and I watched as he unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it off, revealing a well toned chest and stomach. I couldn't take my eyes from him as he then unbuckled his pants and slid them down to his ankles. He straightened up and stepped out of the pants and kicked them away.
His well toned body was all I had thought it would be and now he stood there in only his boxers and the tent in them was more than I could stand. I made a soft sound of impatience and waited for him to make the final move. I glanced up to his face and then back down to that bulge. I licked my lips and my eyes couldn't wait to feast on the object I knew was waiting.
With a small laugh, Ben dropped his boxers and I was not disappointed. His beautiful cock stood proudly out in front of him as he moved to the bed. He knelt over me and waited. I immediately reached for him and pulled him to me. I wanted him in my mouth and I wanted to give him all the pleasure I could. I took him in almost to the base in one motion. My tongue began to swirl around the shaft and I could taste the small amount of pre cum that had already begun. I was in heaven and I began to bob my head up and down the shaft, trying to give him all the pleasure I was feeling. Ben groaned in delight but didn't let me get much further before pulling my head away from his erection.
I groaned in disappointment until he began to undress me. I felt the buttons of my blouse give and then he was pushing my blouse off my shoulders. I shrugged out of it and reached behind to unhook my bra. Ben had already moved to my slacks and he urged my hips up to allow him to slid the slacks down over my legs and off. My panties quickly followed and I was now gloriously naked and waiting for whatever came next. I knew now that I was his to do with as he chose. I would deny him nothing.
Ben pushed me gently onto my side while he moved behind me. I rested my head on my arms as I felt his hand slide between my legs. I was already wet and when he pushed against my labia, he slid in without resistance. His entrance set off a wave of pleasure in me that began at my toes and moved up my body to my stomach. I sighed and opened my legs further to give him more room. He obliged me by inserting two and then three fingers inside me as he began to rub over my clit on each stroke. It took only minutes for the first orgasm to hit me and I rode the wave of pleasure until it slowly subsided.
But Ben wasn't done. He began to finger fuck me again until I was pushing against his fingers, anticipating another orgasm. As he felt this, Ben withdrew his fingers and before my moan of disappointment could form, he had pushed his cock into me from behind. The pleasure was incredible and I let out a groan that was loud enough to be heard in the adjoining rooms. I didn't care. The pleasure was intense and I reveled in it.
Once his cock was in, Ben reached around me and took my tits in his hands and began to gently squeeze my nipples. I loved the sensations of his cock inside me and his hands holding my tits. As Ben began to pump in and out of my hot cavern of pleasure, I began to push back to increase the sensation. It took only minutes before I climaxed a second time and then almost immediately, a third time. This time, I felt Ben shoot his sperm deep into me and it doubled the intensity of my orgasm. I was lost for minutes in the feeling and I kept my legs tightly closed and my hands on his to keep the feeling going and Ben inside me.
It seemed like hours later that I finally came to my senses. I felt Ben behind me but his cock had slipped out and he was just watching me, his head supported by his arm.
********************************
The feelings from that memory were so intense that Annabeth had to stop. She was overwhelmed by fear that she had destroyed what she had with Ben. The pain was so intense that she broke down in tears and her head dropped to the table, crying again uncontrollably.
Ben Chase
I woke just once sometime after dark and took a minute before realizing where I was. Since the house was quiet and dark, I assumed that my host was asleep and it was night. I lay there for a few minutes just trying to feel something other than the pain but that was all I had. I closed my eyes again and tried to think of a warm beach on a clear blue ocean in a tropical resort but saw only my wife being fucked by another man. I squeezed my eyes shut and bit down on my lip so the pain would break my thoughts. It worked and I let the physical pain overcome the mental. I fell asleep trying to keep them separate.
The next time I woke, it was daytime and the sun was coming in the gaps around the blinds drawn over the window. I thought I could smell coffee and I swung my legs out of the bed and onto the soft carpeted floor. I sat there, trying to wake up and finally rose to try to find a john to relieved quite a few hours of piss. I walked out of the room and saw the john to the left down a short hall. I shuffled to the door and found a neat bathroom with the ubiquitous guest soaps and guest towels. Whatever. I needed to piss and then to splash some water on my face which I proceeded to do. I noticed the shower and a couple of nice bath towels and thought 'what the hell'. I took a nice hot shower with a cold rinse and I felt like a new man. I dried myself off with one of the nice fluffy towels and dressed in my dirty clothes. Well, at least the body was clean.
I found Bill in the kitchen and he greeted me with a mug of hot black coffee. I took the mug gratefully and sipped the strong liquid, feeling some life flow into me. I raised my head and looked at him to see him watching me. I hope I hadn't said anything too bad last night but the way I was feeling, I could have. But as I returned his gaze, I saw only friendliness and interest. I now remembered I had begun to tell him my story. I think it had finally caught up with me during my telling and I don't remember much after that.
"Well, Bill, what did I do and how bad was it? I guess I don't remember much about last night except that you were there and we started talking. Did I tell you much before I passed out?"
"You were fine Ben and we got along great. You were telling me about your folks and we had just begun to get into things when everything finally came down on your shoulders. I just brought you here, gave you a bite to eat and then helped you to bed before you collapsed right here on the floor. Look's like the rest did you good. How do you feel this morning?"
"A thousand percent better than yesterday, that's for sure. I appreciate what you did for me and I apologize for putting you through that. You had no need to do that for someone you don't even know."
"Well, it's sort of what I used to do. I'm a psychiatrist, or at least I used to be. Haven't practiced for over two years but you caught my interest and truth be told, I was bored to death. So, I don't think I was doing you any favors, it was more selfish than that."
"Well, I appreciate the bed and the food but I don't want to impose. I'll just be heading out if you can point me in the direction of the bar where I believe I left my car."
"Well, I can do that, but to be honest, I do wish you would stay and finish your story. I was really caught up in your family and I was waiting for what was coming next. I'll make us some breakfast and we can eat and then go into what passes for my study and you can finish telling me your story. Please think about it while I put on some bacon and eggs."
Well, as he talked, most of last night came back to me and I did remember telling him about my mom and dad and letting him read mom's letter. I also remember feeling somewhat better after telling him what I did. Maybe I could stay and we could talk. Could be something good could come from it and I had nowhere else to go. As I thought that, I found I had no desire to talk to Beth or to even call her. It was still too painful to go there.
Bill was as good as his word and we sat down to a huge breakfast of bacon, eggs, hash browns and hot buttered toast. It went down real good and I enjoyed every last bite. Bill put his share away as well and he seemed to enjoy having the company. I remember he did say his wife had died a year or so ago so I imagine he was quite lonely most of the time. No kids and no relatives close by he said.
Well, we finished, I helped clear the table and dry while he washed and we took our coffee into the room he called his study. It was dark, warm and gave me a good feeling as I sat down in a soft leather chair while Bill took the swivel chair behind the desk. He looked right at home so I could see him practicing his craft from here.
"Well, can you tell me where I left off last night before I made a fool of myself? I just don't remember much after giving you mom's letter."
"You told me you had graduated as a Chemical Engineer and had seen a lot of the world but wanted to settle down at home."
I remembered now. I had taken mom's letter back and folded it neatly into it's dog-eared envelope and put it back in my jacket pocket. That's when the fatigue hit me and I almost lost it.
OK, I would start there and see what came out.
***************************
The company I worked for put me to work directing new construction projects around the east coast. We had several new refineries and cracking facilities going in and I had lots of experience in those areas so I moved around the area, looking at sites, organizing contractors, setting up schedules and in general coordinating. I was a good coordinator, easy to work with, quick to adjust to changes and just hard assed enough to get the job done without pissing everyone off. I did quite well financially and I was able to put a lot away for the proverbial rainy day. Things were very good. That's when I met Annabeth Foster.
Beth was a realtor and she and I met on the job. I had dealings with her and we got to know each other really well over a period of several weeks and I finally asked her out. We dated for some time and we both knew it was serious. I finally proposed to her about six months later and she accepted. We were married in 1997, in Chester where we still live. Or at least we used to. I don't know anymore.
I stopped to take a drink of the coffee, but found it cold. I told Bill to hold on till I got a refill. It gave me time to swallow the bile that threatened to come up into my mouth. I took several deep breaths and held my breath until my stomach quieted down again. The coffee suddenly didn't appeal to me so I left the cup in the kitchen and picked up a glass of water instead. I went back in and sat down. Bill took one look and I think he guessed what had happened, but to his credit, he said nothing.
My job takes me away from home several times a month. I'm usually not very far but sometimes I just choose to stay in a motel rather than make the long drive home. Since I have to turn right around the next day, it's simpler. Beth hates it but it is a lot easier on me that way. I've been doing that since we were married eight years ago and she knew it going in. But lately she's been complaining more and more about it. So I try to limit my trips but it wasn't enough apparently.
I had to stop for a moment since my anger had flared up during that last thought. I still wanted to tell my story to Bill, but I had to bite down on my anger or else it would just become a bitching session.
Anyway, Beth and I had discussed kids but neither of us really wanted them. She thought maybe later on but I don't think she was serious. We've been lucky so far that she hasn't gotten pregnant. Our sex life has always been great. We made out on our first date and we have been lovers ever since. We have sex maybe two times a week and often more than that. Beth is easy to arouse and she had no trouble coming to a climax or two during our lovemaking. I'm not very big but she has never mentioned it, always claiming to be satisfied. Now I have to rethink that apparently.
I'm sorry for wandering around on you Bill but it's getting harder and harder as I get closer and closer to what happened. I hope you can stay with me. I'll get there, I promise.
Bill Austin
I could see that Ben was struggling as he began to get closer in time to the event that triggered his traumatic flight from his home. I had not had to guide or steer him so far and he seemed to have a natural flare for telling a story. If he could go through without guidance from me, the story would be closer to how he saw it rather than how I directed him to see it. Right now, he was breathing a little hard and I could see the pain in his face as events got more and more stressful. I thought this might be a good time to take a break.
"Why don't we stop for a few minutes to get some iced tea? I have a gallon of sweet tea in the refrigerator and it's really good. I'll get some ice and we can take a walk around the yard till you feel calm enough to continue. I know this can be very stressful and it's important that you remain as calm as possible so we can get the truth about everything."
"What do you mean, the truth. Why would I lie to you? I don't even know you well enough to be talking to you but for some reason I want to. Strange, but true. Anyway, I won't lie."
"Not intentionally, but the mind plays tricks when it's in pain. I don't mean you would lie about anything but stress may make you say things you don't mean or interpret things in a way that is incorrect. Let's just take the time, OK?"
Ben agreed so I got us both a glass of iced tea and we took it out the back door and onto my little deck. We stood at the railing and gazed at the trees lining the back of my lot. Behind the trees were woods, deep and old. I had investigated some of the trails running away into the woods but they led nowhere. It was pleasant just to stand and watch the wind toss the leaves, making silver flashes when the undersides turned over. We stood there for ten minutes or so and I could see Ben begin to relax. It was good to see some peace come over him. I answered some of his questions about me when he started to ask. It was no secret so I answered him as truthfully as possible. He seemed interested and we talked about me for a little while.
We stayed out there for some time until it began to get a little chilly. It was warm for September but not for someone my age. I led Ben back into the warm kitchen and we sat at the kitchen table, a little more casual than my study. This way, Ben might remain more relaxed.
I would urge Ben to begin his story again with a more relaxed attitude.
Annabeth Chase
Remembering the past wasn't doing me any good. Why think about what I had instead of how I screwed it up. I know I screwed up big time but I don't know why. How in the hell did it get to this point in my life? I loved Ben with all my heart and he is the only man I have ever loved. I loved him from the first date and I've never wavered once. Even when we argued and fought, I never felt differently. I could get angry and yell at him but I always knew that he would be there for me if I needed or wanted him. He felt the same about me, I was sure. But now, I honestly didn't know what he felt. All I could remember was the look on his face when he came into the bedroom and saw me and George together.
Even now, three days later, I could see his face. I saw it in my dreams, when I closed my eyes or when I looked in the mirror. The pain, the disappointment and the anger all there in his eyes as he watched George Jenkins fuck me from behind. I thought again about how it had come to be.
George and I flirted outrageously during our times together at the Manna House. He always found a way to be next to me in the serving line and he made it a point to press against me in different ways, reaching across me for something, reaching over to point to something, handing me a spoon or ladle with our hands touching longer than necessary. I understood what he was doing even then but I didn't object or even try to stop it. I loved the flirting and the implied promise even though I never intended to keep it. It was just a game, an innocent game with a cute man who was interesting and interested in me. I was flattered and somewhat aroused by the thought. But I never intended anything other than innocent fun.
The last time we had worked together was just a week ago Wednesday. I was serving the potatoes and George was handling the vegetables. We had been serving and laughing while working and there was a lot of touching and bumping. It was always crowded behind the counter but not that crowded. But I enjoyed it as always and did my share of touching as well. Things were fun until the rush died and George and I were relieved to take a break. Since George smoked, I often accompanied him outside in the back so he could have his cigarette. I didn't mind as Ben still smoked a little.
I was leaning against the wall, enjoying the feel of the warm September sun on my face with my eyes closed. George had pulled out his cigarettes and his lighter and I waited for the metallic click of the metal top, thinking of nothing in particular. Just as I was about to ask him something, I felt his lips on mine! The shock was intense but the feeling of pleasure was something I was unprepared for. I felt a warm tingle in my lips as he kissed me with more intensity. I responded and kissed him back.
As I enjoyed the unfamiliar feelings, his tongue pushed against my lips and I opened to him. The pleasure intensified as we kissed and I felt his arms come around me and pull my body tight against his. I was almost lost in the sensations and I felt his erection pushing against my stomach. I was totally relaxed in his arms and I murmured his name into his mouth when I suddenly realized what I was doing. I knew it was wrong but it felt so good. I wanted this to continue but I knew it couldn't, at least not here.
I pushed back, away from his body and his kiss and held out my hand to stop him. Then the guilt began. What the hell was I doing? This was not my husband! This was another man and I had let my body betray me into feelings and desires that were wrong! Wrong! I tried to say something to George but the words couldn't make their way through my tightened throat. I was having difficulty breathing and I finally just turned away and ran back through the door into the store room, where I grabbed my coat and purse and, mumbling something to the first person I saw, left. I found my car and drove home almost on instinct. Once home, I ran into the bathroom, tore off my clothes and staggered into the shower where I let the hot water run and run, cleaning my deceitful body of those desires and sensations that shamed me.
I finally calmed down enough to begin dinner for Ben while I fought hard to put the whole episode out of my mind. I was ashamed of what I had done but at the same time, exhilarated, and I knew then that I could no longer work at the Manna House with George. I had lost control of myself today and there was no assurance that it wouldn't happen again in the same circumstances. I had no control and no thoughts while it was happening and it could have gotten much worse. No, I had to quit. I would call tomorrow and let them know.



With that decision made I felt much better and when Ben came home, I was in a good mood. We ate a nice meal, watched some television and went to bed where I made Ben very, very happy. It had been a long time since I had given him a blow job and let him return the favor but that night I did that and more. It was great and Ben was content. Only once did I have a thrill of fear when he asked me what had gotten into me. I just laughed and said I had watched an Oprah that turned me on. He let it go since I had my hand on his cock at the time.
I resigned as I planned and things seemed to calm down over the next few weeks. Ben had been working on a project close to Chester where we lived and he was always home by 5:00 or 5:30 p.m.. Things were good and I was content. The episode with George gradually faded to a pleasant memory and I began to consider other things to do with my time. Maybe a garden? Something close to home? Something safe! Well, I had some ideas and I would let them develop.
It was a week later when Ben told me that he had to drive over to a town called Ambridge in the western part of the state. I was a little upset, reminding him that we had planned to meet Roger and Stacey for dinner. They were two of our best friends and we often went out to dinner together.
When he looked at me like I was just a little slow and said to call them and cancel, I got angry. I couldn't understand how he could be so unconcerned. This was too much like it had been before and it was too much for me to take without comment. I remember getting into it with him and I think I was over reacting when I screamed at him, telling him he was an insensitive prick. I think those were the words. I know I started to cry and I finally just ran to our bedroom and lay there on the bed sobbing uncontrollably.
While I was there, Ben left to go to work. That's how we left it. I stayed there until my anger cooled and then went outside to my new project; a fish pond with outdoor goldfish. Ben had helped me install it and we had planted a nice border around it with a bench to sit and watch. It was a beautiful little place and Ben and I both loved it already. But now it had lost some of its glamour. I was still angry and I wanted Ben to understand that he had to begin to put me first, rather than his job. Maybe I was being selfish but there it was. I was going to have it out with him when he got back from this trip.
Ben Chase
Bill was right. The walk and the fresh air did a lot of good for my mind and body. I didn't realize how tight and tense I was until the warm sun relaxed my bunched muscles and the constant crick in my neck began to loosen. As we walked and talked about nothing in particular, I began to wonder a little about my host. Here I was, a stranger from a bar, walking and talking and, in general, sharing my most intimate life with a man that I knew nothing about, other than the little he told me. The fact that I believed him without thought was strange in itself. Maybe now was the time for some question for him.
"Tell me a little about yourself, Bill. You say you were married for a long time?"
"Yes, my wife Mary and I were married for a little over 42 years. We met in college and married after graduation, back in '61. She taught school right here in Dayton while I opened a practice later after I finished my internship at a hospital in Fort Wayne. We were very happy here and neither of us ever wanted to see other parts of the world. Oh we took the vacations to Mexico and Canada and once, to Bermuda, but other than that, this was our world."
"How did she die? Was it an illness or do you mind my asking?"
"Mary died of cancer about a year ago. She died at home in bed, with me lying next to her. She died in her sleep. I remember waking up and knowing right away that she was gone. When you sleep with someone for that many years, you know right away."
Bill retreated into his own memories then and we just walked together for another ten minutes before Bill stopped and turned around.
"I think it's time we got back. It's getting a little chilly."
It was very warm for September but I followed him back inside. It was time to get on with it.
*************************
Where was I? Oh yes, I remember. I was telling you about our sex life and our life together. Well, as I said, Beth and I enjoyed sex with each other and we were sort of adventurous. We did a little of everything at least once and we finally found those things we liked. We stayed with them, varying a little for fun. Beth liked giving and receiving oral and so did I so that became a staple of our lovemaking. She also like missionary sex best so that was our choice. We never got into anal sex and neither of us missed it. But overall, our love life was great.
One of the things Beth hated was my traveling. I didn't do a lot of it, but from time to time I had to take some overnights and sometimes I would stay a few days, just because it was easier on me than a lot of back and forth driving. Beth never liked being alone and neither did I, but I thought that the way I did it was best because I could be home more that way. Beth never saw it that way though. She always complained, mostly to make sure I knew how she felt. Never got into a heated argument about it until this last time.
I had forgotten that we had dinner plans with our friends that night. I knew that I had to make the trip because I had a phone call earlier in the morning telling me of a major snafu that was going to cause a huge delay in the project if it didn't get fixed. That would mean a whole lot more of my time spent away on the site so the only way to fix it was for me to make the trip and talk to the local contractor and see if there was something I could do to make him change his mind. I had the authority to make a deal right then and there so I had no choice.
But when I started to tell Beth, she blew up and started in on me. She wasn't going to listen to reason and she had made up her mind that I did this just to piss her off. She was calling me names and honestly, it pissed me off as well so I just told her to shove it. Well, we really got into it and she finally started crying and she ran up to the bedroom and slammed the door. Rather than try to make it up to her, I was angry so I just left without a word. That's how we ended it that day.
But I felt so bad that I drove down to my office and spent a good two to three hours on the phone trying to see if there was any way in the world that I could avoid that trip. I called everyone connected with anyone and tried to make a deal that would avoid the delay, keep the project on budget and allow me to stay home and make that dinner with Roger and Stacy and make Beth forgive me. It was on my mind and I was determined to make it right.
Well, perseverance and patience paid off and by 11:30 that morning, I had made the deal and the project would proceed on schedule. I deal I made was very good if I do say so myself and I was quite proud of my incredible negotiation skills. I couldn't wait to tell Beth. I picked up the phone but then thought, what the hell. I left the office, went down the street to a florist that I had seen and bought a bouquet of fresh cut flowers. I decided to surprise Beth with a bouquet and an apology in person.
Annabeth Chase
I sat down in front of the pond and just watched the golden flashes as the fish darted through the crystal clear water. The new pump and filter set Ben brought home last week was doing the job of keeping the water clear and clean. The goldfish seemed to like it. I just let my mind calm while I watched them. I was just drifting when I heard a voice from the side of the house. I looked up to see George Jenkins coming around the side.
"George! What are you doing here? Where did you come from?"
"I'm sorry Annabeth. I didn't mean to startle you. I knocked but no one answered so I remembered you talking about your fish and decided to walk around to see if you might be out here and here you are."
"What are you doing here George? I don't think it's a good idea for you to be here. I wish you would just go."
"Please Annabeth. I just wanted to apologize for what happened and plead with you to forgive me. I value our friendship and I couldn't bear it if we couldn't have that back."
"There's nothing to forgive George. Now, please, just go away. Please."
Rather than leave as I asked, George just came over to the bench and sat down beside me. He took my face in his hand and tilted it up to look into my eyes.
"I won't leave until you forgive me Annabeth. Will you do that?"
I looked into those eyes and I was lost. I couldn't speak as he held my face in his hand. As I began to shiver, he bent down and kissed me just as he had the last time we were together. God forgive me, I kissed him back. He rose from the bench and took my hands in his and pulled me up. He put his arm around my waist and led me back up the stairs into the kitchen.
Once we were inside, he began to kiss me again and now I gave in willingly. I felt his hands unbutton my blouse and then his hand move inside to my breast. He slid his hand under the elastic of the bra strap and took my nipple in his fingers. He rolled and squeezed until I was moaning with pleasure. He slid my blouse off my shoulders and down my arms, the bra somehow following. He now used both hands on my exposed tits and the pleasure I felt was agonizing.
"Why don't we take this into the bedroom? I want to make love to you my Beth. Let me give you the pleasure you deserve."
I took his hand and pulled him up the stairs to our bedroom. I had a momentary thought of Ben but it disappeared in a flash of anger. This was his fault for not being here where he belonged! As I walked to the bed, I turned and began to remove his shirt just as he had mine. We proceeded to undress each other and soon we were both naked and ready. I sat down on the edge of the bed and took his cock in my hand. It was shorter than Ben's but it was a very nice cock, There was a drop of cum on the head and I used my thumb to rub it around on the tip. I loved to suck cock and there was a beautiful one right in front of me. I did what was natural and I took it into my mouth.
I have to admit that at that point, I wasn't thinking. I was just reacting to sexual pleasure and there was nothing of love in it. It was simply lust and I gave in to it. Ben was not even in my mind. I wasn't cheating on him because at that point in time, he didn't exist for me. Only George and his cock was real.
I sucked George off until he came in my mouth. I never had a problem swallowing Ben's cum so this was no different. Since it went into the back of my mouth and directly down my throat, I don't even know if it tasted any different. Maybe, but I didn't care. I just kept on sucking until I felt George's cock begin to stiffen again. Now I pushed him away and moved back up on the bed. I wanted George to fuck me now and fuck me hard. George was willing and ready.
I lay back in the missionary position and waited until he stuck his cock into my wet pussy. Once he was in, I raised my legs and wrapped them around his waist. He began a nice steady in and out pumping that I enjoyed tremendously. I was beginning to feel some stirrings in my loins and I began to encourage George to pump me hard and fast. He obliged and I began to meet each thrust with one of my own. I felt my climax begin and I gripped George's waist with my legs as he began to slam into me grunting on each thrust. He came, exploding into me while I held him deep inside me. It was incredible!
We lay together, George on top and me underneath him, enjoying the weight of him. I began to wiggle my hips and George pressed himself against me. I could feel his cock begin to harden and I moved my hand down to grip him tightly. I started to jack him off but he moved back and straddled my body again, pushing his cock against my tits. He slid between my mounds and began to pump away, the tip just about touching my mouth on each stroke. I squeezed my tits around his cock and he groaned in pleasure. He was getting harder and harder.
I knew that I was going to get one more climax out of him and I couldn't wait. He slid down my body until he was poised just outside my pussy. I reached down, took him in my hand and directed him to the proper place. He moved his hips forward and slipped inside me with ease. I folded my legs back against my body to give him a better angle allowing him to go deeper and he complied.
I wanted him to give it to me hard but he just continued to go at me with a slow steady pace that I didn't want. I dropped my legs and pushed at him until he rolled off me, looking surprised. I just turned around and rose up onto my hands and knees presenting him a new target. He quickly got the idea and mounted me from behind. He slid in easily and began to pump as before, but now I could push back. As he got a rhythm going, I began to rock back into him on every stroke until he began to become excited. Now he was fucking me like I wanted it.
I gave him some verbal encouragement urging him on which seemed to do the trick. He was slamming into me and I stopped pushing back since he had it under control. When he grabbed my hair and pulled my head back I began to build toward an orgasm. I was just beginning to feel a climax approach when I heard something. I looked toward the door and saw Ben.
Ben Chase
"I drove home with the flowers and an apology which I continued to practice as I drove. I needed to make sure that Beth heard me loud and clear. I wanted nothing to come between her and I and our marriage. If the job was becoming too much, I would look for something else. I just needed her to know that and to know that I loved her enough to do anything I could to make her happy. I would do it for her.
I pulled in to our drive and noticed the dark blue Range Rover parked out in front of the house. I didn't recognize it but that wasn't unusual. We often had people parking in front of our house when there was a party in the neighborhood, or if someone was visiting the neighbors across the street, they had to park in the direction of travel or else get a ticket so sometimes people just parked and walked across the street. Either way, it was not in my way so I just ignored it. I took my flowers and walked into the house.
It was quiet which meant that Beth was probably upstairs in the spare room working on some of her signs and plaques for one of her charities. She spent a lot of time up there so we had it fixed up quite nicely, with lots of light and plenty of shelves for her stuff. I went up the stairs quietly so as to surprise her. When I reached the landing at the top of the stairs, I started toward the right where the spare room was located when I heard sounds coming from our bedroom. I stopped and moved that way, holding the flowers out in front of me as a peace offering. I tiptoed my way to the door and looked in. What I saw almost caused me a heart attack.
The picture is burned into my mind. I can't make it go away. It is as clear as a photograph and as hard to look at as a train wreck. But, I'll describe it for you. I saw two people on our bed. The man was on his knees, naked and sweaty. He had his hands on Beth's hips, gripping her tightly as he rammed his cock into her from behind. Beth was on her hands and knees, with her head down on the pillow, both hands grabbing the bedspread and her face grimacing in pleasure. I vaguely remember hearing her saying something to the effect of 'pound me with your cock' or something like that. His face was contorted, mostly in pleasure I imagine. I didn't recognize him.
That is the picture that I have ingrained into my brain. My wife, fucking another man in our bed. It wasn't rape and it wasn't a mistake. She was enjoying it. I could tell that from her face. It was all I needed to see. I threw the flowers away, turned and ran down the stairs to my car. I got in, started driving and ended up here two days later. I haven't called or let her know where I am and I don't want to. I don't know what I want to do. I know what my dad did and now I know why."
**************************
That was my story. I looked at Bill and was surprised to see his eyes shining with unshed tears. He had listened carefully and quietly to my story and I had to admit that I felt much better now that I had told someone. I slumped down in my chair.
Beth Chase
The shock of seeing Ben standing there was more than I could process. I just gaped at him with my mouth open, no words coming to mind. I was stunned! Ben? My Ben? He wasn't supposed to be home. He was driving west toward some God forsaken place in western Pennsylvania. I hadn't seen him, had I?
Suddenly I realized what I was doing and what Ben saw when he looked in the doorway. I felt George behind me, driving his cock into me and slamming into me while I knelt there on my hands and knees loving it. The panic hit and I almost lost it. The sudden jolt to my system gave me the strength to rise up and throw George off of me. I didn't even feel him pull out as I swung my legs off the bed and ran to the doorway in time to see Ben's departing back as he went down the stairs and out the door. I was moving to try to stop him when I stepped on flowers scattered on the floor.
I stopped as if I had run into a brick wall! I looked down at the bouquet of flowers, now spread across the hall and I collapsed. I slid down to the floor and the immensity of what I had done came down on my shoulders like a weight I couldn't support, crushing me down until I couldn't breathe! I struggled to find some air but nothing was happening. I couldn't move, I couldn't cry and I couldn't call for help. I just sat there, slumped against the wall, my bare feet surrounded by the blossoms of the flowers Ben had brought me.
George came out into the hall, asking me what had just happened. He hadn't seen Ben and he didn't know why I had run out of the room. I heard his voice, asking me what was wrong and what happened. I couldn't answer him. I just sat there leaning against the wall, my naked body obscenely visible to him. Suddenly the whole thing became nothing more than a disgusting episode of a cheating wife fucking a man she hardly knew in the bed she shared with her husband.
Now the truth came back and the truth made me sick. I scrambled up and ran to the bathroom, sick to my stomach and sick at heart. I closed and locked the door, turning to the commode just in time. When George came down to knock and ask if I was alright, I just cowered there on the bathroom floor not answering until he went away. I stayed there for the next hour until I felt it was safe to come out. George had gone, thank God.
I ran the shower on full hot and stood there letting it wash the shame away. I had no answers to give to Ben should he care enough to ask. I had no idea why I had done what I did with George there in our bed in our home. I had shame enough to fill the hole in my heart but no answers. I didn't even know where Ben was or when he would come back if ever. Ben was not a man to accept what I had done. I had no choice now but to wait for his judgment.
Bill Austin
It was clear to me now what Ben was feeling. His mother had betrayed his father and the father was unable to come to grips with it. In the end, he decided to take his own life rather than try to face the reality of what his wife had done. Ben at that age knew nothing about fidelity or cheating and all he saw was that his father had left him behind. That was all the reality a boy his age could understand. Further, because of the trauma of her part in her husband's death, the mother fought a losing battle with guilt, remorse and loss. She was also unable to face the pain that she had caused her husband and she took her life as well.



Both of these actions were interpreted by Ben as desertion. Both his parents had deserted him and left him to fend for himself. He grew up believing that, never knowing the real story until he reached eighteen. By that time, the man he was to become had already been formed. The truth then was more academic than anything else.
Annabeth, Ben's wife, had cheated on him with another man. Ben had to come to grips with that somehow but his coping mechanisms were formed all those years ago in a house with very similar circumstances. But even though he now understood the reasons for his parent's actions, he subconsciously saw only the facts. His mother cheated, causing his father's death. His father's death caused his mother to kill herself. Now, his wife had cheated. His course of action was suggesting itself even now.
That's why I told Beth that she had best stay away from Ben now. His actions were going to be difficult to predict given his history. Beth obviously wasn't aware of that part of his past and she didn't understand the irony of what she did. Infidelity was bad enough but to a man with Ben's past, it could be deadly It was very likely that someone was going to be hurt.
I looked at the clock, surprised to find that we had talked away the morning and part of the afternoon. I finally got up telling Ben that we should get some dinner and then talk some more. When he told me that I had heard all of his story, I just laughed and said that we had so much more to talk about now that I knew his background. It caused him to tense up a little but I assured him that we would not be doing any really deep stuff and that he was only a little crazy. That got a laugh so I let it slide for now. I thought that we could go back to the bar where we met yesterday for some dinner and a few beers. Ben was certainly more relaxed now and I wanted to keep him that way.
Ben Chase
Telling Bill my story had really wiped me out. I was as tired as if I had spent the day working in the mill like my daddy. My back was sore, my legs ached and I felt as though I could sleep for a month. Part of that was tension, part fatigue and part emotion. I didn't know which was which, I was just beat. When Bill suggested that we had more to talk about, I guess I didn't want to hear that but then he broke the tension with his crazy comment and then suggested we go out to eat. I could eat and I wanted a beer in the worst way. So off we went.
At the bar, things seemed about the same. It was later now than it had been when I first met Bill and there were many more people around. Seems Bill knew a lot of them since there were greetings flying all over the place. He seemed to be very popular: a regular. I watched him interact with several and found him to be smooth and easy going. That was my impression of him too, so I guess he was just what he seemed. We moved to a table and Bill ordered burgers and onion rings for both of us with a cold beer. I relaxed back and looked around. I watched several nice looking women move in on some of the guys and concluded that they were pros. When I mentioned it to Bill, he just nodded affirmatively and let it go. Fine with me.
While I was downing the burger, I saw a well dressed woman about my age come in to the bar, look around and then move onto a stool. She was quite good looking and very polished. She looked different than most of the pros and I watched as several guys made a move on her all of which she rebuffed. Interested, I began to watch to see what she was doing. I noticed a man at the other end of the bar looking in her direction but otherwise making no move. Now I was fascinated and continued to watch. My curiosity was rewarded when she nodded her head slightly in his direction, slid off the stool and went toward the restrooms. The man at the bar followed. I told Bill that I wanted to use the restrooms and followed them.
I hung back, watched as they came together in the hall, not noticing me pressed back against the wall in the shadows. They whispered and then she reached out her hand and pressed it lightly against his cheek. That's when I noticed the wedding ring. She moved away and walked back to the bar. He did the same except that he put some money on the bar and went out the door rather than return to his seat. Within a minute, the woman left as well.
I knew that I has just witnessed a clandestine meeting and the woman was probably married and wanted to meet her lover. They had come here separately and then left to be together. I knew that somewhere, some man was being cuckolded, just like me. All of a sudden, the pain and grief that I felt that night at home came crashing back. Along with the pain came a feeling of rage, rage so intense at the stupid bitch and her lover. What in the hell were they doing? Someone should teach them both a lesson. I gasped, struggling to breathe and I felt the blood drain from my head. I was almost in danger of passing out when I rose from my seat to almost run from the bar into the cool night air.
I crashed out the door, looked around for them but they were gone. Suddenly the rage just evaporated and I staggered to one side and bent over, trying to catch my breath. The hamburger I had just enjoyed came back up in an explosive purging. I heaved everything I had and continued to heave, cramps clutching at my gut till I cried out in pain. I was sweating and fighting for control when I felt Bill's hand on my shoulder.
"Don't fight it, Ben. Let it control you first. Let it run it's course. You have no choice but to allow it free rein. It will pass. Just let it go. Don't fight it. Just breathe, easy breaths, easy breaths."
His words didn't mean much but his soothing voice helped. The rage which had threatened to overcome me had disappeared. I forgot the pain and the discomfort and concentrated on his voice. Don't fight. Let go. Over and over until I could finally hear the words and begin to follow his advice. I was shivering uncontrollably but the cramps began to loosen, blood began to flow into my brain again and I was able to straighten up and lean against the cool bricks of the outside wall of the bar. Things began to register and I felt the coils of tension loosen and finally break free. I took several deep breaths, bringing oxygen back to my starving lungs. The shivers passed and I saw Bill standing there with a worried look on his face. I tried to smile at him.
"I'll be OK now. It's passing and I feel much better. Sorry I scared you."
"Can you tell me what happened? Do you know what set this off? It's important to tell me what happened. Can you do that?"
I shook my head yes and took a couple of deep breaths, feeling the bands around my chest slip away and my breathing become normal again.
"I was watching a woman at the bar. She was my age, quite pretty and well dressed. She wasn't a pro because she rebuffed several of the guys who tried to pick her up. I noticed a man at the other end of the bar and I saw them looking at each other. I followed them when they went toward the restrooms and I saw them kiss and exchange words. Then he left the bar and she followed within a few minutes. I knew then that they were meeting and that she was cheating on her husband. That's all I remember, till now."
Bill was shaking his head in apparent understanding. He must have known who she was since he never bothered to say anything when he saw me looking at her. He seemed to be satisfied about what I told him but for the life of me I didn't know why. But, he decided it was time for us to head back to his place and that's what we did.
Bill Austin
Once Ben told me what he had experienced and what brought it on, I knew that my original opinion was correct. Ben was very close to moving in the direction his subconscious was pulling him and violence was not that far away. I saw the fury in his eyes just before he got up to run out the door. Had he found them I was sure that he would have done violence. I was sure that he also felt the misery that had driven him to me and I knew he had to fight to stay sane but his coping tools were sadly incapable of handling this. I had to do something.
Ben was able to calm down on the walk back to my place. He had suffered two major shocks to his system in less than 72 hours and it was beginning to have an effect on him. I knew that without my help, he was moving more and more toward taking some drastic action. I was afraid that given his past, harm to himself was high on his list, even if he didn't see it for himself. I could see it building. Something had to be done.
Annabeth Chase
I was still waiting for a call back from the man that called yesterday. He said Ben was with him and that it wasn't smart for me to talk with him just yet. I didn't agree but since I didn't know who he was or where he and Ben were, I had no choice. I didn't know what else to do but wait. I had called the Manna House and told them I couldn't help them any more. George had called me three or four times now and I asked him each time not to call me again. This last time, I finally told him that Ben had seen us that time and George was shocked. He wanted to know what Ben said and I told him that Ben had left me and hadn't called me at all since. George was very sad to hear that, but then he asked me if I wanted to get together again. I told him that my marriage was the only thing on my mind right now and that was all I was concerned with. He promised to keep in touch but I just hung up without replying.
I had spent the last day wondering what the man meant when he asked me about Ben's parents. What in the world did that have to do with anything? I couldn't remember Ben saying anything other than they were killed in an accident. What kind of accident, I didn't know and Ben never said. Maybe it was important. I thought about it and then decided to take a chance and call Pearl, Ben's grandmother. I could ask her if she had any more information. That decided, I found her number and used my cell to call her. I wanted to keep the phone open in case the man called again.
I reached Pearl at her home and talked with her for a few minutes. It was hard since we didn't have much in common and she and I had never formed a bond. Ben was her only concern and she didn't have much left for others, including me. But, she was civil and I finally asked her about Ben's parents. Her response was weird. She fist asked me where Ben was. When I told her he was out of town on a job, she asked several questions, indicating she didn't believe me. She then asked me what he had told me and I said that he indicated they died in an accident. She was quiet at that but finally asked me if I had some time to come over to her place for a talk. I quickly agreed, intrigued now with her attitude.
When I arrived about an hour later, she was waiting for me. She asked me to sit in the little family room of her home and brought in a plate of cookies and a pot of tea. We sat and she poured, just like a little old lady of money. I knew that she came from a poor family so I assumed that there were affects that she had learned to try to rise above her early life. She seemed comfortable with it so I accepted her offer of tea.
"Now then, why the sudden interest in our Ben's family? Has something happened to make you curious?"
"No, not really. Someone asked me about it the other day and I realized I knew very little. Ben never seemed comfortable talking about it so I decided to ask you. I don't think he would mind."
"I'm sure he would mind, but that's not important. What happened is important and the reason for you asking might be very important. Did you do something that made Ben leave home?"
How in the hell did she know? Was it a lucky guess? I decided to continue with my bluff and see.
"Nothing happened. Ben is on a job like I said. I just wanted to know what really happened."
"I don't believe you girl. I don't know you well at all but I can tell when someone's lying. What'd you do to make him run?"
Shit! I had to tell her something so I decided on the truth. Maybe she would be shocked enough to tell me what really happened. So, I told her and she listened grimly when I got to the part about Ben seeing us together. That's when I knew there was trouble. Pearl just glared at me when I was finished and then she shook her head.
"OK, here's what happened. And you had best listen carefully cause you've opened a big can of worms. Here goes. Ben's mom and dad both killed themselves. His dad first when he was 8 and his mom a year later. That's why I raised him from nine years old on. He never knew what happened until later when he turned eighteen. By then he was already formed and it didn't make no mind."
"I don't understand. What does that have to do with me and what Ben saw?"
"Pauline, Ben's mother, my daughter, cheated on his father, Howard. Pauline told Howard about it and it broke his heart. He tried to deal with it but he couldn't. He waited about two months and then put a shotgun to his mouth and pulled the trigger. Pauline found him that way, coming home from her work. Seems he left her a note, but she told me the note was very bad and she tore it up rather than keep it. But it was already too late. Pauline tried to keep it together and raise Ben but she couldn't get over what she had done to Howard. She wrote Ben a letter, explaining it all and then killed herself by slitting her own wrists. She bled to death in her bed, laying there plain as day for her son to find."
"My God. That's insane. How could they do that to a little boy, leaving him alone like that? What was the matter with them?"
I was appalled at the cruelty of what they did until I suddenly realized the implications! Ben had witnessed me doing the same thing his mother had! I had cheated on him, just as his mother cheated on his father! I looked at Pearl, understanding now what she was trying to tell me.
"Oh, my God. What have I done?"
"More than you know girl. Ben grew up believing his parents had left him behind intentionally. He was angry with them and he never forgave either of them. Once he read the letter, he could understand what they did, but it was too late and he didn't accept it. They left him. That's all he knew and it started with his mother's betrayal of his father. Now do you see?"
I saw and I understood. I knew now what the man meant when he asked me those questions and told me to stay away right now. He knew! Ben must have told him. He must have thought that I cheated knowing the history. He must have thought me cruel and stupid! But, really wasn't I?"
Ben Chase
Bill wanted to talk some more that evening but I didn't. I was feeling a little funny now and maybe that was because everything was finally beginning to sink in. I was no longer angry at Beth. She wasn't worth my anger. She was just a cheating spouse, and they were all too common. Just common whores, just like my mother. And just like my mother, Beth had destroyed our marriage. Well, I would deal with her, but not like my father. He took the easy way out. I wouldn't. Beth would pay.
Bill Austin
Ben was far too calm and quiet for my taste. I wanted to talk but he seemed to be too withdrawn and refused to be drawn into a conversation. It worried me a lot, but I couldn't force him. Maybe by tomorrow, he would be in a better frame of mind. I'd wait and see. When Ben bid me goodnight, I relaxed a little. A good night's sleep would be good for him and we could go into some things tomorrow.
Ben Chase
I got up early while it was still dark. Bill was asleep as I collected my things and carried them out to my car. I had decided last night to end this farce. I had to go back to Chester to set things right and make sure Beth paid. It was the right thing to do. When I made the decision, it just felt right and my stomach relaxed and I felt calm. I was quiet since I didn't want to try to explain to Bill what I was going to do. I did write him a note, giving him my address in Chester so that he could send me a bill for all I owed him. I decided that was only fair since he had gone to so much trouble for me.
I left that morning at just before 6:00 a.m. and it felt good to be heading home. I pulled onto the interstate and set the cruise control and tried to make my plans. It had to be done right away. She couldn't be allowed too much time to try to make it more difficult. I wanted to have it done. I smiled as I anticipated the pain she would feel when I delivered the killing blow. Maybe she could begin to experience some of what I was feeling. I doubted it since she apparently didn't have any feelings for me. If she had, she could never have done that to me. Well, she wouldn't be able to do it much longer. I would see to that.
I drove straight through, taking just under two days to return home. I used my cell to call work and tell them that I was taking two weeks emergency leave to attend to personal matters. I left all the necessary instructions to make sure my people could carry on with the project. Once that was taken care of, I called a few other people that I needed to complete my plans. I would deal with them in person once I got back in town. The last thing I did was make a reservation at the Holiday Inn Express just off the interstate and just seven miles from my house. I wasn't going to let Beth know I was back in town. I wanted to make sure she stayed home where I could find her when it was time. Time for her to pay the final price for her treachery. Dad made a mistake, but I wouldn't! He had hurt himself over her betrayal instead of her, but not me! No sir, she was the one that had to pay!
Bill Austin
When I found the note and Ben gone, I knew I had to call Mrs. Chase and let her know that she might be in danger. I had the distinct impression that Ben had not intended to hurt himself. I feared rather for her. I feared he was going to try to harm his wife. I had to get word to her right away. It would take him some time to get home and she could use the time to get away and go somewhere he couldn't harm her.
I got the number from my office and called her again. She answered on the first ring.
"Hello? Is this you Ben?"
"Hello Mrs. Chase, it's Bill Austin, the one that called you two days ago. Do you remember?"
"Yes, of course. How is Ben? Is he there and can I talk to him? I understand now what you were trying to ask me the last time and I didn't know then, but I do now. Please, let me talk to him. It's important that I tell him what I must. Please?"
"Mrs. Chase, listen to me. Ben isn't here now. He's on his way back to Chester and I'm worried. He let me a note telling me that he's going to fix things right this time. He's referring to his father. I think he may be planning on harming you instead of himself as his father did. I believe he thinks his father was wrong in taking his own life. He feels that he should have done something to his mother instead. Do you understand me?"
There was silence on the other end for a few seconds. I hoped that I had gotten through to her that she was in real danger. She had to believe that so she could take appropriate actions to protect herself.
"Ben wouldn't hurt me, Mr. Austin. I believe that with all my heart. I know Ben and he isn't a violent person. He'll come home and let me explain. He is one of the most gentle and understanding men I have ever known. I believe in him and I'll wait for him. But thank you for letting me know."
"Please Mrs. Chase. Don't be foolish. Ben is in shock now and he is not predictable. I believe you are in danger. Please be careful."
"Thank you again Mr. Austin. I'll be fine and thank you for caring for Ben during this time. Goodbye."
I tried to convince her to change her mind but she had hung up. She didn't believe she was in danger but I did. I couldn't call the police because I had no proof other than my gut feelings. I would wait a couple of days and call back. I would hope for the best till then.



Annabeth Chase
I don't care what he said, Ben would never hurt me. Just because his father and mother killed themselves over an affair, that was not Ben. He would never do anything like that to me or to himself. I believed that. What I did with George was not an affair, at least not yet. We had just had the one day together if I didn't count the time at the Manna House. Whatever, Ben would forgive me, I was sure.
If he was on his way home, I had to be ready for him. I needed to make sure I looked my best and that there was plenty of beer and pizza in the fridge. That's what he liked when he wanted to relax and kick back. I wanted him relaxed and calm when we talked. I knew he would try to understand what I did and he would forgive me. I needed to make a quick run to the store for the beer and I would pick up a couple of frozen pizzas just in case.
Ben Chase
"Are you sure you have everything? You know the address? You know that I want it done at exactly 8:00 p.m. tomorrow night? OK, good. I'll call again tomorrow just before I leave."
Perfect! Everything was in place. It had taken me three days to make the contacts and to get everything that was needed. I just wanted to make it all perfect. Beth needed to be surprised. This way she would not expect a thing. Just to be sure, I decided the time had come for me to call her and set everything up. It had to be done just right. I looked around the room, making sure I had everything packed and ready to take down to the car. I wouldn't check out until tomorrow morning, but I needed to be ready. I admit that I was higher than a kite but what I had planned was really big.
If everything worked according to plan, I would be at least eight hours away when it happened. My contact was ready, he knew the time and he knew what to do. I had been over this time and again in my mind and I knew this is what I wanted. Dad had made a mistake and taken it out on himself instead of mom. I wasn't going down that path. Beth had the affair and she would pay. I was not to blame so why should I hurt myself. That's the mistake dad made. Not me!
Smiling, I reached for the phone and dialed.
"Hello? Ben?"
"Yes Beth, it's me. How are you?"
"Oh my God Ben, where have you been? I've been dying waiting for you to come home. Are you coming home now? I need you here."
"Well, I'm not sure. It seems we have a problem. In case you don't remember, you were fucking another man in our house and in our bed. Did you forget that Beth? Did you forget that you are my wife and that fucking other men is not permitted?"
"Ben, please. Come home so we can talk about this. I need to see you and explain to you what you saw. It's not what you think. Please Ben, give me a chance to tell you my side."
"Are you saying that you weren't fucking that man? It was someone else he had his cock buried in?"
"No, no, Ben, please come home. Come home now and let me explain. Please, Ben"
"Well I guess maybe I didn't see things exactly right? Well, OK if you think you can explain then we should talk."
"Yes! Yes we have to talk. Please come home now so we can talk. I am so afraid right now that you won't understand. I don't want to lose you. Come home now."
"No, I can't do it now. Will you be home tomorrow evening about 8:00? I can come by then if that's OK."
"That's fine. That's perfect. I'll wait for you and I'll have everything ready. Oh, thank you Ben. I was so afraid I would lose you and that would kill me."
"Be there at 8:00 p.m. tomorrow. Goodbye Beth."
With that I hung up the phone before she could say any more. It was as I expected. She never once said anything about causingmepain. Onlyherself. She was worried about whatshewould lose, not whetherIwas OK or in pain. No mention ofmeand what I was feeling, only whatshewas feeling. Just like mom. She screwed over my dad and he killed himself. But she didn't kill herself over guilt, just self pity. She only cared for herself, just like Beth. Fine! Beth would pay, just as my mother should have.
I took my bags down to the car so that I would be ready for tomorrow. I wanted to check out before 11:00 a.m. and make a few stops before getting on the road. I needed some cash and I needed to close some accounts. That would be easy and I could get it all done in about an hour or so. I was ready. I decided to order pizza delivered to the room and I could make a stop at the Kangaroo store next door to pick up some beer and fill the car with gas. I loved pizza and cold beer. God, it felt good to know what I was doing.
Beth Austin
The phone call could have been worse but at least he agreed to come home to let me explain. I had to be sure of what I said to him. He needed to know that I loved him and that I was sorry. I needed to explain to him that I was really upset with him when he left that day and that I was still feeling hurt and angry when George stopped by. I didn't love George or feel anything for him. It was just sex and it was because we had that fight. It was as much his fault as mine but I was sorry and it wouldn't happen again. I needed him to believe that.
I thought about that and decided that I wouldn't mention the part about it being partly his fault. That was too much. Just that I was upset. That was better. If he could forgive me, we could get past it and go on. Ben would forgive me, I was positive of that. Ben was not a violent man and he had incredible patience with me and my mistakes. This was just that: a mistake. A pleasant one for me but a mistake that I wouldn't make again. But I wouldn't include that part, the pleasant part. George was a very good lover and it was too bad it was a one time thing, but it was over. I had my fun, I paid a price and now it was time to get back on the path.
I just had to wait now until tomorrow night. I was ready.
Ben Chase
The accounts were closed, the money was transferred to a new account in a different bank and I had made a cash withdrawal of $5,000 which I put into an envelope. That was to be left in a PO Box at the Post Office indicated by J. D. Peterson, the gentleman taking care of tonight for me. Since we had never met in person, I was just as glad to leave the money there and be on my way. He knew what to do, where to go and he had all he needed to finish the job. He was fine with it this way as was I.
I finished up my business and had an early lunch at a diner outside of town. It was just after 11:30 when I placed a call to Mr. Peterson. When he answered, I told him the money had been dropped in the mailbox he indicated and that I was ready to head out of town. He told me to have a safe trip and that he would call my new cell phone number when it was done. I told him to be sure that he arrived at the house at exactly 8:00 so that I would know when it went down. He agreed, told me to stop worrying and to have a safe trip.
I had the waitress fix me a coffee to go and left the diner. I was on my way to Mexico and my new life. I wanted to be out of the States by tonight so I had chartered a flight to Phoenix, Arizona and I would cross over just south of Tucson into Nogales, Mexico. By 8:00 p.m. I should be there. I would be out of the jurisdiction of the US courts and I could lose myself for a long time. That was the plan. I had a contact there that would give me employment and I had no real desire to make a fortune. Just enough to live on and maybe find a little place of my own. I was done with women for a long time to come and I just wanted to be alone. Where I was going was just right for that.
Annabeth Chase
I looked at the clock again and it was only 7:30, just a minute later than the last time I looked. I was nervous, anxious to get this started, and a little afraid of what might happen. What if Ben couldn't forgive me? I didn't want to live without him but he might not agree. I could only hope and pray that I hadn't ruined the life I had with him. That was my greatest fear: that he wouldn't take me back. Maybe I had messed up too badly. But no! Not Ben. He would forgive me. He had to. What time was it? 7:35.
I checked again to be sure the pizza was coming along and that the beer was cold. I had stocked the fridge just to be sure. I had set the pizza to come out just at 8:00 so we could sit down to hot pizza and cold beer, Ben's favorites. Perfect. He would be in a good mood so he would listen. Yes!
Ben Chase
I crossed the border at the check station at 7:21 pm, just about perfect. I was now in Mexico and it was less than forty minutes to go. I could make it to the little bar that I had found on my last trip here and that's where I would wait.
It was just 7:50 when I parked my car, locked it tight and went into the bar. It was cool and dark here, perfect for waiting. I took a seat at one of the tables and a sweet young thing took my order. Since I spoke fluent Spanish, she smiled and swayed her hips as she walked back to get my beer. She was really cute but she was a female and I wanted nothing to do with them right now. I checked my watch and it was now 7:55. Five minutes to go.
Annabeth Chase
It was 7:55, only a few more minutes. I wondered if Ben would be on time or would he try to make me nervous by being late? I would wait and see. I didn't care, as long as he came. I waited, more nervous than I had ever been in my life. What was going to happen tonight? I didn't know and I could only pray.
As the clock struck 8:00, the doorbell rang. That was Ben! He was here! I checked my face in the hall mirror and went to the door. I paused to collect myself and opened the door.
Annabeth Chase
The man standing there in my doorway was not Ben! He was a tall man, dark haired with a face that was hard and cruel. He just looked at me, as I stared back. I finally found my voice and asked him who he was.
"You're not Ben. Who are you and where is my husband?"
"So are you Annabeth Chase? Wife of Ben Chase?"
I just stared at him not understanding what he was doing. I finally answered.
"Yes, I'm Beth. Who are you?"
"I have something from your husband. He wanted me to give it to you in person."
As he spoke, he reached into his jacket pocket.
Ben Chase
It was exactly 8:00. Peterson should right now be knocking on the door. I watched the second hand on my watch and waited for exactly one minute. There! It was over. I was now a free man and I could do what I pleased. The feeling was not what I had hoped but it was what I expected. Somewhat sad but also exhilarating. It was done. I took a last swig from the bottle and left the bar, heading south.
Annabeth Chase
He pulled out an envelope and held it out to me. With nothing else to do, I took it. Once I had the envelope in my hand, he began to speak, reading from a note he held in one hand.
"Annabeth Chase. You have been served. These are divorce papers signed by your husband Ben and filed with family court. Mr. Chase has notarized me to act on his behalf and I have listed all of the assets you and Mr. Chase shared in common. You will find checks for half of the money assets in that envelope. All credit cards held jointly have been cancelled. The house is in Mr. Chase's name and has been listed for sale. Once the sale is complete, you will receive half of the profits once the mortgage and all closing costs have been satisfied. The car you currently drive is in your name only and you are responsible for any and all payments."
I stood there listening to him but not really registering any of the words. I was stunned! Ben had divorced me? Without even talking to me? I couldn't believe this. I didn't believe this.
"Where is my husband. Where is Ben? This isn't fair. It was only one time. I didn't mean it. I didn't mean it! Please, tell me where Ben is. I have to talk to him. Please . . . "
I slumped to the floor, there in the doorway while the man turned and walked away. He turned once to tell me that I could contact him by the number on his card in the envelope. I finally stood and walked back into the house, the house that was no longer my home with Ben. He was gone and I was alone. I had gotten my answer. Ben could not and would not forgive me. I understood. He saw his mother in me and I had reinforced his opinion of her. We were all unfaithful and he was leaving me just as his father had done, but Ben choose to live without me where his father had chosen to die rather than be with her.
Like father, like son, but their choices were their own.
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This is the first in a series of stories about consequences.
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My name is Eve. I'm married to a man named John Constantine. We met and married when I was twenty-three and he was twenty-six. He has a brother, Robert, a little older than he and they both lived with their father Salvatore and their mother, Charity. Bobby was married and his wife Celina lived there with him. They were a wonderful, close-knit family.
I have no family. My mother and father both died of cancer when I was still in my early teens and I was raised by an Aunt Flossy that took me in only because she felt it was her duty and she wanted the money from my trust fund. There were no grandparents on either side so she was my only living relative. She raised me as a strict Catholic and made me go to church every week. I know she hated me so I did as she asked and worked very hard to stay out of her sight. In that way, we tolerated each other until I was eighteen. On that wonderful day, I packed up my few things and left. She didn't even bother to say goodbye.
I knew that when I turned eighteen, my trust fund would be under my control. It had been paying my aunt a nice sum each month since my mother died. She followed my father within a year of his death and before she died, she had all of their assets converted to a cash endowment that she set up for me. When I met the banker who was in charge of it, he told me that it would give me a nice allowance if I continued to allow him to manage it. I told him that was fine and he could continue in charge if he promised me that Aunt Flossy would no longer get anything. He assured me that was the case.
But, he informed me that I could go to college and the fund would pay the tuition and living expenses if I chose, or I could just take the money. I decided to let it stay and only took enough to go to a local trade school where I trained to be a dental hygienist. I wanted fast and local and I wanted to be able to make my own way. I took a job with a dentist close to my apartment and began my career. True to his word, the fund paid the tuition and still gave me a small allowance each month.
Salvatore and his sons worked in construction, Sal as a supervisor and his boys as laborers. John was a bricklayer and Robert was a finisher. They worked well together. They had always worked as a team. They wouldn't take separate jobs and they went where Sal went. He in turn kept them working and made sure they always had jobs. It was a tight family.
That's how I met John. I was going to school downtown next door to one of the projects they were working on. I came out of the building at lunch and breaks to get some air and get away from the other students who were all older than me. That's where this cute well-built guy saw me and began to talk to me. He told me his name was John and we began to look forward to seeing each other on my school days. We hit it off very well and one day he asked me out on a date. I refused the first time he asked but accepted the next. We enjoyed each other and we became a couple. We dated for eight months before John asked me to marry him and I said yes. We were married in a big ceremony with all of his friends and family and I became Eve Constantine, wife of John Constantine.
Rather than live with his parents, John moved into my apartment where we lived for the next several years until we were able to purchase a small house. We had a good life, me working four days a week and him bringing in good money. We talked about kids but decided to wait. We were happy and we enjoyed each other and his family. I especially like Celina, Bobby's wife. Bobby and Celina were at our place almost as often as we went to John's parents. Celina once told me she just enjoyed getting away form Sal and Charity once in a while. She loved them but wanted some privacy.
Robert, John and their father Salvatore Constantine had started a small construction business soon after John and I were married. It had been a dream for all of them and now that both sons were married, Salvatore decided the time had come for them to join him and build a business that would provide for their children. Celina and I agreed and we both took jobs to help out during that time. Celina worked in a law office with fourteen lawyers as a receptionist and I still worked as a dental hygienist. We made enough to help our men through the startup and were happy to do it.
Things were rough for the first two years but as the quality of their work became known, jobs became more steady and the profits began to build. They were able to hire some additional laborers and the company continued to grow. After two more years we were finally able to make some life decisions. John and I had been married now for just over five years.
Bobby and Celina became pregnant and she quit her job when she was five months gone. As the business did well, I dropped down in my hours until I was only working one or two days a week. I tried to keep my hand in while John and I worked on making a baby ourselves but without success. We were having fun trying though so we were content. Things continued unchanged for another year or so before disaster struck.
We had been married now for a little more than seven years and we were no further along in trying to start our family. Bobby and Celina's little girl was sixteen months old and a bundle of energy. Celina was a great mother and she and the baby were at our place all the time. I loved that little girl and Celina and I were as close as sisters. Things were great.
It was sometime during September of that year when Celina told me she was pregnant again and she wanted to tell her folks in person so she was going to take the baby and visit her mother in upstate New York. It was a four hour drive and she wanted me to go with them but I had already agreed to work another girl's shift since she was to be in her sister's wedding. It was too late to back out and I stayed behind. Celina couldn't wait to tell her mom so it was that they left early that morning without me. I would wonder about that over and over in the next few years and I often wished that I had been with them. But, I didn't think any more about it then.
I only worked a four hour shift that day so I was home by early afternoon. I still remember John coming home from work early that day. I asked him what he was doing home so early and he just looked at me. His face showed so much pain that I immediately went to him to see where he was hurt, but he just reached for me and pulled me tightly to his chest. He held me that way without saying anything until I started to become afraid. I pushed back and asked him what was wrong. I remember his exact words.
"They're both gone, Evie. Celina and baby Jess, gone. So quick, so very quick. Bobby is devastated. He's almost going crazy but mom and dad are with him. But they're both gone Evie. They're dead and gone."
John was crying and still holding me tight against his chest but I pushed back and tried to grab his arms to get some control.
"What are you talking about? Celina and baby Jess were going to her mother's place. They're not gone, they're just off visiting. Calm down baby."
John was shaking his head violently back and forth. He was shaking and he again reached out for me but I moved back out of his reach.
"John! Talk to me. What's wrong with you? John?" I felt like I should slap him but I was afraid to with him this far out of control.
"They were killed in a car crash on the interstate. They're both dead Evie. They're dead! Gone! Don't you understand? They both died in a car crash and now they're gone."
Suddenly it hit me. He was telling me they were both dead. Celina and Jess, both dead. Oh, my God. Did Bobby know? Yes, John said he was with his mom and dad.
"Oh God, how can he stand it? He must be crushed! I can't believe the pain he must be in."
I knew how he felt. I watched my mother die of cancer and I understood death. But this was different: a vital, beautiful wife and a precious new daughter both gone in a flash! This kind of death was more cruel. It gave you no time to make peace or to say goodbye.
Over the next few weeks, following the double funeral, Bobby tried to return to the job but John said that he was not really with it and Sal had to send him home several times because he kept making dumb mistakes and once he almost caused another worker a serious injury. John watched without being able to do much more than be there. He was suffering because his brother was suffering.
But, like all things, life had to go forward. We had been trying to get pregnant but without success. John and I talked about it and decided that to have a baby now would be in the best interests of everyone, including Bobby. It would give him something to focus on and it would do wonders for Sal and Charity as well. We continued to try.
Bobby was slowly coming back and he would spend a lot of time with us, especially on weekends when the job didn't occupy his mind. He had taken to drinking a little too much but so far it was not out of control. He never got angry or aggressive so we just let him have his time alone. He would go out onto the porch and spend most of the afternoon there while John and I did things around the house. Bobby got to be almost like a fixture around the house.
Sal had made a bid on a job in Fort Wayne, about four hours or so away and he wanted Bobby and John to go over to the job site and talk to the builder. The bid had been tentatively accepted but there were some details that needed to be worked out. John agreed but Bobby pleaded another engagement or something and said he couldn't go. They argued about it but finally John agreed to go by himself. It was only a few hours out of the day and he would be home by late evening. Bobby went off to be by himself and the subject was forgotten.
In bed that evening, John and I talked about Bobby. John was worried that he was beginning to slip back into a depression and wanted me to promise to watch him very closely for a while. I agreed, of course and we made love, trying again for the baby we both wanted so much. John had always been a patient lover and I was always satisfied with our love life. A baby would be welcome but John and I were still in love, more so than when we were married. Everything we had been through had only intensified our devotion to each other.
John left for the site early Tuesday of the following week. He took the truck and his surveying equipment and promised to be home by that evening. He reminded me to keep an eye on Bobby when he left and I promised. I wasn't working that day so I was home by myself when Bobby showed up. It was just 11:00 in the morning and I wondered why he was there so early.
"Bobby, what are you doing here so early? Why aren't you working? You said you had something to do so you couldn't go with John."
Bobby just shrugged his shoulders and looked at the floor. He was being funny and I was beginning to worry. He didn't seem to be his usual self.
"Well, come in if you want to. I don't know what's going on but John asked me to watch out for you so come in."
Bobby came in, stood in the kitchen for a few minutes and then walked to the refrigerator and grabbed a beer and headed for the porch. That was normal. A beer and solitude. I forgot about him as I went about my normal chores for the day. Bobby could take care of himself for a while.
It was just after lunch when I went out to find Bobby. He wasn't there but I knew he hadn't left so I went in search of him and found him in the den, sound asleep on the couch. I watched him for a minute but finally decided to let him sleep. He couldn't get into trouble if he was sleeping.
It was just a few minutes past 5:00 when John called to tell me the truck had stopped running. He hadn't left yet and the truck was in a repair shop now. He didn't know what was up but promised to call as soon as he found out anything. I wanted him to leave the truck and rent a car to come home but he wanted to wait and see if the truck could be fixed. All of his equipment was in the truck and he didn't want to leave it if he didn't have too. I hung up and waited.
Bobby seemed to be both sober and calm this evening so that was a good thing. I watched TV with him until John called just about 8:30.
"Hey, honey. We got the parts for the truck and it'll be fixed first thing in the morning so I'm going to grab a room and stay. They promised to be on the job by 7:00 tomorrow morning so I should be able to get back by noon. OK babe?"
"Hurry home tomorrow and sleep well. Think about me tonight when you sleep by yourself in that lonely bed."
He promised, laughed and then asked about Bobby. When I told him that he had been there all day and that he was sleeping over tonight, he seemed to be more pleased than anything. I thought he would be upset that he stayed here with nothing to do rather than go with him but John didn't see it that way. He thought Bobby was safer there with me than if he had gone along. The way he explained it was that the delay would probably have started a fight between them, so this was preferable to John. I didn't see it that way, but he was his brother. We talked for a few more minutes and then parted.
Since it was already late, I decided to go to bed and stuck my head in the family room to tell Bobby. I saw that he was already asleep on the couch so I just covered him with a throw that we kept on the back of the couch. He was sound asleep and didn't stir so I turned off the TV and went upstairs to bed. John would be home early so I wanted to get to sleep so I could be up and ready when he got home.
I dreamed that night about the loneliness that Bobby had to be feeling and it was enough to wake me. I glanced at the clock which showed 3:15. I had been asleep for almost four hours and now I was not that sleepy. I decided to go down for a late night or early morning snack. If I had some warm milk, it might put me back in the mood to sleep for a couple more hours. I went down the steps being careful not to wake Bobby.
I went into the kitchen and, leaving the light off, got the milk into a pan and on the stove before I heard a noise coming from the family room. I listened and heard it again. I thought it sounded like crying, or rather sobbing. I held my breath and listened and sure enough that's what it was. I quietly moved to the doorway into the room and listened again. It was Bobby! I could see him now, sitting on the couch with his head in his hands and his shoulders moving up and down, sobbing in deep heart wrenching gasps. I went back to the kitchen, turned off the stove and went to comfort Bobby.
I sat down next to him, put my arms around him and pulled his head to my shoulder. I held him with both arms and began to rock him back and forth, talking to him, saying anything I could think of to try to calm him down.
"It's OK baby. Just let it go. That's it, just let it out. It's OK to cry. That's it."
I spoke to him over and over till I felt him begin to relax in my arms. I felt the warm tears on my shoulder and I felt only pity in my heart. I only wanted to comfort him and make the pain go away. I just held him as he calmed down. I wasn't even thinking of what I was wearing until I felt him move his head from my shoulder over to my breasts. I suddenly felt his warm breath on my skin through the thin, almost transparent nightgown I was wearing. It was John's favorite and I was thinking of him when I put it on last night. I always slept nude except for a light nightgown and I suddenly remembered it when I felt his breath.
I started to let him go when he put his arms around me. He pulled me around until I was almost facing him and I felt his hand begin to move down between my legs as his mouth took my nipple through the wispy film of cloth covering it . I was suddenly confused and afraid. I didn't know what to do! This wasn't right! I was about to say this to Bobby when he put his hand behind my head and pulled my lips to his. He pressed his lips to mine with a hard, almost savage kiss while I was still in shock. He forced his tongue between my pliant lips and his hand traveled beneath the gown and found the valley between my legs. He forced his finger up inside me and I gasped at the invasion.
This was getting out of hand very quickly but in the back of my mind, I knew that Bobby was reacting out of his grief and his pain. I wanted to stop him but I didn't want to make him feel worse by becoming angry. I had to get control somehow without making him feel even worse. I started to pull away and tell him to stop when he moved his mouth back to my nipples and began to suckle like a baby. The resulting feeling was one of compassion and I was overwhelmed with love for him. Rather than move away as I had planned, I simply held his head as he suckled. With one hand, he untied the belt of my nightie and pulled it off my shoulders to give him better access and I allowed it. I began to relax and let the pleasure of his mouth overtake me.
Bobby sucked on first one and then the other nipple while I let my head fall back against the couch. He had two fingers inside me now and he was slowly moving them in and out. The feelings of love and compassion were still driving me and I allowed Bobby to use my body to give him relief. I felt him move up over me and when he pushed me down to my back on the couch, I offered no resistance. He pulled off my nightie completely and I watched as he slid his pants down to his feet. I actually reached out to help him pull his cock out of his boxers but he simply pulled them down as well.
He bent over me and I could feel him rub his hard cock against my lower lips. I surrendered to what I knew was going to happen and felt his cock slip inside me. I lifted my hips up to take him fully inside and I pushed against him until he drove me down into the cushions of the couch. He took me savagely and powerfully, letting his grief and pain out in this coupling. I wrapped my legs around his hips and urged him on. Let me take his pain! I gripped him tight as he began to pump frantically into me and then after only a short time, he tensed. I could feel his cock pulse inside me and then I felt his seed spray my insides.
Bobby collapsed onto me and I took his full weight. It was not uncomfortable and I still had my arms and legs around him. I was filled with compassion for this poor man who had lost so much so quickly. He needed me and I gave to him to ease his pain and his suffering. I knew what we had done could never be revealed to John or to his parents. While I gave in sympathy and compassion, John would never understand that. Bobby meant nothing to me other than as family. I gave to him as I would to John if John needed me. There was love, but not the love that led to lust. This was love of family.
Bobby finally rose up and moved off of me. He saw my nakedness and he quickly turned his head to find his own clothing. When he let me up, I got my nightgown and put it on, for all the modesty it provided. Bobby pulled on his pants and sat back down on the couch.
"You must hate me for this. I don't know what came over me. I just needed someone and you were so understanding and your voice was soft and I just lost control. Can you forgive me? Please?"
Instead of answering, I simply reached for his hand. I urged him to stand and looked into his face.
"You were in pain and I gave you what I could to help. You mustn't be sorry. I allowed you to have my body to ease your pain and suffering. That's all it was."
Bobby's face broke into a smile and he seemed to be relieved. He was searching for words to express his feelings when I simply took him by the hand and led him to my bedroom.



"Stay the night with me. Let me help you to forget, if just for this one night."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes, I'm sure. I can give you this, but only this one time."
He followed me to my room. I slipped off my nightgown, slid in under the covers and watched as he undressed and slid in on the other side. I held out my arms and he moved against me, both of us laying on our sides. He was already hard so I helped guide him inside me again. This time it was more controlled and he took much more care not to hurt me or cause me discomfort. After several minutes of this, I moved over him and this time I mounted him. I let my body tell me what to do and I began to rise up, almost releasing him and then dropping back down, forcing his cock in as far as it would go. I maintained this motion for several minutes, watching his face relax. I bent over to allow my ample breasts to come within reach of his mouth and felt a surge of pleasure when he took my nipple between his teeth. I moved faster at that and I could feel a climax approaching. It would be my first as I had not cum before.
Bobby realized what I was feeling and he began to move up to meet my downward trusts. We were now fucking! Before, it was love and compassion; this was not. This was lust and I suddenly realized that it was wrong for me to feel this way. I began to slow down but Bobby had my hips in both hands and was pulling me tightly to him as his hips drove upwards into me. I felt the panic begin to build and was about to say something and stop but it was too late. My climax was on me and I came! Bobby felt the contraction and he came inside me as well.
I collapsed on top of him and tried to control my breathing and my heart. I felt the calm come slowly and finally moved off and rolled onto my back. I was spent but my mind was in turmoil. I realized what I had done just as I climaxed. I had not done this out of compassion! I had fucked my brother in law in lust! I felt the shame wash over me and I wanted to cry, but I couldn't let Bobby see that. I got up and went into the bathroom to wash my crime away. I cried as I looked at myself in the mirror. I had betrayed my husband twice, first in pity but then in lust. The sickness overcame me and I went to my knees over the toilet. My stomach contracted and I was violently ill. I remained there for what seemed hours but finally rose and washed my face. I avoided my reflection in the mirror.
When I came out of the bathroom, Bobby had left the room. I went out into the hall looking for him but heard the front door slam shut. He was gone. In a way, I was glad since I wasn't looking forward to talking to him tonight. Maybe after it had become less painful. I went back to bed but didn't sleep at all the rest of that night.
The next few days were difficult for me. John wasn't aware of anything wrong since I made no mention of what had happened, and Bobby hadn't been around since he left that night. John and I made love when he came home the next day and I admit, I was more forceful than usual, trying to erase what had happened with Bobby from my mind. I could enjoy lust with my husband and I did. Several times. John loved it and wondered but I simply told him I was having so much fun trying to have a baby. My love for John finally gave me the peace to forget Bobby.
Bobby came by the end of that week and he and I just smiled at each other, behaving as we usually did toward the other and it seemed fine. In a quiet moment, I told Bobby that we needed to forget anything happened and he assured me that it was exactly the way he felt. We parted in agreement and things went back to normal. Bobby did seem to be in better spirits and he began to take an interest in work again. John and Sal both commented on it and both felt he was finally over the hump. I hoped that I had been able to make that much of a difference but if I did, it would be my secret.
John and I continued to work on making our family but nothing seemed to happen. I was late on my period but that was not unusual. I had been as much as three months late before without being pregnant, so I thought nothing about it yet. John was getting more and more depressed and decided to go see the doctor. I just laughed and told him to just wait it out since we were still having fun trying. It had not yet become a chore. He finally agreed and things went on.
It was two months later that I finally knew for sure that I was pregnant. John and I had been trying now for over a year and it finally happened. I looked at the plastic stick in my hand again just to be sure but it had two pink lines. Pregnant! I almost wept for joy for it had been so long in coming. I put the stick in a small plastic bag and stuck it in the trash. I didn't want John to see it until I could put together a little surprise for when I told him. I was Pregnant!!! I was almost too happy to contain myself. But, I wanted it to be perfect when I told John.
I spent the afternoon shopping for a new nightgown and some items for dinner that I knew would make John very happy. I put together a magnificent meal of lobster with drawn butter, steak medium rare, baked potato with sour cream and chives, a vegetable dish of cauliflower, peas and carrots and a chocolate cake with ice cream for dessert. I wanted it to be perfect so I made each dish carefully, using the recipes that Charity had given me. I called John to confirm that he would be home by 6:30 and planned my dinner for then. Everything was ready.
I went upstairs just before John was due to arrive and put on my new nightgown. It was so shear that it was as if I was wearing nothing. I slipped on the matching robe of silk that only served to make everything underneath look more mysterious. Neither the nightgown nor the robe was designed to hide, only to entice. That was what I was going for. John would be tempted early but I would make him eat first, then I would give him the news and finally he would take me to bed where I would show him my love and devotion to him and our new family.
The evening went as I planned. John was home on time, he came in and was caught by surprise by the way I was dressed, but I wouldn't tell him anything. I had set the places before and the table looked beautiful. I served the dishes and watched in pleasure as John's face lit up. We actually spent a pleasant hour at dinner and I even enjoyed the meal. For a few minutes, I forgot my news and enjoyed the conversation and the food with my husband. It was perfect. More than perfect, it was extraordinary.
I waited until we had finished and told John to go into the family room and I would bring coffee in. I put coffee on as I put away the remaining lobster and meat. I would let everything else go till morning.
I fixed the coffee, put everything on a tray and carried it into the family room. I set it on the coffee table and sat beside John on the couch while I fixed our coffees. Once he was settled back, I sighed and relaxed. Now was the time.
"You probably wondered why I fixed you this special meal and why I am dressed this way. I have something to tell you and I wanted it to be perfect."
John was looking at me now and I saw a small look of worry cloud his face. I decided to make this quick so as not to worry him.
"It's nothing bad, John. It is the best news in the world. You know how hard we have been trying to have a baby? Well, guess what! You're going to be a father!"
I watched him, waiting for the light to come into his eyes and turn the face I loved into a picture of joy and love. But instead, I saw a frown begin and then a look of anger come over him turning the face I loved into a mask of contempt. I was lost. What had happened? He wanted children as much as I did so why was he angry? I moved back away from him at the hate I saw in his face and began to cry. What was wrong?
"John, what's the matter? Why are you looking at me that way? This is our baby! This is what we have been striving for. This is what we wanted. Please, talk to me. What's wrong?"
John seemed to struggle with himself, trying to make the words come out but all he did was stutter and spit, his face was so contorted. He fought a battle with his anger and finally got himself under control enough to answer me.
"I had some news myself for tonight. But it wasn't as bad as the news you just gave me. I saw Doctor Jeffers today and he gave me the results of some tests I had run last week. Guess what, my loving wife: I'm sterile! That's right, sterile, as in not able to have children. It happened when I was a kid."
The shock from his words was as if someone had slapped me. I felt the blood leave my face and my breathing become shallow and rapid and I felt dizzy. I tried to stand but my legs wouldn't hold me. I was having trouble focusing on anything and I wanted only to run away, as far and as fast as I could. I was so confused and so frightened. I couldn't accept what I had just heard. I stood up, only to stumble and fall to the floor. I stuck my hand out to catch myself and the pain in my wrist jolted me back to reality.
"What did you say? What do you mean, sterile. I'm pregnant! How could I be pregnant if you're sterile? That's impossi . . . "
And then it hit me! The baby wasn't John's, it was Bobby's! Oh, God! What had I done? What did I do to my husband and my world? I turned away from John and I ran to the bedroom. I shut the door and I locked it from the inside. I couldn't face him now. What had I done? God forgive me, what had I done?
I stayed in my room for the rest of the evening and through the night. I didn't know what John had done or even if he was still home. Home! It was not likely that this would by my home for much longer. John was a wonderful man and very understanding but he would never tolerate infidelity. We had talked about that many times as we saw friends of ours break up and separate due to cheating. His family was very important to him and he would never do anything to jeopardize it. But I had. And irony of ironies, it was family that I was trying to help that caused me to fall. My love for Bobby as a sister and my compassion for his pain was my sin.
I went down to the kitchen the next morning, dreading what I might find, but John was gone and there were no notes or anything to tell me where he had gone. I didn't even know whether he had stayed last night or left. I had no choice but to wait. I called work and told them that I was not able to come in today and might have to call off the rest of the week. I prepared myself for what was to come. I wondered what I could do and decided to see if I could reach Bobby. I had to let him know that John knew I had been unfaithful and it would soon become clear that Bobby was the most likely candidate. At least I thought that's how John would think.
I decided to call his cell phone first just to be safe. I dialed the number and waited.
"Hello? Eve?"
"Yes, Bobby, it's me. I have something to tell you. I'm pregnant and the baby is yours. I don't know whether John has figured it out yet but you have to be very careful. Do you hear me?"
"Why would I have to be careful? Isn't the baby his? My God Eve, we only had one time together. How could it be my baby?"
"John is sterile. He has been all his life. He just didn't know it till last night. He told me last night when I told him I was pregnant. He's gone and I don't know where he is. He never said a word to me after he told me. I'm scared now and I don't know what to do. Just be careful."
I hung up without giving him time to ask more questions or to tell me not to worry. I knew John, and I was worried. Bobby would have to be careful but maybe John wouldn't figure it out. My life was now in a mess and I had no idea of where it would end up but I didn't want Bobby to have to be part of it. If he could stay clear, so much the better. I gathered my courage and waited. I didn't have long to wait.
The phone rang and I rushed to answer. I prayed that it was John but in the same instant, I prayed it wasn't.
"Hello? John? Is that you?"
"It's me. Are you alone?"
"Of course I'm alone. Where are you? Are you coming home? We have to talk. You have to come home so we can talk. John?"
"I'll be there in half an hour."
"Where are . . . "
He had already hung up and I was talking to a dial tone. I put the receiver down and wondered how I was going to handle this. The truth? God, how did I get myself into this mess. If I tell the truth, I cause trouble between John and his brother. If I lie, I stand to lose my marriage without any doubt. If I tell the truth, I have a chance that John will understand the compassion for a family member who was in pain. If I lie, there is no chance that he would ever forgive me. To lie or not to lie. It seems that the only chance for me was with the truth.
True to his word, John was there in less than half an hour. He came in the front door as he always did and didn't say a word as he went into the kitchen for a beer. He popped the top and walked back to the family room where I was waiting. He sat down across from me in his recliner and just watched me as he took a sip of his beer. I couldn't tell from his face what he was thinking so I waited, not sure of how to begin. I decided to let him set the pace and speak first.
"Well, how have you been? Seeing anyone? But of course you're seeing someone. You're pregnant, for God's sake so you have to be seeing someone. How can I be so stupid?"
I tried to stifle a small sob but I was unsuccessful. It came out as a hiccup as I tried to swallow the sound. Well, that was how it was going to be. Brutal! Well, if I was going to lose it all, I wasn't going down without a fight. John knew me and he knew I wouldn't let him treat me like a tramp. I knew that what I did was wrong, but I wasn't a tramp or a slut.
"I'm not seeing anyone and I never have. It was a one time thing and it happened, but I wasn't seeing anyone. It just happened. I can tell you about it if you want to listen, but if you'd rather take cheap shots at me, I'll wait till you're done."
"Ah, a good defense is a good offense huh? Well, why don't you tell me all about it and we can both have a big laugh. Tell me about your boyfriend. Let's hear it."
OK, now it was time. How to do this? All I could think of was to tell the truth and let it fall.
"When you went to Fort Wayne a couple of months ago and had to stay over, you know Bobby came over and stayed the night."
I stopped when he jumped up and grabbed me by the throat. He had his hand on me and I could feel it tighten, but he stopped himself with an oath. It cost him, but he stopped. He had never laid a hand on me in anger but he almost did that time. Rather than pull back, I raised my head, exposing my neck to his anger and waited. He released me and backed down. He moved to the couch and sat again.
"Go ahead. Tell me all of it."
Well, I did. I told him of hearing Bobby crying and going to him and holding him. I told him how it went and how I tried to comfort him. I let him know that the sex was nothing more than a comforting. I tied to get him to see how I felt at that time and how we just came together giving comfort and trying to stop the pain. I told him to remember how much better Bobby was in the next few weeks and that it was worth it just to help him past that terrible time in his life. He was suffering incredible pain and no one was able to help him. That was all it was. That one time and never again. I was conscious that I didn't tell him of the second time that same night but I thought that it was bad enough to know that I had sex with his brother once. I would bear the shame of that alone.
I finished and just waited. It was in his hands now. I had been almost completely truthful and I had to wait to see if I had a future with my husband. But as I waited, he said nothing. He was looking at the floor and not at me. His mouth was working as if he were saying words but I couldn't make them out. I was becoming nervous as he continued in this way. I finally could stand it no longer and gave vent to my frustrations.
"Well, don't you have anything to say? Aren't you going to yell at me and call me names? I deserve it. Anything at all, I deserve it. Just say something."
He finally looked at me and I saw nothing in his face. That's right: nothing at all. Just a cold, dead stare that was worse than any words. But, he did speak.
"When you gave Bobby this comfort of yours, what did he do? Did he say 'no, I can't do this,' or 'this is wrong' or anything to try to stop you?
"Well, no. He was the one that initiated it but I let it continue. So, no, he didn't try to stop me."
"That's what I thought."
This was directed at me but then he began to talk almost to himself. I could hear but he wasn't talking to me.
"So, he was the one that started it. I should have known. I should have suspected. But no, I thought. He's my brother so I don't have to worry. He wouldn't do it again."
At that, John stood up from the couch and turned without another word and walked out the front door, slamming it behind him. I was so surprised that I didn't even try to stop him. By the time I reacted, he was gone and I heard his car pull away.
I waited for something to happen all that day but nothing. I tried to call John on his cell but got his voice mail. Same with Bobby. I finally gave up and waited. Still nothing. As I fixed a small lunch for myself, I wondered if I should call Sal or Charity. I had no idea if John had told them or where he had been staying since he left last night. I decided to wait and let John decide what to do next.
By evening, I still had no word. John had apparently decided to punish me with his silence and his absence. Bobby wouldn't contact me now so I could expect no word from him. Since I was not the silent suffering type, I decided to call Charity and see if she would meet me.
I got her at home and spoke with her for a minute to see if she knew anything. It was quickly apparent she knew nothing. I decided right then and there to tell her and see what she would suggest. I asked her if she could meet with me outside the house, maybe at the Denny's on the corner near her home. She agreed, somewhat suspiciously, but she would meet me. I left immediately and arrived just as she did. We found a booth.
"So, tell me what the secret is all about. I know you have something to tell me and I hope it's good news."
"Well, Charity, I'm pregnant. I'm going to have a baby and I'm almost three months along."
Her face split into a grin and she leaned across the table to grab my shoulders and give me a big kiss. Charity had suffered much from the loss of Celina and her little granddaughter, almost as much as Bobby. She and Sal wanted grandchildren just as much as we wanted to give them to her.
"Charity, please, let me tell you something before you go any further. I need your help. Will you hear me out before you say anything?"
"Of course, but you should be happy. This is great news!"
"Charity, the baby is not John's. It's Bobby's."
She just stared at me as if I had gone crazy. She struggled with this information and it was almost as though she couldn't grasp it. Her face got red and she was breathing very fast. I could see her chest heaving and I saw her clench her fists until the knuckles were white. It was a battle, but she finally got herself under control. She looked at me with contempt on her face.
"How can this be? You and Bobby? Bobby who just lost his wife and baby? How could you do this thing? Tell me! How could you stab my son in the back by sleeping with his brother?"
"It isn't like that. I asked you to let me tell you the truth before you blame me for everything. Are you not going to listen to me?"
She glared at me some more but finally stopped, looked at her clenched fists and relaxed. She looked up with more control and told me to continue. I let out the breath I had been holding and continued.



"I was not having an affair with Bobby and he and I were together only one time. It was almost three months ago and on a night John had to go to Fort Wayne and had to stay over. Bobby had come to our house because he was hurting too much to go with John. He wanted to stay that night since he was in too much pain to be alone. I spoke with John when he called and told him Bobby was there. He said he was happy about it since Bobby shouldn't be alone. I agreed and he slept on the couch in the family room.
I stopped to take a drink of water and to watch Charity's face. She had turned away when I mentioned Bobby's pain. I knew that both Sal and Charity had been so worried about him during that time and they were unable to do anything to ease his pain. But Charity was listening now and she seemed to be willing to hear me out so I continued.
"I came down to get some warm milk to help me sleep and I heard him crying. I went in to comfort him and I held him in my arms. You must understand. You certainly have seen his grief and felt helpless. I was only trying to give him support and let him know he wasn't alone. He was crying so hard and I was holding him tight when he began to caress me. I can't explain what happened after that, only that I was filled with compassion and I didn't want to cause him any more pain by reacting in anger. After that, it happened."
Charity was openly crying now as she heard the pain that Bobby was in. It was the sadness of a mother for her son. A son she couldn't help. I just let her cry, recognizing the irony of the situation. I just waited for Charity to calm herself.
It was several minutes while she wept for her wounded son. I knew that this would not change things but I hoped it would allow Charity to understand what happened and how I had let it happen.
"I understand how you tried to comfort my son but I do not understand how you allowed this to happen. You are John's wife and you have no right to permit things to go as far as you did. Your compassion was welcome but your lack of self restraint was not. You were wrong, just as my son was wrong. But, there is more to it."
Charity now looked me in the eye and told me the depth of the problem.
"Celina was John's girlfriend before she married Bobby. It was Bobby who took her away from John and that caused a great division between my sons. It was not Celina's fault and we never blamed her since she was truly in love with Bobby. She couldn't help her feelings and she told John to his face that she didn't love him like she loved Bobby. But John never accepted it and he blamed Bobby for taking her away. There was bad blood between them for a long time before John finally let it go. Celina talked to him and continued to talk to him until she had him convinced that Bobby hadn't caused her to leave him. It was almost a year into their marriage before John relented. I never believed he had fully forgiven Bobby but he tried."
I was now beginning to understand why John had said what he did when he walked out on me. He was blaming Bobby again and I guess I could understand why. Even though it was not true on my part. But Bobby's? I couldn't know for sure.
"What can I do? Will John be able to forgive me? Will he forgive Bobby?"
"I don't know child. I can only try to talk to him if he comes back. I don't know where either of them are now. Sal didn't say anything about it but he was worried that something was wrong with them. He said they had words and then they both left together. That was today."
Now I was worried. They were together? That couldn't be good if John felt Bobby had betrayed him. And Bobby might feel the same way and that wasn't any better. What had I done? I knew now that I was foolish, regardless of my motives. I knew better and yet I had let it happen. I was responsible for whatever happened.
"I have to go home and hope that John calls or comes back. I have to talk to him and make him see that there was nothing to what we did. The child is still of his blood and he will love it regardless. I know he will if he will only let his anger go. I'll tell him. He'll have to see it."
"I don't know child. John had a deep anger inside him that has been controlled for so long. This might be all that was necessary to bring it back to the surface. Only time will tell. Go. I'll talk to Sal and tell him your story. I'll be in touch."
I left and went back to the house to wait. I would wait till John allowed me to tell him how much I still loved him and how much I wanted him back in my arms and in my bed. I would wait as long as it took.
I stayed in the house for the next three days, waiting for some word form John or even Charity. I had no idea where he could be and why he hadn't at least called to tell me to go to Hell or something like that. Anything would have been preferable to this interminable waiting. Without any other choice, I waited.
It was on the fourth day after I told John of my pregnancy that he came home. I was sitting at the kitchen table, trying to eat something even though I had no appetite when he walked in and sat down across the table from me. I dropped my fork and sat back, relieved but scared. It was time.
"I'm glad you're home. I've been worried for you. I didn't know where you were or what you were doing. I only hoped you wouldn't do something foolish, even though I did."
John was looking at me with this strange look on his face. I had never seen its like before and I was fearful. It was a cruel look and I knew it was directed at me. I still had no fear of John but I also had little hope for a future with him. But, at least he was here and for that I was thankful. One way or the other, something would happen.
"I have spoken with Robert. I have told him he and I are no longer brothers. I will have nothing to do with him from this day forward. He has betrayed me once too often. The child you bear will never belong to him and he will never be allowed to see it."
He stood and began to pace the small kitchen area with his hands clasped behind his back and his head lowered watching the floor. I could see his jaws clenched tightly, the muscles bulging out. He was controlling his anger but only barely. I waited.
"While you were guilty of infidelity, he was guilty of betrayal. Betrayal of our marriage, betrayal of me as his brother, betrayal of our family and coveting his brother's wife. None of those can be forgiven this time. If it was the first time, perhaps. But it wasn't and he knew it. Yet he went ahead, encouraged by your acceptance. Together the two of you betrayed me."
I tried to speak, wanting to stop what he was saying, wanting to correct him in so many things but he turned his face to me and the look was enough to silence me. I couldn't gather the necessary courage to face him down.
"I will speak with my father and mother and tell them of my talk with Robert and what you and he have done. I am moving in with them since Robert will be leaving immediately. I will stay there for the remainder of your term. I will not divorce you since the baby would then be born illegitimate and I will not allow that. After the baby is born, we will talk of what to do next."
Without another word, John went upstairs to our room to pack some clothes. I considered following him and pleading with him but I knew in my heart that there was no hope. He was hurt, beyond just my cheating. His brother had betrayed him twice and he could not accept that. I was simply collateral damage in this situation. Had it been someone else, other than his brother, there may have been a chance for me. Not now.
John left and I didn't see him again for several weeks. I was now almost four months along in my pregnancy and I was still able to get around OK. John made sure that there was always money in our checking account and I used it only for food and maintenance of the house. I bought nothing for myself and kept careful records of what I spent. I don't know why I did that, but I did. Nothing else changed. I tried once to call Charity. But Sal answered and said in no uncertain terms that she wouldn't be available to speak to me. Sal hung up without another word.
By my count, it had been seventeen weeks when the cramping began. I had been reading up on pregnancy and was sure that this was nothing. I laid down and tried to relax and actually fell asleep for awhile but was awakened by the pain. I was starting to worry when I felt a sharp pain in my pelvic region and it was enough to bring me to my knees. Now I was scared and I didn't know what was happening. I crawled over to the phone, pulled it down and dialed 911. I spoke to a voice, telling her I was pregnant and in severe distress and gave her my address. She was talking, telling me to stay on the line but I couldn't. I just couldn't and I passed out.
I woke in the hospital, surrounded by white. The walls, the covers over me, the ceiling and the floor. All were white. The lights were so bright I covered my eyes with my arm and tried to focus on the picture in my mind. Where was I? What had happened to me? As I lay there, struggling with my memory, I remembered severe pain. The pain in my belly. The baby! Was my baby all right?
I opened my eyes and tried to give them time to accommodate the light. It took several seconds but I began to see again and I saw a table with the nurse call button on it. I pressed it and held it down, waiting for someone to come to tell me if my baby was OK. It was almost five minutes before someone came into my room and walked directly over to me and pulled the call button from my hand. I could tell it was a nurse but she was only a dark shadow, her head haloed from the light behind her. I couldn't make out any details but she took the call button and placed it on the table, far out of my reach.
"Now then. I see you're finally awake. How do you feel? Any pain or discomfort anywhere?"
As she spoke, she was taking my pulse and she wrote something in my chart. She then put the blood pressure cuff on my arm and took my pressure, which she also recorded. She felt my head and nodded as if everything was just perfect.
"What happened to me? Is my baby OK? What did you people do to me? Please, tell me what happened."
"I'll have the doctor come in to see you just as soon as I can find him. He is on the floor somewhere so it shouldn't be too long. You just relax and rest. He'll be in directly."
"Can't you tell me anything? Anything at all?"
"I don't know anything dear. That's for the doctor to tell you. Just you wait till I find him."
With that, she walked out of the room and I was left with nothing but questions. I felt different but I didn't know how or why. I felt my belly but couldn't really feel anything below my chest. I wiggled my toes and I think they moved but I couldn't be sure. I tried to move the covers away but they were tucked in too tight for me to move them in my weakened condition. I collapsed back onto the pillow and just waited, too tired to do anything else. While I waited I dozed back to sleep.
I awoke to a slight shake of my shoulder and a voice, asking me if I was ready to get up. I opened my eyes to see a young man, dressed in a white coat with the stereotyped stethoscope around his neck. He was quite cute and in my drugged state, I smiled without conscious thought. I was able to raise my head a little and he put the pillow behind my shoulders, letting me raise up enough to see the rest of the bed and the room. I tried to move my body back toward the head of the bed and was able finally to get almost into a sitting position. The young doctor did something to the bed and it raised me up even further. I was finally able to actually sit almost upright.
"What happened to me doctor? Why am I here? I remember calling 911 but nothing after that. How did I get here? What can you tell me?"
"You called emergency and gave them your address. The MT's found you unconscious on the floor and were able to get you here in time. You had severe bleeding and you had lost a lot of blood. They stabilized you and brought you here. We were able to get you back under control, and we finally stopped the bleeding. I have to tell you however, you lost the baby. The bleeding was too severe and the baby had no chance. We aborted it in order to save you."
I had lost the baby. The shock was almost more than I could bear. I think I collapsed again and I remember nothing else until the next morning. I woke in a smaller room with the ever present curtain pulled back allowing me a view of the door and a second bed, now empty. At least these walls had some color: a pale green with an ugly brown trim. This was a hospital room for sure.
The nurse came in shortly after I woke and took my vitals. As she recorded the readings, she smiled and finally told me I was looking good. Everything was normal. She puttered around the bed, straightening the covers and plumping my pillow, just like she was my mother. She was still there when the doctor came in. He asked her to stay while he gave me a more thorough going over. He finally straightened up and pronounced me fine.
"You gave us quite a scare when you came in the other night but you were a real fighter. We got you stable and you did the rest. You should be able to go home within a day or so. How do you feel?"
"I feel strange. No pain or discomfort, but different. Like I am empty. Is that normal?"
"Yes, it is. You lost a lot of blood and even though the fetus was very small, it was still present and your body knows the difference. That feeling should pass very quickly."
"Who gave you permission to operate on me?"
"We called your husband and he came in almost immediately. He gave his consent to the necessary procedures. He told us that you were the first priority and the baby was secondary. So we did what we had to do knowing his wishes."
I just nodded my head and listened as the doctor rambled on about taking care of myself and taking no chances until I was stronger. He said he would call John to let him know when I would be released. Since I had no one else, I let it go. John would either come or not, as he wished. It wasn't up to me. As the doctor left, I curled up on the bed and cried myself to sleep.
I was released by the hospital the next day at just past 10:00 in the morning. I put on the clothes that John had apparently left for me and sat on the bed waiting for the aide with the wheelchair to come get me. I had nothing else but the small bag the hospital gives you with the stuff that they used while you were there. I found the blood soaked clothes I was wearing when I came in, wrapped in a plastic bag and stuffed inside. I had no idea why they kept them.
When the aide wheeled me out the front door, I was surprised to see John waiting with the car door open and ready for me. I rose from the wheelchair and walked slowly and painfully to the car. John just watched until I was inside and then shut the door and walked around to the driver's side. He slid in and we were on our way. To where, I didn't have a clue.
As we drove, I glanced over at John to try to get some idea of what he felt. His countenance gave me no clue and I turned away, watching without interest as he drove me back to our home. During the trip, he said nothing and I was not up to beginning a conversation with him. The sadness I felt was a combination of losing my baby, my personal grief in what I had done and John's seeming indifference. I had little hope and nothing positive in my life to offset that. The trip home was a sad reflection of my life.
John did help me out of the car and into the house. I was surprised at this but glad for the help. I hurt in so many places and it was all I could do make it to the couch in the family room. I gratefully collapsed and leaned my head back with my eyes closed and my breathing labored. I felt as though I was going to pass out but I tried to get some degree of control. It took me several minutes but slowly I regained my strength and my breathing became less labored. Finally, I opened my eyes to see John just sitting there watching me. There was still no expression on his face.
"Thank you for coming for me and helping me in. I don't think I could have done it by myself. I didn't expect you, but I'm glad you were there."
"It was no problem. I wanted to tell you I was sorry for your loss. I'm sorry you had to go through that alone. But it seems you'll be fine."
"I don't think I'll ever be fine but the doctor tells me that there was no damage done to my body and I should make a full recovery. It won't take too long before I can do for myself."
"That's good. You can stay here until you are back to normal, but after that, I want you to find a place for yourself. When you do, I'll help you pack and move. You can decide what you want and we can decide together if there's a problem."
The suddenness and the coldness of this statement took my breath away. I know I gasped and I felt light headed for a few seconds. Nothing John said was unexpected but the timing and the lack of emotion took me by surprise. I just sat there, the tears starting against my wishes, and tried to calm myself.
"Alright, if that's what you want. Just give me a few days to get my strength back and then I can start looking for a place to live. I promise I won't stay any longer than absolutely necessary. I don't want to inconvenience you."
As I spoke, the anger began to surface. Yes, I had made a mistake and yes, I had become pregnant by another man. But the anger and coldness from John was more influenced by his anger and hatred for his brother than it was by what I had done. I accepted his decision to divorce me and I accepted his loss of love and trust, but I didn't accept his desire to take all of his anger and frustration out on me. I didn't deserve that from him.
"You can stay as long as you need to. I have no desire to make you do something you're not ready to do. I know you suffered a great loss and I accept that. It was a tragic thing that happened. I will help you all I can but understand that you and I no longer have a marriage and there is no love left on my part."
"I understand. I also know that your hatred of Bobby is what is driving you now and I had no part in that. What I did, I did out of compassion and nothing more. He was your brother and he had suffered a great loss, greater than what I went through. I tried to help and that was my error. I didn't see what I was doing to you as it really was and for that I apologize to you. But, what Bobby did to you was between you and he and that was different. I am just the one in the middle."
John was shaking his head back and forth in denial but I didn't care. I had lost everything and I was in no mood to be compassionate again. I did that once and it was a mistake. I wouldn't do it again. I continued.
"I know you see it differently but so do I. Charity explained what happened between you and Bobby over Celina but I had no part in that. If I had known what happened, I believe things would have been different. Maybe I would have seen that Bobby's actions were not what I thought. Maybe I would have seen him as more devious rather than believing that he was reacting out of grief. We'll never know since I didn't know anything about that part of your life. But, I know the reasons for my actions and I have nothing to be sorry about in trying to help a grieving man. However, I do regret what I did to you, and wish that I had done things differently, but it's too late now."
He had grown calmer while I talked and now he just looked at me with that blank expression.
"Since you are no longer pregnant the situation has changed. I intend to file for divorce immediately. I see no need to wait now, do you?"
"No, there's no reason to wait. I understand and I'll move out as soon as possible. I don't want to stay here any longer than I have to. For your information, I won't fight the divorce and I can accept any terms you set."



John was sitting with his head down and his hands clasped in front of him. He stayed that way without responding so I decided to finish it once and for all.
"I was wrong in what I did, but I never meant for you to know and I never intended it to happen again. I made a terrible mistake but it was not because of any fault of yours. You never gave me reason to cheat on you or on our marriage. I understand that."
John just waited, apparently to see if I had any requests or questions. It was clear that he had made his decision and I would pay the price for my indiscretion. I was strangely content with that. There was only one thing left to say and now was the time.
"One last thing I want to say to you and then you can leave. I loved you from the first time I saw you and I love you still. That has never changed and it never will. You were the first and will be the last man that I truly love. This ends because of my actions and not because of you. That should give you some peace."
With that, I rose and went upstairs with as much dignity as I could muster. I needed to cry but I didn't want to do it in front of John. I made it into the bedroom where I fell sobbing onto the bed. I never heard the door shut when he left but I knew in my heart when he was gone.
It took me just a month to find a new place and to move my belongings. I called Holly and she helped me to pack my clothes and intimate things. I took only the things that I had to have and left everything that John had gotten me or that I had purchased that I didn't absolutely have to have. Some of the things were precious to me but I left them behind. They were a part of my life that was irrevocably gone. I ended up with just a few boxes and my suitcases. Holly and I managed to carry everything ourselves and we piled it in a small pickup truck that I had rented.
I stood in the driveway and took a final look at the home that John and I had shared for the last five years. When we had moved into this place from our first apartment, John said that this was our new beginning. Now it signaled the ending. I let the tears fall, washing away the end of my marriage. I drove away and never looked back.
My choice to help Bobby was made in compassion and love but it was the wrong choice. I knew that at the time but continued anyway. I never thought of the consequences.
Consequences can be a bitch!
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TT Spalding- PI – The Waters Case
I was reading my log book. Trying to get the gist of the case so I could finish the final report. The one for the office files, not the one for the client. I kept a full accounting of all of my clients in the hopes of one day writing a book, just like my hero, Mickey. That's Mickey Spillane, writer of Sam Spade novels.
The broad walked into my office and sat down in the chair in front of my desk. She was a real looker: blond, hair cut short like a pixie, green eyes that were big and round, a figure that would make any guy stop and look back and legs that were at least ten miles long. She had a smile that said there were things she had to share that would be worth my time. All in all, she was a knockout!
The description was fairly on the money but the vernacular was right out of a Sam Spade novel. I kind of liked it though and I recorded it just like that in my voice recorder. My part time secretary and full time wife of seventeen years, Margaret, or Maggie for short, would get a kick out of it and would type it in 21st century code.
In case you haven't figured it out yet, I'm a PI. My name is T.T. Spalding. The T. T. stands for Theodore Terrell, a gift from my parents. I went by TT and threatened anyone who called me by my real name, except for my wife, of course. Yeah, I was a licensed investigator and I worked for myself here in Richmond, Va. My stick was missing persons, business scams and family affairs of all kinds. I generally worked by myself but I had two trainees that wanted to learn the business. Since I couldn't pay them much, they usually worked part time or when I had a big client that paid in advance. Those were few and far between but as I grew, word of mouth would bring in more.
I had been on my own now for slightly more than three years and I was making a good living, especially on the corporate stuff. I really liked that gig but those were the ones that were just becoming more plentiful. The real day to day stuff was missing persons and family crap. I hated the family crap. But, sure enough, the beautiful blonde knockout was in that category. I remembered the day she came in.
"What can I do for you Miss . . .?"
"Waters, my name is Karen Waters and I am a Mrs. I'm married to a man by the name of Steven Waters and I think he's cheating on me. I need you to find out for sure."
"What makes you think that Mrs. Waters?"
"He's been coming home later and later, his clothes smell like perfume, there are charges on our credit cards that I can't explain and he hasn't touched me, you know, in that way for over a month. I know he's cheating."
I watched her as she talked. She was nervous, very clearly upset, and she seemed angry, but I thought there was something else. I could tell by the way she fiddled with her handkerchief, almost tearing it apart in her hands, that she had more on her mind.
But, she only mentioned his cheating so that was what I concentrated on. At least, for now. As she spoke, I could see that there were unshed tears in her eyes and she tended to hunch her shoulders, apparently to hide her embarrassment. I believed she was probably right about her husband, and I hated it. But, I needed the money and she seemed desperate.
"What do you want me to do, Mrs. Waters? I can find out for you very quickly if he's being unfaithful and I can tell you with whom. Is that enough or do you want more concrete proof? Like pictures or tape recordings?"
"How much does it cost? I mean, if I want real proof? I would probably want the pictures to make it so he can't just deny it. And pictures would be better if I went to divorce him, wouldn't they?"
"Yeah, proof will make a divorce more profitable for you and harder for him to hide anything. I doubt he would want to go to court to fight you if you had the proof nailing him dead to rights."
"All right, how much would that cost?"
"I charge a flat fee for this kind of job. It's $3,000. For that, I give you pictures, names, addresses, phone numbers, tape recordings and a daily log covering two weeks. I'll document visits, length of time, that sort of thing. You get the report and if it's satisfactory, you pay me. If you don't like it, you still owe me $1500, $500 up front and I keep all pictures."
Money must not have been an issue with her because she just nodded her head affirmatively. I pulled out the standard contracts and filled in the money and her name and she signed without a qualm. She then proceeded to give me the information I needed to get going along with $500 cash. I promised her a final report two weeks from tomorrow and we shook hands. She thanked me and left, me watching her departing ass as she walked out. If he was cheating, her husband was a fool.
After she left, I called Polly and asked her if she was ready for a two week assignment. I told her $800 for the job and it was up to her how much time she needed to get it done. She happily agreed and said she would be there in an hour or so. In the meantime, I went on the net and found what I could about Mr. and Mrs. Waters. Seems he owned a very nice little business, working in the information world. He was rated very high with Dun & Bradstreet and was considered financially sound. We were in business.
I gave Polly the stats when she came in and she was raring to go. Now, Polly was a real knockout herself, just twenty-two with short black hair, boobs that were high and perky and a real cute figure. She worked as a free lance photographer most of the time and I was a sideline for her, She was one hot babe, but my wife had her number. Polly and Maggie were tight and there was no chance of any hanky panky there. Actually, I loved Maggie to death, and she knew it so she had no worries.
So, Polly went to work on the Mr. while I went back to the computer and compiled all of their vital statistics. One thing I had learned as a cop back in Baltimore, Md. was that there was always more to a story than clear at first glance. And some of the stuff I was getting was very interesting. It gave me a whole bunch of ideas, but there was time for that later once we had what we were after.
It was a week later when Polly called and said she wanted to go over what she had with me already. She said she didn't need another week: we had enough to bury his ass and she wanted my help in writing the report. I told her to come in and we would review and compile what she had. I was interested anyway. Even though I didn't quite believe her, I liked the lady and I wanted to see if we could make her job of divorcing his ass easy.
What Polly had was this: Steven Waters was seeing a woman about ten years younger than himself. Her name was Sally Kardon and she was a receptionist at a posh downtown salon. Seems he had met her a couple of times when he picked his wife up after having her day at the spa. Polly had pictures of him meeting her in front of an apartment building downtown where she lived, swapping spit with her in several different locations, grabbing her ass right in front of the building and in general, making a total fool of himself. But she had more.
She got the girl's address and had broken in and installed a few small cameras. She had pictures and video taken inside the girl's apartment showing her on her knees giving him a blowjob, him on his knees slamming into her from behind while she was bent over the back of the couch, her on her back with her knees pushed up to her chest while Steven pumped away buried to the hilt in her pussy. There was still more, him eating her out, her with both hands on his head driving him face first into her cunt, him titty fucking her, kneeling over her while she lay on her back, and one, my all time favorite, him plunging into her while holding her up against the wall. This guy was hell bent on fucking her to death and she was doing all she could to make it easy for him.
I told Polly that she had a first class report and all the proof she needed so to write it up and get it ready. We could do this in less than two weeks and make a tidy profit. She agreed quickly but clearly had something else on her mind. I just waited while she thought about it. Finally, she let me know what was bothering her.
"You know TT, I don't like this one bit. I picked up on some of their conversations and I got the strangest feeling that he was not just cheating on her."
"Go ahead. I think I know where this is going, but talk it out for me."
"Well, I think she started it and I think he was just getting even with her or just trying to even the playing field. I think she's been cheating on him and he found out. There has to be more to it than that, so maybe this was more than payback on his part."
I was inclined to agree with her. There was the nagging feeling I had after Mrs. Waters left my office. Well, that and the growing erection I got from watching her ass as she walked away. It's funny. My dick seems to know when a woman is a cheater. It seems to think that she's fair game when an unfaithful woman comes in the office. Well, if Polly and my dick both think something is up, who am I to argue?
So, I told Polly to go after the wife if she thought it was a possibility and maybe we could get money from the husband as well. Hell, if they were both cheating, why not give both the same ammunition and let them fight it out in court. We make money and they make fools of themselves. And after all, she had tried to make a fool out of me. Worked for me.
Well, Polly went back to work and sure enough, she was right. Seems Mrs. Waters had a boyfriend. Well, actually, she had two. There was one that came to her home when Steve was working and one downtown that she saw at least twice in four days. When Polly told me what she found, I called Mrs. Waters and told her we had the proof she wanted but that it would take us an extra week to ten days to finish up but not to worry as I wouldn't charge her any extra. She wasn't happy but she bought it.
I had stumbled onto what I thought was going on here so I worked with Polly on Mrs. Waters. It was really fascinating and I wanted to use the extra time to see what she had going on. You'd never guess that the sweet thing that came in my office, shy and showing a tear as she talked about the possibility of her husband cheating on poor little her was a conniving slut that had at least two tricks on the side. I, on the other hand, being the cool suave private dick that I was, had no clue as to exactly what was up.
Polly was very good at surveillance and she set up small high resolution cameras in Mrs. Water's home bedroom and in the apartment of a guy by the name of Wally Cannon who lived in a high rise downtown. Not the best part of town but what the hell. How Polly worked her magic, I never asked. She did the job and I accepted it as is.
After Polly's breaking and entering, and the additional week I had negotiated, we had four recorded trysts of Mrs. Waters with the Cannon guy and two with the lover who made house calls to service her. His name was Harmon Simms. Seems he was a neighbor who lived three houses away. Convenient.
I sat down with Polly and Maggie. (Maggie was there for my protection). We fast forwarded and reviewed the tapes and selected the best from each one. I had Polly put together DVDs of the best of each lover and get them ready. I thought that with thin new information, maybe she should talk with Steven Waters and see if we could have him hire us as well. I told her we would take a flat $3000 with no questions asked. She suggested $4000 since we had such great movies and it was probably her that was trying to screw him. I agreed that she was a better businessman than me and told her to go for it.
Maybe you think there's a breach of ethics here, but there is no such thing. My license had nothing to do with my morals or my duties to the customer. I just had to declare myself as private, make sure no one thought I was a real cop and I was required to disclose anything I knew to the courts under subpoena. If I double crossed the double crossers, no one gave a crap, and word of mouth in this part of the business wasn't a big deal. My clients didn't talk much about themselves.
When she was ready, Maggie and I reviewed what Polly put together. Let me tell you, I was so hot after watching the DVDs Polly made that I had to rush Maggie upstairs to the bedroom where I fucked her silly. I had to admit, she was really into it as well. We lost about 3 hours of valuable work day but who's counting. Afterwards, we went back down and finished the DVDs. God, were they hot!
The first showed Karen and Wally in his apartment. Polly showed Karen arriving, slowly stripping, then a quick shot of her naked except for a pearl necklace, spinning around for his approval. Then the angle changed to show her on her knees with one hand fingering herself while she held Wally's pecker in her mouth with the other as she sucked him off, moving her hand up and down his shaft. There was a good view of her face covered with his spunk. She was laughing and looked quite pleased with herself. The next few clips showed Karen getting royally fucked in the missionary position by Wally, ending with a loud scream from Karen and a deep grunt from Wally as he filled her with his cum.
I stopped, wiped the sweat from my face, looked at Maggie, wiggling my eyebrows suggestively but unproductively, and then back to the DVD. For the next 10 minutes or so, Karen once again sucked Wally back to hardness and then he took her from behind, pumping into her with a long smooth stroke. Since he had already cum twice, he was able to stay with her for a long time and he alternately held her hips as he plunged into her or bent over her back, grabbing her tits as he pummeled her.
Through all of this, Karen was moaning, "Yes, yes, yes." It was sort of monotonous to me but she was certainly letting him know she was very happy with him. He was just sweating and pumping away. I had to give it to him. The man had stamina.
There was a little more but we ejected that DVD and put in the next one. This one was taken in her bedroom at their home and showed the neighbor guy, Harmon Simms. He was a short, balding guy with a small beer belly and lots of body hair. I looked at him and then at Maggie with a questioning look but she just smiled and shrugged her shoulders as if to say, who knows. Why would a looker like Karen let a putz like Harmon even be in the same world with her? I had no clue. Anyway, I pushed play and sat back.
The answer hit me in the face as soon as I saw the first picture of Harmon Simms naked. My God! I had never seen a cock that long or that big around in my life. I mean I had looked at a lot of porn on the net but this beat anything I had ever seen. He had to be ten inches long and as thick around as my wrist. I know what you're thinking. You've read stories of bigger but this one wasn't a story. This was real and on a real guy. Not a porn star but a nerdy neighbor. He was huge! I shut my mouth and sat back, curious.
Polly had put this one together with a lot more care. I could see why almost immediately. The first scene was Karen, with both hands around Harm's cock and she was trying to get it into her mouth. She was having trouble just getting her mouth open wide enough to take the head in. She finally gave up, tilted her head and began to slide her lips up and down the length of it. While she was doing this, Harm was smiling down at her and running his fat hands through her short blond hair. It was a lot like watching a train wreck. It was horrible but I couldn't take my eyes off of it. I watched his face since that was what Polly had focused on and saw him squint his eyes tight as he fought to control his climax, but he finally lost the battle. The next thing I saw was his fat hands holding Karen's head steady as he let go a blast of cum right into her mouth. He wasn't gentle and she wasn't a happy camper as I could easily tell but she didn't say a word. She just opened her mouth and shut her eyes and took it.
I found myself panting and tried to control my breathing after that but there was more. Polly had moved almost immediately to the next scene showing Karen on her side with one leg lifted in the air. Harm was behind her on his side and holding her leg up, he moved close to her and slid his cock into her pussy. I say slid. Well, actually, it was just the first inch or so and that caused Karen to squeal like a stuck pig. I glanced over at Maggie and I could see she was grimacing as though she was the one being stretched.
Harmon just seemed to accept it as normal because he never even slowed down. He just kept pumping in and out, each time a little deeper, and I watched as the first few inches slid in, spreading Karen's lips apart and stretching her beyond what I thought possible. But she took it and he pushed even harder. I watched in awe as the first five or six inches disappeared while he pushed.
Karen was panting and letting out a little sound that made my skin crawl but she never told him to stop. Finally, after pushing for what seemed like an eternity, most of his monster was inside her. I couldn't believe it but I couldn't doubt the evidence. As I watched, he slowly backed out a few inches and then pushed back in. Karen let out a scream that should have woken the dead but he just did it again and again. Karen finally stopped screaming and just lay there whimpering quietly. I saw the lips of her pussy pull out as he withdrew and then moved in as he pushed. It was obscene but arousing. I had a hard on that wouldn't stop.
Well, Polly had included this scene to its conclusion and I watched it but then I had to stop. I couldn't take any more. Maggie just smiled at me and reached over to grab my erection. She whispered in my ear and I nodded gratefully as she used her hand to bring me to a climax right there. I offered to return the favor but she told me she had taken the opportunity to help herself earlier.
We put the two DVDs in a small disc envelope, sealed it and put our own evidence tape across the top. With these and the short and sweet report Polly had including their names, addresses and phone numbers, with dates, we were ready to contact Mr. Waters. I called Polly and told her it was a go. First thing in the morning she would call.
I watched as Polly called his office and asked to speak with him. When whoever she was talking to asked the nature of the call, Polly just said to tell him it was very personal from Mr. Spalding. She looked at me with a smile as she waited. Finally, he came on. I listened as Polly told him who she was, what she had and asked if he would be interested. He asked a couple of questions about his wife and I gave Polly the information. That seemed to satisfy him and he made an appointment to come in the next day. We were set.
The way this worked, I called Karen and told her I had the report ready and all she had to do was come in and read it. If she was satisfied, she would make payment with either cash or a certified check. That was my policy. No chance to stop payment once they left the office. I set the time for thirty minutes before Mr. Waters was due in. All we had to do was follow through.
Karen Waters was right on time and I showed her into my office and shut the door. She was nervous but still looked wonderful. I could almost see her mouth being stretched by old Harm and the rest of it . . . , well, I wish I didn't love my wife so much, but I did. Anyway, I showed her the pictures first and then gave her the report to read. She was quiet for some time and finally raised her head with a smile.
"This is perfect. You have the name of the slut and her address. I also love the pictures. It's very clear that he's cheating on me and the dates show this to be an affair. Several times with the same girl. This is wonderful. It's worth every penny."



With that, Karen reached in her purse and pulled out the cash. I didn't bother to count it as I was certain it was all there. Karen was a cheat but not a crook. I thanked her and asked her what she planned to do next. I wanted her to stay for just a few more minutes and she seemed relaxed enough to tell me about contacting a lawyer. She also mentioned the conditions of her pre nuptial agreement and this was what I was waiting for. I knew it! I knew that was what the deal was! She told me that if she caught him cheating, the pre nup was null and void. If she cheated, it made no difference what he did. She would get nothing. Hot Damn! Polly owed me $20!
While I was talking to Karen, Polly had played the DVDs for Steven in our little conference room next door and he was more than ready to pay the four grand just to get his hands on them. Polly had advised him to bring cash so he just handed it over as she gave him the package. Now for the finale. As he sat reading the report she rose.
"Mr. Waters, would you wait here in the conference room for just a minute? We have someone we would like you to meet."
"Sure, no problem, One of your investigators?"
"Well, something like that."
With that, Polly knocked on my door. That was the signal. I turned to Karen and told her I had someone she should meet. She stood and followed me out the door without a clue. I walked to the door to the conference room and stepped to one side.
"Go on in. There is someone there you need to talk to. We'll give you some privacy."
"Is it her? The one he's cheating with?"
"Just go on in. This should give you some closure."
With that, I opened the door and she practically ran in. I quickly shut it behind her and left. It was only a few seconds before it started. And man, was it brutal! I loved every loud, screaming, minute of it.

Epilog

Maggie and I sat in our whirlpool on the patio of our little bungalow. We had had a good three weeks. We made just over $5400 after paying Polly $1600 for her part in the deal. Not bad for three weeks and a few days work. Neither of us felt bad as we watched a broken marriage fall apart. Both spouses were cheaters and neither deserved any advantage. We had given Karen exactly what she paid us for and we gave Steven exactly what he needed to make it even. The final result was that he divorced her and she got zilch, nada, nil! Well, when you try to put one over on someone, you pay the price if it goes belly up.
"Well, we deserve a break, don't you think?" my lovely wife asked as we soaked in the hot bubbling water.
"I don't think we have time. There was a man in today that thinks his wife is cheating on him and he wants our help in proving it. He says she has changed recently and he knows something is wrong. I asked him if he had done anything that might have caused her to try to get even and he just shrugged his shoulders but I could tell. He finally told me that he may have but he didn't go into any detail."
"And?"
"And I told him we would take the case."
She just laughed and slapped my arm.
"By the way. I made a copy of those DVDs we gave to Steven Waters. Want to watch them again?"
Maggie just laughed and reached down to grab me. Neither of us had anything on and we let nature take its course.
To be Continued . . .
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Erin and I had been married for just over 12 years last month. We had no children and we both were content in our careers. We first met at a seminar on business accounting and we found we had a lot in common. She was then an engineer, working for a medical device manufacturer and I, Paul Warner, was a Senior Manager for a company that made hospital equipment. We had dinner and made plans to see each other after the meetings were concluded. We lived only a few miles apart and both worked in Newark, NJ .
We continued to see each other after the conference and we became a couple soon after. Both of us were very dedicated to our careers and we shared a love of good food, good wines, good music, good restaurants and travel. We were able to take advantage of all of these during our dates and we finally knew that we were a perfect match in so many ways. I finally asked her to marry me on one of our evenings out to a very fancy restaurant we both enjoyed. I had help from the staff and the ring was placed very prominently on the top of a slice of chocolate cake. It had white icing and the ring was standing upright, clearly visible when the plate was placed in front of her. When she saw the ring, her face glowed and as she looked up at me, I took her hand in mine and proposed. She accepted and we were married 3 months later.
Erin was a process engineer which meant she spent a lot to time traveling to different sites to help install and debug new manufacturing equipment. I know this was a strange career for a woman but she had worked her way into the job early on when she graduated with a degree in chemical engineering. She liked the mechanical part of her job and took every chance to work on equipment design and installation. Over the years, she had gained a reputation in her field and she was now highly regarded and well paid.
I was more of an executive type. I had started in business with an oil company as an accountant and worked my way up the ladder until I was finally able to enter the job market with a good job history and lots of experience. I was offered a job as the VP of Finance for a small packaging machinery operation and I gained even more experience. After 10 years in the field, I took the job as CFO for a major manufacturing company.
We lived in a nice home, not very large but just right for the two of us. Since Erin traveled quite a bit, we had a housekeeper who maintained the place. She had been with us for almost 5 years. She was an older woman who had three children that she was helping through school so she was dedicated to her job as a source of much needed money. She was honest and hard working and we both adored her.
All of this is just to let you know who we are and what we are about. Nothing much our of the ordinary and our life was almost as typical. One would think that we were bored much of the time but that simply wasn't true. Erin and I would try almost anything at least once. We had done a wide range of things. We had tried sky diving, bungee jumping, scuba diving, golf, hiking and camping. One time we rented a couple of motorcycles and we spent a week, just riding around the countryside. We traveled extensively when the time allowed, vacationing or on business. We accompanied each other sometimes when Erin was in the field or when I traveled. We enjoyed all of them but none were obsessive. We just had time to enjoy ourselves and we made enough money to indulge in most of them as often as we liked.
We had discussed the idea of children shortly after we were married but jointly decided not to have any. It was a mutual decision and neither of us were the least bit sorry about it. After 12 years, we still were content with each other. That was until just about 6 months ago.
I noticed little things. Those things that you take for granted and never think twice about. Like our Saturdays. We liked to sleep in late on Saturday and then get up just long enough to fix a couple of sandwiches and some soft drinks and then we would run back to bed and just lay around until late afternoon, reading, maybe watch a little TV and fool around with each other. We had sex most times if we were in the mood or we would just get each other off if we weren't. Erin liked oral, both giving and getting and so did I. So we would either have a good hard sexual workout or we would give each other oral. One or the other. But the last five Saturdays she expressed disinterest except on two occasions and then it was just oral. Erin initiated it so that I knew she didn't want sex.
Then there was our usual pattern of having sex once or twice a week, usually going to bed early so that we could get in a good workout and still get a good night's sleep. We had a solid sex life and it had settled down to a routine over the years. Again, that was how it had been but not for the past several months. We started to have sex less and less and then it was down to only on Saturdays. It happened so slowly that I didn't notice it but it began with the 'I'm awfully tired' or 'I have to be up early tomorrow' from Erin. I never mentioned it because I didn't even notice at first.
I had never had occasion to doubt Erin or her fidelity. Even though she traveled a lot in her job, and usually with other men from the company, I had never once doubted her. She would do the little things: she would call at odd times, always called in the evening just before bedtime to talk or to tell me about her day and never failed to answer her cell if I called. If she said she would be home at a certain time, she was always on time or she would call to explain why she was late. Her secretary always knew where she was at any time and would contact her for me if she was in a remote plant. She always called me back right away. No doubts.
But recently I noticed that the phone calls became less and less and she seemed to be having to travel more than before. They were short trips and she excused the lack of calls by telling me the time was tight and she didn't have much spare time to chat or make unnecessary calls. Suddenly I was an unnecessary nuisance?
Now, things were becoming strained between us. I finally decided to have a talk with her that night at dinner. I had to know what was wrong and what I could do to make it right. I left work right on time and drove home, filled with anxiety. I was worried that something might be seriously wrong and Erin was afraid to tell me, but I had to know. I made it home just as she arrived. We went in together.
It was my turn to fix dinner so I had ordered Chinese takeout which I put on the table with some soy sauce and salad fixings. It was one of her favorites so she was pleased. We ate in silence and enjoyed the food. We finished early and cleaned the dishes together. As usual. I enjoyed the closeness and the companionship and the sharing of chores that had come to symbolize our relationship. I had forgotten how much we shared. That thought caused a small kernel of pain to form in my gut and it wouldn't relax.
We took our coffee into the den and sat down, her on the couch with her legs tucked under her and the cup sitting on the coffee table, me in my recliner with the side table holding my cup. Again, our usual. I looked over at her and noticed for the first time some wrinkles around her mouth and eyes, sure signs of tension. I decided it was time.
"Erin, I wanted to talk to you about some things. Is it OK to do it now?"
Erin looked over at me with some surprise but no anxiety or concern.
"Of course. You can talk to me anytime. What's up? You look so serious."
"I'm worried and a little afraid. I don't know what's wrong and I have tried to think of anything that could be bothering you but nothing comes to mind."
Erin now showed a little anxiety demonstrated by a frown, a tightening of her mouth and a narrowing of her eyes. I watched the anxiety quickly disappear and her face take on a quizzical look.
"I don't know what you're talking about. What in the world makes you think that something is wrong or bothering me? I'm just fine. There is nothing wrong that I know of."
"Then why has our lovemaking suddenly gone from several times a week to hardly ever? Why do you no longer want to make love on our Saturdays? Why are you always so quiet now? You never want to just sit and talk and you are in bed and asleep long before I get there. Everything is different now and I don't know why!"
I hadn't intended to get so emotional but once I started, it all came out. It had been building inside me for months and now it overflowed. The pain that had begun with dinner, now was a full fledged fire burning in my belly. I poured it all out and finished with a tear falling down my cheek.
I watched Erin's face, waiting and hoping for some rational explanation of what was wrong but all I saw was a slow flush of red that started in her cheeks and spread down her neck and across her face. She suddenly couldn't maintain eye contact with me and looked down and away. It was at that moment that I first began to suspect that my wonderful world was about to collapse into smoking ruins. I waited for the end.
But instead of answering me, Erin suddenly jumped up and ran out of the room and to our bedroom. I heard the door shut and then nothing more. I sat there, stunned and alone. What the hell just happened? Was that my answer? She was afraid to tell me the truth because it was so terrible? I believed then that something was seriously wrong and she was afraid to tell me. I didn't know what to do so I just sat there, too afraid to move.
I sat there for over an hour, trying to get the nerve to go up and force her to tell me the truth when I heard the door open and Erin coming back down the stairs. I held my breath while she came back into the room and sat down on the couch as before. I watched her and waited for her to speak.
"Paul, I'm so sorry. There's nothing going on that you need to worry about. I've been very upset lately over some things going on in the company. I'm afraid that I might be out of a job very soon if things don't change. I guess the worry and the uncertainty has made me a wreck. I wasn't aware that you even noticed and I apologize for making you worry so. Can you forgive me?"
I considered what she said with some skepticism but I had no reason to doubt her. I looked inside to see if what she said fit with what I had seen and experienced and found her explanation to be far short of the likely truth. But, I had no proof of anything else so I decided to let her go for a while longer and see what she would do now.
"Of course I forgive you. I'm so glad that's all it was. I was afraid there was something wrong with your health and I was so worried. I even thought that you might be having an affair and that accounted for your lack of interest in sex. I guess I imagined all sorts of things. I'm sorry about the job but you are good enough to get another job probably with a better pay level somewhere else. As a matter of fact, I think you should either stay home or look elsewhere for a job with less stress."
At the mention of an affair, I saw her eyes widen and her color pale just for an instant and I guess I knew then. But I didn't let on and I let her talk some more about the job and listened as though I believed her. I knew in my heart that she was lying through her teeth but I let her go on. When she finished, I decided to make an attempt to give her a chance to save what I still believed was a good marriage.
"Erin, there is something I want to say. I need you to listen to me. If there is something wrong with our marriage or our sex life, I need you to tell me. If you are unhappy with me, tell me. But don't cheat on me or our marriage. I could never accept that. There is no way we could survive that. I will do whatever you want me to do to make things better but I will never forgive an affair."
This time she didn't react to the term affair but she did listen to me. I could tell almost the exact moment when she decided not to tell me the truth. I saw her face tighten and I saw her eyes narrow, just before she put a smile on her face.
"You're being silly now. I would never cheat on you and there is nothing wrong with any part of our life together. You are just tired and depressed and you are thinking bad thoughts. Just let them go. You know how much I love you. There is no one else for me."
I listened with a smile on my face but I was planning on finding the truth. Let her believe she had me fooled.
That night, Erin wanted to go to bed early and have sex and I was more than willing. If she was having an affair, I decided I might as well get some too. Erin was a very experienced lover and she demonstrated it to me that night. We had oral and then we had sex, something we rarely did. Erin was trying as hard as she could to convince me. I let her try.
Things went pretty much back to normal for the next two weeks as Erin remained committed to convincing me that things were alright. I watched and waited, knowing I would see some sign when she was ready to stray again. That sign came a week later when she told me she had to go to the Toledo plant for a two day run. She said she would go by herself but only have to stay two nights and she would be back on the third day. Since this was nothing out of the usual, I made no mention of it. She was all over me that night and the next two nights before she was to leave.
She packed a small suitcase and I drove her to the airport that Tuesday. She was catching a flight out that would put her in Toledo by 4:00. She said she would be alone on this trip and would call me when she got there. I suggested she wait till about dinner since I had a meeting at 4:00. I kissed her goodbye and watched her rush into the airport to make her flight. Rather than wait with her, I just dropped her off and told her I was going to return to work, but I had plans that she was unaware of.
I had booked a flight that left an hour later on a different airline that put me in Toledo just past 5:30. I knew the hotel she was staying in and I had booked a room there as well. I wanted to see what I could see but if I got caught, I had this plan to tell her I wanted to surprise her with a nice dinner and maybe some lovemaking. It was lame, but I didn't have much experience at this spying stuff. During the flight, I made a list of the people she normally traveled with and added Addison Croft, her boss. Once there, I would check to see if any of them were registered. Clever, I thought.
I checked in at just past 6:00. I wanted to get to my room, dress casually and then wait in the lounge to see if I could see Erin or any of her colleagues that I might recognize. I knew it was a long shot but what the hell. Sooner or later, I would see her and I could then see who she was with. As I was on my way back down in the elevator, she called on my cell.
"Hi, honey, it's me. I'm checked in at the hotel and I'm going down to dinner now. I hate to eat alone but that's better than room service. How was your meeting?"
"My meeting was fine but too long. I hate for you to have to eat alone but I guess it's necessary. How was your flight?"
"OK. It was on time and that's the best you can hope for. Well, I won't keep you. I plan to be late at the plant tonight so I probably won't call later. Is that OK? I don't want you to worry. And, if you really need me, you can still call my cell. I'll keep it with me."
"OK, babe. Take care and don't work too late. I'll talk to you tomorrow. Goodbye."
I hung up and found a nice seat in the lobby just out of sight of the elevators. I could see them but all I had to do was sit back in the chair and no one could see me. I grabbed a local paper and settled in to wait.
I watched for the next 15 minutes and was about to give up and go check on names at the desk when I spotted her getting off the elevator. I slid back a little and raised the paper in front of my face but continued to watch. I was not disappointed. As she stepped out of the elevator, Addison was right behind her. He had his hand on her back and she was walking very close to him. They moved past the lobby and went in to the restaurant section. The way she was dressed was not appropriate for a plant run!
I waited until they were inside and then I casually walked over to the divider that separated the restaurant from the lobby and glanced in. I spotted them just being seated in a booth toward the back.
So she was eating alone tonight? That was the first lie she told me. I wondered what the next one would be. There was a coffee shop off the lobby where I took a seat and waited, watching the exit to the restaurant. About an hour later, I watched them leave, him again with his arm around her waist and her leaning against him. They walked to the elevator and as they entered, I saw him lean down and kiss her. She reached up to put her arms around him as the doors closed. Now I had my answer.
I waited for just over 20 minutes and decided to call her. I made up a small emergency about a doctor's appointment I knew she had made for next week. I called her cell and waited. She answered on the fifth ring and sounded out of breath.
"Paul? Is that you? What's wrong honey? I told you I was going to be in the plant this evening."
"Sorry to bother you but the doctor's office called and wanted to know if you could change your appointment for next week. I didn't know what your schedule was so I told them you would call tomorrow. Are you at work?"
"Yes, and thanks. I'll call them to change it. I can't really talk now so I'll call you tomorrow. Goodnight and thanks."
One last chance for her to see what she was doing to us. "You're welcome and I love you. Remember what I told you a week ago? Please don't do anything you'll be sorry for."
"Paul! Of course not! I love you too, so stop! Goodnight."
So, she was working. I bet she was working. Working on Addison's cock I bet. So now I had the rest of my answer. She was cheating on me with her boss and she was going to continue. Nothing I said to her earlier in the week meant anything. I gave her another chance tonight but she lied then and she lied tonight. Well, I was not going to accept this. We were over. Our marriage was done and I would end it now. No more lies.
I thought about it for the next few hours trying to decided on what I would do. I wanted to know why she had done this to us. I knew she didn't care anymore but why couldn't she have simply told me she was no longer in love with me and asked for a divorce? Why did she have to humiliate me this way? What did I do to her to make her do this? I was so angry at her that I decided to call her room and ask her. After four rings without an answer, I remembered that she was in Addison's room and would probably spend the night with the son of a bitch. As I slammed the phone down, I decided. The hell with why! It made no difference now.
I pulled out a sheet of the ever present hotel stationary and the little cheap pen that had their name on it and wrote a letter, intending to give it to the desk to leave for her. I knew exactly what I wanted to say. I wrote it carefully and folded it neatly in an envelope and marked her name on the outside. By the time she read it, I would be home and far enough away that I could let my anger flow. If I were with her, I would probably hurt her and I didn't want to do that.
I called reservations and booked a flight back home for the first thing in the morning. I could be home by noon and ready for whatever was going to happen. I spent a restless night knowing that my wife was fucking another man in this very hotel, but was up and gone by 6:00 am in time to catch my flight. So far no calls so Erin had not bothered to go back to her room that night to see the message light. I had expected no less.



My plane landed at just after 10:00 and I deplaned and entered the terminal. I turned my phone back on and immediately got a message that I had four voice mail messages waiting. I smiled and simply put the phone back in my pocket turned off again. I caught the shuttle and found my car in long term parking and was home by 11:30. I had four more calls between the airport and home but I chose to answer none of them. I wanted to be relaxed and comfortable when I spoke to Erin.
I unpacked, washed up and fixed a drink for myself and then sat down in my recliner. I took my cell out, turned it on and set it on the arm of the chair and waited. Sure enough, it rang a minute later. I flipped open the cover and answered.
"Paul! Paul is that you? Paul, what did you mean by this letter you left me? Why would you think I was with someone? I told you I was at the plant working last night. You knew that! What the hell did you mean by this nasty letter?"
"Erin, please don't lie to me any more. I asked you a simple question. Why didn't you just ask me for a divorce? Why did you have to go fucking that asshole Addison behind my back? Why did you choose to humiliate me? That's what I don't understand. You could have done anything you wanted to and I would have let you have your freedom. If you had only asked."
"Paul, no. No. No. I don't want a divorce. I love you and I want to be with you. I haven't done anything like you think. You have to believe me. Please, Paul. I love you so much. Please, please."
"I was there last night at the hotel. You and Addison came down for dinner at about 6:30 and went back to his room an hour later. You spent the night with him and you were still with him at 6:00 this morning when I called your room. I left then for a flight back here. I saw you and he kissing in the elevator and I called you half an hour later when you told me you were at the plant working. Don't you remember? I know lying gets so complicated when you have to remember so many."
"Oh God, Paul. You have to let me try to explain. I'm on my way to the airport now and I'll be home before 4:00. Please wait for me. Let me try to explain to you. You have to let me. Please Paul."
"Goodbye Erin. There is nothing to explain. You had a choice to make and you made it. Now you have to accept the consequences of that choice. I'll be gone by the time you get home. I don't want to talk to you again and I'll file for the divorce tomorrow. You can have the house. I'll be packed and gone by the time you get here so whatever is left you can have."
I hung up and turned the phone off. She had killed my love for her and there was nothing she could do to bring it back to life. I no longer wanted to talk to her or see her or listen to her. She didn't have to explain: I understood. She chose to do what she did because she wanted to. There was nothing more to it than that. She did it because she could and she wanted to. She could stay faithful to the promises she made to me or she could break those vows. She knew the risks and the possible costs and she made a choice. I doubt that she ever even considered the consequences. Now the choice was mine and I made it.
Consequences are a bitch.
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TT Spalding- PI – The Partridge Case
Maggie reminded me that I had a 3 pm appointment with a Mr. Henry Partridge today so I pulled out my trusty log book to review the client. What I had written there was in my own style and brought a picture of him to mind.
When Henry Partridge came into my office, I knew something was up. He was a tall, heavy set man with a balding head and a swarthy complexion. His hands were big: big and gnarled, showing a lifetime of hard work. The same could be said of his face. The face of money well earned. There was also the look of a man who had seen his share of hard times and bad breaks. It was the face of success over adversity. That showed in the beer belly that flowed over the edge of my desk when he leaned across it to snarl at me.
Damn! I loved this shit. I read it again and just loved the way the words rang out. This was one of the things I loved about my job. I kept a record of every visit and every client in this little tome. I was transported back in time to Sam Spade again. He was my hero, and the inspiration for my becoming a PI. Licensed right here in Richmond, Va. Maybe I would write a novel one day. Yeah, sure!
Henry was a client: the one that I told Maggie about last week. He thought his wife of 24 years was cheating on him and he wanted me to prove it for him. It was strange though. It seemed to me that he loved his wife very much, and he talked about her as though she was a saint and he was the sinner. I got the impression he thought she was forced into cheating by his own actions. I wanted to get to the bottom of that little scenario and asked for another meeting with him. He was due in today at 3 sharp and I hoped to get what I needed. Since I had already agreed to help him, this was more of a fact finding mission than curiosity. Sure it was.
Maggie buzzed me right at 3 sharp to tell me Henry was waiting. I told her to send him in and, as a thought, asked her to join us. She knocked a few seconds later and opened the door, ushering in Mr. Partridge. He looked exactly the same as I motioned for him to sit in the torture chair. You know the one. Maggie moved around to one side and took the more comfortable chair there. She crossed her legs with a smirk while I watched her. Damn she had nice legs!
"Thanks for coming in again Mr. Partridge. There were some things I wanted to go over with you. Oh, by the way, this is my wife, Maggie. She doubles as a secretary and keeps me honest. I get a lot of female clients, you know."
I was trying to keep it light and loosen up our Mr. Partridge but it wasn't working. He just sat there like a slightly balding mafia hit man and stared at me. Well, what the hell. I'd just try again.
"You brought the information I asked for last time?" I asked. I had asked him for all of the credit card info, the bank account numbers and her cell phone number. I also needed the home phone number, her SS number and any schedules she kept as to meetings, work, and the like. All stuff I could use to track her comings and goings.
"It's all here" he said as he handed Maggie a very large manila envelope. Seems he took me seriously and brought everything that could possibly be used.
She took it with a smile.
"Thank you Mr. Partridge. We'll give you a receipt today before you leave and a copy of our license and bond to assure you. We will keep all information strictly confidential."
It seemed that Maggie's smile and voice were more suitable to Mr. Partridge since he gave her a huge smile. He actually blushed a little when she smiled at him in return. Well, what have we here?
"Tell me Henry, may I call you Henry? Why do you think your wife is cheating on you? What has she done to give you this idea?"
Maggie had gone right to work. She was quick on the uptake and saw the response she got from him so she decided to ask the initial questions. I was content and sat back to watch a pro work. And pro she was. She always made me feel like the employee and her the boss. She was my pride and joy!
"Connie, my wife, has always been very shy. She never did go out much and she was a great mother to our children. We have four, you know. I have one son who is a dentist and another son who is doing his residency in the hospital here in town. The other two, both girls, are still in college. They want to teach, both of them. They're great kids and it's all because of Connie. She did a great job. It was really special for us since neither of us ever finished High School. So you see?"
Henry seemed to be lost in a memory for a while as Maggie tossed me a look. It said, get some coffee or something before this guy goes to sleep. Maggie was not very sentimental when it came to kids. She never wanted any. So, neither did I.
"Anyway, where was I? Oh, yeah, Well, I own my own company. We do preparation work. You know, we clear and grade the land for new homes or buildings. We get it ready for the construction crews to start. A lot of those big yellow bulldozers and front loaders and the like you see are mine. I make a good living but it takes a lot of money to put the kids through college. Not that I minded you know, but it takes a lot. Having two in college at one time means a $50,000 a year bill for me. That meant I had to work a lot of hours to get the money. I was working fifty to sixty hours a week and still am. That makes for a lot of alone time for Connie now that the kids are all out of the house."
He paused to take a drink of the diet Pepsi I brought in from the cooler behind Maggie's desk. He took a deep breath and continued.
"Connie and I always had a good sex life."
Here, he glanced at me and then back to Maggie. I could see the flush spread over his face and down his neck. It was almost funny to see a grown Mafia type sitting here in my office, embarrassed to death to be talking about sex with his wife. It was a riot but sort of sad too, since it was now very clear that this man loved his wife.
"I'm sorry to be talking about this but it's important. We made love you know. Not that kinky stuff these kids do nowadays. We made real love. Twice a week, sometimes more. I thought Connie liked what we did but maybe I was wrong."
He stopped to take another drink of the Pepsi and I saw him casually wipe away a tear when he thought we didn't notice. I saw Maggie and damn if there wasn't a tear there too! My Maggie, the hopeless romantic! I thought this was worth a ribbing or two before my better judgment kicked in. More likely, this could lead to some hot sex later if I played my cards right.
"Has your love life changed recently Mr. Partridge? Is there something different that you noticed? Anything at all?"
"Yes, it's very different. She has wanted to have more sex lately and when we do have sex, it's really hot. I mean, you know, ah, very, sort of more, intense. She wants to try different things now and she wants me to be more, ah, 'aggressive' is the word she uses. I mean, I don't know where this is coming from but it is certainly different."
This really did him in. He had spilled his guts and it had cost him a great deal. It was clear that this bull of a man was embarrassed by all of this and he was just barely managing to hold it together to tell us this. He must have thought it was important so he did it. I think that's what he always did. He did what was necessary.
I glanced at Maggie to see that she was still watering at the eyes. She had been devastated by the hurt in this man's soul. I decided that I should take it from here.
"Mr. Partridge. What you have described to us is a classic case of the changes we see with cheating spouses."
I watched the pain spread over his face with this announcement so I hastened to try to give him some hope.
"But, it is could also be a sign that she's just doing some soul searching and trying to decide how she wants the rest of your lives to be. Remember, she lost her children now and she feels totally alone. You may be surprised at what we find."
As I hoped, some light came back into his eyes. Maggie stood up and held out her hand to our client.
"Come on Mr. Partridge. Let's get you back to work and you let us take it from here. Don't worry. We'll find the truth for you."
Mickey Spillane would have been proud.
After he left, Maggie and I discussed the case. We listed all of the signs of a possible affair: the change in behavior, the change in their sex life, his observation of her actions, and not much else. If she was having an affair, she was leaving very few clues, and the changed sex life was too much of a cliché. Still, we had to operate on the theory that she was having an affair and then either prove it or disprove it. That's how we operated.
I called Bruno Morelli this time since Polly took the last case. Polly was a better snoop, knowing a lot more about electronics, but Bruno was a brute force man. He was good at watching, waiting and then acting. He would watch until he established a pattern of behavior, he would wait to confirm what he suspected and then he would act by getting the evidence. We had never failed with Bruno. His method produced irrefutable evidence in several court cases. He and Polly were good friends and never minded sharing the cases.
When we gave everything to Bruno, he listened to the tape of our conversation with Mr. Partridge and just shrugged his shoulders.
"Doesn't sound like much to me. I'll watch the Missus, see if she is meeting anyone and then I'll get the goods if there are any to get. How much time do I have?"
"You have a week to start and then another week if you see something. OK?"
"You got it boss. I'll start first thing tomorrow. Anything happens, it'll start after he goes to work."
So, the case was active. We were in business.
Friday afternoon, exactly one week later to the hour, Bruno walked in the door to my office with a grin on his face. I was not surprised. He generally worked this way: nothing while he was in the field and then, "Hi, Boss".
"OK Bruno, what've you got?"
"Well, there is definitely something funny going on. I spent the whole week outside her place and I watched this guy go in three times: Monday, Wednesday and today. Just like clockwork. He got there at 1:15 each day and left at 4:20 or thereabouts each day. Same guy, same time and same place. Awfully funny and awfully stupid for a cheater."
"Who is this guy? You must have done something besides just sit on your ass outside the house. You're too good at patterns to just let them go by without doing something. What'd you do?"


"Hah! You know me too well. I ran the plate on his car and found out who he is. His name is William Price. Lives here in town on the upper north side. Good neighborhood. Not married and lives alone. At least, that's what it says on the lease for his apartment."
"OK, so we know who he is. What does he do for a living? Did you find that out?"
"Of course. That's what you pay me the big bucks for. He works for the city as an inspector for building permits. He travels all over but never misses his time with the Mrs."
"So, any idea of what's going on in there?"
"That's what I wanted to talk to you about. You want me to get pictures?"
I considered. I had told Mr. Partridge the cost and we had agreed on the initial $500 only. I needed to call him and ask him. So, while Bruno waited, I called him at work.
"Hello, Mr. Partridge, it's TT Spalding. Yeah, it's me. Listen, do you know a man by the name of, . . . William Price?"
"No? OK. Well, listen Mr. Partridge. Huh? OK, Henry. We have proof that Mr. Price is visiting your home in the afternoons but we don't know what's going on inside."
"Well, we don't like to assume anything Henry. What I'd like to do is get you the proof in pictures and do the report for you so you'll have everything you need if you want to do something about it."
"Yeah, we can but it will cost as we discussed. Right, the 3 grand. You're OK with that?"
"OK. Yeah, goodbye."
I turned to Bruno and gave him the thumbs up. He had the go ahead to go after pictures. He smiled, thinking of the $800 he would earn and left. I knew it was in good hands. As I said, Bruno was a real mechanic when it came to stuff like this. More focused and less emotional than Polly, but just as good.
I told Maggie later that evening about what Bruno had found and she just shook her head back and forth. I knew what she was thinking. Why would this bitch cheat on such a good man. I agreed but I wasn't ready to throw in the towel just yet. We had only what Bruno saw. Nothing more. Yet!
After this week, Maggie and I both had the urge to make quiet passionate love with each other. We went to bed Friday night, made love gently and sweetly and fell asleep in each other's arms.
We both woke up Saturday morning horney as hell. I awoke to the wonderful feelings of a warm, soft mouth on my morning hard on. I had to admit, waking this way was much better than the alternative. Maggie noted me awake and smiled up at me as she continued to work me into a frenzy. When my hips started to move frantically, trying to shove myself down her throat, she pulled away and quickly crawled up my body until she was face to face with me.
"No you don't big boy. I want that thing inside me now. You do right by your woman, you hear? Right this very minute!"
Smiling, I felt her hand move down to my erection and guide it into her warm wet crevice. The one between her legs this time.
Her mouth was great and she was very talented but this was more like it. This allowed me to look at her wonderful body, her tits hanging within reach, her face showing her pleasure and her hips moving up and down as I watched. This had to be what it was like in paradise. This was what it was all about. Sex with the woman you loved. Nothing better. In my line of work, I knew that for a fact. I told her exactly that and she rewarded me by moving faster and presenting her tits for my feeling pleasure. So I did: I felt her tits and gave myself great pleasure.
Maggie was now ready to explode so I grabbed her hips as she placed her hands on my shoulders to steady herself. I watched as she rose up and then slammed back down, her tits swinging wondrously. God, what a vision! I helped her establish a rhythm and closed my eyes to better enjoy. She was moving now faster and faster and driving down as far as she could and then grinding onto my groin. I pulled her tighter on each stroke and felt her muscles begin to grip tightly. She let out a deep groan, sort of like a sound of pleasurable agony, and then she shuddered and slammed down one last time. As I felt her walls grab and squeeze, I came with a mighty splash inside her. She let out a high pitched squeal and I knew she had come as well.
For several wonderful minutes, we just held each other and gloried in our passion. I wanted nothing more out of life than this. I was content. Maggie groaned as she moved away to roll onto her back.
"Don't you ever cheat on me, you hear? If you do, I'll cut off your balls and make you eat them for dinner. I swear"
"Not to worry sweet one. I have all I want. You are more than I had any reason to hope for. I love you to death!"
"Good!"
We spent the weekend with each other and it was great. Sam Spade would understand what I was feeling. He knew a good woman when he saw one.
Monday was a down day for us as we finished up some corporate stuff with reports and charts and graphs. Most of it was corporate intrigue that meant that we told them who was stealing from them and who was getting the information. It was very simple in most cases since most industrial thieves were just poor slobs trying to make an extra buck or two. Fortunately, it allowed us to do the same. Maggie and I worked most of the morning and were almost done when Henry came into the office.
"Henry! What are you doing here? We don't have the pictures yet. Should be done in a day or so but not now."
"Just wanted to pay you up front. That's how I do business and seems to me you folks have the goods anyway. I'll just give you a cashier's check for the $3000. OK?"
"Sure, that's fine but you don't have to pay us now. Remember, you can decide if you're satisfied before paying the full amount."
"I understand. I'd just feel better doing it this way."
Well, I took the check and filed it away for later. In the meantime, Maggie was talking to Henry sort of quiet and I could tell he was close to breaking down. I moved over to where they were and just listened. Henry was talking.
"No, you can't blame her. See, I worked so many hours and I left her alone so many times that she had to do something. I guess she wanted more but I was either not there or too tired most of the time. No, it's not her fault."
"Now Henry, you listen to me! You were working so very hard just to make sure you could give your children all you could. She knows that. She wouldn't hold you responsible for not being there when you did it all just for her and for them. No woman can blame her man for working to put food on the table and to put their children through school. That's your responsibility. Don't you dare try to excuse her behavior!"
"But what do I do? I love her so much but I don't think I can share her love. I know I can't forgive her for this. I have to let her go, but it'll kill me."
"Before you do anything, consider all you two have been through together. Can you forget that? Can you live with her, knowing what you do or can you let her out of your life? These are questions you have to ask yourself."
Henry was almost in tears, but he listened and he considered. He was a good man who had been dealt a hard blow. But he was a survivor and he would survive. That much I knew. However, I still had my doubts and I expressed them.
"Henry, I want you to go home and remember this. Right now, we suspect but we don't know. Until my man comes back with proof, remember she's innocent until proved guilty. And another thing. The reality of the pictures may be worse than you can imagine. You have to be sure you want to see them when the time comes."
Corny but effective. I would have to put that in my trusty log. Mickey, watch out.
Wednesday Bruno called and said he was done. Wanted to come in first thing in the morning to put it together. I agreed but asked if he could give me a hint. He laughed and said mystery was my bag so I could just wait and wonder.
By the time Bruno was finished the next day, it was close to quitting time so I called Maggie in and locked the doors. We wanted to hear this and we both were too tense to wait any longer. It was unusual but we found we all liked Henry. The big, mean looking, balding, pot bellied, mafia look alike was a pussy cat. In our business we saw cheaters, thieves, liars, two timing SOBs and their like. We rarely saw a Henry, and we all wanted him to come out a winner. With fingers crossed, I gave Bruno the go ahead.
"OK, folks. Here goes. Our Connie Partridge is a very pretty woman who works out for an hour a day in the little home gym that she and Henry set up in one of the spare rooms. Connie is a babe. She looks very good in her capri's and workout shorts. But I digress."
Bruno was just being Bruno. He loved people and what made them tick. This was right on the money for him. Maggie and I both understood him so we patiently waited.
"OK, her visitor, Billy Boy Price, is a very smart man. He is the office manager for the city planning board and he is the guy that gives the certificate of occupancy to people wanting to move into their new home. It's a good job and he gets out a lot. That gives him the opportunity to make his three times a week visits to our Connie."
"Now, what goes on in that house when Billy Boy stops by you might ask. Well so did I but I was surprised by the answer. Now, I'm going to surprise and delight you with a couple of pictures. One for you lady boss, and one for you Mr. boss."



Bruno handed Maggie and I each an 8x10 glossy of Bill Price and Connie Partridge together in the living room of 1126 Landing Place Lane, the home of our Henry and Connie Partridge. As I studied the picture I began to laugh, followed immediately by Maggie. We laughed so hard we had tears coming out of our eyes in buckets. I couldn't help it, I laughed until I was almost sick. I had never been happier in my life. When we began to slow down, he gave each of us a small note with something written on it. I read it and began laughing again, only this time harder if that was possible.
Maggie recovered first and went over to Bruno and gave him a big wet kiss. I watched in satisfied pleasure as Bruno's eyes flew wide open. Ah, Maggie could kiss a mad bull into submission without breathing hard. God, I loved that woman. But I think I've said that before.
Maggie went immediately to the phone and called Henry. He was still at work and she told him to stop in before going home. She had something he had to see. No hint or clue from my Maggie. She wanted to tell him this in person. So did I.
The three of us were waiting for Henry when he came through the door. I almost blurted it out right then when I saw his face. He looked sadder than an unhappy bloodhound. If looks told the tale, he believed his world was coming to an end. I was glad I wasn't the one responsible for making him look like that. Hell, I decided to put him out of his misery.
"Henry, this is Bruno Morelli. He is one of my top investigators and he was assigned to your case. I'm going to let Bruno give you a verbal report right away. The finished report will be done tomorrow and you'll have everything we have then but no use making you wait. We'll also give you back the information you gave us. That will conclude our business."
I turned to Bruno with a solemn look on my face and told him to go ahead and give a 'verbal report' to our client. Bruno returned my solemn look with one of his own, almost causing me to crack up right then. I turned and sat before I burst out laughing.
"Mr. Partridge, I can tell you that your wife, Mrs. Constance Partridge, has been seeing a man by the name of William Price three times a week from 1:30 pm to 4:20 pm give or take a few minutes. This has been occurring for just over three weeks as of last Friday. He visits on Monday, Wednesday, and Friday."
"Are there any questions so far?" Bruno waited to see if Henry was going to ask but it appeared not.
"Well then, the purpose of the visits is clear in these pictures I have. Please look at them before I give you the conclusion."
With that, he handed three pictures to Henry, similar to the ones he gave Maggie and me. Henry looked at the first one, then the second and finally the third. I watched his haggard face begin to relax and then the smile began. By the time he had understood the significance of the pictures, we were almost beside ourselves. One last thing to do.
As Henry looked up at Bruno, Bruno very solemnly gave him the clincher.
"I have some further information about Mr. William Price. Mr. Price is lovingly referred to as Billy Boy Price. He is the son of a woman your wife knows. He is gay and is currently cohabitating with another male friend named Clyde Post. So. In conclusion, your wife has been meeting three times a week with a gay male friend who is helping her complete the requirements for her GED. She is going to complete the course this very week and she is hoping to surprise you this coming Friday with a small party at your home."
At that we all burst out laughing as we watched Henry. He was sitting there with the pictures forgotten in his hands grinning like a moron. He was absolutely beaming! His wife, his love, was not cheating on him!
Bruno had spoken to Bill Price. Billy boy told him she was doing this as a gift of love. She wanted to get her GED so she could get a job and make some money so Henry didn't have to work so many hours. Billy was helping her to complete the requirements laid out by the state and he promised to help her find a good job, maybe one with the city.
"This is all true? This is what she was doing all along? You're sure? Please, are you sure?"
"Positive Henry. Absolutely positive. Congratulations: your wife loves you and she is completely faithful to you. Go home, Henry. Go home to your loving wife and enjoy her."
When Mickey Spillane wrote Mike Hammer, he was more concerned with the bad guys and I loved his novels like I loved my wife. But damn! Wasn't it fun to see the good guy win one once in a while?
Henry left, I gave Bruno a check for $900 instead of the $800 he normally got because I was so damn glad it worked out as it did and Maggie and I locked up for the night. We had done well: case solved, husband and wife still together, money in our pocket and love in our hearts. We went home to enjoy our own life.

Epilog

That night as we lay sated and relaxed in each other's arms after another bout of loving sex, Maggie asked me if it was time to think about a vacation. I considered but finally told her I thought it would have to wait. We had another client.
"What's this one about or should I ask?"
"You can ask me anything my dear wife so long as you don't care if I answer. Anyway, this guy came in yesterday morning when you were running some errands. He just found out his wife is seeing someone but he's not sure who. Seems she, . . . , well, I'll just let you meet him and draw your own conclusions. I don't want to influence you. Might have to use both Polly and Bruno on that one."
"You and your hunches. Goodnight lover."
To be Continued...
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My name is Spencer Christian and I am a 48-year-old construction engineer. I'm the guy that sets up and controls the construction of large projects. My area was the north-central region which includes Ohio, Michigan, Illinois and Indiana and one of those projects was the new 40 story tower that stands on the shores of Lake Erie. I brought it in on time and under budget. I was just about to enter the inner sanctum of our board of directors in our headquarters in downtown Cleveland for a meeting with my boss and some of the board members. I assumed I was in line for a nice fat bonus.
My wife Ellen and I live in one of the suburbs of Cleveland and we have been married for 23 years. During that time we raised two wonderful kids, Mary and Martin. Both were now in college, Mary leaving this past September, and we were alone for the first time in 21 years. Ellen was a stay at home mom and she had done a great job of raising our kids and making a wonderful home for us all. I loved her beyond thought and always had. But things were not really good between us just now. Ellen had become bitchy and biting over the past year and it was made worse by the fact that I had several other projects and the time they were demanding from me was excessive. I knew this but I also knew that there was the possibility of something special if I could just hold on for a year or two more. If it came through, Ellen and I would be fine. This was on my mind as I entered the board room for my bonus.
John Wilson, the President of our company, was already there waiting and introduced me to two of the other board members, neither one of which I remember just now. I assumed that he had been in a meeting and invited the two members to meet me and look on as I received the praise for a job well done and the presentation of a nice fat check. I was a little surprised to not find Hugh Preston, my boss present, but I took the seat offered and waited for the congratulations and the expected bonus. Instead I got a shock.
"Spencer, my boy. Congratulations on a job well done. You pulled it off when everyone expected you to come in late and over, but you did just the opposite. Great job. As a reward for all of your good work, we want to make you an offer. We want you to take over the operations in Atlanta. You know Mark Todd is retiring in three months? He has several new projects just coming on stream and he doesn't want to stay as long as it would take to complete them. He wants to leave now and we want you to replace him as Managing Director of Operations for the South. It's a major promotion and will mean a lot more money and perks for you and Ellen as well as putting you directly under me and no one else. What do you say?"
I was speechless. What an offer! This would be a major move for me and would put me in charge of the biggest single operation in this company. It was just a move away from the top job. Hell, it was a precursor to John Wilson's job. How could I refuse? I finally regained my composure and told John and the others there that I would accept the position and would do the job for them and all of the stuff you normally say when something big like this happens. I was still a little unfocused but I did remember to tell John that I wanted to clear it with Ellen before he said anything. He agreed with a big laugh and said he would give me a month to attend to details before he would announce it. We spent some more time together but I was finally able to leave. I told my secretary I was taking the rest of the day off and I drove home to tell Ellen the news.
As I pulled into my driveway, I was thinking of how to spring it on Ellen. I knew she would love the idea of Atlanta since she wasn't all that fond of the Cleveland winters. She often talked of moving to somewhere warm when I retired. I walked into the house and found her in the kitchen as usual. Ellen was a great cook and loved to try new things. I smelled something wonderful.
"Well, aren't you home early? Did you talk to Mr. Wilson about your bonus? How much was it? How much did they screw you out of this time after saving them a bunch of money. Did they give you a nice little check to keep you satisfied? Make it sound like a big deal?"
I should have expected that. Bitchy as usual! When I left that morning, we had just finished a big fight over money. Not that we had money problems but Ellen felt that I was never paid enough for the amount of time and effort I gave them. She was probably right but I was happy doing what I was doing and I made a good living. I hoped for better of course and now I had it. But for some reason, her tantrum just made me mad and I decided that I wasn't going to tell her about the promotion just yet. Let her dig herself into a hole and watch her try to climb out when I tell her the good news. But not yet!
"He didn't mention a bonus. I just met John and a couple of the board members. They congratulated me but we didn't talk bonus. Maybe they'll get to it later."
Well, Ellen blew up at me and twenty minutes later I had enough. I still kept my mouth shut about the promotion but I did let my anger have its outlet. I interrupted one of Ellen's harangues long enough to hit back.
"Things aren't as bad as you seem to think. I know he has some other options open for me. I do a hell of a job for them and they know it. I could probably ask for something else, maybe a move to a new part of the country. We have some choices now and I think we should talk about some of them"
"What choices? You're just trying to avoid the truth. They take advantage of you and you just let them. You have no guts. You make me sick the way you let them push you around."
She was really angry and now she was giving vent to some of her frustrations. Her next comments were a total surprise.
"I think you and I need a separation. We need some time away from each other or I'm afraid we're not going to survive as a couple. Our marriage is in trouble and I can't seem to find any way to make things better. You don't seem to care that we're going nowhere and I want better. Things have to change."
If she expected a fight from me over this proposal, it wasn't going to happen. I was so angry with her right then and I realized that this was becoming almost normal for us. I just stopped talking and began to consider it. Fine, I would give her what she wanted and let her see what it would be like. I needed the time anyway to get things ready for the transfer to Atlanta. Let her stew in her own juices for a while. I would enjoy the time apart from the vindictive, mean shrew she had become.
"I think that might be a good idea. Right now we do nothing but fight and there's no reason for most of it. Nothing I do makes you happy and all you do any more is bitch at me, so OK, let's do it."
"OK, smart guy. What would we have to do to have a real separation? Would we go to court or would we just separate on our own for a certain amount of time?"
"We could just separate. I'll live at the club and you stay here. The company membership will pay for most of it. We need to set some ground rules to play by but otherwise, we would just live apart for a month or so. I don't think we need to go to court unless you want to consider a divorce. Do you? Is that what this is leading up to?"
"Spencer! Of course not. I would never want a divorce. I still love you and I want to be your wife but right now, that's hard to do. I don't think it's all my fault but I don't know what to do to fix it. Maybe some time apart will give both of us some time to think about things."
"OK. I'll call the club right now and see when I can get a room. Once I have the room, I'll move out and we can set a time limit of one month. After that, we'll talk and decide what to do next. How does that sound?"
"That sounds about right. It will take a month just to learn to be alone again. That might be hard for me since I have never had to be alone since we got married. It's always been the kids or you and I. Rarely alone. For either of us. I can't even think of what it would be like."
"Well, you'll have the time to learn. But with your church duties, your club chairmanship and your exercise classes at the Y, I don't think you're ever going to be alone. But, I won't be there and apparently that's what you want."
"I don't want to be without you. Never. Please believe that. I do love you and I would never want to lose you but right now things are bad between us. We have to do this to try to find a way to get back to where we were. I believe that."
"You believe whatever you want but it's clear to me that you have a problem being with me. I don't think you want to be alone. You just want me gone. But it's your decision and I won't fight you."

"As usual, you're putting words in my mouth and trying to start an argument. That's all we do anyway: argue! I think you want this as much as I do."
I had a bad feeling in the pit of my stomach. This didn't seem right to me even though I agreed to it. It sounded good at the time because I was angry and I wanted her gone from my sight. But as this was becoming a reality, I had a bad feeling that it may never be otherwise. But since I had agreed, I called the club and asked about a room. They had one coming available three days from now and I booked it for a month, beginning then. They reserved it on my credit card so I was set. I went back into the kitchen to tell Ellen. She was actually becoming excited about the whole thing which didn't make me feel any better despite her protestations of love.
I told her that I would begin packing that evening so that I could get my stuff in some sort of order. I was used to having my clothes dry cleaned since Ellen hated doing laundry, and anyway, I liked the way the cleaners left my pants and shirts. Better than Ellen could do. The laundry I could do at the club either myself or with one of the valets. Either way, I was set for clothes.
Things were rather quiet for the next two days as I packed and Ellen made plans of her own for meetings and other things on her busy schedule. She seemed happier already, knowing that I would be gone soon. I moved into the spare bedroom that first night and we avoided each other as much as possible, each with our own thoughts. I let my final preparations go until the evening before I was to move into the room at the club. I told Ellen that we had to discuss the ground rules of our separation. She agreed and we adjourned to the kitchen, our favorite meeting place with our coffee and some brownies I had picked up at the bakery in town. I started with my thoughts.
"Let me make a couple of suggestions and then we can discuss them. Nothing is set yet so these are just suggestions. OK?"
Ellen just nodded.
"First, the house should be neutral territory. By that I mean if I need something from the house, I call and you make time available for me to pick up whatever I need. I'll call first, but you have to make the time. OK?"
Again, a nod.
"Second, since we are just separating and not divorced, we are still married. That means I'll have no women in my room and you'll have no men over to the house. That is not negotiable. Unless we can agree on that, there is no separation and we go back to considering divorce or legal separation. Can you agree to that?"
"Yes, I agree with that. I hadn't even thought of that but you're right. That way there's no confusion and no temptations. I agree."
"Next, if one of us, either you or I, decides that he or she wants to see another person during this time, we can do so only after telling the other. That means dinner or lunch or coffee alone with someone of the opposite sex. No confusion and no disagreements. OK?"
"That's OK with me. I have no intention of seeing anyone so I can agree with that. Did you plan on dating? Since you brought it up, I just wondered."
"No, I have no such intentions. We have been married 23 years and it's never once entered my head but now I'm not sure about you."
She began to say something but I held my hand up to forestall any denial on her part. I was convinced she had no idea of what she was capable of just now.
"I think we should add one further condition since this is a true separation even if it's not a legal one. If one of us decides that we would like to do more than just see another person, we do so with the same stipulation: we tell the other. That is something that needs to be done and done very carefully. If not, the consequences may be worse than the separation. As I said, we are still married. Again, I have no intention of doing that but I don't want to have to come back and talk about it after something happens and it becomes too late. Let's get it out in the open now. OK?"
"The same thing goes. Since I have no intention of doing anything like that, I agree. So are there any other conditions we have to agree to? This sounds like a major split rather than a cooling off period."
"No, I think that about covers it. Like I said, we need this time apart but we are still married and we need to remember that. Living alone with no spousal obligations may make things look a lot different to you. It would be very easy to forget that you're married."
"Well, not to me but maybe to you. I think you're just setting things up so that you can do things you want to do without me. But, we'll see."
I was satisfied with our discussion about the upcoming split and I felt somewhat better about it. I still had misgivings and I worried about what could happen but I decided that we had to do this now rather than let things deteriorate further. We could consider counseling if this worked and we decided to work for our marriage. This time alone would give us a clearer perspective.
I went to bed rather early that evening since I had a long day ahead of me tomorrow. I had meetings all morning and into the afternoon and then I had a proposal to consider and decisions to make that might take me into the early evening. Then I had to move my stuff into my new room at the club and find some way to relax. At least, the day after that was Saturday and I could take the time to organize my new digs.
I showered and got into bed prepared to read a while before trying to get to sleep. I had just settled into my book when Ellen came into my room. I expected her to work on her plans as she did almost every night but tonight she had other ideas. She told me to put the book down and make love to her. Well, that was certainly a welcome request and one that hadn't been forthcoming for more than three months. It had been that long since she wanted to make love.
She slid into the bed and moved over next to me. I put my arm around her and pulled her tightly against me and kissed her hair. I enjoyed having her body next to mine and I wanted to just enjoy it for a moment but she was not going to let me. She immediately reached for my soft penis and began to work it with her hand, sliding it up and down the shaft squeezing as she went. I knew from experience that she was fingering herself with the other hand. This was usual for her and it signaled her desire to get us both ready in as little time as possible. While I enjoyed the feeling she was creating in my now awakening cock, it still made me a little angry. She didn't want to make love: she wanted sex and she wanted it fast so it would take as little time as possible. This had been her way more and more and it felt more and more like a duty fuck. Well, not now and not with this separation idea of hers.
I reached down to take her hand and stop her ministrations. She looked up at me with anger.
"What are you doing? Don't you want to make love to me? Are you so anxious to be rid of me that you can't even take the time to make love with me?"
"You don't want to make love. This is what you've been doing for the past year or so. Just a quick fuck to get it over with. Do your duty and go to sleep. Well, not for me, thanks."
With that, I rolled off the bed and went back downstairs to the den. If I had to sleep there tonight, so be it. But after a few minutes, I realized she wasn't going to make an issue of it so I waited for another ten minutes or so and went back to the spare room. She had gone and the door to our bedroom was closed. I went in, closed my own door and slid back into bed. I tried to read but the tears kept interfering so I finally turned out the light and tried to fall asleep. I finally succeeded and woke the next morning, depressed but ready.
There were coffee and bagels when I went down to the kitchen the next morning. I had a big day planned and it was nice to start it off this way. Ellen seemed very happy for a change. Apparently the failure last night had made her happy with the fact that I was leaving today. I didn't say anything about it and we parted on fairly good terms. I wanted to get to work and begin my preparations for the move so I left as soon as I could.
I began my day early and was soon totally immersed in my meetings. The day went fairly quickly since I was involved almost continuously. I had no time to think of what was to come and no time to worry about it. I worked steadily until almost dinner time and since I didn't have to worry about going home, I decided to work on the proposal over a good meal in the club restaurant. I worked again until almost 8:00 that evening before getting one of the stewards to have one of the boys give me a hand getting my stuff up to my room.
We got the bags successfully moved and I was left alone with my belongings and my new home, consisting of a small sitting room with a TV, a desk and a loveseat, a rather large bedroom with a double bed and a built in TV and a small desk with a reading lamp and the bathroom which was quite nice. All in all, it wasn't bad for a single guy. I spent the rest of the evening unpacking and hanging up my clothes and putting the rest of my stuff in the drawers and closets. I was done by 10:30 and decided to make a call to Ellen to give her my room number and my telephone number. That was per our agreement so the call was OK to make.
"Hi Ellen, it's me. I just finished unpacking and settling in and I have the contact information for you. Got a pen? OK, I'll wait. Good, the number is 555-6495 and I'm in room 3A. It's not bad. Actually, it's quite nice for a single guy."
"You're not a single guy and I don't expect you to act like one."
"Well, you know what I mean. It's just me here so it's like I was single. It's not like I can talk to you anytime or see you before bed or ask you questions about the kids and things."
"Yes, I know it's necessary but I don't have to like it. Maybe you do, but I don't."
That's when it started and I realized it almost immediately. I interrupted her to remind her that we had agreed not to do this and told her I was going to hang up. I did and almost broke down in tears then but squared my shoulders and made up my mind to go ahead with this plan. A plan that was looking more and more foolish by the minute.
I settled in, took a shower and sat down to watch a little mindless entertainment. Mindless it was and entertainment it wasn't. I finally settled in with my book and fell asleep before finishing more than five pages. I slept the sleep of the just until the alarm woke me for the first full day of our separation.
Over the next two weeks, I made most of the arrangements and transferred my responsibilities over to Jordan Collins who was taking my old job. Jordan was a good man and I had no hesitation to give him the files and such that he needed. He and I spent some time with Hugh Preston and we agreed on work priorities. We worked well together and things went according to plan. During this time, I called Ellen once or twice but actually I forgot on several occasions and by the time I remembered it was too late.



It was the third week of our trial separation when I got a call from Ellen wanting to meet me at the club to talk about something. I agreed of course, but began to have a bad feeling about what was coming. The only reason for us to talk was to discuss the conditions we had set up. There were only two where we would have to meet and talk: meeting or something more with another person. There was no other condition up for discussion. I had spent my time in working and preparing for the upcoming move and had no time for socializing. But that was part of the reason we were separating in the first place and I had begun to realize that by the end of the second week. It was something that I had been trying to decide how to change. I had no plan but it was too early to stop trying. So, this was her meeting and I would have to be patient till she told me.
We met that evening at the club in the dining room. Ellen and I had eaten here many times and she actually enjoyed it. There were always many wives in attendance and she knew several of them. Tonight was not one of those occasions so we were effectively alone. We just had coffee and dessert.
We talked about generalities for a while and then talked about the kids. She had spoken with both since we parted and she told me that she had given them the story that I had to work day and night on the presentation, one that I convinced her was keeping me so busy, so I was staying at the club. She gave them the room number and the phone number so they would know it was on the up and up. Clever plan, I remarked. We finished the dessert and pushed back from the table while the busboy cleaned up. Once we were alone, I pushed ahead.
"OK, what's up that you needed to talk to me? Got a boyfriend?"
Ellen's face showed surprise and embarrassment before she recovered. She just glared at me for a few seconds before attacking.
"No, I do not have a boyfriend. But I do have a friend that I wanted to talk to you about. He is one of the instructors at the Y and he is new to the area. He is quite a bit younger than you and me but he wanted to know if I could show him around the area and maybe show him some of the cheaper places to live. I agreed but told him I had to clear it with you first. So, of course it's not dating. It's just being a good neighbor to someone new to the area. Is that OK with you?"
I reflected on what she said. First, she said she had agreed. So much for the rules.
"Well since you have already agreed to do it, why did you bother to tell me?"
That caught her by surprise. I don't think she had thought about it much. She just saw it as a cute guy and this was a way to see him without guilt. I watched her face as she struggled with my catching her in a slip.
"I don't mean I already agreed. I just meant that I thought it would be OK but I needed to clear it. That's what I'm doing now."
"Well, I think you already told him that it was OK, but let's ignore that for the time being. Since you let him know that we're separated, how do you think he'll see this? Does he know that it's not a date? Does he know that you're just friends?"
I watched the familiar anger enter her face. This was another case where Ellen didn't have control and it made her furious.
"Of course he sees it that way. That's the way it is. There is no other way for him to take it. So, do you agree? Can I do this for him or are you going to say no?"
"Of course I'll say yes since you've already told him it's OK. I can't tell you what to do or not do. I don't have to like it. Even if I disagreed, it doesn't change anything. You'll do what you want to do. We've been married 23 years and in that time have I ever told you that you couldn't do something? Have I ever given you the impression that I was the boss and you were to do as you were told?"
"Of course not. You've never been like that. But now I'm confused. You said the rules were that we had to agree before the other could do anything different. Are you saying that isn't right?"
"Yes, I'm saying that isn't right. What I said was that we were still married and that we needed to tell the other about certain things so there wouldn't be any chance for a misunderstanding or confusion. But I would never tell you not to do something you wanted to do, nor will I give you permission to do things that are wrong. Right or wrong it's up to you. It always has been."
"Well, I'm still confused. I thought we had to agree if the other wanted to date or see someone or even to think about sex. Now you're telling me that isn't what you meant?"
"I meant exactly what I said. We are separated but we are still married. If one of us chooses to do something that could be misunderstood or that we wouldn't do when we were together, we simply have to notify the other. That's what we agreed to. You are telling me you want to see this guy socially. That's all you have to do. I have no right to either agree or disagree. I don't own you and I don't give you orders. You do what you think is right. But if you break the vows of our marriage, that's different. Just remember that."
"That's crazy. You and I are married. Why can't you tell me not to do something? Don't you have the right to do that? Don't I?"
"We have never done that in our 23 years so why would we start now? I have always lived by the simple rule that I wouldn't do anything alone that I wouldn't do if you were there."
I stopped and looked hard at her. It was important that she hear what I was going to say. It could make the difference between us staying together or ending our marriage.
"I don't know what you are planning or thinking but if you have plans to do something that you think I might object to, you have to be very careful. Is that what you want to do? Is there more to this than a simple friend helping a friend?"
"No. I think this conversation is over. I have a lot to think about. I'll talk to you later. Don't call me for a day or so. And I think we need to agree right now to extend this separation for another month. I've told you that so it's done. As you say, you don't need to agree. Goodbye."
With that, Ellen stormed out of the club and I remained there getting slightly buzzed. I didn't like where this was going and I certainly didn't like what I heard tonight. But it was what I expected was going to happen. Ellen was feeling free and was testing her limits. Ellen wasn't good at limits. I knew that and she was heading for trouble. I had another drink and headed upstairs to my room. A big advantage to staying here was that I could always find my way home.
It was only a day later when I found myself without a critical file for one of my clients. I knew exactly where it was so I called Ellen at home and told her I needed to come by to pick it up. Without giving her time to start a fight, I told her it would only take me five minutes to find it and we set a time for later that evening. I was to be there at 7:30 and she would meet me there.
I arrived right on time and parked my car in the driveway beside another car that I didn't recognize. She apparently had company and I thought this was her way of making sure we didn't have another disagreement. Well, fine by me. I guessed it was one of her girlfriends from the church. But no problem. I knocked on the door right at 7:30. Ellen let me in with a short invitation and I stepped into the foyer of my house for the first time in several weeks. Nothing had changed, but I don't know what I expected. What I wasn't expecting was what happened next.
Standing behind her in the entrance to the kitchen was a young man. He was tall, well built in the way of most young men and he was very nice looking. Light brown hair, deliberately unkempt with a two-day growth of beard. I think that was the causal look that these young punks adopted as cool. He had a smile on his face that looked anything but pleasant.
"Spencer, I want you to meet Walter Simpson. He is the new instructor that I told you about. Walter, this is my husband, Spencer Christian."
I took the hand he held out to shake more in surprise than in any attempt to be civil. I just looked at him and his smiling face and I began to see red. I think I controlled it very well as I said something inane to him before turning to Ellen.
"Could I see you in the study for a minute while I get the file please? It's something we need to discuss."
Without waiting for her response, I turned and walked quickly into the study. I stood by the door waiting as she followed me in. I shut the door and turned to look at her. I tried to calm myself down by breathing a couple of deep breaths. I felt my heart slow down and the rushing of blood to my face began to abate. During this time, Ellen just stood there looking at me in fear and surprise. I tried to speak with as much control as I could.
"What is he doing here in our home? I remember very clearly saying that there were to be no men in this house while we were separated. Do you remember that? Did you not remember that agreement? What the hell is he doing here?"
As I spoke, my control disappeared. I was shouting and I'm sure he would hear every word but I didn't give a shit just then.
"I, I, I just wanted you to me . . . , meet him. That's all. I just invited him here so that you could meet him and see he was just a nice young man. That's all. Why are you so upset?"
"How long has he been here? How long is he planning to stay? You broke our agreement and yes I am angry. I guess you're giving me your answer about our marriage. You're ready to move on without me and this is your way of telling me. I should have guessed when you asked me if you could start seeing him socially. Well, I guess I was the fool."
"Spenser, no! That's not true! I just forgot about not having men over. I don't think of Walter that way. I'm sorry. It was just a mistake and I'm sorry. I'll tell him right now to leave. He'll understand. Please, just wait till I tell him to go and we can talk."
I walked over to the desk, pulled out the drawer and removed the file I needed. I shut the drawer and walked past Ellen to the door.
"I'm leaving now. You do whatever the hell it was you planned on doing. I'll call you tomorrow to discuss our next steps. Goodnight, and please make my apologies to Walter."
With that, I walked out of the study and directly to the front door. I was out before Walter even knew I was leaving. I never looked back. I got into my car and I drove for the next half hour not even thinking. Just driving and wondering. I was really hurt by her actions. More than I would have expected. But the more I thought about it the more I wondered why I was surprised. I had agreed to this. I was the one that thought that she would find out what it was like without me around. I was the one that expected her to come running back to me. Well, guess who got surprised?
It was well after midnight when I got back to my room at the club. Since I had no answering machine for the phone, I had no thought of messages. I never carried my cell phone when I wasn't working on a project since I wanted no phone calls on my private time. So, I had just walked in the room when the phone rang. Without thinking, I picked it up.
"Hello?"
"Spenser? My God where have you been? I've been trying to call you for the last hour. You left so suddenly that I didn't even get a chance to tell you how sorry I was that I forgot the rule. You know it wasn't intentional. I just wasn't thinking. Spencer please, talk to me."
"Goodnight Ellen. Please don't call me again tonight. My head is killing me and I need sleep. You've done enough to me for one night and I just want to go to sleep. Goodnight."
With that, I hung up and pulled the plug on the phone. Now I could sleep.
I awoke the next morning with a far more calm feeling than I had for some time. I think I was beginning to believe that my marriage was over and that maybe it was a good thing. We had not been getting along for some time and this separation was supposed to give us both pause to consider our lives together and our marriage. It had done that for me. I wanted to continue with our marriage and I still loved Ellen with all my heart. I had no desire to be with anyone else and I never considered dating anyone. But it appeared that Ellen had taken this opportunity to see what was available to her. The story of being a good friend to Walter was a crock and we both knew it. Now, from her actions last night, it seems that she was ready to take the next step. Well, that was her decision and the consequences were clear to me.
I didn't go in to work that morning since I had a meeting with a client downtown and the club was closer. I dressed and went down for breakfast before heading out. As I was drinking my first cup of coffee, the concierge came over with a note for me from Ellen. It said she was waiting in the lobby of the club to talk to me and wanted me to come out to see her. Since she was not a member, she was not permitted in without an escort. I considered the note and finally decided to go out to see her.
She was sitting in the lobby waiting for me. She was smartly dressed, I assumed for some meeting that she was going to. I walked over and stood in front of her. I said nothing.
"Good morning Spenser. I'm glad you agreed to speak to me. I tried to apologize last night but you wouldn't let me. I don't know why you were so angry over a simple mistake on my part. It was just that, you know. Walter didn't stay when you left and he had been there only a few minutes when you arrived. Nothing happened or was going to happen. You have to know that."
I still didn't respond. I just waited. When she was trying to explain something and I didn't respond, she became angry with me. I knew that if I provoked her, she would say something without thinking and I might just get the truth. As I waited, she began to become agitated and her breathing increased. She was becoming uneasy.
"Nothing happened! It was a stupid mistake and I didn't even think about it. He was just there to meet you. That's all. Why are you being this way?"
"Because Ellen, you don't make stupid mistakes. You are way too smart for that. I think you had him there just so I would see him and you could shove him in my face. I think you're getting ready to make a move that you know I won't like and this is your way of doing it. Make me mad and then blame anything you do on me. That's what you've been doing now for the last year. Blame me. Well, you do what you want but you do it because you want to, not because I made you."
Ellen was furious. She was standing now and glaring at me. I knew the explosion was coming and I just waited. I was calm and controlled but she didn't know that and she was anything but.
"Well then, I'll follow the rules! I'm telling you now that Walter asked me to go to dinner and dancing with him and I'm going to accept. I want to tell you that I don't know where things will go from there but you have been told that I'll do whatever I want to do. That's what you said we should do. Whatever we want to. So, don't be surprised when something that you don't like happens."
"Fine. You've told me. When is this date supposed to happen or has it already? Since he was there with you alone last night, I no longer expect you to be honest with me. You already broke the agreement once so I expect you'll do it again when it suits you."
"Why do you care when I am supposed to be with him?"
"I have to leave for Atlanta by the end of this week and I just wanted to know when he was coming over again. Just in case. I wouldn't want to walk in on the two of you."
"Friday night and you can go to hell! He's picking me up at 7:30 so now you know."
"So, you've already accepted? Then this visit wasn't to tell me what you wanted to do. It was just to let me know that you broke our rules again and to hell with our marriage. Well, thanks. I warned you of the consequences but you don't seem to care anymore. Now I know and I'll make arrangements. It appears our marriage is over."
With that, I spun around and walked away with her sputtering and yelling that she hadn't already accepted, but I went through the door into the dining room shutting off her tirade. I was heartbroken and I couldn't let her see that. She couldn't know how much she had hurt me. I stumbled into the dining room, tears clouding my vision. I stopped until I had some control back and finally went back to my table. I sat there lost and confused. I knew at that moment that my marriage was dead and the woman I loved had already made that real.
The concierge came over again to tell me that the woman wouldn't leave until I came back out to talk with her. I angrily told him to call the police if she wouldn't leave but to leave me alone. I refused to talk to her in the condition I was in. Maybe that was a mistake but I didn't care. I got up from the table, no longer hungry and went back up to my room. Once there, I sat quietly until I had myself under control and then went in to wash my face. I had things to do now and I wanted them finished before I left for Atlanta. I had put off making the trip until I was sure what I wanted to do. Ellen had made that decision for me.
Since it was now Wednesday morning, I had at most two days to do some of the things I considered necessary. First, I went to meet the gentleman that I had called yesterday evening while I was driving around. He was someone I knew well and he could do a favor for me now. His name was Flynn Conner and he was an attorney. He and I had known each other for several years and I used him often in my business dealings. When I told him what I wanted, he was concerned but promised to have everything ready by Friday morning. I thanked him and left to make flight arrangements to Atlanta for Friday afternoon late. I wanted to be there as soon as I could. I had already cleared it with John Wilson.
I called Atlanta and let them know my plans and let them set up my living arrangements. I also arranged for a car until I could either sell mine or have it moved. It was a Mercedes that I dearly loved but it could be replaced. Once that was done, I opened some new accounts in my name only and transferred some of our funds into those accounts, removing my name from our joint checking and savings accounts. I was careful to make less than a 50% transfer so that I could not be accused of trying to drain our resources. Finally, I cancelled all but my corporate credit cards. Since I was the principal on most of them, Ellen was going to get a major shock when hers were cancelled too. I knew she owned one in her name only so she wasn't left without reserves.
I left my phone unplugged that evening and my cell was still turned off. I had called my office and left word with them to call the club with any messages and I would call them back. I explained that I had been getting some crank calls so I wasn't answering my phone. I had already left word with the plant switchboard several weeks ago that I would not take any calls from my wife, and I had made it clear to my secretary that we were separated. She asked no questions and followed my orders.
At 8:00 that evening, I remembered that I had to call Ellen to remind her that I was leaving for Atlanta on Friday and that I would need to come by to pick up some files. I decided to get it over with and called but got no answer. I didn't leave a message but as I thought about it, I wondered where she could be. She had no meeting that I knew about on Wednesdays so I decided to drive over to the house to see if she was home. I drove by the house and saw that the lights were off so I parked just down the street and decided to wait for a while to see if she came home. If she did, I could pick up the files right then and I wouldn't have to come back.



It was only about ten minutes or so later that I saw a car pull into the drive and stop. Ellen got out of the passenger side and the man driving joined her. Together they walked up to the front door which Ellen opened and they both entered. I was taken by surprise. I never would have suspected Ellen of this. I thought about going inside to catch the two of them but stopped myself from doing that. Instead I just waited, then five minutes later, I decided to call Ellen with the excuse that I could come by to pick up something.
"Hello? This is Ellen."
As she answered I could just hear her say something to someone else but since she had the mouthpiece covered I couldn't make out the words.
"Hello Ellen. It's me. Sounds like you're not alone?"
"Of course I'm alone. What do you want this late?"
"Are you sure you're alone. Are you telling me that you don't have a man sitting there in our house right now?"
There was silence on the other end for a second of two before she answered.
"Well, Walter is here but he just . . . "
I hung up without waiting for her answer. I turned off my cell and drove back to the club. I had all I needed.
That evening I again unplugged the phone and left my cell turned off. I didn't want to have a conversation with Ellen where she lied and I pretended to believe her. I was too sick at heart to allow her to do that to me. She had already taken my trust and trashed it and I wanted no more.
Thursday was a down day and I just packed up my things and sent them on ahead to Atlanta in care of the plant. I would arrive before them but I had my travel bag with enough clothes to last a week. I could arrange to buy what I needed there until everything was transferred. I would have to make a stop at home one more time to arrange to have most of my things packed and delivered. I called a local mover and asked him to meet me there tomorrow afternoon at a time I knew Ellen would not be there. One of her meetings. After that, I spent the rest of the evening in a small sports bar just down the street. It was loud and friendly and just what I needed. I returned to the room relaxed and too tired to think. I slept soundly.
Friday was my final day here in Cleveland, and it couldn't end too soon for me. I was ready to leave and put this sorry time behind me. I had my bags sent to the airport and the rest picked up for delivery to Atlanta. I paid my bill at the club and thanked them for their courtesy and the trouble I had caused them. They were gracious but I knew they were glad to see me go.
I picked up the items from Flynn just before lunch and he and I had a last drink together over a burger and fries. I promised to keep in touch and signed the papers he needed to allow him to act as my agent. He tucked them in his jacket pocket and promised not to use them unless I insisted. I stayed with him till it was time to meet the mover at my place.
The mover and I made short work of things by marking my items with red tape. Since I was taking none of the furniture and only a few of the desk items, it wouldn't take long to pack up and move. He would also pick up my car at the club for transport. He promised to complete the job the following Monday. That way I would have everything about five days later. I thanked him and left him a key.
Now all I had to do was kill some time until I called Ellen just before 7:00. I wanted to be there just before her boyfriend arrived. She should be getting ready and I wanted to talk to her when she was disorganized and flustered. I was almost positive about divorcing Ellen but I still wanted to give it one last try. That would make my job easier. I went back to my sports bar and waited until it was time. I drank a couple of beers but not enough to cloud my mind. I finished with a quick dinner and coffee. It was now just about 6:30 and it would take me almost 20 minutes to get to my house. I decided to leave and make the drive.
At 6:50, I pulled up to the curb a block from my house. I turned on my cell phone and called home. Ellen answered, sounding out of breath.
"Hello Ellen. It's me. I need to pick up some files in the study and I'll be there in ten minutes. Please leave the door unlocked if you have to leave."
"Spencer? Where are you? Why did you hang up on me the other night? You never give me a chance to tell you anything. God, you make me feel so guilty for doing nothing. And why do you have to come here now? You know I'm getting ready for my evening with Walter."
She sounded smug and self-satisfied but I expected that. Actually it made what I was doing that much easier. I answered with the same casual voice.
"I told you I was leaving for Atlanta this evening and I need those files. It will only take me five minutes so I'll be gone before your boyfriend gets there. That is if he's not already there?"
"He's not my boyfriend and he's not here. Well, make it quick because it would be very uncomfortable if both of you were here."
"Not to worry. I'll be long gone and you won't have to worry about me any more."
I hung up quickly and drove to the house, getting there within five minutes. I grabbed the briefcase on the seat beside me and went in the side door. It was unlocked and I didn't see Ellen anywhere. I heard water running upstairs and assumed she was in the bathroom getting ready for her lover. I went into the study to get the files I had set out earlier when I was there. I gathered them together and took them out to the kitchen table where I set them down. I waited until I heard Ellen coming down the stairs and then I made motions as if I was putting them in my briefcase when Ellen came into the room.
"Well, you must have been outside when you called. You certainly got here quick enough. Did you get all you wanted?"
I looked at her as she stood watching me. The look on her face was a 'damn you' look. She was in her robe with her hair already done and her makeup on. She was still beautiful and I felt my heart lurch in my chest. God, how I loved this woman. But I didn't know whether she knew how much she had hurt me already. I believed that she did and that she had done it on purpose. Well, now it was my turn.
"You look very nice tonight. I see you have on those pearls that I always liked."
As I spoke, I moved toward her. She smiled as I complimented her and she raised one hand to her necklace as I mentioned it. I stopped and quickly reached out to release the belt of her robe and pulled it open. She slapped my hand and grabbed the robe tightly together but not before I had seen the black lace bra and panties she was wearing. The sight was like a slap in the face and I know I almost lost it then and there, but I didn't. I couldn't stop the tears that clouded my vision and I wiped my hand across my face in frustration. I hadn't wanted her to see me this way.
"Well, I see that you've made your decision. That's the set that Mary and I bought you for our anniversary isn't it? You said they were too provocative and sexy to wear for anyone but me. Actually, you never did wear them for me did you? But now you're wearing them for him?"
Ellen saw the tears and it shook her for the first time. She seemed to be trying to convince herself that it was not what she was doing that caused them. She attacked as she usually did.
"You're crazy. I just put these on since I wanted something nice to wear. These are not for him. You're trying to make me look like something I'm not."
Seeing her this way made me want nothing more than to hurt her the way she had hurt me. I would never have believed it unless I saw it with my own eyes. She had every intention of having sex with Walter tonight. She planned it and she was going through with it. There was no longer any doubt. Even through the pain that now threatened to undo me, I would do what I had come to do.
"I'm sorry to say that I no longer know just what you are Ellen. But now, I have something to tell you and I'll make it quick. I don't want to be here when your lover arrives either. First, John offered me a job in Atlanta and I've accepted it. It's Managing Director of Operations, Southern Region. It reports directly to John and I start Monday. I'm leaving tonight and I won't be coming back."
I stopped to allow her to accept this first bit of news.
"Spence, that's wonderful. I'm so . . . What do you mean you're not coming back?"
I just kept on talking, giving her no answer or time to think.
"This happened over a month ago but I didn't tell you since that was the day you raised hell because there was no bonus. You attacked me and gave me no time to explain. You called me names and belittled me. Then, you asked for this separation and from then on you never asked me why I was spending so much time here at the home office. It was clear to me that you no longer cared."
"That's not true. Of course I care. I just didn't . . ."
"No, you don't care and you haven't cared for some time. You only care about you and your needs. The hell with me unless I brought in more money. All you could do was bitch about everything I did or said. The last year with you has been nothing but a continuous bitch session and I'm sick of it."
I was angry and becoming more so as the fact of her intentions sank in.
"When we set up this trial separation, I told you we were still married and that we needed some rules. You agreed but then you broke those rules several times by having your boyfriend over into our home and making plans without notice. I also told you that we needed to think about our marriage and what we wanted after the separation. I decided early on what I wanted, but you decided you wanted to 'date' again and your actions tell me very clearly what you decided. So, I'll make it easy on you."
I had made up my mind now and in anger I pulled a folder out of my briefcase and threw it in front of Ellen. It slid across the table and fell to the floor in front of her. She looked at it and then at me.
"What is this and what do you mean I decided? I haven't decided anything yet and neither have you. We haven't even talked about it yet. And I told you that I made a mistake. I didn't break the rules on purpose. You know that. We need to talk about everything. It's different now that you have a new job. We . . . "
Again I interrupted her. She didn't see what she was doing and what it was doing to me, but I did.
"You decided that you wanted to see Walter socially and you told me you were going out on a date with him tonight and that you would see what happened after that. I see the way you're dressed and that tells me exactly what you planned on happening. Your intentions are very clear. You're dressed to be fucked. But then maybe you've already fucked him here in the house when he was here before."
Ellen's reaction was immediate and intense. She paled, her legs buckled on her and she sat down hard on the kitchen chair behind her, but it didn't take more than a second before the old Ellen appeared and her anger took over. I watched her face bunch in fury as she prepared to blast me again as she always did. But now I was furious and I attacked first.
"Your actions and your words tell me you want to explore other men and other options. Well, I don't and I won't accept that behavior from you. We are married and married women don't date other men, and they don't fuck other men and I would never agree to that. I told you that unless we wanted a legal separation, our marriage was still in effect. I told you that over and over but you didn't listen. I warned you several times about consequences and you still didn't listen. So, I had these prepared and I've signed them. They're divorce papers. I will not allow you to do this to me while we're still married, so it ends now. Flynn Conner has my power of attorney and he will act for me. You'll have to get your own attorney to protect your own interests but I have been as fair as I know how. Now, you can fuck your boyfriend without any guilt."
Ellen was staring at me with her eyes wide and her mouth working but without being able to form words. She was taken completely by surprise and that is exactly what I was counting on. Surprise was my only weapon when dealing with Ellen. When she was taken by surprise, she lost it for a time. It would take her several tries to make sense and I took that opportunity to close my briefcase and leave by the side door. I went directly to my car, started it and backed out before she could get to the door. I pulled away just as she came out of the garage yelling at me.
I drove my car back to the club and parked it there for the mover to pick up. I called a cab to take me to the airport and I was airborne less than 90 minutes later. I was on my way to my new job without my wife and with my personal life in a mess. I knew that I should have stayed and worked it out with Ellen. We could have made things a lot easier if we had just gone in together to sign all the papers and make all the arrangements. But my anger wouldn't allow me to face that prospect so I let Flynn Conner do all of the dirty work. He was good and he was fair and he would do right by me. I trusted him a hell of a lot more than I trusted my own wife.
I landed in Atlanta and made my way to the car rental booth. Once I had my car, my luggage was ready and I was on my way to my new apartment. It was one of those furnished places that guys like me on business used when they were not sure how long they were going to be in temporary housing. My plan was to begin looking for a place as soon as I could find the time. Maybe I would just drive around the area this weekend to see what it was like. I really needed a realtor but I thought it was too early. This place should work for a while since it was not too far from the plant and I was ready to get a fresh start Monday morning. Things were beginning to look better already.
I had given my location to no one except John Wilson and Mark Todd. Both could reach me but no one else. I wanted it that way. I wanted time alone to think and plan for my new future. I needed to call Mary and Martin and let them know how to reach me and maybe to prepare them for what was coming between their mother and me. I hated to do it but they needed to know.
So the next morning, my first morning in Atlanta, I called Mary. She was always ready to come to my defense in almost anything and I wanted to give her the word myself. I trusted her to keep any confidences I shared with her.
I called, hoping she would be in on and was pleased when she answered.
"Hi honey, it's dad. I'm calling from Atlanta and I wanted to give you my number here and to let you know what's happening. But first, how are you doing? And why is a beautiful girl like you home on a Friday night?"
"Dad! What's going on with you and mom. She called here just about an hour ago asking me if I knew where you were. She sounded frantic. What did you do?"
"She knows I'm here in Atlanta. She doesn't have my number but that's because I didn't give it to her. I don't want her to have it. If I give it to you, you have to promise not to share it with her. Will you do that?"
"Dad, come on! It's mom. She's your wife and has been for the last 23 years. Why can't she talk to you? What's up. Did you guys do something stupid to each other?"
"Mary, it's between your mother and me. I don't want to get into it with you. Just know that I want it this way. We are actually separated and it was a mutual agreement between us. It's not legal but it is just as real."
Mary wanted to get into it and find out what and why but I wouldn't do that. She finally gave up and promised not to share the number with Ellen. I gave it to her and then asked her to call Marty and tell him what I had told her. She agreed to do that but said she wanted to know more as soon as I could tell her anything. We talked a little more and then I hung up, feeling as though I had just been hit by a truck. I was exhausted and alone and I was just beginning to understand what that meant. I didn't like it and I was not looking forward to more of the same.
The weekend passed with no further stress. I stocked up on groceries and beer and soft drinks and I was up and ready early Monday morning. I left for the plant and my meeting with Mark Todd. He and I knew each other and had worked together on several big jobs but it had been some time since I had seen him. We spent a good morning just catching up and talking about what the situation was there in Atlanta. We went out to some of the sites and I spoke with most of the general contractors and the site foremen and I felt it had been a productive day. We spent the afternoon setting up my office and getting my files ready. Mark had assigned me a secretary and an aide until I could pick my own. I met both and was satisfied. It seemed as though this part of my life was under tight control.
Mark had me over for dinner and I spent a pleasant evening at his home with his lovely wife Alice. They had been married for more than 35 years and they seemed well suited to each other. I watched them together and it was hard. I couldn't help but go back to my life with Ellen no more than two years ago. We were like them then, but over the last year Ellen had changed and I didn't know why. But whatever the reason, we had lost what we shared for all those years. I pulled myself together and made my excuses for an early evening and left to go back to the apartment before I lost it.
When I got back to my apartment, I was surprised to find a message light blinking on the phone. Apparently there was a voice mail system that I wasn't even aware of. I lifted the phone and it asked for a password. I had no idea so I just hung up and looked around for something that seemed to be a password or a key or something. I finally found an instruction form in the drawer under the phone, and it said the password was the last four digits of my phone number.I tried it and this time it worked.
"Spencer, this is John Wilson. I hope you've settled in and found your way around. I called earlier but you didn't answer. I gathered that you were out with Mark in the field so I waited until later to call you. This is not business, it is personal. What's going on with you and Ellen? She came to see me today and she was quite concerned that you had not given her a way to contact you. She only knew that you were in Atlanta but she seemed to not know much else. I don't know what is going on Spencer but I do wish you would talk to her and straighten it out. I like both of you and I don't want to see anything happen to your marriage. Not at this time when you are beginning a very important time in your life and my business. You will need someone like Ellen by your side when you begin to start entertaining some of the more important and influential people in Atlanta. That is a very important part of your new job. I told her the same thing so please Spencer, take care of your home life before it impacts negatively on your professional life. I hope I make myself clear. And by the way, I will help in any way I can. Good luck."
So Ellen had gone to John to find out where I was and how to contact me? More likely she had gone to John's wife Stacy who she knew from her church committees. She had mentioned once that she met her and didn't think much of her. Well, she must have been desperate to contact Stacy. Whatever, it pissed me off since she had no right to go to my boss, especially at this time in my career. If she wasn't careful, she could screw up her alimony payments. If I got fired, she would be out on her ass with nothing.
I sat there for some time trying to decide what to do. I had to contact Ellen just to make her back off. I could call Flynn Conner but that would take time to find some way to make her leave me alone. There was no help for it but to call her. I got a beer, I laid out some snacks to soak up the alcohol and drank a couple more to gain some liquid courage. I was slightly buzzed but still sober when I called.



"Hello? Who is this please?"
"It's me. The guy whose boss you had to call to try to get me in trouble. Why in the hell did you do that? Are you trying to get me fired the first day on the job? Don't you know that you're messing with your future alimony?"
"Spencer please. I was going crazy not knowing where you were. You left before we had a chance to talk about anything. You didn't give me a chance to explain."
"Shut the fuck up about explaining. I knew exactly what you were going to do and so did you. There was nothing to explain. You were going to fuck him and we both know it. So again, why in the hell are you calling my boss?"
Spencer, you have it all wrong. I was only trying to make you jealous. I wasn't going to do . . ."
"Ellen, I'm going to hang up now. You can't stop lying, or else you're kidding yourself. This marriage has been in trouble for some time and now we both know why. You wanted more than I was giving you and you found a way to go out and get it. Well, count me out. I want no part of it and I want no part of you. Leave me alone, understand?"
"No Spencer. I'm not going to leave you alone. I don't care what you think and I won't go away without a fight. I said it once and I'll say it again. You're wrong about me."
"Goodbye Ellen. Don't call me again."
With that I hung up. She didn't know where I was staying and all she had now was my phone number so I pulled the phone plug out of the wall. That should let me in the clear for a while. I had to get things going here and I needed the time alone to do that. I decided to call Flynn tomorrow and ask him to start proceedings and see if he could expedite them. And maybe a restraining order on Ellen? Worth thinking about.
So, first thing the next day I called Flynn and told him to get the ball rolling. I wanted out and I wanted it as soon as he could get it done. He told me he had filed the papers on Monday as we agreed but that it would take at least 180 days, even with a no fault divorce. If Ellen didn't cooperate, it could take longer. But he was on it. I mentioned a restraining order but he just laughed and said to forget it.
I was able to get a lot done in the next three days. I met with all of the construction engineers, most of the subcontractors, I spent time with the planners and the architects and we set up and vetted several of the project timeliness. I was in my element and things went well. I plugged the phone in long enough in the evening to check for messages and just erased those from Ellen. Time passed and things got better.
I was usually so tired in the evenings that I fell asleep without trouble and without dreams and I believed my life was on track again. Tomorrow was Friday and I was meeting with a realtor that evening after work. It was time for me to look for somewhere permanent. I had no thoughts but that would be more of an advantage than anything else.
It was just after 7:30 the following evening when the realtor finally left. He had shown me a number of properties that he thought I would like and we had made some plans to see a couple of them tomorrow. There was one I really liked that was sort of modern and sat up on a small rise overlooking a scenic valley. It was within my price range and I thought it might just be perfect. It had a pool and a separate building in the back for a shop or hobby site and the owners were anxious to sell. Maybe I would get lucky and find a place early. Since it was just me, I could decide on site. With that thought, I kicked off my shoes and relaxed for the first time in a hectic week. Things might just be OK after all. I hadn't felt the pain now for almost three days. Just an occasional twinge when I least expected it. I could live with that.
The phone messages from Ellen had finally stopped but still, I slept poorly that night. I guess things had quieted down and now that I had time to think and reflect on my future, it didn't look quite as rosy as it did last night. I was alone. No other way to put it. After 23 years of sharing my life with another person, I was alone. The person I had planned on sharing the rest of my life with was gone. And she left tearing my heart out with her actions. I couldn't get over the fact that she had done so much to hurt me after we had shared so much together. Why did she hate me that much? I still had no idea.
My dreams kept me awake most of the night and I finally fell asleep just as the sun began to rise. I gave up just after dawn and got up to fix some coffee and toast. My stomach was one big puddle of acid and I had a headache the size of Texas. I ate the toast, drank the coffee and went in to stand under the shower for an hour. It was almost noon when I felt the first stirrings of normalcy. I finally dressed in shorts and a muscle shirt and went out to run at the park near by. I needed to burn off some of this tension and this ennui. I had to forget.
I did five miles just to punish myself, cooled down with a cold drink picked up from a vendor and walked the short walk home. I stopped to admire the setting and the park layout and spent some time just watching the people. I was beat but feeling much better about everything. It was true that exercise freed the mind.
My apartment was on the second floor and I climbed the steps up to the second level. I had a private balcony in the back but the front door was off an open air hall that ran the length of the complex. There were several stairways along the hall leading both down and up and I took the one closest to my apartment. I used my key and unlocked the door. Just as I pushed the door open to go in, I saw movement out of the corner of my eye. I turned to see what it was and saw her standing there. Ellen.
Without a word, she moved past me and walked into my apartment through the open door. I just stood there stupidly, trying to understand how she could be here and in my apartment. Nothing I could think of made any sense. She didn't know I was living here. Only two people knew that. Did she go to John again after I asked her not to? She must have. Damn it! I moved in and slammed the door behind me.
"Why are you here and how did you find me? Did you go back to John again after I asked you not too? Damn it Ellen, are you so determined to hurt me? Is this just another way? What more do you want? You took my heart and you threw it out like trash. You broke our wedding vows and now you're trying to ruin my professional life. What the hell did I ever do to you to make you hate me this much?"
Ellen just sat there, watching me with tears streaming down her face. She hadn't said a word since she came in. She listened quietly as I railed at her but still said nothing. I was at a loss as to what to do next. I had no idea. I just sat down and held my head, dreading the headache that had now come crashing back with a vengeance. I decided that I was getting nowhere this way so I decided to take a different tact. I would just calm down and treat this like any other problem at work. First I would gather as much information as I could.
"OK then. Ellen, why are you here?"
She looked at me and decided to answer this question.
"Because this is where I belong. I'm your wife and this is my place, beside you."
Talk about hypocrisy. This was more than I could stand. I lost my new found cool and began to laugh. I thought that was the most absurd statement I had ever heard. I laughed until tears were streaming down my face. I actually felt a little better after that.
"That's really funny, coming from you. A wife has no business going out on dates with other men. She has no business inviting men into our home when I'm not there. She has no business fucking other men. That's not a wife, that's a slut."
I thought this would push her over the edge into the shouting angry shrew she had become over the last year. I waited for the outburst and then we could get on with the nasty business of divorce. Instead, she simply nodded her head up and down.
"I deserve that. I made some very serious mistakes and I don't know why. That's something that I have to discover and I intend to do just that. I'll look for a good psychiatrist once we find a place to live."
"Are you crazy or just stupid? Do you actually think I would continue to stay married to you now that you have been with another man? Now that you have betrayed me? Maybe you think it's over now and that you can just go on as if nothing had happened. It did and I can't forgive it. We're through! Get that through your head."
Again, I waited for the explosion but it didn't come. What did I have to do to make her see what she had done and why I couldn't forgive?
"I am probably a little crazy to have done the things I did but I'm not stupid. I know that you couldn't forgive me sleeping with another man and I didn't. You may not believe me but it's true. When you left that night, leaving the divorce papers and forcing me to see what I had planned, I finally hit bottom. I walked upstairs to our bedroom and looked at myself in the mirror. You were right. What I saw in the mirror shamed me. I looked like the slut you accused me of being. I had intended to let Walter have me that night: I was going to fuck another man. The proof was there in the mirror in front of me. I saw it and it suddenly slapped me right in the face."
She passed a hand in front of her eyes and tried to wipe the tears from her face. She looked around for a towel or a tissue and without thinking I rose and brought back a hand towel. She took it gratefully and I returned to my seat on the couch. I waited.
"I realized then that I had crossed a line that I should never have been close to in the first place, and it scared me to death. My mind was a mess and I couldn't think rationally, but somehow, I knew that if I let Walter into the house he was going to take everything away from me. I would lose it all if he got in the house. I ran downstairs and locked the doors and turned out all the lights. I went back upstairs, turned out those lights then sat there in the dark, shaking. I heard the door bell ring several times but I didn't answer it or make a sound. It must have been five or more minutes: he continued to ring the bell. I just sat there quiet until Walter finally left. Still I waited, afraid to go back downstairs. I don't know what I was thinking at that point. Actually, I don't think I was thinking. I just sat there in the dark and waited."
Ellen had seemed to calm down a little. I was more pleased than I thought possible to know that she hadn't gone through with her intentions.
"I must have fallen asleep on the bed since the next thing I remember is waking up the next morning with the sun coming in the windows. I hadn't drawn the blinds. I had slept for more than twelve hours straight. But at least I knew that I hadn't done what I had planned the night before. Your actions had forced me to confront myself and to look at what I had become. I didn't recognize myself anymore. I was ashamed at what I had become. You called me a shrew and you were right. I hadn't been myself for over a year and I had been drifting without direction all that time. As a result, I made some stupid decisions and it almost cost me everything."
So far, I had to admit that I was surprised by what she told me. I had no idea she realized she had changed that much even though I was on the receiving end of her actions. I knew that she had been lost when the two children left the nest for college but I didn't see the changes that were occurring. Part of that was my concentration on my job at the exclusion of my home life and the other part was withdrawal when she began to make more demands on me and my time. I just backed away and forced her to involve herself in activities outside the home and away from me. But that was only part of it. What else drove her I didn't know.
"When I asked you for a trial separation, I knew that you would still be there. You weren't at home but you were always just a phone call away. I still had you in my life. There was no real threat to my life then and I wanted to do something to make you feel the loss of our life like I did. I wanted you to see what it was like to live alone, separated from your children and your spouse. That's how I felt. I think it's what they call separation anxiety. I was alone for the first time in more than twenty years. Everyone had something to do but me. You were at work and the kids were at college and I was home alone. I know that none of that was actually real. It was a symbol of what I was feeling. I know that now."
Now she looked directly at me and her eyes were wet and red but her gaze was clear and calm. I waited for her to finish.
"When you left me, I suddenly understood what it was like to be really alone and it terrified me. Not the being alone part, but being without you. Suddenly you weren't there and I didn't know how to find you. I was truly alone and you were gone from my life so completely. No phone call, no visit, nothing. I called everyone, even Mary and Martin but they wouldn't tell me where you were or how to get in touch with you. I called your office and no one there would tell me how to reach you. I tried everyone, feeling more and more alone as I failed to find you. I almost gave up but then I gave it one last try by calling Stacy Wilson. Even though I didn't like her, I was desperate enough to try her and she said she would get me in to see her husband. I spoke with John and told him a little and I guess it worked since you called the next day."
"But I still don't know how you found me. Did John tell you where I was?"
"No. When you called, the caller ID stored your number in memory. After you hung up, and you were so cruel to me I was devastated and I was ready to accept that you and I were through until I remembered the called log. I wrote down the number and called Angie Peterson. You remember her? Her husband is a cop and I asked her to find out from him the address of the phone number. It cost me several hours of begging and pleading and yelling but she finally agreed to nag him until he got it for me. That's how I found you and that's how I came to be here."
She shrugged her shoulders and hung her head.
"I had to come here and tell you everything. I had to make sure that even if you kicked me out for good, you knew that I hadn't betrayed our marriage. I had to be sure you knew that. It was important to me that you know that at least."
I have to admit it was quite a story. She had learned the lesson I wanted her to but not the way I expected. She had to hit bottom before she saw it.
"Now that you've found me, what's changed that would make our life any better here than it was? I still have to work, the kids are still gone and nothing else has changed except the location. Why would it be any different now? You were willing to cheat on me, you made my life hell without ever giving me an explanation or a chance to make it different and you were the one that wanted a separation, a time away from me. I don't see why it would be any different in the future. I'm not going to quit my job. I might actually be working harder and longer than I was."
She raised her head and looked at me with a serious expression. She seemed more sure of herself now.
"The difference is me, not anything or anyone else. I am the one that finally realized that I need help and I need to find my way back. It isn't going to be easy and I have a lot of work ahead of me but I want to try and make it work. I want to make my life better but I want to do it with you, not without you. Without you, I have no life. I discovered that when you walked away. I know now what I'll lose if I don't change."
Now she got up and came to me to take my hands in hers. She looked deep in my eyes as she finished.
"My future is in your hands. If you let me stay and if you help me, I can be the wife you want and need. I can be who I was before, maybe even better now. But if you turn me away, I don't know what I will do. I just know I don't want to find out."
I looked deep into her eyes to try to find the truth. What I saw there convinced me that it was worth the try.
"The realtor has some houses to show us tomorrow. I think you'll like the one I picked out."
"I'm sure I will."
As she closed her eyes and said a prayer of thanks to God for giving her one more chance, Ellen knew the choice to consider a separation with her husband had been hers, and it was the wrong one. At the time she knew that, but continued anyway. The path she had been on was one filled with danger, and she never thought of the consequences. Thankfully, Spencer stopped her before it was too late.
Consequences are a bitch!
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TT Spalding - PI
The Preston Case
I was devastated! I was sitting in my office, looking out the tiny window that faced another tiny window in the brick wall of the building next to mine. That stark, blank wall mirrored my emotions. I had never been so low. Why, you ask? My hero, that immortal writer of mystery novels extraordinary, Mickey Spillane, was dead! The creator of that wonderful character, the one that I modeled my life after, Mike Hammer, was dead. Dead, as in stiff and planted in the cold, cold ground. The injustice of it all was too much for me. I had nothing left in my life. Gone! Just like that! In his prime and only 81 years old. There was no justice in the universe!
No more "It was easy" comments from Mike Hammer, his PI. No more sexy dames slinking into his office and no more nasty comments from the cops he always was one step ahead of. With Mickey gone, Mike was no more. I didn't think I could go on. As I sat there in my dark office, the shade over the door pulled down, an open bottle of warm beer in my hand and a tear in my eye, I heard a pounding on my door. I tried to ignore it but the pounding just intensified. After enduring it as long as I could and getting no response to the repeated, "Go away!" yells, I got up and walked slowly over to the door, slid the lock back and yanked it open.
"What the hell are you doing? I've been calling you for the last hour and I keep getting your voice mail. What's wrong? Why isn't the office open? You look like hell warmed over."
That was the voice of my loving wife, Maggie, the woman who was my life partner and my business partner. She was also my secretary and girl Friday but right now she was my worst nightmare. I couldn't tell her how badly I felt and how much I wanted to just curl up and get drunk and maybe slit my wrists. She wouldn't understand. She would want me to open the office and make some money so we could go on vacation. Vacation, when my life was over!
I told you there was no justice in the world! As she followed me in, she looked around, turned on the lights and unlocked the file cabinets. She slid behind the desk she used and turned on the computer. Once she had things to her liking, she got back up, went to the door, raised the shade turned over the sign to 'Open', and walked out to fill the pot with water for coffee. She didn't even wait for my answer. My world had collapsed and she was fixing coffee! How could she be so insensitive?
I sat back down with my warm beer and my sorrow and tried to find again that angst that I was nursing so successfully before this unwelcome interruption. As I again began to sink into my oblivion, Maggie came stomping back in, slapped my feet off the desk and slapped me as well. 'Smack' across the mouth! Not really hard, but Jeez! Did I say insensitive?
"Get your lazy ass moving. We have Mr. Preston coming in less than an hour. Do you have your notes? Your planner? Do you have anything?"
"Mickey is dead woman! Have you no compassion? No sensitivity? My hero! Gone! How do I go on?"
"If you don't get your fat ass up and get busy, I'll be the one that's gone! You promised me a vacation and Mr. Preston is the key to that vacation. He's rich, he's desperate and we can take him for enough to go to somewhere nice. Now, get your ass up and forget Mickey!"
"Hey! Maybe we can go on vacation to Murrell's Inlet. That's in South Carolina. That's where Mickey lived. Can we go there? You could get a room up in Myrtle Beach and lay around on the beach and shop while I visit his home?"
"Yeah, sure, I can do that. I'll also pick up a couple of young studs at the beach and then I won't give a crap where you go. You can do your thing and I'll do mine. How would that be?"
That threat was too real and too much in the realm of possible that I changed my mind real quick. Maggie was a real looker, a peach, a real doll. (Damn, I had to learn to talk like a real guy again). Anyway, she so much as wiggled her finger at another guy and he would follow her anywhere.
"I'll get ready for Mr. Preston. You're right. We'll go to Hawaii like we planned."
So, I pulled my notes and began to fill out the log. That's where I put all of my notes and thoughts about my clients. That's where my book would come from. The one I would now dedicate to Mickey Spillane. I thought back to Mr. Preston's visit.
He was well dressed, pricey threads, indicating money. As a matter of fact, he smelled of money. Old money, the kind that you inherit, not the new kind. He came from a wealthy family and it showed. His daddy was probably a big shot of some kind. I didn't like him from the start. Too smug, too self assured. Probably had himself a trophy wife that he couldn't keep satisfied and she was stepping out on him. Poor sap probably didn't have the balls to keep a good looking woman home where she belonged.
Not bad, but my heart wasn't in it. Mickey wasn't looking over my shoulder any more and I just didn't have the will to go on. Well, I had no choice but to take some of his money since Maggie was showing him in. I stood up and held out my shaking hand.
"Mr. Preston. Good to see you again. We have a couple of things to go over and the contract to sign before we can get started. You've met my wife? She'll be sitting in to take notes and get the paperwork started."
Mr. Preston was a tall, thin man with a sharp chin, small eyes and big ears. He looked to weigh less than 140 pounds soaking wet and if it weren't for the clothes he was wearing, he wouldn't attract a woman's attention even if he was the only man around. At least that's what my opinion of him was. I didn't know about Maggie since she was still glaring at me, and paying him no mind. I decided to get on with it to distract her.
"First, can you tell me again why you think your wife is cheating on you? Patricia wasn't it? Why do you think Patricia is cheating on you?"
"My wife is a very beautiful woman Mr. Spalding, and she attracts a lot of attention. There have been several men who made it no secret that they would like to get to know her better. But, to my knowledge, she had always refused to allow herself to be compromised. It is in her financial interests not to be compromised. But I have begun to see some changes in her lately. She is suddenly very interested in my whereabouts. She has been going out during the afternoon, supposedly with a girlfriend. She often fails to answer the phone at home when I am traveling and she seems to be shopping much more often. She was never that interested in shopping before."
I watched his face as he spoke about these things. I got the distinct impression that he cared less about what she was doing and more about whom she was doing it with. It was also clear from the way he spoke about her that he had little feeling for her. If my impression was correct, she was a trophy wife only for show. He had no love for her. I also had the distinct feeling that he might be gay. But, that was neither here nor there.
"Well, we can certainly find out for you. Our standard contract is $5,000, with a deposit of $1,000 up front. All funds to be cash or cashier check. No personal checks accepted. The way we work, we will do a full report for you with pictures and videos if possible. If the report is acceptable, you pay us the balance of the $4,000. If you are not satisfied, we destroy the report and you only pay us $2,500 additional. We normally will have results within three weeks, unless your wife is less active than most."
Now, if you have followed any of my past adventures, you may be questioning the $5,000 and such. Well, he's rich, I didn't like him, he gave me the creeps, and his wife was certainly not getting any loving at home. So, that was worth a penalty. And since I was in the midst of a deep depression due to Mickey's passing, I was pissed. He was just in the wrong place at the wrong time.
"Your terms are acceptable. I would like to have pictures and videos as well as the report. I have $1,000 cash as requested. I gave your wife the envelope with the cash and the information you requested. I believe we can sign the paperwork now. I would like you to complete this assignment as soon as possible."
"Excellent. We'll start today. Maggie will walk you out and you can sign the contract. Thank you Mr. Preston. Maggie? Will you see Mr. Preston out?"
Maggie's glance back was answer enough. I would certainly hear from her tonight but what the hell. I decided now was as good a time as any to call Polly. It was her turn. I offered her the standard $800 and she accepted. She would be in later today to get the information and start the surveillance.
When Maggie came back in, she told me that all was well, the cash was in the box and if things went well, we were off to Hawaii. The extra two grand was enough to win me back some loving. When I reminded her of Murrell's Inlet, however, she gave me a nasty smile and suggested I do something with my body that I believe is impossible.
When Polly came in, I gave her the information and we talked briefly about the Missus. Polly wanted a couple of days to just follow her and then decide what to do. I agreed, told her we had an extra week anyway and left it in her capable hands. When she left, I called Bruno.
Now you know Bruno is the best mechanic I had ever worked with, but he was also a hopeless romantic. I told him about the case, let him know that Polly was on it but asked him to do me a favor and check into Mr. Preston. There was something about him that bothered me and I wanted Bruno to see what he could dig up. I offered him the standard $800 and he accepted. We were in business.
Over the next week, we closed two cases of industrial espionage and collected a tidy profit of just more than $12,000. All but $4,000 went into the business fund and it would buy a much needed high speed camera, a couple of high frequency bugs that couldn't be jammed and a new computer for Maggie. Her old one was making funny noises. The other four grand was part of our vacation fund. A good week, offset by Mickey's passing. Well, always better some good with the bad.
It had been eight days after Polly started that she came in. She stopped to talk with Maggie and then came in to my office and plopped down in the soft chair.
"Well it took me three tries to get it straight but I did it. Seems she was going out with a female friend a couple of times a week. When I followed them, they went shopping, went for lunch and then went back to the friend's place. She stayed for a little while and then drove home. Nothing unusual. Always left her car at the friend's and they took the friend's minivan shopping. Just two chicks out for a good day of blowing hubby's money."
"So, there's nothing going on?"
"Hah! That's what I thought until I noticed something. On the last visit to the friend's house, hubby's car was there. The friend's hubby, that is. While he was home, the visit turned into an afternoon. At the end of the afternoon, the Missus left, hubby went back to work and the friend waved both goodbye at the front door. Dressed only in a robe! What about that?"
"You aren't suggesting . . .?"
"Damn straight. Well, straight may be the wrong word for what's going on in that house. But, just so you know, I'm going in with cameras and video. I'll start today or tomorrow. Since I know their schedule now, I know when. Now I just need to see what. Have results for you by end of week."
"Good girl. I'm so proud! Just like a proud poppa. Did you know that Mickey's dead? Died in his bed, at home. Maggie won't let me go see his house. She wants to go to Hawaii instead. Woman is cruel. You wouldn't be cruel to me would you Polly?"
"Don't even start with me! Maggie would send me to a nunnery! I'm leaving 'pops'."
And she did. Leaving me with my memories and my sorrow. Damn! It's been weeks now since Mickey left us and my grief still knows no bounds.
Two days later, Bruno called in to tell me he had the goods on Mr. Preston and he was getting pictures. When I asked what the 'goods' were, he just laughed and told me to wait till he could show me. Bruno never let me have any advance info. Cruel man!
"Will I like it?" I asked
"You'll absolutely love it boss."
So, now all I had to do was wait. Maggie was making reservations for our vacation while I tried to find a reason to live. I just couldn't find my rhythm again and I was down in the dumps most of the time.
At the end of one particularly bad day where I had almost lost it during an interview with,
'a long legged dame with lips that just dripped honey and wine, hair that fell like spun gold down to her shoulders and a body that promised a good time with a quick roll in the hay,'
my wife locked up the office, took me by the hand and led me into the store room where she unzipped my pants, raised her skirt, bent over the table and told me to make her a happy woman. Well, that was enough urging even for me and I let her have it. I worked my frustrations off on her and she seemed to enjoy it tremendously since I heard her singing the theme song from 'Mike Hammer' through it all. Damn good way to celebrate Mickey's long life. As I came, I bid farewell to Mike Hammer for the last time. Woman certainly had my number!
It had been two weeks and three days since our Mr. Preston came in and both Polly and Bruno had reported their results. Both had done their usual fine job and Maggie and I were just putting the finishing touches on everything.
Maggie read the report on Mr. Preston and asked, "How do you think we should handle this?"
"I want to call him in tomorrow and let him see all the evidence. Then I want to ask him what he intends to do with it. I'll tell him we are available for expert testimony if he needs us, just to see if he's going to go to court. Once I know he is going to go for the divorce, we can call Mrs. Preston and give her the evidence we have on him. It's a freebie for her since I don't like him much."
"That sounds like a good plan, except we should do it together. You call him in and I'll call her in. We can do it like we usually do, get both in at the same time and let them go at each other. That's more fun, don't you think?"
"Yeah, it is. I'll dedicate it as a tribute to Mickey. Let's do it."
So, at 4:00 p.m. the next day, Mr. Preston was sitting in my office, where I presented him with the evidence Polly had put together. I've always found it best to just give it to them in straight old English.
"It seems, Mr. Preston, that your wife is having an affair with a married couple. The woman, Helen Conyers, is a friend of your wife's. They often go out shopping together but on a few occasions, they returned to her home where Wesley, her husband was waiting. They then enter into a threesome, if you will. As you can see from the pictures, it begins with your wife and Helen getting naked and then performing oral sex on each other. Meanwhile the husband jerks off watching them. As you can see, that's clear in this picture here, and here. Then he moves over to your wife, and while she is on her hands and knees with her face buried in Helen's crotch, he fucks her from behind. It all takes place over a few hours. They change positions, as you can see from this picture, and from this one. It varies, but in all cases he fucks both women at least once and they go down on each other several times. Mostly while he recovers. I will say that Mr. Conyers has a lot of stamina! I'm sorry, that's not funny to you, I'm sure."
Mr. Preston was just sitting there, stunned as he looked at the pictures. There were a lot of them. She also had one CD from which she took all of the stills. How Polly got it, I wasn't sure and I never, ever asked her. I just didn't want to know. But get it she did. And clear! Great pictures. Nothing really fancy. Not necessary.
"I hope my language didn't offend you but I like to give you the straight scoop. No use sugar coating it with fancy words. Is this satisfactory Mr. Preston? Is there enough evidence for you to use?"
If his face was any indication, he was beside himself with joy. A huge grin split his ugly face and he was almost drooling.
"This is more than enough. With these, I can threaten to take her to court and she'll give in. She won't want this to get out. I'll threaten to put it out if she doesn't agree to a no fault divorce under my terms! I've got her! I can set any terms I wish!"
With that, he pulled out the cashier's check for the balance of the $4,000 and handed it to me without looking up from his evidence. He was really fascinated by it and I watched the slow smile spread across his face. Somehow, it was not a good smile. It was downright evil. I took the check, scanned it to be sure it was valid and put it in the lock box. Now I could go ahead.
"Why do you need this just to divorce her? This is a no fault state so you don't need a reason."
"Yes I do. The court would give her several million dollars if I just divorced her for no reason. But for infidelity, the pre-nup is active and she'll get nothing. Nothing at all!"
"So it is mostly publicity she is afraid of? What about you? Wouldn't it hurt you if it got out?"
"By all means, it would. My father would never turn the business over to me if he knew I couldn't control my wife. And there are certain other things he doesn't know that are problematic for me. He would give everything to my sister, the bitch! But Patricia's not smart enough to know that. Neither is her cheap-assed lawyer."
So, I had what I needed. Maggie was at the same time talking with Mrs. Preston next door in the conference room. I excused myself for a moment, knocked on the door and waited until she came out. I gave her the word that he definitely didn't want anything to go public so to use it as she saw fit. She gave me the thumbs up and we went back in together.
Mrs. Preston was sitting there, looking a little lost. Maggie introduced me and told her that things were looking up. She had a story of her own to tell Mrs. Preston.
"Patricia, did you know that your husband hired my husband to follow you to prove you were unfaithful? He is right now next door, reading the information about you and the Conyers. He has pictures of you and Helen and Helen's husband."
"Oh my God! You can't let him get those. You don't understand. He'll divorce me and I'll get nothing. Not one damn thing! Oh my God! I'm dead."
"Well, maybe there is something that you can do. Did you know your husband was a homosexual? That he was gay?"
"I suspected he was since he only made love with me a few times. That's why I fell into the relationship with Helen and Wesley. She told me how beautiful I was and that she found me sexy. We began our affair with each other and then, after I fell in love with her, she brought her husband into it. I resisted at first, but finally gave in. I still love Helen but she wants Wesley as well."
She wiped a tear from her eye and continued.
"Most of the time he just ignored me or let me make a fool of myself trying to seduce him. He wasn't interested. And I'm not used to that. After all, look at me! Don't you think I'm sexy?"
Since she looked at me as she said that, I continued with the story.
"Very! But I'm not the one cheating on you. He is. And, this is very important, he is very afraid of this getting back to his father. As a matter of fact, he hired us to get the information on you so that he could get you to give him a divorce under his terms, rather than be exposed. But, he won't expose you. He doesn't want this to come out either. He's afraid of his father, his sister and the chance that he won't have control of the family business. So, I think you can use this."



"What do you have?"
Maggie took over again and showed her the report Bruno had provided.
"Pictures of Mr. Preston and a man named Charles Knickerson. Charles is much younger and Mr. Preston has set him up in an apartment on the West side. We have receipts for the rent payments made by Mr. Preston, pictures of Mr. Preston and Charles in that apartment, pictures of them engaging in oral sex, anal sex and manual manipulation of each other's genitals. This should be enough to convince him to divorce you with a very nice settlement."
Mrs. Preston reviewed the pictures and slowly began to smile. She had him! And now she could divorce him and take some of his money and get on with her life. If she could get a million or two, she and Helen could discuss the future, maybe without Wesley in the picture.
Maggie and I got up and quietly left the room. I told her to wait while I went back in to be with Mr. Preston. I told him that I had some things waiting for him to sign in the conference room and asked him to follow me. He stood, still looking at the pictures he held in his hand and walked out with me. I moved to the door of the conference room and opened it for him. Still looking down and smiling at the picture in his hand, he walked in. I pulled the door shut.
As Maggie and I stood there, we heard the first shout of anger and then it was bedlam. Yelling and screaming and slamming of chairs. I think I heard one of the ashtrays hit the wall with a bang. A chair was thrown and I listened for a crash but it seemed to come out of it unscathed. Well, I could afford a chair or two. It was really going on. I smiled at Maggie.
"Well, was the extra $800 I took for Bruno worth it? Was it not brilliant of me to hire him to get the goods on the Mr.?"
"You are a genius. I have to admit. Just listen to that. Isn't love grand?"
We had a good laugh and walked out with our arms around each other. It was certainly a good way to end a bad couple of weeks. My world had almost collapsed but this certainly made it worth while. I kissed the top of Maggie's head.
"Did you get the tickets?"
"We're booked all the way, babe."
"When do we leave?"
"Tonight. Everything is taken care of. Bruno and Polly's checks are in the mail, the office is closed and the answering machine recording is in place. No more jobs till we get back."
As Maggie went home to pack our bags, I sat down in my chair behind my desk and considered my future. I love what I do and I always tried to do it as my hero would have expected me to do it. With grace and dignity, but always with humor. I followed the teachings of my mentor, Mickey Spillane. Now that he had passed on to that great guild of deceased writers in the sky he would be remembered.
But what about me. Do I go on? Do I continue in his footsteps? My cases were simple compared to his. My characters, Polly and Bruno, were just a couple of kids with stars in their eyes and digital cameras in their hands. Neither carried a gun, just a microphone. They didn't get hit over the head with a sap, just yelled at by a disgruntled building super or suspicious doorman. They were gentle and kind and wouldn't hurt a fly, but they would gladly do their job just to find some justice for someone. But they were great and I loved them to death.
Mickey had it good and I would miss him, but I had it better. I had Maggie.
With a smile, I closed my log, turned off my computer and went up to be with my wife. Hawaii, here we come.
Maybe to be continued . . .
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Consequences -Erin- Epilogue
This is Erin's Story.
My name is Erin Troy. I've been happily married to Paul Troy for more than twelve years. We have no children but that has been our choice. Neither of us wanted to take the time out of our lives to raise children since we both love our careers. Maybe that was selfish but it was our choice. Anyway, we had a good marriage and we were both successful in our fields.
I was a process engineer for a Medical Device manufacturer. We made surgical trays and we were a vertical organization. That means we manufactured most of the contents that went into the trays and we assembled the final device as well. My job as a process engineer was to set up the assembly methods for the trays as well as the processes that went into manufacturing the pieces that were included. As such, I spent a lot of time traveling to the individual plants and working with plant personnel to perfect the procedures. Since we were a medical device manufacturer, we had to worry about GMP and FDA compliance procedures. That was part of my job.
I normally traveled alone and I had contacts at each of the plants that made my arrangements. I had been doing this now for over five years and I was good at it. I was well respected in my field and I was known by many of the inspectors and traveling compliance engineers. But, in all that time, I had never been tempted to stray and I was sure Paul hadn't either.
Even though we decided against children, our love life was good. We had always enjoyed sex and neither of us was too adventurous. We pleased each other and that was enough. We had a routine of sorts, especially on Saturday mornings. We would stay in bed and we would have sex. Since I loved giving Paul oral sex, it was often enough just to do that. He would return the favor for me and then we would just enjoy being together the rest of the time. At other times, it was fun, just holding each other, occasionally letting our hands wander until we gave in and had hard satisfying sex.
For some reason, I had been more and more uneasy about my job recently and Addison Croft, my boss had been making some comments about cutbacks and reorganization. While I was good at my job and knew I would have no trouble getting another one if cutbacks did occur, I was still uneasy. I had more than five years in here and I was in line for one of several different promotions. I would hate to give that up. But, I continued working and let the worry take a back seat. What I wasn't aware of was the effect it was having on me and my personal life. I didn't see the changes that were occurring.
The changes began shortly after our twelfth anniversary. Paul had taken me out to dinner and dancing and the evening was wonderful. We got home late, both of us in the mood for some heavy loving and we spent the remainder of that evening and most of the next morning either in bed, in the shower or somewhere on the floor, making love. It was a wonderful time for both of us and we pledged our love for each other again.
Three weeks after that wonderful evening, Addison called me into his office. When I arrived, he told me to come in and to shut the door. I did as he requested and settled myself for something important. I respected Addison as a competent engineer and a good administrator. Under his reign, we had introduced several new products and our business was growing. So, I didn't expect anything bad at this time. I waited.
"Erin, I wanted to tell you that I appreciate the job you do for us. You are more than a good engineer, you are a great innovator and some of the changes you have made in our processes have resulted in big cost savings for the company."
I nodded in thanks. So far, this was what I had expected.
"The reason I called you in was to tell you that we have to cut back on some of our positions and I wanted to ask you for your input. I've been asked to cut 15% off our overhead. That means about seven engineers have to go. I value you and your opinion so I would like your input."
This was not good news and as I realized what he was asking, I understood that I was being put in a terrible position. When people were let go, they would think I was a part of the decision.
"Addison, I really would rather not have to do this. These people are my friends and I don't want to have to make that kind of decision. That's why you're the boss. To make the tough decisions."
I smiled to try to make the comment light but it wasn't. He knew it as well as I.
"But the decision has to be made over the next three to four months. I'll have to begin evaluating everyone, including you. But, if you were to help me, I could exclude your name from the list of possibilities."
This was something I would have to consider. While I wasn't afraid of being let go, I didn't want to go into the job market at this point in my career. I knew if I could stay a while longer, Addison's job was a strong possibility. And I wanted his job. So, I had to think.
"Give me a few days. I need to think about this. I'm sure I'll probably help you but I need the time to get accustomed to it. It's a lot of responsibility."
"Fair enough. Let me know. I know you and I can work together and I think we have a lot in common. It could be a very profitable exchange for both of us."
His smile was not one of encouragement. It was one of suggestion and I knew what he was suggesting. I was almost relieved now that it had come out. I knew that Addison was interested in me. He had made it clear over the few years we had worked together but he had never made any moves that could be considered harassment. Now it seems he had the opportunity. I had a lot of thinking to do.
At home, I couldn't get the thought out of my mind that I was going to be in real trouble if I accepted the challenge to help Addison Croft. I knew he had ulterior motives and I knew what they were but that didn't bother me as much as the idea that I could be responsible for someone losing their job. That was really getting to me. So much that I forgot our Saturday ritual and I even forgot sex until Paul initiated it. Even then, I was so distracted that it was more a chore than a pleasure. Paul didn't say anything and I just forgot it. My mind was somewhere else.
I put off the decision for almost two weeks during which I avoided sex with Paul. Somehow, I equated him, sex and Addison, all together. Doesn't make any sense but that's how my mind was working then. Finally, Addison called me in and asked for my decision. I had no choice: I told him I would work with him. He was delighted and gave me a big hug, but the hug was too intimate and I broke it off almost immediately. He just smiled and moved back. This was just the beginning. I could see that in his eyes.
Over the next month, I worked my job as usual but Addison was always in the background, calling me into his office, standing too close to me as we studied cost analysis sheets or work schedules and touching me every time he walked past. In his office, it was always a touch on my shoulder, one on my butt, just inappropriate touching. I didn't respond but neither did I say anything to stop it. It was beginning to get to me and I knew that he was going to make his move very soon. I understood that from his comments at our last meeting when he told me that it was time to make the first preliminary list of employees to be eliminated.
The trips to the plants were my only relief. Away from Addison and away from Paul. Paul was an issue because of my guilt, and the days I worked in the office with Addison nearby were becoming hell on earth for me. If I hadn't wanted his job so badly, I would have quit right then. But, I was too ambitious to do that.
I also knew that I had been neglecting Paul at home. The whole idea of sex was beginning to turn me off and I couldn't separate love with Paul and sex demands by Addison in my head. I was a wreck and Paul was the victim. I knew I should talk to him but I felt I had to work this out on my own. I began to avoid both of them when I was on the job in the plant. I even stopped calling Paul at home. Traveling, I felt safe and relaxed. The people I worked with knew my work and respected me. No demands other than work related.
Paul mentioned my lack of phone calls and our love life was suffering at home but I couldn't find a way to fix it. I was becoming a nervous wreck and my work began to suffer. This only made matters worse when Addison began to pick up on it and make insinuations about adding me to the list. I avoided him more and more but he just applied more pressure. The last two weeks had been especially bad. Addison had me in his office repeatedly to go over the list, pick three more names and finalize the list for submission to corporate.
At the end of the last meeting, Addison came around his desk and put his hands on my shoulders. I was standing, facing the board with the list as he stood behind me. As I tensed, he pulled me back against him and pressed against me. He mumbled something about my being tense and his hands were kneading my shoulders. I could feel his erection pressing into my back and I tried to pull away but he held me tightly. As I struggled, I was causing more stimulation to his already hard cock and he moaned into my ear. I stopped moving and held myself rigid. But that was enough for him as he ground himself against me, moving his body up and down, masturbating himself.
I remained rigid, not knowing what to do. Did I scream, fight him, somehow push him off or did I simply allow this to happen? The decision was taken out of my hands when I heard him groan and drive himself against me with a force that indicated he was climaxing. His hands dropped to grip my hips and pull them tight against him. His weight forced me against the wall and his cock was moving up and down between my cheeks as he came. I kept my eyes shut as he finished and fell against my body.
Without any words, he finally moved back and away, going to his desk and sitting. When I finally turned around, my shame showing in my face, he was looking pleased and relaxed.
"Well, I think we accomplished a good deal here today. The list is preliminary but it is ready to submit. I'll do that tomorrow. This is good for you Erin. There are a lot of positions open now and you should fit nicely into one of them. That is the reward for your assistance."
His smile was cruel and vicious and I could see in his eyes that he felt I was now under his control. I looked back at him, closed my eyes and thanked him.
"Thank you for your support Addison. I'll get back to work now. I have a lot to do."
"Why don't you take the rest of the day off Erin. I'll talk to you tomorrow."
I left for the day, with thoughts of what he had done to me running through my head. The only thing I felt was shame. Shame that I had let it happen, shame that he felt he could do it to me and I would allow it, and shame that I had done this with another man. Paul was the only man I had ever made love with and now, Addison wanted to change that. And my ambition had led him to believe he could. Today was confirmation in his mind.
I had been thinking about my behavior for hours and that evening it was Paul's turn to make dinner. I didn't even have that to distract me. It was with some relief that he told me he had ordered Chinese. Something I liked might take my mind off my problems. But after dinner, Paul seemed distracted. I wondered about it but decided he would tell me if something was wrong.
I had settled down on the couch after the dishes were finished when Paul looked at me with some concern. I wasn't surprised when he spoke.
"Erin, I wanted to talk to you about some things. Is it OK to do it now?"
"Of course. You can talk to me anytime. What's up? You look so serious."
"I'm worried and a little afraid. I don't know what's wrong and I have tried to think of anything that could be bothering you but nothing comes to mind."
I didn't want this conversation now. I was too distracted to think and I didn't want Paul to become suspicious of things. I had to try to distract him.
"I don't know what you're talking about. What in the world makes you think that something is wrong or bothering me? I'm just fine. There is nothing wrong that I know of."
"Then why has our lovemaking suddenly gone from several times a week to hardly ever? Why do you no longer want to make love on our Saturdays? Why are you always so quiet now? You never want to just sit and talk and you are in bed and asleep long before I get there. Everything is different now and I don't know why!"
This was too close to home. I didn't want this now! I had to make some decisions on my own and this was not something I could discuss with Paul. He wouldn't understand what had happened and I couldn't explain it to him. I was too confused and upset. Why was he doing this to me now!
Instead of answering him, I had to get out of there. I ran upstairs to our bedroom and shut the door. I had to think! I had to come up with something that would explain my behavior. Oh, why had I let it go this far? Was I so greedy and ambitious that I would let this happen just to get ahead? I needed answers for myself and I needed answers for Paul. I had to think!
I decided on half truths and partial explanations. I decided to let him know about the cutbacks but not my part in the process. If I could make him think that I was just concerned and worried, he would back off. I needed time to fix everything. Paul had to understand. I went back down and into the family room. Paul was still sitting there.
"Paul, I'm so sorry. There's nothing going on that you need to worry about. I've been very upset lately over some things going on in the company. I'm afraid that I might be out of a job very soon if things don't change. I guess the worry and the uncertainty has made me a wreck. I wasn't aware that you even noticed and I apologize for making you worry so. Can you forgive me?"
Paul listened and I saw what I believed to be understanding. He finally said that he was relieved and told me that he had suspected all kinds of bad things. I listened with a lightening of my heart as he spoke of these things but suddenly he mentioned an affair. At those words, my heart stopped and the blood drained from my face. I had to get myself under control! No affair had happened! What I did was not the same. I had to get control!
Paul continued with a warning of what would happen if I did have an affair and his demand that I talk to him if something was wrong with our marriage. He was being very careful not to accuse me and not to give me any reason to think that he knew anything but I was still worried. This time I was able to control my feelings when he mentioned an affair or cheating. I was under control by the time he finished. While I had heard him very clearly, I had to let him know it was unnecessary to worry about anything.
"You're being silly now. I would never cheat on you and there is nothing wrong with any part of our life together. You are just tired and depressed and you are thinking bad thoughts. Just let them go. You know how much I love you. There is no one else for me."
I decided now that I had better make the effort to get our sex life under control and to make sure it didn't happen again. I had been neglecting Paul out of worry and concern for my own job and my own greedy needs, but it had to stop. I decided to make love to Paul tonight just to remind him of my love for him. He couldn't doubt that. There was no reason to and nothing I had done or would do would change that. I would show him.
Our sex life improved over the next two weeks as I put my heart and soul into convincing Paul how much I loved him and our life together. Paul was more relaxed now that things were back to normal and I was beginning to hope that they could remain that way.
Addison left me alone at work now and I hoped that since the list had been submitted, he no longer could make demands on me. Whatever the reason, things were almost normal between us now. Nothing more was said of the episode in his office. I let it drop as well since I wanted it to go away as if it had never happened.
I got a call from the plant manager of the Toledo plant that he was going to schedule an assembly run of a new tray setup and asked me to be there. It was a two-day run and should be simple. I agreed and made my arrangements for the trip. I let Addison know as usual and he approved without comment. I was set to go and let Paul know where and when. Just to be certain not to give him reason to worry, I was a tiger in bed the next couple of nights. I actually loved it as I was almost out of control. The more I tried to convince him of my love, the more I began to enjoy it. We did some things I had never been willing to try before and found a couple I liked. All in all, it was a good time.
I left for the plant on schedule Tuesday afternoon, taking the early flight so I could get settled and make a trip into the plant to make sure everything was ready for the run tomorrow. Paul drove me to the airport and let me off without coming in. He wanted to get back to work for some meeting he had. That was fine with me. I would just check in, grab a bit to eat and relax before the flight.
The flight was on time, I checked in and went to my room. I planned on going down to the coffee shop and just getting a sandwich when my phone rang. I thought it was Paul and I answered with a laugh. But, it wasn't Paul!
"Erin, this is Addison. How are you?"
"Ah, I'm fine Addison. What can I do for you?"
"Why don't you come to my room and we'll discuss it? I'm here in the hotel in room 334. I'll see you in a few minutes?"
"Yes, of course."
I hung up confused and suddenly frightened. What was Addison doing here at the hotel? Why did he need to see me? What was going on? I knew I had to go and confront him but before I did, I needed to think! What was going on? I sat down on the bed and slowed my breathing. I took several calming breaths and then began to think.
It was clear that he was here to collect on what he thought I owed him. There could be no doubt. If I went to his room, he would try to force me to have sex with him to honor what he thought was my commitment. That couldn't happen. I was not going to cheat on Paul even if it meant my job. No job was worth my marriage.
With that decided, the next thing was to see if there were some way I could work my way out of this without losing my job. I wasn't for sale but I didn't want to give my job away either. With that thought, I remembered my pen-recorder. The one Paul bought me for Christmas. It looked like a pen but if I pressed the top, it would record my voice. It had a good memory and I could record up to seven minutes of conversation. It would pick up a voice from as far away as three feet. If I plugged it into the little memory stick that came with it, it would record almost 20 minutes. It used a small, almost invisible cord to connect. I put the pen and the memory stick in the purse, and checked to be sure nothing showed. That should do it.
With that decided, I went down to Addison's room. I knocked and he opened the door almost immediately.
"Well, if it isn't my own little engineer. Come in, come in."
I moved past him into the room. It was almost identical to mine and I took the chair at the desk, facing him. I put my purse, opened on the desk and pushed the record button without him noticing anything. He sat on the bed and looked at me.



"I think you know why you're here. In case you're wondering about the run, it's been cancelled. I called John and told him to reschedule it for next week. I told him you couldn't make it. So, you and I have two nights together. You can thank me for saving your job."
"Addison, I believe my work was better than most and that's what saved my job. I just helped you as you asked. Nothing more was promised."
"You forget that the list I turned in was tentative. I can still change it. If you won't show me how much you want to keep your job, I'll just have to reconsider your name. Is that what you want? Why don't we have dinner now while you think about it."
"What is it you expect me to do? I thought that day in your office was enough for you. You left me alone after that."
"That was nothing. Just a little down payment. And you didn't have to do anything but stand there. I did all the work."
"All right. I'll think about it over dinner. I really want to keep my job. Is this really the only way I can continue working for you? Only if I give you sex?"
"The only way."
"OK, let me get dressed. I'll only be a few minutes. I'll come back here."
With that, I returned to my room and checked the recording. I played it back via the ear buds that came with it and it was perfect. I took the full one and put that in my suitcase and replaced it with a new, blank stick in my purse. I changed into my little black dress, the one I carried for dinner meetings and such. I tried to make myself look as nice as possible since I wanted more incriminating conversation at dinner.
I called Paul before I left to be sure he didn't try to call me at the plant. I told him I was going to be working late so not to expect a call till tomorrow. We didn't talk long and I ended by telling him I loved him. I expected it all to be over by tomorrow and I could finally tell him the truth. I walked down to Addison's room.
He made appreciative noises about the way I was dressed and wanted to forget dinner. I refused since I told him I needed the time to make sure we had an agreement before I did anything. He seemed to expect this. I guess being corrupt as he was, he expected everyone else to be the same way. This is what he would have done.
We went down to dinner, me pretending to be thrilled to be with him. He put his arm around me as we walked to the restaurant. I was repulsed but I needed more from him to assure that I had his ass. So, I let him hold me against him. After all, this was a public place. He couldn't do anything here.
At dinner, Addison told me how he had planned for some time to get me in bed. He said he knew of the terminations before and decided that it would be a perfect time to convince me that a nice new job and title could be mine for just being nice to him. I made him tell me what he wanted to do with me and he did. Loud and clear for the recorder. I laughed and pretended to go along and finally told him that I agreed to his terms. He said he wanted me to spend the night with him in his room and I agreed. He made several crude comments that I recorded just for spite and finally turned it off. I had all I needed.
After dinner, we went back to the room. To make sure there was no suspicion, as we entered the elevator, I reached up to give him a kiss. He was surprised but very willing. As the doors closed, I pulled away and laughed.
"This is going to be a good night for both of us."
"You can say that again. God, I've wanted you for so long. I can't wait."
"Well, you're going to have to wait just a few more minutes. I have to get my birth control from my room. It'll only take me a couple of minutes. You go ahead to your room and I'll be there in just a few minutes."
"Why don't I go with you? We could use your room."
"No. I don't want you in my room. Everything is just thrown around and it's a mess. Your room is fine. I don't care how it looks."
The elevator stopped and he moved to get out.
"What's your room number, just in case?"
I thought quickly. For this to work, he can't know what room I was in.
"Room 452. One floor above."
He let the door close and watched me with a smile on his face. As the doors closed, I blew him a kiss. Once fully closed, I sagged against the wall and almost lost my dinner. The elevator stopped at the next floor and I got out. I walked down the hall to the stairs and walked down two flights to the second floor. My room was 213. I went in and shut the door.
I again checked the recorder and found that I had all but the last few minutes clearly recorded. Nothing of any importance was missing. I took the stick and placed it with the other. Now, all I had to do was wait until morning and then I could book a flight home. I felt good that I had the information I needed to either make him leave me alone or to get him fired if he refused. I was pleased.
As I was making my plans for when I returned, my cell rang. It was Paul. Why was he calling. When I answered, he mentioned a change in the scheduled physical I had for next week. He wanted to make sure I called the doctor to change it. When I told him I would, he mentioned again to be sure I didn't do anything I would be sorry for. It seemed a strange comment but I was too excited to make much of it. I just told him again how much I loved him and we hung up.
Now, I changed out of my good dress, put on my PJs and decided to relax. It felt good. As I was just drifting off, the phone rang. I knew it was Addison and didn't bother answering it. I was not going to talk to him again until I was home and in control. He tried to call several times but I refused to answer. He finally gave up. He was probably pissed but just to be sure, I called the desk and told them that I was being harassed by a gentleman I met and not to give anyone my room number. When they assured me that they didn't give out that information, I again made them promise that no one would get that number.
Sometime during the night the message light on my phone lit up. I knew it was a message from Addison and didn't bother answering it. I slept the sleep of the just that night and didn't wake up till late the next morning.
The next morning, I called and made my plane reservations and got my confirmation number. I checked with the desk to see if Addison was still registered but they told me he had checked out, so I dressed, went down to the desk and asked for my bill for checkout. I didn't see Addison anywhere so I felt safe. As I waited, the desk clerk gave me an envelope that he said was left for me. That's what the message light was for. I glanced at it, suspecting it was from Addison and signed my bill with the charges. I was now checked out and ready to leave.
As I waited for the shuttle to take me to the airport, I glanced again at the envelope. I opened it and pulled out a single sheet of paper. I glanced at the signature on the bottom. It was from Paul! Was it a fax? No, it was original and hand written. I began to read it.
Erin,
I told you what would happen if you decided to cheat on me and destroy our marriage. I saw you with him last night. I saw you kiss him in the elevator. When I called your cell, you lied to me because you were with him. I called your room later and you didn't answer because you were with him. You spent the night with him. I know you did.
I am going back home and when you return, I won't be there. Our marriage is over and I will file divorce papers immediately.
Paul
The letter fluttered to the ground as the shock hit me. He thought I was cheating on him and he followed me here. He saw me with Addison and thought I was with him all night. He was wrong! So wrong! I had to call him to let him know he was wrong! I ran back into the hotel and went to the house phone. I used my calling card to call home. I got Paul.
"Paul! Paul is that you? Paul, what did you mean by this letter you left me? Why would you think I was with someone? I told you I was at the plant working last night. You knew that! What the hell did you mean by this nasty letter?"
"Erin, please don't lie to me anymore. I asked you a simple question. Why didn't you just ask me for a divorce? Why did you have to go fucking that asshole Addison behind my back? Why did you choose to humiliate me? That's what I don't understand. You could have done anything you wanted to and I would have let you have your freedom. If you had only asked."
"Paul, no. No. No. I don't want a divorce. I love you and I want to be with you. I haven't done anything like you think. You have to believe me. Please, Paul. I love you so much. Please, please."
"I was there last night at the hotel. You and Addison came down for dinner at about 6:30 and went back to his room an hour later. You spent the night with him and you were still with him at 6:00 this morning when I called your room. I left then for a flight back here. I saw you and he kissing in the elevator and I called you half an hour later when you told me you were at the plant working. Don't you remember? I know lying gets so complicated when you have to remember so many."
"Oh God, Paul. You have to let me try to explain. I'm on my way to the airport now and I'll be home before 4:00. Please wait for me. Let me try to explain to you. You have to let me. Please Paul."
"Goodbye Erin. There is nothing to explain. You had a choice to make and you made it. Now you have to accept the consequences of that choice. I'll be gone by the time you get home. I don't want to talk to you again and I'll file for divorce tomorrow. You can have the house. I'll be packed and gone by the time you get here so whatever is left you can have."
He hung up on me. I dialed again and waited but all I got was the voice mail. He had turned his phone off. I had to get to him. I ran back out and flagged a taxi, choosing not to wait for the hotel shuttle. I had to get to the airport and see if I could get an earlier flight out. I had to get to him before he left. I had to!
I was able to switch to another airline and get an earlier flight. My flight landed at 1:35 and I was in my car and on my way home within another 20 minutes. I tried his cell again but it was still off. What about the home phone? He should be home by now. I tried that. I heard it ring twice before he picked up.
"Hello?"
"Paul, before you say anything or hang up, believe me when I say that nothing happened with Addison. What you saw is not what you think. If you ever loved me, you'll wait until I have a chance to tell you what's happened. You don't have to believe me but you have to give me five minutes. Just five minutes! Aren't twelve years of marriage worth five more minutes? Would you throw all we've had together away when all I'm asking of you is five minutes?"
He didn't hang up but he didn't say anything either. I held my breath, still speeding toward home when he finally answered.
"I can wait five more minutes. But I don't know whether I can believe you now. But, I'll give you five minutes."
"Thank yo . . . "
He had already hung up. I concentrated on getting home and trying to save my marriage.
Even though I hadn't done what Paul thought, I was guilty. I never thought of his feelings during this whole thing. I was worried about me and my job and my possible promotion. I never stopped to think of what I was doing to Paul or his reactions. I never thought of him while I was preoccupied with my own problems. I had ignored him at home. I pushed him away when he volunteered his help and I closed my legs to him in bed. Paul had jumped to the conclusion that my actions had led him to.
I pulled into the driveway and was relieved to see his car still there. I jumped out and ran to the door. Inside, I saw his suitcases packed and sitting by the garage door. He was sitting in the living room, the blinds drawn and the room dim. I moved into the room, dropped my purse on the floor and ran to him. I dropped to my knees in front of him and grabbed his hands in mine. He made no effort to move and his gaze on me was cold and without emotion. I didn't care. I had caused this and I would, by God, tell him everything. I would also pray that it wasn't too late.
"Thank God you waited. Please Paul, you have to listen to me. What I did, I did to save my job at work. Addison has been trying to blackmail me and this trip was his attempt to make me have sex with him. He's been planning this for a while now and I didn't know it. Honest to God. Until he showed up, I thought I was only working as planned."
"How do you expect me to believe a wild story like that? You're too good at your job for him to just let you go. How could he blackmail you like that? I don't believe you. Your actions over the past few months convinced me that something was going on and this was just the final proof. You cut me off in the bedroom for months, you have been distracted and distant to me, when I confronted you, you suddenly got very loving and now I find you with him in a hotel. I see you go to dinner with him, dressed in the sexy little dress you always said was your way to get me hot, and you go back to his room while kissing him in the elevator. I call your room several times during the night and no answer."
He was really angry and he had been giving this a lot of thought. As he spoke, I realized what he thought and how he arrived at his conclusion. How was I going to convince him now? I had to try.
"Paul, please. Addison asked me to help him pick the ones to be let go. I didn't want to but he told me that unless I was cooperative, he would add my name to the list. I finally agreed to help so I could at least make sure that some of the good ones didn't lose their jobs. Addison never did anything inappropriate except once and that was all him. I did nothing to encourage him and I did nothing to help him. It was humiliating but it wasn't sex. Please believe me. This trip was a surprise to me."
"How do you expect me to believe you? What did he do that was just humiliating? Did you fuck him in the office? Give him a blowjob? Just a hand job maybe? Nothing that meant anything? Is that your story? What a bunch of crap!"
"No, no! Please Paul. I knew what he was up to when he told me that the run was cancelled and that he was there in the hotel. I knew what he was going to do so I made a plan. I took the little recorder that you gave me for Christmas and made him talk about his plans. How he blackmailed me, how I had to do what he wanted to keep my job, and he did. He told me everything. I got it all on memory. It's in my purse. Now, I'll go to management and he'll be fired. I had to dress like that and go to dinner with him to get him to talk. But I never did anything with him. I was in my room when you called but I thought it was him. I never told him my room number so he couldn't find me. He called and left messages but I didn't answer. I didn't know it was you. Not at that time of night. How could I?"
"Still a wild story. How do I believe it? What proof do you have that would convince me that it was true?"
I remembered the tape. I had it with me in my purse. At least the last part, the part from his room where he confessed it all. I would let Paul listen to that. That was my proof!
"Here. Listen to this. Addison lays it all out for me. Just listen and then you'll believe me."
I handed the player to him with the ear buds and sat back while he listened. This would let him know that I was telling the truth. This would convince him. I watched as his face turned angry and felt finally that he was now ready to believe that I had nothing but contempt for Addison Croft.
Paul finally took off the ear buds and laid the recorder down with a grimace. He was shaking his head.
"Now do you believe me? Now do you see what he was trying to do? Do you?"
"What I heard was him describing what he had done and admitting that sex was what he wanted. I also heard you asking him to make it clear. And the last thing I heard was you agreeing to his terms. That's what I heard. Nothing told me you said no."
The shock of his words hit me in the face like a blast of hot air. How could he say that? I grabbed the recorder and put the buds in. I pressed play and listened in horror as I heard myself say,
"So you insist that I stay the night and have sex with you?"
"That's right baby. Just you and me and fucking all night long. That's the price you pay for keeping your cushy job and getting that promotion you want."
"OK big boy. I agree. I'm all yours for the night. I hope you're as good as you claim."
"Nothing but big, baby. I'll make you forget that wimpy husband of yours. I'll have you screaming for it before the night's over."
"Sounds good to me, but you have to wait till I get my birth control and some other goodies. I'll be right back. Don't start without me."
Sounds of laughing and then some more crude comments and then . . . nothing! That was all that was on the tape! Then I remembered that I had run out of memory but discounted it since I had all I needed.
There was no proof! It sounded like I had agreed and promised to come back to spend the night with him. As I ripped off the ear buds and prepared to tell Paul that this wasn't all there was, I saw that he had already picked up his suitcases and left. I panicked! I ran from the room to try to stop him before it was too late. I rushed to the front door and opened it in time to see him back into the street and pull away. He was gone!
I collapsed to the floor in grief and cried myself into exhaustion. I had no idea of what to do now. Nothing I said or could say would convince Paul of the truth. Why in hell had I done this? Was the job so fucking important that I neglected my husband, forgot what I was doing to him while I tried to find some way to protect my position? What was wrong with me? I had forgotten my real reason for living in order to protect something that wasn't even necessary to my life with Paul. I was devastated!
It was late afternoon, the sun just beginning to slide below the horizon when I pulled myself together and went up to my bedroom. I sat on the bed trying to decide what to do next when I saw the bottle of sleeping pills sitting on the bedside table. I had the doctor give me a prescription during the time when I was dealing with the stress of Addison's demands. All I needed was to tell Paul the truth, but it was too important to me to keep my damn job. These pills helped me sleep, a poor substitute to my husband's arms around me. But typical of my thinking lately.
I counted out thirteen of the little blue pills and held them in my hand, thinking. A glass of water and these innocent looking tablets was all it would take. No worries, no cares, no pain and no apologies to anyone. Except God. But, he always forgives: husbands don't.
Just as I was about to swallow the first of them, it was as if a flashbulb went off in my head. What was I thinking? The tape I made of Addison was what got me into trouble in the first place. That damn tape that was supposed to get rid of him and make me safe was the problem. If I could just finish the damn thing, making sure that my innocence was clear to anyone listening, I could finish this and maybe save my sick marriage.
As I thought about it, I realized that I had to give it a try. I closed my eyes and said a silent prayer to God. I knew that he had sent this flash as a way to save me from a sin. The sin of suicide. I owed it to him to make the attempt. As the words said: What God has joined together, let no man put asunder. Well, I wasn't going to let Addison put my marriage asunder! Not in a million years! I would see him in Hell first!
I went into the kitchen and sat down beside the base station of our cordless phone. I searched for and found the 'record' button. When I pushed the button it would record both sides of any conversation made on that phone. Perfect. Now, I wanted to call Addison but first I reviewed in my head, what I wanted to say. When I had it perfect, I dialed his number at work.



"This is Addison Croft's office. May I help you?"
"Yes, Judy, it's Erin. Is he in?"
"Oh, yes Erin. He's been looking for you. I'll put you through."
I waited while she connected me. I assume he was telling her to shut his door before taking the call. He often did that when taking calls.
"Hello. Erin? Is that you?"
"Yes Addison, it's me. I'm home now, just like you."
"What the hell happened to you? Why didn't you come back to my room? You said you were just going to get your birth control. Where did you go?"
"I had no intention of coming back. I just wanted to get out of there."
"But you stupid bitch, we had a deal! You know I'll have to reconsider putting your name in the hat for losing your job don't you? That was the deal. You be good to me and I'll be good to you. Too bad, now it's too late."
"But you didn't expect me to go through with it did you? All this time, I didn't give in. Why did you think I would in Toledo?"
"Because you want your damn job more than you want to stay faithful to that wimp husband of yours. You know you want it and I'm the guy to give it to you. Maybe it's not too late. If you agree to meet me after work for a little romp in the sheets, I'll forget that you stood me up."
"Not a chance. I'll give you my resignation tomorrow. I quit, you fucking pig!"
I slammed the phone down and waited a minute before pushing the message play button. I listened to the entire conversation and then I pushed the 'save' button. Now, all I had to do was find Paul and make him listen.
The next morning, I dressed casually and walked into the Director of Personnel's office. I demanded to see him and made such a fuss that he finally waved me in. Without a word, I pulled out a small CD player and played my conversations with Addison for him to hear. I had transferred all of them onto this one CD and I made three copies just to be safe. I said nothing but watched coldly as he listened, first with some impatience and then with intense concentration. At the end, he simply slumped back into his chair and looked at me.
"What do you want Erin? Your job? Hell, your job was never in doubt. Addison had no say in who was let go and who stayed, and you were staying without doubt. It was out of his hands. What he told you was BS and apparently was only intended to get you to give in to his demands. This is the end of him you know. His job's yours if you want it."
"I might have said yes before this trip to Toledo. My husband thinks I went through with it and spent the night with Addison in Toledo. He knows Addison was there and he thinks I lied to him about working. I played some of the tapes for him but I didn't have the last one to prove I never went through with it. He doesn't believe me and I don't blame him. Why I ever thought this job was worth it, I don't know."
He simply shook his head in sympathy and told me that he would keep my resignation on his desk and Addison's job open for a week. He didn't want to lose me and wanted to be sure that I wouldn't sue the company. He told me to think about my future and let him know what I wanted to do. He also told me to take the rest of the week off since it might be very unpleasant around there for a while.
He volunteered to talk to Paul if I wanted but I declined. It was my problem and I caused it myself. I couldn't use someone else to try to get me out of it. My only solution was to prove to Paul that nothing happened. I had to wait until he came back.
I went home and tried to go on with my life. I had no idea of where Paul was and no idea if and when he would come home. I did have time to reflect on my actions these past months and I was ashamed of myself. My actions weren't those of a loving wife. They were those of a greedy manipulating bitch that was so self centered she thought only of herself and never of her husband. What did that say about me? I didn't like the answer.
I did understand the consequences of my actions now though. It was very clear that when I chose to go my own way and take care of my own problems without sharing with my husband, he chose to walk away when I tried to justify my poor choices. He didn't believe me and with good reason. I had lied to him, misled him, ignored him and shut him out of a part of my life. The consequences were severe. I just hoped they weren't permanent.
After one of the longest weeks of my life, I got a call from Paul. He was staying at a motel here in town but he wanted to come home and talk to me. He said we had some decisions to make about our future. He was intent on proceeding with the divorce but he understood that we had to make some joint decisions. He was being very reasonable and very calm. I on the other hand, knew that I had to let him come home before attempting to convince him of my faithfulness so I agreed with his conditions. We agreed to meet that evening here at the house.
At 7:30 that evening, Paul knocked on the front door. He was dressed in a suit and tie and looked every bit the executive he was. I wondered if he had just come from work or if he was trying to maintain a business appearance so I wouldn't forget why he was there. Either way, he was very handsome and impressive as I knew he would be. It was with bittersweet feeling that I welcomed him in.
"Hello Erin. You look tired. You need to take care of yourself. You always did work too hard at that job. It's unfortunate that it was so very important to you."
"Hello Paul. You look very relaxed and very nice. I guess this hasn't been as hard on you as it has on me. Please come in and sit down. We can use the kitchen table since it's clean. I made some fresh coffee."
"The kitchen is fine, but you're wrong. This has been very hard on me. You see, I never expected this but you've lived with it for some time. You've had time to get used to cheating, while I just learned of your unfaithfulness. So no, it hasn't been easy for me."
His words were a shock and really hurt but I understood why he felt as he did. That was entirely my fault. He believed what I led him to believe, even though it was wrong.
"I know what you think Paul, but you're wrong. I agreed to this meeting because I want to tell you something that is important first and then we can go from there."
I took a deep breath and began.
"I resigned my job last week. I told Personnel everything and they fired Addison for sexual harassment. I gave them the tapes I let you hear and that was enough. He was gone Monday."
"Why would you quit when you did what you did to get ahead and keep your damned job? I would think Addison would have given you a promotion if you had just kept your mouth shut and your legs open. You would have had it all."
That hurt, more than I thought possible. Paul thought me a whore and a slut for the job! How far he had gone with what I had given him while I was just playing the game for a job! It took my breath away! How stupid was I?
"I don't blame you for feeling that way Paul, but I want you to listen to something. Something I should have had before I came home from Toledo. But I was so busy thinking of myself, I forgot all about you. You were already convinced that I was that slut working only for my job while I was thinking only of myself and my damned job! Listen to this, please."
I walked over to the phone station and pushed play. I let the conversation between me and Addison play through and then I played it again. I watched Paul's face as he listened. I finally saw a tear begin and I didn't know what to make of it. I felt a small glimmer of hope but I was still afraid. Afraid that it was too late and Paul's trust was too far gone. Still, I hoped.
Paul put his head down on the kitchen table and began to sob. Deep, wrenching sobs that broke my heart. God, how I had hurt this man! This man that I had loved for most of my adult life. The only man that I had ever made love with and the only man I ever wanted to make love with. I had done this to him out of a selfish need for a job! His sobbing tore my heart out and I wanted only to hold him until it passed.
Too hell with the consequences! I fell to my knees in front of him and held him as tightly as I could while I pressed his head to my bosom. Screw the consequences! He was in pain and I was going to hold him until it was over. If he hated me, so be it, but I wasn't going to let him suffer alone! I held him until his sobs began to subside. Still I held him until I felt him calm and take me by the arms and lift me up. He stood, pulling me with him and then, when I expected him to push me away, he kissed me!
My legs buckled and I began to sag, but he just held me tighter. He supported me as he deepened the kiss, turning me to jelly in his arms. I was in heaven. I wanted only to remain there in his arms until the end of time. He was mine again! Mine! In spite of my foolishness, he had forgiven me! He was my husband again and I was his wife. That was the only job I ever wanted and it was the one I would be satisfied with for the rest of my life. Maybe the title of mother? It was worth thinking about.
THE END
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This is the fourth in the series Consequences. This one is rather dark, but in fact makes headlines. Consequences can be hard to bear.
Edited as always by Angel Love, with my thanks.
Consequences – Estelle
As I lay on the bed, the evening coming to a close, I reflected back on my recent life. My babies, Alicia and Beverley, were grown and on their own now. Both had graduated from college and had careers that they loved. Victor, their father would have been proud of them had he lived. I know I was. I am their mother, Estelle, and I made a promise to myself that I would see them safely on their way in life and I had kept my word.
The rest of my life and most of the promises I made I was not so proud of. I had betrayed Victor Redson, my husband, not once but twice. The first time was bad but the second time was worse. That was my biggest failing. That was what ultimately led me to this point in my life, and the second promise I made to myself.
************
The girls had thrown me a party today for my forty-fifth birthday. I knew about it of course, but they thought I was unaware. I let them believe it and I had professed shock and surprise when I came home from the beauty parlor, the gift they had given me for my birthday. I wanted to look good for tonight but I also thought it would be nice to look good for them and my party. The party was a success. They had invited some of my oldest friends and a few of theirs, so all in all, it was a great afternoon and the girls were pleased that they had done something nice for me.
After everyone had gone and the promises to stay in touch were made with the sincerest intentions, I was left alone with my two girls. They wanted to take me out for dinner but I pleaded fatigue and asked them to spare me from their youthful energy. They finally gave up and went out with their friends, so I found myself alone and ready.
It had been a good day, full of friends and family and the girls were flushed with their success. During the party, I had made it a point to be clear to all that I was calm, in good spirits, and in full control of my actions. This was important, to allow me to keep my final promise. I lay down on the bed and prepared myself. I let my mind wander back to the beginning of this journey that I was on.
The Betrayal
Even if Victor didn't find out about my affair with Louis, I realized how much I really loved him and my life with him and my two twin girls, and the thought of losing them was strong enough to make up my mind. I had gone to the motel today to break it off with Louis but he had insisted on one last time and I had reluctantly agreed. It wasn't that I didn't enjoy sex with Louis, because truth be told, he was a great lover. When I was with him, it was nothing like being with Victor.
Victor was a truly considerate lover. He took his time, made sure I was always wet and ready and then, once he penetrated me, he made sure that I was brought to the peak of orgasm time and time again, prolonging the pleasure for me as long as possible. When I was screaming for release, he would plunge in and out, bringing us both to a peak together. It was phenomenal and made our lovemaking spectacular. We were not adventurous in our lovemaking but he had always fulfilled me and I was content.
Why then, Louis? For the opposite reasons I loved being with Victor. With Louis, I was more like a piece of meat there for his pleasure. While Victor and I never practiced oral lovemaking, Louis insisted on it. I rarely gave Victor a blowjob. With Louis, it was always and we used it to bring him back to a state of readiness over and over. With Victor, we made love for thirty to forty minutes and then we lay in each other's arms and fell asleep. With Louis, it was hot, short and hard. Over and over, if we had the time. The contrast was what was important to me and the reason it was so hard to stop.
The affair with Louis began more than four months ago and started as a chance meeting at the supermarket where he was the manager. He had apparently noticed me as one of the regulars and finally spoke to me one day. I liked him from the start and we began to look forward to those days when I came in for my supplies. We flirted and made suggestive comments but never more than that. Until one day, I lost my car keys and I was panicked. I mentioned it to Louis who immediately volunteered to drive me home to get my spare set. Without thinking, I accepted.
At home, Louis followed me in and I paid no attention as I found the new key set. But when I turned around, I ran into Louis who immediately put his arms around me and mashed his lips to mine. I was taken by surprise but also felt a warm tingling between my legs as his tongue sought the inside of my mouth. I opened to allow him entry and things progressed from there. Within minutes, I was on the couch with my panties down around my ankles and Louis's tongue between my legs, driving me crazy with lust. I tried to drive myself up into his face but he moved up my body and I felt his cock push against my labia and before I could react, he pushed inside me. I was so wet, he met little resistance and he fucked me there on my own couch in my own home. And I loved it.
Within minutes, Louis had shot his load inside me but I wasn't done. I had to cum and I pulled his face back down between my legs and demanded he finish the job. He did, bringing me to a climax with his tongue. It was wonderful. I had never felt anything like it before and from that point on, I knew I would do this again and again. It was unlike anything Victor and I did and like nothing I had ever imagined. While Victor made love to me, I knew that Louis fucked me. And the difference was huge.
From that day on, I made arrangements to see Louis at least once or twice a month, either here at home or somewhere else, when we had the time to make use of a motel. I enjoyed it but never confused it with what I shared with Victor. One of the ways I justified it was to separate it from my life with Victor. This wasn't love. I actually didn't even like Louis much after getting to know him. But we shared hot, wild sex and Victor and I made love. In my own mind, I kept the two separate.
The affair had been going now for more than four months and I was beginning to feel guilt and shame after being with him. Since we shared nothing but sex, there was no gentleness, no affection and no time to get to know each other as people. What little I did know was enough to convince me that this had to end. After the novelty wore off, it was just dirty and wrong and it left me feeling like a cheap slut, cheating on her husband. After all, that's what it was.
That led to today's activities and the shame was even worse now that I had just had sex again after understanding how wrong it was. I ended it but I fell into the lust even then. I would try to keep my word about ending it, but I wasn't sure whether I could do it. I still remembered the pleasure Louis gave me, despite the guilt. But, at least I had begun the process of ending it once and for all. I fixed dinner that night with a better feeling about things than I had for some time. Maybe I could put it all behind me.
But, tonight when Victor came home, he indicated that we had something serious to discuss. Since he was a lawyer, I assumed it was something about our trust funds or our wills. He was always making changes as our situations in life changed. I thought no more about it and was just cleaning up a little when the girls went up to bed for the night. He waited a short while and then asked me to come into his home office.
I finished what I was doing, wiped my hands and walked into his room. I always thought of it that way since it was all wood paneling, with huge bookcases, filled with legal journals and written opinions of judges that Victor respected. It smelled of Old Spice, his favorite, and occasionally of cigar smoke. We had agreed that he wouldn't smoke in the house, but sometimes when we were all gone, he would sneak one. I knew but never said anything.
He was sitting at his desk and gestured to the chair off to the side for me to sit. I did and waited.
"I want you to listen to something and then talk to me about it. OK?"
I nodded and sat back, my legs crossed and my hands on the armrests of the chair. I prepared to listen to one of his lectures or speeches. He obviously wanted my opinion. He did this rather often. He waited until I signaled that I was ready and then he started the player.
"Please, Lou, give it to me! I have to cum! Please, harder! Harder! Oh, God! That's it, that's it, don't stop!"
I jumped up with my hands over my mouth and my heart pounding so loudly he had to hear it.
"Turn that off! Turn it off! Please!"
I began to sob, deep tearing sobs that threatened to leave me breathless. I couldn't stop. He knew! He had discovered my affair with Louis. He knew! I couldn't stop sobbing and I was having trouble breathing again. I was gasping for breath now and my legs were too weak to hold me. I collapsed to the floor and sat there, my legs under me and going numb. I had to use my hands to keep me upright. Still I gasped for breath.
"Can you tell me what that is? Could it be you and that prick from the supermarket? I believe Louis is his name, isn't it? Louis? This was from the Airport motel, room 13, and was from a week ago. I believe you were at a different motel today though, weren't you? I'm sorry I don't have that tape here tonight. But this one is just fine."
"How did you know? I just ended it today, and that's what I was doing at the motel. Ending it! I know it was wrong and I stopped it. I ended it, so you have to know that I understand I was wrong. Oh, please, Victor, please forgive me. I'm so sorry it ever happened and I'm sorry I did it."
"Now you're sorry? After months of being with him, you expect me to believe that it's over? After you betray me again and again, you just want me to forget it and go on as if nothing happened? How am I supposed to do that?"
"No, no, not forget. I know you can't forget it but you can forgive me. I was wrong and I know that. It will never happen again. I want to be with you and my babies. That's all I want. That's what I finally realized. You are the only things important to me."
I could go on and on which is what we did that evening. I, apologizing and begging for forgiveness, and Victor trying to understand why I let him down. I couldn't explain but could only try to tell him of the excitement at first and then the gradually increasing guilt until I finally couldn't continue. I know I hurt him terribly and watching his pain was the worst thing I could ever imagine. But I pleaded with him and tried to make him understand that I knew what I had done and the hurt I had caused.
Because of the effect on the family and the girls of a divorce, Victor finally agreed to give me another chance and I accepted his conditions. His loss of trust in me, the restrictions on my behavior, the threat of a divorce if it happened again and more. All I cared about was that he gave me another chance. I promised him that I would live up to his trust in me.
Over the next three weeks, the house was tense and the girls noticed but said little. We were together as before but there was no fun or delight in things anymore. Victor was quiet and withdrawn but I continued to try to bring back the love and affection we shared. Slowly, the girls were getting back to normal and my relationship with them had begun to approach what it used to be. But with Victor, the relationship was cool and distant. I tried and tried but with little effect.
Our love life had stopped completely and I hoped that time would allow him to forget enough to come back to me. I dressed for him, I tried to cuddle close to him but he would always pull away or get up and move to the spare room if I was too aggressive. Still, I continued to try.
There was one time the next week when I had put on one of my old sleep shirts, wearing nothing underneath and gone to bed without a thought of seducing my husband that something happened. Victor had gone to bed before me and when I slipped under the covers as I had for the last month hoping that he would want me, he reached for me without speaking. I gratefully went into his arms and buried my face against his chest, but he was having none of that. He pushed me onto my back, pulled the sleep shirt up over my hips and pushed himself into me without warning. I was dry so it hurt, but I didn't say anything. This is what I had been waiting for and I was going to give him no reason to stop. But instead of his gentle thrusting into me, he pounded me hard and fast for just a few minutes when I felt him tense and then spend himself inside me. When his climax stopped, he pulled out, got up and went into the bathroom. He was back in a few minutes and just rolled over and went to sleep.
I lay there thinking that he had treated me just like Louis, like a cheap whore. But unlike the thrill I felt when it was Louis, this time I felt only humiliation. There was no love from my husband, only contempt. He used me because he could. I tried to stop the tears from coming but I couldn't. I could only cry silently, so as not to let Victor know my pain. But, perhaps that was his purpose. I would accept it and hope.
It had now been two months since Victor and I had agreed to give our marriage and our life together another try. He said he had forgiven me and tried to understand the reasons for my transgression. While I didn't truly understand myself, I continued to try as hard as I knew to make up for what I had done. I began to pay more attention to my girls and their life and I was as loving and attentive to Victor as I could be. I refused him nothing. If he wanted to go out or to dinner or just stay home and be with me, I was ready to do as he wished. I kept the house immaculate, his clothes washed and pressed and neatly stored away and meals were always on time and well prepared. I was the perfect housewife.
The only problem was that Victor continued to be very quiet and depressed. Even though I treated him with love and kindness, he became quieter and quieter. He had begun to want sex with me more and he resumed pleasuring me at his own expense, but something was missing. I didn't know exactly what it was, but it was there. When I asked him about it, he denied that anything was wrong. I knew better but continued in the only way I knew to be the perfect wife, to love and honor him.
Almost six months after we began again, Louis called. I had not spoken to him for almost the entire time and had begun to shop at another outlet, but he had left several messages on my cell phone and he had tried on several occasions to get me to meet him somewhere. I refused and told him that we were over and to leave me alone. But he continued from time to time to try to talk to me. I was still trying to save my life with Victor and bring him back to the loving husband and father he was before I caused him so much pain.
I had begun shopping at another store fifteen minutes away just to avoid seeing Louis. So far, it had been successful and I had not let down my guard. I was parked in the back of the lot, away from the store front so as not to be seen by anyone inside. I had just come from the store and my bags were safely stored in the van when I felt a touch on my shoulder. I turned to see Louis standing there, grinning like a schoolboy. I tried to back away and get into the car when he grabbed me and spun me around.
"Hey, what's your hurry? I've just been trying to talk to you for months but you won't return my calls. I know it's over, but why can't we be friends? Just friends."
"Louis, please. Just leave me alone! You know why I won't be friends with you. You almost caused me to lose my marriage and my kids. I don't want that to happen. Go away!"
"I remember two of us, not just me. You were into me just as much as I wanted you. You enjoyed it and you never wanted to stop. You were just afraid of getting caught. That's the truth and you know it."
He was right but it made no difference. I couldn't do this again and he would only cause me grief. I wanted to get away because I still felt the old pull when he was this close. I put my hand on his chest to push him away but he caught me around the wrist and pulled me closer. I felt his cock, hard and throbbing as I remembered it. I gasped and he just laughed.
"We could just climb in the back of your van for one last hurrah. Just a quickie for old times sake. There's no one around and no one would know. Just one for the road. I promise I'll never try to contact you again. Just once more and we're done."
"That's crazy. It's broad daylight and this is a public place. There's no way! Now, please, leave me alone!"
He put his hands on my waist and lifted me up and shoved me back onto the floor of the van before I even knew what was happening. He jumped up beside me and reached up to release the lock on the back of the rear seat and pushed it forward, causing the whole thing to fold into the floor, leaving a wide flat space. He slid backward and reached under my arms to pull me further into the van. He pulled the back hatch down, enclosing us inside. During all of this, I watched as if I was standing outside my body looking on as an observer. I didn't try to stop him at any point.
"Now, we're alone. The windows are tinted so no one can see inside. It's just you and I. You always said I was so fast that you hardly knew anything happened so let's just see how quick I can make this. Just this one last time and I'll leave you alone."
He didn't bother to wait for my response, but instead pulled me over on top of him, his busy fingers already working on my bra clasp as he held my head down in a passionate kiss. It took my breath just as it always had and before I knew what was happening, I felt him slide his hand down inside my jeans and cup my butt. He pulled me tight against him and I felt the familiar tingling between my legs. I gave in and returned the kiss, moving my hand down and over his bulging erection. He groaned and pushed me to my side.
We both began to strip our jeans down and within seconds, we were naked below the waist. I only had time to think about what I was doing when he rolled over on top of me and, with his hand, guided his cock into my waiting wetness. He pushed into me in one swift plunge and my breath whooshed out. He was fully inside me now and he pulled almost completely out before plunging back in with a force that had me struggling to breathe.
There, in the back of my 2004 Toyota minivan in the parking lot of the local IGA supermarket, Louis fucked my brains out for the next twenty minutes. No words of love, no attempt to arouse pleasure, no hesitation or doubt, he used me and I let him. He pounded into me and, even as I cried in disgust, I loved it with every fiber of my being. All I could do was wrap my legs around him and urge him to do me harder and harder. As I felt the beginnings of something, he gave out a loud moan and tensed. I felt his sperm splash inside me and the heat of it was enough to cause me to orgasm as well. We clung to each other as our lust subsided.
"God, that was great. I don't know how I can stay away from you 'Stella. You are the best, babe! The absolute best. You know you're not going to be able to stay away from me either. Don't you?"
"No! This is it! You promised! You said you would leave me alone after this. I'm fighting to keep my marriage together and I won't lose it again. My babies, my husband, that's what's important. This is just sex. Good sex, yes, but in the end, it's just sex. I don't love you or even like you very much."
"We'll see. We'll see. But, I'll keep my promise. I won't call you unless you call me first. But you will. I give you what he can't!"



Louis crawled to the front seat, looked out the window and turned to wave goodbye.
"Take care babe. The coast is clear so you can take your time. I'll wait to hear from you."
With that, he opened the driver's side door and slipped out. After a few minutes, I dressed, cleaned myself up as best I could and crawled to the front. I started the van and drove home, my heart still pounding and my stomach doing its best to force the contents into the light of day. I cursed myself and my weakness all the way home.
I put the groceries away and made dinner for Victor and the twins. The girls would be home from school by 3:30 and Victor would be early tonight. He had called to say he was leaving at 4:30 so he would be home by 5:00. That was not typical for a weekday. The girls were in their last year of high school and usually had things going on but not today. Victor didn't have court this Wednesday so it was a short day. And my day had been anything but typical.
Alicia and Beverly came home as usual with a flurry of words dealing with everything from classes to boys to plans to clothes. They went up to their room to do whatever they did until dinnertime. I watched them go with a fondness that was one of the things that kept me going now. I felt a little thrill of sadness, but it passed quickly. I still had them and they weren't clouded by the guilt I felt or the coldness that Victor sometimes displayed toward me. They were truly innocents.
Victor came home right at five and went past me into the office he kept here at home. He spent some time in there while I set the table and wondered. He often did this when he was working on a case that had him bothered. But he hadn't mentioned one lately and I forced myself to continue with dinner preparations.
We had dinner as a family, with questions and answers and plans and such passing around the table along with the food. We always had dinner together, no excuses, when Victor could get home on time. That was most of the time now that he was a senior partner. It was one of the rules he insisted on and one that we all honored without problem. It was one of the highlights of my day now.
By nine that evening, the girls had gone to their room to finish up phone calls and such before settling down with their music or TV, leaving Victor and me alone. Since my affair had come to light, it had become a quiet time for me since Victor talked to me less and less. I tried but he responded less and less. I still tried.
"How was your day today? Are you working on a new case or is that one about the extortion still active. You haven't mentioned it lately."
Victor put the paper he was reading down and just looked at me. I was about to repeat what I said when he answered.
"No, it's still active. It goes to trial next week. It should be a short one. It's about a guy who couldn't resist temptation. He saw what he wanted and he took it, not caring who he hurt. He was just too weak I guess. Should be easy to win."
The way he said that, looking at me all the while made me shudder inside. He seemed so distant and so cold. Immediately the guilt rose to the surface but I quickly suppressed it, knowing that there was no way he could have known what happened today. I just returned his look, feigning innocence. I should be good at it by now. But, inside I was churning and my stomach was knotted with guilt and anxiety. Betrayal wasn't easy to live with.
Victor returned to his paper and we said no more to each other for the remainder of that evening. Just before bed, Victor did go into his office but he closed the door so I went to bed later, alone. That night, my dreams were not pleasant and betrayal made sleep difficult to find. I waited for Victor but he never came.
I was still alone when I woke up the next morning. His side of the bed was still made so he hadn't come to bed at all last night. That was strange, so I rose, dressed and checked the bathroom, confirming that he hadn't used it since yesterday. I checked on the girls to be sure they were getting ready for school and went downstairs. I glanced at the door to his office and it was still closed. Knowing how he felt about it, I didn't knock or try to open it. Victor preferred we all stay out of there.
I fixed breakfast, which was hot cereal for the girls and coffee for me. Victor usually skipped everything and went straight to work, getting what he wanted at the cafeteria in his building. I waited while the girls finished and then followed them to the door and waited till the bus picked them up. They wanted cars, or at least one for them to share, but Victor said not until they had graduated. He stayed firm regardless of how they worked their wiles on him. I knew he wanted to give them each a new car for graduation and had made arrangements with the local dealer.
Now that I was alone, I sat in the kitchen, drinking my coffee and staring at the door to his office. He had to be in there. His car was still in the garage and his jacket was still by the door. I didn't see his briefcase, but he probably had that in there with him. I sat, building my courage. If he didn't appear in the next ten minutes, I was going in.
Twenty minutes later, I stood and walked through the room to his office door. I stood there, considering. If he was in there and working, he would be furious with me but still, I needed to know. If he wasn't in there, I would just close the door and walk away. But either way, I had to know.
I held my breath and twisted the knob. The door opened, so it wasn't locked. I pushed it part way and peeked in. I saw the back of Victor's head as he sat in his big leather chair, facing the fireplace. He had just fallen asleep! That's all it was. I opened the door wide and walked in, saying his name.
"Victor? Victor, wake up! It's past 8:00 and you fell asleep here in your office. Come on, now, wake up."
I moved around the chair and faced him, expecting him to wake and be slightly angry at first, but then grateful when he saw the time. But neither happened. He continued to sit there with his eyes closed. I bent to put my hand on his shoulder to shake him but suddenly noticed that he seemed to be more than asleep! I felt his face and found it to be cold. I recoiled in shock and staggered backward, almost falling over the footstool. I caught myself and stood there, staring at him, the panic bubbling up inside me.
I finally got up enough nerve to go to him and put my finger under his chin directly on the artery. I got no pulse! I tried again and again, but still nothing. I shook him and called his name over and over but he just sat there moving only when I pushed or pulled him. He was dead!
I must have collapsed because I can remember nothing until I came to, laying on the floor of his office. It came back to me in a flood and I leaped up to see him still sitting there, not moving and not breathing. How long had I been there? Was it too late? I was about to call 911 when I saw the bottle on his desk. I went to it and picked it up. It was a bottle of the prescription sleeping pills he got when we were having so much trouble. He used them for a week or so then stopped, saying they were too strong. The bottle was now empty.
I looked at the envelope that was laying there under the bottle and it had my name written in Victor's bold script. An envelope addressed to me? I picked it up, looked inside to find a single sheet of paper. I pulled it out and read it. It was very short and simple.
Estelle,
I wondered whether I could live without you, but hoped I would never have to make that decision. When you first betrayed me, I considered divorce, but I loved you so much I had no choice but to give you another chance. Today, in the van with that man, you made the decision for me. You can't be faithful and I can't live without you. I can't divorce you and I won't share you, so I'm left with no choice.
I have made arrangements for the girls' trust fund and for their college tuition and cars for each of them on graduation. Please don't let them know why I did this. Just let them think I had too many problems.
You will be taken care of in my will. I hope you can find what you are looking for. I'm sorry I was not able to give you what you needed.
Victor
I let the letter flutter to the floor. He knew! He knew what I had done that day in the van with Louis. He knew of my betrayal and that was the last thing on his mind when he decided to kill himself. My betrayal was the last thought in his mind. I knelt in front of him and took his cold hands in mine. I placed them on his knees and I covered them with mine, trying to give them some of my warmth. I put my head on his lap and cried for the love of my life that I had driven away; forever. I cried for myself, for my daughters who lost a father who loved them, for their innocence that died along with him, and for the life that I had hoped to spend with him.
I stayed there that way until almost time for the girls to come home. Then, I began to think again. They couldn't see him this way! I had to destroy the letter before calling 911. I couldn't let the police see that letter! I would simply tell them that there was no letter. I had to protect the girls! And myself. I rose, took care of what I had to do and then called 911. I told the operator to send the police but not to worry about a medical team. I told her he had been dead most of the day and night.
The next few days were terrible. The death of their father hit the girls very hard. It should have been the best time of their life, and then this. I stayed with them and did all I could to help them through it and they leaned on my help and the help of their friends. They could never forget but they finally began to accept. That was the advantage of youth.
Victor was buried in a plot in the cemetery where his mother and father were buried. I was raised in the system as an orphan so I had no parents. He had purchased the plots for us right after his parents died and planned that we both be buried side by side. He was laid to rest on a dark, rainy day in May. I and my daughters and a few of Victor's friends from the firm were there and the service was simple and quick. I accepted the well wishes of people and pretended to be coping as expected. The girls were better at it and I let them deal with things. Finally it was over.
At home, there were the inevitable casseroles and dishes from neighbors and friends, food enough to feed an army. I put it away as best I could until I ran out of room. The rest of it I threw away. But, finally, the last guest had left and the last casserole had been put in the fridge and we were alone. The girls wanted to know if it would be OK for them to stay overnight with one of their friends. They wanted to get out of the house and try to get back on track. I agreed and let them go, assuring them I would be fine.
After the girls left, I checked the windows and doors and took myself up to bed. It was the first night I had spent alone since I found Victor. I took a shower, dried off and put on an old terry robe that Victor had given me for one of our anniversaries. I wore it over and over until it was ragged and frayed, but I still loved it. In the silence, I sat down at the dressing table to brush my hair and looked at myself in the mirror. I hated what I saw and I began to swear. I screamed at my reflection and swore at the person I saw there. The one that had destroyed everything. I hated her. I hated everything about her. I continued until I ran out of words, then I cried uncontrollably for what seemed to be forever. It was the first time I had cried since I found him.
Once I had calmed down, I gathered what control I had left and I looked deep in my eyes and made two promises to myself and to God. I swore on all that was holy that I would carry out those promises without excuse. I immediately felt a wave of calm sweep over me and for the first time in a long time that night I slept without dreams or nightmares. I slept through the night and woke the next morning with a new purpose.
True to his word, Victor had made all the arrangements for the girls and for me in his will. He had asked one of his law partners to execute the estate so everything was taken care of and all we had to do was survive without him. But we did. As time passed, the girls graduated high school, got their cars and made plans to go off to college in the fall. We spent many hours planning, writing applications, waiting for replies and then finalizing plans. We drove to the college and saw the rooms and then went shopping for what they would need. Victor was never far from their thoughts and each time they made a decision, they asked him what he thought. He never answered, but it seemed as though he was a part of it all.
For myself, I dedicated my life to helping the girls reach their goals and making a good home for them. I was there for them when they needed me and I let them know that all they had to do was ask. I had a few women friends that I spent time with but mostly, I tended the home. I had no men friends and I wanted none. I never saw Louis again.
The girls went to college, did well, graduated in four years and then went on to follow their dreams. Alicia was a teacher and got a job teaching grade school in a nice school system close to home. Beverly went into fashion design and got a job with a designer she liked and was beginning to learn. They were both happy. I saw them often for a while until they began to immerse themselves in their new lives. That was as it should be. I followed them all the way.
It was one day in early fall when they had come home for the wedding of one of their friends that I had a chance to speak with them. I sat them down in the kitchen where we could sit together and asked them the question I needed answered.
"Girls, I want to ask each of you a question and I want your honest answer. The question is simple: Are you happy and is there anything that you want from me that I haven't given you?"
They looked at each other and Alicia spoke first. "Since Dad died, you have done more than anyone could expect. You made everything better and made sense when the world seemed crazy. When Dad died, you were there for us and we never saw you cry once. We knew you did, but you never let us see it. And yes, I am happy. Happier than I ever expected to be. Thank you mom."
Beverly spoke next. "I agree with everything Alee said. You have been great and I am happy. As happy as I could be. Thank you mom."
I listened with gratefulness as they spoke. I needed to hear them say these things and to let me know without doubt that I had fulfilled the first of those two promises I made so long ago. I had promised myself that they would never feel the pain that I had caused their father and that they would be happy and fulfilled as he wished. With their words, I knew that I had honored his wish and my promise.
"Thank you girls. Your answers mean more to me than you can ever know. And I thank you for being the wonderful women you have become. Your father is proud of you."
We hugged and cried together but in the end, they went off to the wedding and finally returned to their own new lives where they belonged. That was fine with me as I had several things I needed to do and the time to do them was now. I set up a schedule in my own mind and made my plans.
It was almost five months since I had my talk with the girls when I got wind from one of my few friends that there was a surprise birthday party in the works for my forty- fifth birthday in two weeks. She let it slip that the girls had everything almost ready. It was to be a surprise at my home and they were going to set it up by giving me a birthday gift of a visit to my beauty salon. While I was there, they would get everything ready at the house. It was an all day thing of course that I intended to use. The timing was perfect and I was delighted.
By the day of my party, I had everything done that I had intended. I was content now and wanted only to spend the coming time with my friends and my girls. I was actually looking forward to being 'surprised'. So, off to the parlor I went, pretending to be totally unsuspecting. As promised, it took more than four hours, time which I fully enjoyed. I looked very nice if I do say so.
I drove home and readied myself for my surprise. I walked up to my door, used my key and entered to the loud chorus of "Surprise!" I gave it my all and it must have satisfied my daughters since they seemed delighted. I hugged both of them, told them how grateful I was and the party began. It went for several hours and I used the time to say hello to several friends I hadn't seen for a while. I was glad for the opportunity.
As for all good things, the party was over and things quieted down. The girls left for an evening with their friends and I walked them out, saying again how much I had enjoyed this party. I hugged and kissed both of them, in thanks. They left happy. I watched them leave and went back inside and shut the door. I left it unlocked for them when they came home.
I put the house in order, went upstairs to my bedroom and made my preparations. I took the letter I had addressed to the girls detailing exactly what I had done and why Victor took his own life and set it on the dresser in clear view. I had to tell them. They had to know. Maybe they would hate me, but it was important that I tell them everything I had done to them and to Victor.
I placed a copy of my will beside the letter in a plain brown envelope where they would see it. It left everything to the two of them.
I placed the copy of my last wishes next to the other two, asking them to bury me next to their father as he originally planned. I hoped they would honor that request but I also left it up to them if they chose not to. I forgave them in any event.
Finally, I showered, being careful of my hair and face and dressed in my nicest pajamas and robe. It was a set that Victor gave to me at Christmas, our last year together. I had never worn them, saving them until my others wore out. Now, I wanted him to see me in them, as he never did when he was alive. With my new hairdo, my fresh new face and sleepwear, and a dash of the perfume Victor loved, I was ready. I turned out all the lights except the one next to the bed.
I went back into the bathroom and took down the bottle of pills that I had been carefully hoarding. They were sedatives and I had filled the prescription twice without taking any of them. I saved them for this occasion. There were more than enough according to what I had found on the internet. I shook them out into my hand and proceeded to take them a few at a time with sips of water. It took me a few minutes, but I got them all down. I turned out the light and walked back to the bed. I lay on top of the spread and composed myself. I had a few minutes before the pills would take effect.
I had fulfilled the first promise I made to myself which was the same one Victor and I made the day the girls were born. That they would be happy. They had their lives and they were safely on their way. While I knew this would be hard on them, they were now fully grown and once they understood the reasons for both their father and I, they would understand better. But, the pain I had lived with for the past seven years was too much for me to continue. I was now ready to fulfill the second promise I made that day.
I promised myself that once I made sure that the girls were happy and had all I could give them, I would go to Victor and ask him to forgive me. I had done all I could to honor him and his promise to the girls since he left me. Now, I just wanted him to forgive me. But to do that, I had to find him. The only way I knew how was to travel the same path he took.



I felt light and free now, the pills beginning to take effect. I smiled, knowing that soon I would see the man I had loved all my life. If he forgave me, we would be happy forever as we intended before I threw it all away. If he didn't, being without him was a just punishment for me and one I would accept. Maybe it was imagination or wishful thinking, but as the light faded, I think I saw him waiting for me with a smile on his face.
Consequences are a bitch!
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TT Spalding, PI – The Industrial Espionage Case.
After sitting here for the last three hours, racking my brain, trying to find a beginning worthy of my idol Mickey Spillane, I finally had the beginnings of an idea. Since his untimely passing, my literary clock had begun ticking. I felt it my duty to Mickey to write the all American PI novel. I would draw from my extensive experience as a fearless, intrepid private dick. My worldly knowledge would be my guide. I picked up my pen, (Well actually, it was a computer but what the hell. I know, I know, Mickey didn't use a computer!)
He reached back and turned up the collar of his black trench coat to block the dripping water running down his neck. It was this damned mist, absorbing the sound and making the night as silent as a tomb. But it was good for him as he leaned against the coarse, wet bark of the tree next to him. It hid him from the house as he stayed just back out of view. He was waiting for her to come out, knowing that she was going to meet her lover tonight.
Her lover! He was number two in the local mob, controlling the numbers and the hookers for Don Giovanni, the top man. Normally that was a good thing to be unless the woman you were sleeping with was the wife of the Don. And Don Giovanni had found out about it. He was there tonight waiting for her in place of her lover, no longer number two and no longer anything. When I called to let him know she was on her way, my job would be done and my bank account would be a lot fatter. Her bank account would be stamped closed. But that wasn't my problem. She knew the risks! She knew what the score was. Shit!
I had to do something! I couldn't let her be killed for loving the wrong man. I knew then that I had fallen for this dame. I had fallen hard and there was no hope for me now.
Not too bad, but it lacked something. I needed to punch it up some. Maybe if I read one of Mickey's novels it would help. I needed inspiration and Mike Hammer was the one to provide it. Yeah, that would do it. I could pull out my copy ofBlack Alley, or evenThe Killing Man to stoke up my imagination. Maybe I could knock off early and . . .
Slam! The door to my inner sanctum, my office, my writing den, flew open!
"Theodore, get your ass in gear! There's a gentleman here to see you. I'll give you a minute and then show him in."
I was about to tell her to go the hell away when . . . , "And don't you even bother to give me that crap! I know that look!"
Trapped! Hoisted by my own petard! (Wonder what the hell that means, anyway?)
"All right, all right! I'll be ready. God, give a guy a break why can't you?"
"What did you call the last three weeks in Hawaii? Work? You don't need a break but we need the money."
That was Maggie, my wife and part time secretary and the only living soul that could call me Theodore and live. She was the boss, that's for sure. And she was right. We had spent the last three weeks in Hawaii, and it had been great. I got more loving and more sex than I ever dreamed and we were both fat, happy and sated by the time we had to leave. Good vacation! Good company! Good everything!
I saved my new document, my novel, to disk and sat back waiting for my new client. I had no information on this one, since he hadn't come in before. Since we were on vacation, the office was closed so this would be the first sit down. Yeah, Maggie was right. We needed the money, especially since she had presented me with an anniversary gift, a first edition copy ofMy Gun is Quick, the first Mike Hammer novel and my most prized possession. God, I loved that woman! Always had and always would.
The door opened and Maggie showed him in.
Tall, coal black hair, combed back tight against his skull and gleaming with the liberal application of tonic. Looked to be mid forties, or maybe older. Sharp features, the face of a man used to giving orders. He wouldn't be good at taking them or of having them ignored. Dangerous, but with an air of vulnerability about him.
I snapped back to reality and stood, waiting.
Maggie glared at me to be sure I was ready and introduced him. "This is Mr. Raymond Villager. He wants to discuss some business with us. Mr. Villager, this is TT Spalding."
"How do you do Mr. Villager. Welcome and please, have a seat." I indicated the softer of the two chairs in my spartan office.
"Thank you. Please call me Ray if you will. Mr. Villager sounds so tight, so formal. I'm just a plain guy." He sat down slowly, looking for all the world like he would rather be anywhere else than here. Interesting!
"And you can call me TT, Ray. Let's get some facts first and see what we can do for each other. OK with you?"
He nodded affirmatively but didn't relax in the chair. He was perched, the best word I could come up with, on the edge of the chair with his legs tight together and his hands clasped on his knees. Not what I expected when I first saw him. Of course, I saw him through Mike's eyes and they were biased.
"First, I need to know what it is you want from us. We do many things but we need to decide first if we can even help you. Why don't you start from the beginning? OK with you?"
He nodded again and seemed to withdraw into himself for a moment while he tried to come up with the words he was having trouble saying. I thought probably he was going to be one of those domestic problem guys with a cheating wife and my heart sort of stumbled. I was really tired of those: sad, broken men who couldn't believe that the love of their life didn't feel the same way. I had seen it all and it saddened me.
"I own and operate my own company. It's called, '411, Inc.' and we control access to, or provide the source of, information. Information of all kinds. We're sort of a know-all, see-all outfit. If there's something you need to know, we find it out. If there's something you want to sell, information wise, we sell it. We do it all."
"And this is a profitable endeavor? I mean, you make a living doing that?"
"A very good living. I grossed more than seven million last year and this year, so far, looks much better. I have twenty employees and we provide services to more than two hundred companies. I travel a lot and spend a lot to time out of the office."
Better and better. Maybe this was my meat and potatoes problem: industrial espionage. I loved this stuff. People trying to steal secrets from one company to sell to another. This was the stuff of profits: mine!
"And what seems to be the problem? It sounds like things are going well."
"Yes and no. I'm still doing well and profits are up, but recently, we have been underbid by several other companies that aren't half as good as we are and they couldn't offer the services we do but they are able to come up with a program proposal equal to or better than I can provide at least for the presentation."
This came out in a rush and seemed to be confusing. If they were smaller and not able to provide the services, how could they promise them? I asked Ray this question.
'If they get the job, they can afford to hire the people temporarily to do the job. Probably not as well or as complete but by that time, they're already hired. I'm shut out. The thing is there is no way they could know what I proposed or how much I was changing for that service. But their bid is always exactly 5% less than mine. On a $100,000 job, that's a difference of $5,000, usually enough to get the job."
Now I saw. Someone was stealing the information of the bidding and using it to provide a lower bid with the same services. Someone was ripping him off and had done it enough that Ray was now noticing. I get it! Great! My cup of tea. I knew what I could do for him now.
"I see the problem. You want to know who's feeding your competition information on the job bidding process. Right?"
"Exactly! I need to close the leak and I need to do it soon. There are a lot of people counting on me and I don't want to let them down. I'm good at ideas, information and the ways it can do things, but I'm out of my depth here. Can you help?"
"We can help and we can close the leak. We work on a simple contract basis. I'll need $5,000 up front, permission to place two employees in your offices and permission to install camera or phone taps as I see fit. I'll provide you with the locations of all cameras and taps. We work on a flat fee basis. Once we begin, I'll provide weekly reports and if you are satisfied with the progress, you will pay us an additional $5,000 per week. Once we complete the job, and the leak is identified and stopped, our business will be concluded and there is a fee of $10,000 at the completion. If these terms are satisfactory, I'll have Maggie draw up the contract and we can begin."
Mr. Villager didn't give it much thought before standing up and putting out his hand. "We have a deal. Thank you, very much, for helping. I look forward to stopping this as soon as possible."
"Excellent. Normally, we can wrap everything up in just a few short weeks. Shouldn't be too hard in this case."
I yelled for Maggie and she was in the door before the echoes stopped. She was probably listening at the door. Maggie was a greedy little minx. But, she was my little minx so that was OK.
"Maggie, would you take care of the details with Mr. Villager?" Since she was snooping, I didn't even have to give her the terms. She smiled at me, a smile that promised good things later and showed him out. She would take it from here.
I considered giving my all American novel another try but decided to let it go today and let the creative juices stew overnight. Even Mickey had dry spells. It was seven years between the last two Mike Hammer novels. So there!
When Maggie came back in, we discussed the case and decided to call both Polly and Bruno in on this one. I wanted Bruno to go in as a security guard while Polly could go into the mail room or as a temp secretary. Maggie agreed and left me to make the calls. She had the contracts to finish typing so we could review and finish them up. I wanted Ray in for one more consult before we began.
I called Polly first. I told her the job and that she would need to be free for the next couple of weeks. She said that would be fine as her photo work was slow this time of year. She was actually happy to get the cash so we made plans to meet end of week.
I called Bruno and talked to him and had a little trouble convincing him to give up his freedom for the time I would need him. I had never really understood where Bruno got the money to let him do pretty much as he pleased. He never volunteered the info and I never felt the need to ask. But, he finally agreed and we negotiated a price that was fair to both of us.
When Maggie came in after closing the office for the night, she had a smile on her face. She had finished the contracts and had done some Maggie type calculations. She must have liked what she saw because she plopped herself down on my lap and nuzzled my neck, raising my blood pressure and my temperature.
"Well, well, what has you feeling so amorous tonight? Not that I'm complaining you know. Just wanted to know what I did to make you this happy."
"I just went over the numbers for Mr. Villager and if we play our cards right, we can net out a little more than $30,000 on this deal as a minimum. If you string it out a little, could be more. That's what you did right, lover."
"Well, all it takes with you is money, huh? Didn't know you were that easy. I can always find money."
"You don't need money lover. I'm yours for free, but you can always get me hot by showing me the dollar signs. I do like money."
Now, you have to understand that Maggie and I had never been rich. We made a good living with the PI business, but we spent pretty much what we made. Neither of us was much for saving for the future. With no kids, we had nothing to save for except our own retirement and neither of us was in that big a rush to get there. So, we didn't think about it.
Maggie and I left for home and I am glad to report that I indeed did get lucky that night with promises for more if things continued this way. I arrived at the office the next day for my meeting with Ray in great good spirits and even Maggie was in a good frame of mind. She was still smiling when she showed Ray in later that morning.
"Ray, thanks for coming. The paperwork is all complete and waiting only for your signature. I've talked with two of my associates and I would like to send them in to see you tomorrow. The gentleman's name is Bruno Morelli and I was thinking security for him. That would give him access to the whole place without arousing suspicion. The lady's name is Polly Purcell and maybe either the mailroom or as a temp secretary. She's not too good as a typist so, it's up to you. Either way, I'd like them to start right away."
Ray blinked in surprise before he nodded. "I'm surprised that you can get to it so quickly. That's wonderful news. I think what you suggest can be arranged. I'll talk to my wife today and let her know."
"Pardon me Ray, but does your wife work with you? Is she one of the employees?"
He had a little frown on his face as he considered this. Somehow, I knew things were not simple in that regard.
"Yes, she is. We've been married for just more than two years and she works as the office manager. It's not a full time job and she is not there most of the time. She fills in when I travel."
"Does she know that you've been to see me? Does she know that you are concerned enough to ask for help?"
"Actually, no. I was going to tell her after we made it official. Why?"
"I'd rather you not tell her. Just to be on the safe side, and to be sure there are no accidental leaks. It's not that she's a suspect, of course, Just trying to minimize the number of people that could let it slip. Is that OK? I'll talk to her later to let her know this was my idea."
It was clear Ray didn't like it but he was a smart businessman and knew the risks increased as the number of people involved increased. So he finally agreed, shook hands and went out to sign the paperwork and drop off the certified check for five grand. That would also keep Maggie in a good mood, and increase my chances for a little afternoon delight in the stock room.
"What time are Polly and Bruno coming in? I assume you called them for today?" Molly asked me after Ray left.
"They'll be here in about an hour or so. Why? What'd you have in mind?"
"Come with me, young man. I need some help in the stockroom."
God bless the stock room. As I know I've told you, some of the stuff we look at is very erotic and downright nasty and it always makes me horny and Maggie hot. We've stocked some really hot stuff in that stockroom. Today was no exception. Maggie was humming something about shopping for the world as she leaned over the table. That was almost enough to dim my fire, but not quite. Have you ever seen Maggie?
We met with Polly and Bruno and set them up with their fake IDs and sent them off to see Ray Villager bright and early tomorrow. They were smart kids and knew exactly what to do. We discussed the cameras and voice activated recorders and agreed on what and where. Ray had given me the blueprints to his building so we had what we needed.
Just before they left, I let Maggie go out to begin shutting down the office while I talked to both of them.
"There's something I want you to watch for. There's a new wife in this deal and something just doesn't sit right with me. He travels a lot and she fills in for him. She also heads up the office, so be careful. But check her out good, you understand?"
Grins from both before they left. They were smart, like I said. They would do the job. After all, it was worth $750 a week for them, three weeks guaranteed, considerably more than the $800 per job with the domestic crap. They took off with promises to follow up with me in two weeks. We were in business.
Maggie and I used the time to get things straightened up around the office. We had made a nice profit in the period just before our vacation and we went ahead and bought some of the new stuff we wanted for the office. New computers with a total office network was top of the list. Since Polly was working, I had to try to set up the computers by myself and that was a disaster.
After a couple of days of embarrassing failure on my part, Maggie finally called for help and this young prick from something called 'Network Nerds' showed up. He was indeed a nerd but Maggie thought he was 'cute' and made a big fuss about showing him around. I left them to it, Maggie giggling like a schoolgirl, while I went back to my Great American Novel. I could use the old desktop for that. I fired it up and began.
An hour later, I was still staring at the blinking cursor on the screen and becoming aware of the silence from the office in front. I knew there should have been something happening out there and the silence made me nervous. I got up, went out to see what was up and found no one. The office was empty and the computer equipment was sitting there, seemingly deserted and still not connected and working. There were computer tools, computer repair equipment but no computer repair guy and no Maggie! No! No! Not my Maggie!
I stood there partly in shock until I heard some sounds coming from the stockroom. The stockroom? God, not my Maggie and the repair guy! In our stockroom? In panic, my heart in my throat, I ran out the door, around the corner and into the stockroom, prepared to defend my honor and kill someone. The door flew back against the wall and there, in front of me and in full view was Maggie, holding a flashlight for the computer nerd who was up on a ladder drilling a hole in the wall. Maggie turned at the sound and, looking at me with this big innocent face, slowly began to smile.
"Hi, dear. Come to help? Expecting something else, hum?"
Shit! How could I have been so stupid. I knew my Maggie and I knew she would never do me wrong, but I was so lost in my creative juices that I put two and two together and got five. I would never live this down now. I could tell by the look on her face. I was doomed!
"No, no, just curious. Why in here?" I asked the computer guy, trying to recover as much of my self respect as I could. Hopeless, knowing Maggie, but I had to try.
He explained the stockroom backed on both my office and the outer office and he had to run some wires so this was as good a place as any. And, he said, Maggie suggested it so as not to disturb me. Hah! Fat chance. I was set up, no doubt about it. She set me up!
I won't go into it any more but know, fearless reader, that I paid dearly for that little gambit of hers and she enjoyed every minute of it. Well, actually it did lead to some very nice fantasies.
Two weeks and three days after Polly and Bruno started, they come into my office with information. They had confirmed their suspicions with each other and were quite sure they had it nailed. But, they wanted to clear it with me before they went any further. I had decided to wait to tell Maggie and asked them to meet me one afternoon when she was out on an errand. Sneaky but she deserved it after that stockroom stunt.
Polly looked at Bruno and he nodded, so she began.
"Well boss, we think we have the guy guilty of stealing the secrets but it's more than that. There are two of them and it's pretty much what you thought. Do you want to hear about it now, or wait till we have the PICS and discs?"
"Get the pictures, proof positive of the theft and the two of them together and then let's talk further. What do you need? Another week or two?"



"We only need a week but we'd like to string it out another just for the money. Any problem with that?" That was Bruno operating. Not cheating the customer, just padding the account a little. So long as he got what he paid for, why not make it a little more expensive to increase the value of it?
"See you in two weeks from Monday. OK?"
"OK!"
And that was that. With the extra two weeks, we would bill Mr. Villager $40,000 and Maggie and I would clear $34,000, minus a few bucks for incidentals. Not bad. But because Maggie had been a bad, bad girl and had caused me pain and suffering, I wouldn't tell her till the end.
As it was, Maggie began to feel bad about what she did and I let her suffer by pretending to still be humiliated and ashamed of myself. She finally took me by the hand one afternoon late and led me into the storeroom. But when I got there, I pretended to be angry and accused her of trying to humiliate me further. She protested but I remained adamant. She finally pushed me back against a stack of boxes of printing paper and yanked my pants down around my ankles. I won't tell you what she did or repeat what she said then, but I enjoyed that little visit more than any before it or since.
Finally, it was time and Bruno and Polly came in fully loaded with facts and all the pictures Ray could want. There were two piles. The first pile was the thief. They had him dead to rights. It was a man by the name of Karl Damler. Karl was a consultant and helped design information systems for the company but normally had no access to the information that was critical. He was also a 'hottie', as Polly labeled him. Tall, well built, long black hair worn in a pony tail, a body that spoke of working out, and a face that looked to be chiseled out of concrete. Hard, firm chin, high cheekbones and eyes clear and bright. All this was Polly speaking. Not me, for God's sakes. To me, he looked like a guy. Period! A lot like the computer nerd.
Bruno let her talk, rolling his eyes for effect but still, letting her go on. That was not unusual for Bruno. He usually was stingy with the words. But, he was the one with the computer discs showing Karl sitting at Ray's computer and downloading all of the information on the jobs under bid. He apparently did it late at night when the office was empty. He had a key for Ray's office so he could get in at any time. He also seemed to have Ray's passwords and access information, a fact that I mentioned to Bruno. Bruno just nodded and let Polly finish.
Polly watched as I reviewed the discs and pictures Bruno provided me along with a report showing when and how he accessed the data, what files he downloaded and what he copied. Bruno, that wonderful technician, had it all and he had him cold. Now for the rest of it.
"OK, good work. Just a couple of questions. First, how did he get the key to Ray's office and how did he get his passwords? That is critical to solving this case. Polly? What can you tell me?"
"Oh, boss, you're going to love this one. Just like you said. Before I say anymore, I have a couple of pictures you're going to want to see. Bruno?"
Bruno laid down three pictures with a flourish. That was not typical of Bruno. Usually he just smirked. A flourish? These must be some pictures. I sat down and pulled them to me to see what was so special. Ha! Ha! So, I was right! Damn, I'm good!
The first picture was sort of dark and showed two people in what looked to be a conference room. The woman was on her back, her ass near the edge of the table with her legs wrapped around the ass of a big man. They were both naked as jaybirds and it was clear that they were giving it a go. The second picture was similar except that the angle was different and I could see her face and the face of our Mr. Karl Damler. Their expression indicated that things were about to come to a huge climax! And the conference room was the one next to Mr. Villager's office. I remember the pictures of it when we were laying out the camera locations. The final picture was of a beautiful woman, the same woman in the picture, but this time dressed and sitting at a desk.
"OK, I give. Who's the woman or should I guess? Could it be our Mrs. Villager?"
"Damn boss, don't you ever miss? That's her. She's been doing Damler and she's the one who gave him the passwords and the key. I have that on video as well as much more of the good stuff. She is one hot momma. She worked him over that night like a pro. She got him up three times in one night and I admit, he's pretty well endowed. Too bad he's a thief and a swindler. I'd like to have a roll in the hay with him myself."
"Where was Mr. Villager? How did he miss that? Christ, it was right outside his office!"
"On the road. He had been gone for two days and the Missus decided to stay late at work both nights. She waited till the office staff left, went to the conference room and called our boy Karl. He came running, got naked before the door closed and she went down on him like a vacuum cleaner. God, I get hot just watching it. What was impressive was that it only took him a little while to get it back up and then he bent her over the table and rammed it home. She squealed like a stuck pig, but happy, you know?"
There was much more and when I reviewed the videos, I was sold. It was all there, video of the betrayal, video of Karl working the computer, voice confirmation of the password and key source and nothing left to chance. The second pile was strictly one for Mr. Villager to use. It was all Karl and the Missus having sex in all different ways and times. It seems that she was not shy and there were pictures of her and Karl during working hours in the parking garage, in the conference room, a couple of her and him in the copy room and more. Seems she liked oral and there were several clips of her giving and getting. It was graphic as hell and hard to watch unless you wanted to see her get hers. And I did.
Well, I took it all, paid both Bruno and Polly and sent them on their way with a 'good job'. And they did a great job. I sat there, looking at the pictures, watched all the videos and read the report. They were a wonderful team and I was as pleased with them as a proud father. I was still there when Maggie came in.
"What's that look for? You look like you just conned a con. I'm not sure I like that smirk on your face."
"Maggie my woman, just sit yourself down and look at this. Our children just reported in and they did their usual fine job. Just look."
And look she did. I played the videos with sound and spread the pictures out for her as well. I quoted some parts from their reports to explain some of the footage but it was all very clear. Maggie was shaking her head when the last video was over. She was as pleased as I was but wanted to know what led them to suspect the wife. And then, before I could say anything she started to laugh.
"You old fox. You knew, didn't you. That's why you've been so secretive about this. You told them to look didn't you?"
"So I'm brilliant. You knew that. That's why you love me so much."
Anyway, Maggie called Ray the next morning and asked him to come into the office. She suggested he might want to bring the cash and she told him how much. She reminded him that he still had to approve the report but that he would probably be very pleased. He agreed to come in and she set the time.
I admit, I was a little nervous as Maggie showed Ray in. This was the part of the job I never enjoyed much. To see a man or woman hurt by betrayal wasn't my cup of tea. I wasn't a religious man by nature but I was comforted a little by a quote from scripture that had always stayed with me.
"Can a man walk on hot coals without his feet being scorched? So is he who sleeps with another man's wife" (Proverbs 6:28-29)
I knew in this case, Karl's feet were going to get seriously burned! Way to go Proverbs!!
Ray came in with Maggie and sat down, looking pleased and expectant. The weekly status calls let him know we had it nailed and he was about to find out who had been doing him in and he was ready for punishment to be meted out. I gave him that part first.
"Mr. Villager, Ray, the man who has been stealing your information is Karl Damler. He accessed your computer and made copies of all of the necessary files. We have him on video and in pictures with dates and times. It's all in this report and we have copies of everything he took. My agent made copies of all of the discs he made. It's all in the report."
Ray was reading the highlighted parts and he looked very satisfied. He had what he needed to press criminal charges and the information to change his bids on several jobs that had yet to be sent out. He had it all and was very pleased.
"This is great! It's all here and I can do what has to be done. Congratulations, this is excellent work and you'll have my recommendation in writing. I can recommend some work your way right now. Wonderful!"
I sat there and waited. It would come just about now. In my mind, I counted back from five, four, three, two, and bingo!
"But, how did he get the key to my office and my passwords? He isn't a computer guy to my knowledge. I don't see how he could have gotten these. Do you know?"
I nodded, reached down and pulled the second report out of the desk drawer. I glanced at Maggie and she just nodded. She wasn't as soft as me. She would go for the juggler if it were her. I pushed the report over to Ray with a soft, "Read this first."
I watched as he read the end of his life as he knew it. I saw the loss and the pain and the first healthy flash of anger as he read. I watched the pain intensify as he looked at the pictures and finally saw the slump of his shoulders as he finished. I watched him finger the CD and waited to see if he wanted to play it but wasn't surprised when he simply slipped it back into the envelope.
His eyes when they returned to me were wet with unshed tears and haunted with pain and sadness. I had seen that look before and understood. It tempered my words.
"Ray, I know this is hard, but it was important that you knew. This explains how Karl was able to do what he did. Your wife was part of it, but I admit I'm puzzled. Why would she do this? She had everything with you but she's poisoning the golden goose so to speak."
Ray shook his head and didn't speak right away. Finally, he looked back up.
"We haven't been doing well lately. Sally is jealous of the time I spend at work and the time it takes to keep this company up and profitable. She wanted to travel and spend my money and I objected. I finally had to cancel her credit cards so she's been pushing me a lot lately. I was considering filing for divorce but she pleaded with me not to. She said she loved me too much to lose me and that she would try to be a better wife. I believed her. But I guess the prenuptial agreement was what drove her. If I divorce her, she gets $50,000 for each year of marriage and that's all. I'm worth a couple of million without the company and that's another twenty to thirty million. Divorce would take away her living large life style and her Cadillac. I assume she was getting a cut of what Karl was getting by selling his information."
Well, the story was all too typical and I assured Ray that this wasn't his fault. In my business I see a lot and I let Ray know he wasn't alone. Ray left our office a sadder but richer man. He would be divorced within two weeks and life would go on. I was just a little sadder than I was before Ray walked into my office but that was the job. I waited as Maggie showed him out, collected the money and closed the door. We were done for the day and $34,000 richer.
As we walked down the hall toward the steps, I tried to lift my spirits by asking Maggie if she was just staying with me for my money. I was looking for reassurance.
"You'd have to be doing a whole lot better than you are for that to be true. If it was your money I wanted, I'd make you get a real job. One with some security. No, it's not your money, it's your sparkling personality."
"That's all? Nothing more?"
She reached around to pinch my ass and smiled. She knew me well enough to know what I was doing.
"You've got some other assets that are quite good too. Almost as good as the computer nerd. Too bad you caught us in the stockroom. I was about to ravish his body right there on the stockroom floor."
I laughed and returned the pinch. She laughed as well and before we reached the stairs, she stopped, reached down and grabbed me where it counts.
"This is all mine and the only one I want. I'm always a little surprised that you belong to me. I just got lucky I guess."
I kissed her and smiled. I was the lucky one. And funny that she should mention it: I always wondered why she picked me. Just goes to show!
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I went down into the dark basement, looking around as I descended. I never liked it down here. It was scary and it freaked me out, but I had a job to do. I stepped onto the concrete floor and moved quickly to the stack of boxes in the corner. I didn't turn on the light since I knew exactly where to look. I reached around behind the biggest one and felt for the bag I knew was there, I fully expected a big rat to bite my fingers but it didn't happen. I felt the bag with relief and pulled it out. I dropped the two dollars Mrs. Johnson had given me for cleaning out her garage into the bag, twisted the top closed again and stuffed it back into its hiding place.
Back upstairs, I looked at the clock on the kitchen wall, noting it was almost six o'clock and knew that mom and dad would probably not be back until late. Probably drunk again as usual but that was OK since it meant he would ignore me. If he was drunk enough, I could probably make it through the next morning without getting smacked around. Maybe, if I was lucky. I wanted to go back down and count my money but I was afraid that he would come home unexpectedly and catch me down there. If he did, he would find my stash.
I watched TV till bedtime and then crawled onto the foldout cot that served as my bed. I pulled the covers over my head and said a silent prayer that this time it would be OK and he wouldn't come in. I fell asleep and didn't wake when they came home, both falling down drunk. But it was OK since he was thankfully too drunk to come at me. At least he must have been since he left me alone.
The next day was a bad one. Dad was angry about something he said mom did last night and they fought and yelled at each other until mom finally screamed at him and ran out of the house. I heard the car pull out and then nothing. I was sitting on the steps out in back when he came out. He yelled at me and grabbed me by the shirt and pulled me into the house. He was screaming about dinner and wanted to know why I hadn't fixed him something to eat. I didn't know how to cook and I told him that, but he didn't buy it. When I again refused, he smacked me across the mouth and then kicked me when I fell to the floor. It hurt like hell and I began to cry. That made him more angry and he kicked me again. It went on for what seemed like hours but eventually he stormed out of the house and I heard the truck leave.
When I finally pulled myself up off the floor, I decided then and there that I had enough. I was bruised, hurting where he had kicked me and bleeding from the nose where he slapped me. I had enough! No more! I made up my mind right then and there and went downstairs to my hiding place. I pulled out the bag, not caring about the rats waiting to bite me and took my bag and went back upstairs. I pulled out all of the money and counted it. $67.45, enough for the bus ticket out of here. I was twelve years old, smart enough for my age and fed up with being smacked around by a drunk. Mom wouldn't say anything to stop him because he would smack her around if she did. Well, OK, I was gone!
My bus ticket in hand, I boarded the huge Greyhound bound for anywhere but here. I sat by the window and watched carefully to see if he would show up. I thought I saw him several times but it wasn't him. I was getting away! He couldn't find me if I left and I would be safe. I held my breath as the doors closed with a hiss and the breaks released with a clicking, clanking sound and the bus began to move. I was on my way to safety. Away from both of them. I was only twelve, but I was on my own.
We left Wichita, Kansas heading south. My ticket would take me to Oklahoma City, Oklahoma but I didn't plan on going that far. I wanted mainly to get out of town so they couldn't find me or know where I went. So, I settled in and watched as the bus drove out of the city and into the surrounding openness. It was about an hour later when the bus stopped at a small roadside rest stop and I got out. I looked around, saw a fair sized road leading east and west and made my decision. This was it. This was where I got off. I had only my small duffel bag so I took it with me, pretending on going to the bathroom, then sneaking off to the back of the stop into a stand of trees. I settled down there to wait until the bus left again. It was twenty minutes later when I moved back to the rest stop and went in for supplies.
Fortified with five packages of cheese crackers and a carton of orange juice, I moved to the side of the road and began hitchhiking. I stood there for only fifteen minutes or so before a pickup truck stopped. The man asked me where I was going and I just said east, so he beckoned me into the back and we were off. I was going farther away by the minute and as I did, I felt more and more safe and happy. I leaned back against the cab of the truck and looked around at my new surroundings.
Stillwater. That was where I stopped to make my new home. It was a small town of about 70,000 and it was just what I wanted. I wandered around until I found a small suburb that seemed just right. It had a couple of strip malls and some individual stores that were perfect for what I wanted. I found an empty old wooden building, back off the street, that served as a hiding place for stray dogs and cats and moved in. I scraped a clear space for myself and decided on what I would need. A couple of blankets, a nice deep box with a top, and some more food. I could steal what I needed and did so over the next two days. By the end of the third day, I was set. A place to sleep, plenty of places to swipe what I needed and some store backs with trash that would yield some real treasures. Not too different from what I had come to depend on back in Wichita. Drunk parents don't do much shopping and a fridge full of beer is a poor meal.
I became known around the little community where I settled and a lot of folks didn't like me being there. A lot of them would yell at me when they saw me, the shop owners would shoo me out when I came in and in general they considered me a pest. Several times, I saw cop cars driving around slowly, probably looking for me but I was too small and I could hide when I spotted them. I lived this way for about six months before noticing this beautiful woman who came into my favorite store every Wednesday morning without fail. I watched her for a couple of weeks before venturing in the store when she was there.
As I sidled close to the counter while she was waiting for her purchases to be totaled, I heard the clerk, a young man named Henry, call her Miss Rose. He seemed very nervous around her and I wondered why. She was tall, very long blonde hair, a voice that reminded me of a church choir and she smelled so very nice. I watched her as she picked up her bag and started out of the store. Just as she was about to walk out the door, she turned, looked right at me and said, "Would you like to help me with this bag?" I was struck dumb! How had she noticed me? I was too cool to be caught by someone like her, and anyway, she was too fine for someone like me. But she was looking right at me! I had no choice but to nod my head and run after her. Out the door and down the street, her leading and me following. We reached a very nice truck. One with all the fancy trimmings and she beckoned me to her. I went like a dumbstruck kid without a mind of his own. Maybe I was being led to the slaughter but at the time, I didn't care. I would have followed her anywhere. She smiled at me, making my legs buckle, and just pointed to the back of the truck. I climbed up and sat back against the cab. She put the bag of groceries right next to me, telling me to hold on tight and we left.
We drove out of the little suburb, down a back road where she turned off onto a gravel drive. It wound around a little clump of evergreens and on the other side I saw this big old house. It looked grand to me. Big columns like you see sometimes in pictures and a whole lot of windows, all with white lacy curtains blowing with the breezes. They were all open. She pulled around to the back and parked next to the large back porch. I hopped out and grabbed the bag of groceries ready to follow her inside. She never looked back but went straight to the back door and inside. As I got to the door, she pushed it open and held it for me.
Inside was a huge kitchen with lots of cabinets and a huge old stove that was bigger than any I had ever seen. She told me to put the bag down on one of the counters and I did as she instructed. I had to lift it very high since the counters were almost too tall for me to reach. But I got it safely on the counter and then stood back, my hands behind my back, waiting. I hoped she would give me a dollar for helping her but I did worry a little about hitch hiking back to where my things were. If I left now, I could get there in plenty of time, before it got dark.
Instead, she had me sit down at the table and without a word, she fixed me a sandwich of real meat and a glass of ice cold milk. It was the best meal I had since way before I ran away. Like I said, drunks don't do a lot of shopping. As I ate, she put away the groceries and then taking a cup of coffee, she sat down across from me and watched me finish that glorious sandwich.
"My name is Rose. What's yours?"
I told her my name was Richard Wallace Bing and I was twelve years and three months old. I didn't tell her where I was from but did tell her I lived close to the store. She listened, nodded her head like she believed me and just watched me finish the sandwich and milk.
"Why don't you tell me the real reason you're running the streets with no one to take care of you. And don't you lie to me. I gave you some food and a glass of milk so you owe me at least the truth. I promise I won't turn you in or anything like that."
There was something about Miss Rose that got to me. I just found myself wanting to tell her everything and before I had any sense, I did just that. I told her all of it. I told her about my drunken parents, my dad smacking me around, my mom looking the other way, me catching the bus and hitch hiking from the interstate to here and then finding the old building to live in. She listened so carefully to everything I told her, asking a few questions when I wasn't too clear and then just nodding and letting me talk. I spilled my guts to her and somehow felt much better afterwards. Something about Miss Rose made me want to trust her. I had done it and now I could only wait for her to do something.
"That's a very sad story Richard Wallace. I do believe it is one of the saddest stories I have heard for a very long time. I need to think on it now. But I don't think that old building is a good place for you to stay. I have an idea. Follow me."
Miss Rose took me down a long hall leading toward the back of that grand old house and she opened the door to a large room with big windows that was full up with boxes full of who knows what. It seemed that it was just junk that had been collecting for years, or at least that's what she told me. She asked me right out if I thought I could get those boxes moved out of that room and piled in the back of her truck. When I told her yes, for sure, thinking that she would surely give me at least two or three dollars for all that, she hit me with the first of those priceless gifts she was to give me over the coming years.
"If you can get this room empty of this junk, I think it would be a perfect room for a boy your age to spread out in. We can find a few things, like a bed and maybe a chest of drawers that would be a nice addition. How about that, Richard Wallace?"
Well, you can believe that I got all those boxes out of that room in no time. I was very careful not to scratch her fancy truck but I got them all in, along with a few other odd pieces of furniture I found buried under those boxes. By day's end, the room was empty and I was standing in the middle of it, just looking around, the light from those wonderful big windows shining on me and making me feel like a King in his castle. I was lost in the wonder of it when I heard a voice behind me.
"Well, well. What have we here? Looks like a little man to me. What do you think girls?"
I tuned to find three women, dressed in what looked like see-through nighties and robes looking at my new room. They were all very beautiful and their faces were made up like they were ready to go out for the evening, none of which made any sense if they were ready for bed.
"You girls get! This is Richard Wallace and he is off limits to you. Make no mistake, he is a guest in this house and he is working for me. Isn't that right Richard Wallace?"
It was Miss Rose and the girls all acted like she was their boss. They all curtsied to her and moved back from the door. Miss Rose watched them go and turned to me. She looked at the room and smiled that wonderful smile of hers.
"A very nice job, Richard Wallace. A very nice job, indeed. Let's take a ride and get rid of those boxes and pick up the rest of your things. I do have to get back before it gets dark."
We drove back into the center where the vacant house was and I ran in quickly to grab my few things. One look around and I said goodbye and good riddance. I piled my stuff in the truck and climbed in beside her. She drove down the block and pulled into an alley and around behind a big brick building. She went inside for a minute and returned with two very big men. They moved to the back of the truck and began to unload those boxes I had moved. I quickly grabbed my stuff and protected it from their efforts and within no time at all, the truck was empty. After Miss Rose spoke to the two men and then waved goodbye, we drove back to the house and to my new home.
I was to find out later, that the day Miss Rose took me under her wing was a Wednesday, and Wednesday's were one of the two days a week she didn't open for business. The other was Sunday, of course. I also found out later that Miss Rose owned and operated a bordello, or a whore house as it was commonly known around Stillwater. She had seven ladies working for her and I had already seen three of them.
on the phone
I started to go with her every Wednesday to the store and to do other chores that she saved for that day. In return, Miss Rose began to find little pieces of furniture for my room and she made sure I took meals three times a day. Miss Rose never cooked but there was a little lady who did. Her name was Ling Li and she was Chinese or something and she was a very good cook. She also worked for Miss Rose in the evenings only. There was another woman there who started to work with me on my schooling. Not that I wanted that, but Miss Rose insisted. The lady, Veronica, seemed to enjoy it and I had to admit, she made me work hard. I learned more than if I had stayed in school.
As time passed, I grew bigger and stronger and learned a lot from Veronica. She gave me some books on home repair and she suggested I learn what I could since Miss Rose thought it would be good if I could do some of the repairs around the house. I did and became quite good at most things. The older I got, the more I learned. Miss Rose once told me that the house had never been in such good repair in years. I was pleased since all I ever wanted to do was make Miss Rose proud of me. I loved Miss Rose.
I learned the names of all the girls who worked for Miss Rose. There was Veronica or Ronny, Ling Li or Lee, Pamela or Pammy, Judith or Bunny, Janet or Candy, Alice or April, Ruth or Robin and Miss Rose herself. All the girls had their second name which they used at the house. I learned their real names during the time I lived there. I later found out why they had two names. Funny thing was that Miss Rose was just known as Miss Rose.
While I eventually found out what the girls actually did at the house, I was never allowed to enter those rooms or go out to the main house during the times they were 'open for business'. That was Miss Rose's rule and there were no exceptions. Any girl who broke that rule would be fired on the spot, no questions asked. Miss Rose told me that too, just so I would know that someone would pay if I broke the rule by myself. I never did.
The other thing I learned was that when Miss Rose and I went into town to do the shopping, nobody would speak to her unless it was for business purposes. Like the young clerk the first time I saw her. If she was walking down the street, people would step off the curb or cross the street rather than meet her. She often spoke to someone she saw but they would never return her greetings. I wondered about it for the first several years but then later, figured it out on my own. It was both shame on the part of some of the men folk and anger or envy from the women. Miss Rose didn't seem to mind but she was always very quiet on the way back from those trips.
On my sixteenth birthday, Miss Rose called me into her room. I had never been there before, even for a visit. It was a Sunday and the bordello was closed to business. I went with my heart in my mouth, fearing that I had done something to displease Miss Rose. She was sitting in a high backed chair next to the huge fireplace. There were plants and stuff in the fireplace so I guessed it didn't work. I wondered for a minute if she wanted me to fix it for her. I looked around that room and it was something to see. The ceiling was almost ten foot high and was covered with metal. It was brass and it shone bright as day. The walls were papered with a wallpaper that was almost like velvet. I knew because I actually felt it with one hand when I entered. The floor had this deep, red plush carpet that felt like you sank at least a foot deep into it. The windows were floor to ceiling almost and had heavy drapes that looked like rugs. In the middle of the room was the bed.
The bed. That's all I can say. It was the biggest thing I had ever seen, at least two or three body lengths wide and so high there was a three step platform on one side. The headboard was massive and made of a dark wood, polished to a shine. The comforter was special made because it was all one piece and covered the bed from head to foot. The pillows were big and there must have been ten of them across the head. There was a big rug behind the bed on the wall and it showed a picture of a young woman, nude, laying on a carpet of flowers. I guess it was knitted right into the rug. The whole thing was breathtaking. Even to a 16-year-old.
I stood there, made unable to speak by that room and that bed. I just stared at it like a stupid person. Miss Rose watched me with a smile on her face and gave me time for it all to sink in. Then she spoke to me as she always did; quietly, with a little laugh in her voice.
"You are sixteen today and it's time you learned to drive. I don't need to make so many trips into town now that you can go on your own. Judith will begin teaching you today. You will use my truck, so see that you don't cause me any grief by banging into something with it. Do you understand Richard Wallace?"
I was speechless, as I often was with Miss Rose so I just nodded my understanding. I was overjoyed of course. I loved that truck and I had watched Miss Rose drive it and I knew I was going to be able to do it myself with a little help. Judith and I started that day as promised and within three weeks, she determined I was ready to get my permit. We drove into the DMV on a Wednesday and I had it. I drove back legal like. We studied for the test and I got my license a month later. I could drive!
From then on, I did most of the shopping and other things that required driving. It was a ball for me, both driving that wonderful truck with all the power equipment and the bells and whistles but more so since I could see more things while I was in town. I took to going places a different route each time I went. Soon, I knew the whole area like I knew the back of my hand. But, I never stayed long. I wanted to get back to the house and my studies. I had found a new love; learning. I couldn't get enough and Veronica encouraged me. She got whatever books I needed and finally got me a library card that I could use to get whatever I wanted. I studied, everything I could.



The next two years passed uneventfully. I studied, did the shopping and ran errands, worked around the house to fix and repair and install whenever necessary and avoided the main house during working hours. I had the normal curiosity of a growing boy but the house and the ladies in it were off limits. Since I had no friends of my own outside the house, I had my imagination, some books I bought when I was in town, and privacy to satisfy most of the basic urges. Since I knew what Miss Rose did, I wondered a lot about her but never said anything. The other ladies of the house knew that I was not to be tempted by them.
My future was settled one day as I was sitting in my room, reading a book on Italy, written by a man who made his living traveling and writing about the places he went to. He was describing Rome, and his descriptions woke a desire in me to see all of those places. Why couldn't I travel and do those things? All it took was a desire to go, the willingness to work for passage, and patience. He said so in the book. I would be eighteen in just a few days and I knew that I had to decide what I was going to do with the rest of my life. As an adult, I no longer had to worry about my worthless parents. I would be free to do anything and go wherever I wanted.
I thought about Miss Rose. While I loved her without limit, she was not for me. She was older and she had her business and her house. I couldn't continue to live off her so I needed to leave. I would tell her when I was eighteen. Then it would be time to leave. I wasn't looking forward to that part of it, but I was restless. I needed to go.
At no time did I ever think about my natural parents. When I walked out of that house with my $67.45 and bought that bus ticket, I said goodbye forever to those worthless drunks. They brought me into the world but they turned their backs on me soon afterwards. Miss Rose was more a parent to me than those two drunks and the ladies that worked in that house were more of a family to me than any of my real biological relations. I had no desire to ever go back. Years later, that hadn't changed.
On my eighteenth birthday, Miss Rose had a party for me. She closed the house down for that afternoon and we had a big get-together. There were decorations, made by the ladies, a huge meal fixed by Ling Li, party favors from town, and each of the ladies gave me a small present. I got socks, shirts, some underwear, a new power drill and some other small tools that I always seemed to be losing. It was just like a family. My family. Miss Rose watched and laughed at our jokes and she seemed to be happy, just waiting in the background. The party lasted till late in the afternoon when Miss Rose finally told the ladies that they had a schedule to keep. We finished up by carrying our plates and trash to the kitchen and helping Ling get things put away. They went to their rooms to get ready for that evening.
Each of the ladies stopped in to again wish me a happy birthday before they left. They were all dressed for a party and when I asked, they told me that they were going out to Harry Winston's house. He was having a bunch of his male friends over for a barbecue and some fun. I gathered the ladies were the fun. Each gave me a kiss on the cheek, a warm hug and all had a word to whisper in my ear. The one that gave me the most problem was from Alice, the one everyone knew as April. She was also the one that taught me Spanish when I decided I needed a second language.
Her words were, "I wish it were me tonight." That's all. No hint of what she meant, just a warm hug, the whispered words and then she was gone.
The ladies all went out the back and into a long, stretch limo that was waiting. Miss Rose spoke to the driver and then the limo left, taking the ladies to Harry's party. I watched as they disappeared down the long drive and then, turned to go back in with Miss Rose. I asked her then why she was not going with them. She smiled at me, rubbed my arm with that carefully manicured hand and said that she had a present for me. She wanted to be alone when she gave it to me. I was surprised since I assumed that the dinner we had and the presents that the girls all gave me was my birthday. I noticed that Miss Rose hadn't given me anything but I didn't care. She had given me my life six years ago when a little kid, running from home had followed her out to her truck and into a new world. I would be forever grateful for that. She owed me nothing more.
"Please sit down Richard Wallace. I have some things to show you before I give you my personal present."
She waited till I had pulled up a chair and sat across from her in the lobby of her home. This was the room where 'guests' were welcomed during business hours. It was only the second or third time I had been in that room, but as I looked around, I saw it was as beautiful as the rest of the house.
"When you came to live with me just over six years ago, I intended only to give you a place to stay for a while until I could decide what to do with you. But, that little while turned into six wonderful years. I have enjoyed your being here and I hope you have too."
"When I decided to let you stay, I thought it only fair to begin to give you an allowance to compensate for the chores that you did around the house. Over the years, I continued to do that, putting the money aside in an account at Mr. Jones' bank. I instructed him to invest that money to your best advantage. You have an account there in your name for just more than $25,000. Mr. Jones did a fine job, so it's more than just the allowance. That money is yours."
I was shocked. She had given me a home, an education, all the things I needed or asked for. She had provided my clothes, my food. Everything I had was hers. Money?
"In addition, you know Mr. Edwards, from Edwards Used Car Lot? He has kindly provided me with a new car, a very nice one so my truck is now yours. I had the title transferred into your name."
I sat there, tears of gratitude running down my face. This woman, a woman who was scorned and despised by so many in public, someone most would not care to admit to knowing, this woman who provided a service that many prominent men took advantage of while publicly decrying her existence, brought me to tears by her kindness and generosity. I wept unashamedly at her feet. She placed her hand on my head and just waited. "You may not know this Richard Wallace, but you have given me far more than I give you. You've shown me love, respect and friendship when so many others show me nothing but contempt. I love you as the son I never had Richard Wallace, and bless the day you came into my life."
I stood and she took me into her arms. She held me as my tears began to slow. I loved this woman beyond measure and I wanted the words to tell her, but my throat closed each time I tried to speak. She didn't seem to care, just holding me and rocking me until I quieted. She pushed me back and looked deep into my eyes.
"There is one more gift I have to give you. This one is for you and you alone. What I will give you is something I have never given anyone else. Come with me."
She took me by the hand and led me down the hall to her bedroom. For the second time in my time at Miss Rose's, I looked at that bed. As I looked my fill, Miss Rose closed and locked the door behind us. She took my hand again and led me to that bed. I looked at her in wonder as what she intended came clear to me.
"What I will give you now is what you should know as a man. How to please the woman you love, how to pleasure her as she pleasures you and to know when to be patient and when to be forceful, when to rush and when to slow. How to be the man that women want to be with. All of this you will know this night. What I give you, I give with love, something I never gave to any other man."
I did learn to be a man that night. Rose showed me all. She took me by the hand and led me down the path of knowledge, the knowledge that only she could share. I think she changed my life that night. I know that over the following years, I had many women for a short time but all treasured the time they spent with me and none regretted it later. I learned to love what a woman was and to show her that love in return.
We spent the night together and in the morning, I told her I was leaving. She simply smiled at me and told me she knew. That's why she had given me her present the night before. I drove away later that day with all of the ladies waving goodbye as I drove my new truck down the drive and away toward my future. There were tears in my eyes as the house disappeared in my rear view mirror. I was leaving my childhood behind and driving forward into an uncertain adulthood.
Epilogue
It had been nine years since I drove away from Miss Rose. Nine years that saw me realize my dream of being a travel writer. I had written and published five books on Italy, Venice and Rome itself. All were very successful and I now had open contracts with several travel magazines who would gratefully accept articles I submitted just to continue to maintain my lifestyle. I often heard from Miss Veronica, my instructor and the one who got me started writing. I sent her the drafts for her comments and she always responded. I acknowledged her in all my books as my colleague. She always protested but I think she was really pleased. I met and married a lovely Italian girl named Lara. She was two years my senior but we shared a love of travel and she accompanied me on all my trips. We were married in Rome so it was not possible for the ladies to be there. I wanted to ask Miss Rose but she declined, saying she was too busy. I thought that to be a fabrication but never asked why. My daughter was born a year later and she was now almost two years old.
It did not come as a shock then, when I received a telegram from Pamela, or Pammy as she was known. Pamela was the oldest and the one that had been with Miss Rose the longest. She told me that Miss Rose had cancer and was not expected to live more than a few months. She suggested I might come home to see her. I did not hesitate. I told my wife, who said that she would come with me. I knew she would feel that way since I had told her of my youth and all about the ladies and Miss Rose. We decided to take Contessa, my daughter with us.
The trip was long but we didn't stop to rest. Once we landed, I drove directly to the house and pulled around the back as I always had. I saw Pamela and Veronica waiting at the door. I got out, helped my wife get my daughter from the seat carrier and we entered the kitchen where Ling Li had taught me to cook. She was standing there, with tears in her eyes as she saw Lara and Contessa. It was a time for greetings and happy welcomes and we all spoke at once, old friends and new, reunited. There were many new faces and all had to be introduced to me and my family. Only those three, Ling LI, Veronica and Pamela remained from the original ladies. And Miss Rose.
Once we had completed the welcoming committee, Pamela drew me aside and told me of Miss Rose. She wanted me prepared when I saw her for the first time. It was not good news and Miss Rose was failing fast. Pamela suggested I take Lara and Contessa in with me and then spend a few minutes alone with her. I agreed.
When we entered the room, I watched Lara's face. She had the same look I did when I first saw Miss Rose's bedroom. I smiled with the joy of it before looking toward that bed. In the middle, surrounded with all those pillows, lay Miss Rose. She was still beautiful to me, although the ravages of the cancer had drawn her face. She was smiling as we entered and her strong voice called to me.
"Come closer Richard Wallace and let me see your face. And who do you have with you? Come closer."
I took Lara by the hand and led her and Contessa to Miss Rose. I introduced them formally to her and her face was a wonder to see. The light from that smile shown on my wife and child and my breath caught in my breast. She reached for Lara and kissed her lightly when she bent down. Her eyes traveled over Contessa and she seemed to be trying to memorize every detail of her small body. She placed one hand on the baby's cheek and a tear slid down her cheek. Then, Lara straightened up, turned and handed the baby to me.
"I need a moment with your Miss Rose."
As I backed away, she bent close to Miss Rose and whispered something in her ear. I watched Miss Rose's face as it went from serious to amused and finally to a wondrous smile. She embraced Lara and the two of them just held each other for the longest time. When Lara straightened, she took Contessa from me and the two of them walked out of the room shutting the door.
I spent almost an hour alone with Miss Rose and what we talked about is between her and me. It was something only we could share and I reflected on that hour many times in my later life. It was the last time I saw her as she died that night in her sleep.
We attended the funeral before returning home to Italy. That was my home now and I would never leave it. My world was there but I would always remember that bed of Rose's. Where I became a man and learned the lessons I needed to succeed in life as both a man and a husband. That Bed of Rose's will always be in my heart.
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* * * * *
Madison Long let herself out of the room, carefully closing the door so as not to wake Bill. He was still sleeping after their session of sex and would be angry at her for leaving. He loved watching her dress. It gave him some sort of thrill she supposed. At first, she thought it was sexy and erotic. Now, it just seemed perverse. She walked quickly down the hall to the elevator, pushed the down button and was grateful that the doors opened without much delay. She pushed the button for the lobby and tapped her foot impatiently as the elevator descended the seven floors.
She thought about that afternoon with Bill. William Bethel, CFO at Zuc-Cor Int'l, one of the major contributors to Wishes Unlimited, her foundation. He had been anxious with her this time, even frightened, or so it seemed. He seemed to know that things between them had changed, that they were different. He was too quick, too hard, giving her no time to enter into the mood. He tried so hard to get her to a climax but without success. She tried to tell him to slow down, to be gentle, but he didn't listen. It was almost as if he knew this might be the last time for them. When the doors slid open, interrupting her thoughts, she walked swiftly through the lobby toward the exit without glancing left or right, her thoughts now changing to more practical matters. Once outside, she had the doorman signal her a cab.
The cab ride was short, traveling only four blocks from the Hilton Hotel to the corner of sixth and Lexington. She paid the cabby, and then walked west toward Union St. and the entrance to Wishes Unlimited. She wanted to walk in the front door as she usually did. She often had to leave during the day to see volunteers, make meetings with potential contributors and corporations offering their services to help her foundation. She had a parking slot in one of the private parking garages and this was her normal pattern of entry and exit. Her entrance at this time of the afternoon would arouse no interest in anyone's mind.
She went into her office, shut the door and reached for her phone. She pushed the button for Sherrie her assistant, and told her that she needed twenty minutes without any visitors. That taken care of, she kicked off her shoes and put her feet up on the desk and leaned back in her chair. Her office had no windows so she was alone. No one could see the look of pain on her face. No one could hear the soft cursing nor the glistening tears unshed in her blue eyes. No one could see her clenched hands or the tremors that coursed over her as she sat there. No one saw the battle taking place inside her as she fought the waves of depression and fear that washed over her. No one saw her face relax when she finally won the battle with herself.
What they would see was Madison Long, the calm, self-possessed Chairwoman who ran Wishes Unlimited, the foundation she had personally established five years ago to fulfill the wishes of kids with terminal cancer. Wishes Unlimited had grown so fast that it now had more than twenty-five full time workers scheduling and planning and escorting children in all sorts of exotic wishes. The money had come rolling in when Madison began fund-raising. Parker Long, Madison's husband had lent his support and he was able to direct her to several big companies who were looking for ways to be philanthropic with their money. Within the first year or two, they were able to begin helping more and more kids with their hopes and dreams and the media attention was enough to bring in even more money. Things grew and Wishes Unlimited began to fulfill its vast potential.
At first, Wishes was just a hope and a prayer that she shared with her sister-in-law, Carol Bishop. Carol had become her biggest supporter and later, her best friend. Now, she was President and second in command to Madison and the one person Madison could count on to always be there and always know what to do when things went wrong. It was Carol that Madison's thought turned to. She had a big problem and she needed someone to talk to. Carol was the obvious choice but she was also family. She was the wife of her only brother, George Bishop and was close to her father and mother. While they were normally traveling around the country, they were still influential in her and George's lives. What she told Carol could well get back to them and Madison could not let that happen.
The twenty minutes up, Madison put her thoughts on hold, picked up the phone and called her son, Parker Jr. He lived in Navy base housing with Evelyn, his wife of four years. He planned on staying in the service as a JAG lawyer for another term and then retire and go into business with his father, Parker Sr. Parker was a lawyer. One of the senior partners of Addison-Parker & Associate, Attorney's at Law. He and Phil Addison had started the firm twenty five years ago, a year after Parker and she were married. They had discussed it and she knew that Parker's dream was to start his own law firm. She was pregnant with Parker Jr. at the time and was at home.
The firm had been a success almost from the beginning. Parker and Addison took on cases that no one else would touch and began to build a reputation as winners. They even took pro bono cases for the recognition from the judges and it paid off in more cases. They expanded, brought in more lawyers and now the firm was one of the biggest in the city with more than a hundred lawyers and another fifty clerks at various levels of education. When Parker Jr. was sixteen months old, she got pregnant with Blair. She was happy raising their two children and building a home for them all.
Money soon became plentiful and they no longer had to put off buying the home they both wanted. It was a beautiful Tudor style home in the suburbs, with four big bedrooms, lots of space for the kids to play, a kitchen to die for and all the conveniences modern science could provide. They moved in when the kids were still young enough to grow into it. Things were great between them and the family was solid. The only thing wrong was the time Parker had to spend at the firm.
As the firm grew, so did the demands put on Parker Sr. He was working very long hours, spending more and more time away from home. Madison began to fret under the demands of two growing children and an absentee father. She let it go for a long time but finally, one weekend in early fall, when she was watching the kids play in the leaves that covered the yard, she told Parker that they had to talk. Parker was home for a change and he was sitting with her on their screened-in porch, enjoying one of the first warm days of the spring.
"Parker, we have to talk. I have a problem and I need you to help me solve it."
Parker looked at this wife, marveling at the way she continued to move his heart. She was a tall, slim brunette, with wide brown eyes and pale skin. She was tall, almost five feet, seven inches and always dressed to show off her figure. She had worked on her body after the birth of Blair and she still turned heads when she walked into a room. He had been attracted to her the first time he met her and his love for her had only gotten stronger as the years passed. They had been married now for fifteen years, but it seemed like only yesterday that she had agreed to be his wife.
"Any problem you have, I'll do anything necessary to solve it. Just tell me what it is and I'll slay any dragons you need slain to make it better."
His smile was typical. Nothing was ever too serious for him. He felt he could solve anything. Well, she hoped he would feel that way about this one.
"You're spending too much time away from us. I miss you, Jr. and Blair miss you. Sometimes the kids don't even see you during the week. It's only on the weekends that you're home. This has to stop."
Parker listened to this, not surprised by the words. He had been thinking the same thing. It had been almost three weeks since they had made love. Almost three weeks since he was home early enough to be with his kids. Making love to Madison was something he still loved doing and their love making was still passionate and fulfilling. But it had been three weeks!
"You're right. I know it and I've been thinking about it. I think I might just have an idea. Let me work it out with Addison and see what I can do. I miss you. I miss being with you. It's been too long for us."
Madison went to him and put her arms around his neck. She pulled his mouth to hers and kissed him with all the love and desire she had been keeping in check for the past month. She felt the way he responded and she ground herself against him to remind him of what he had been neglecting. She whispered in his ear and he dropped his hands down to her bottom and pulled her tight against his hardening. She squeezed herself to him and dropped one hand between them to cup him. His groan was all the validation she needed. She squeezed once and released him.
"See that you fix the problem soon. I don't want to have to go out and find someone else to fix it."
"It's a promise. Just give me a couple of days."
He watched as Madison rose and went out to call Jr. and Blair for lunch. Hopefully, they would share something more later that night. He smiled to himself, wondering again why he was so fortunate. All the things they had wanted had come true. Their beautiful children, a home that they both loved, good health for all and a marriage made in heaven. There was nothing more he could wish for except a great future for his children.
As promised, Parker rearranged his schedule, taking fewer cases, dropping all pro bono cases, turning over all active but unresolved issues to a few chosen junior lawyers and freed up his evenings and weekends. He was coming home on time every evening and the weekends became time for family affairs and traveling. The family grew together and Madison had what she hoped for: a husband that had time for his loving wife. She reveled in her duty as wife and lover and their sex life improved in all aspects. She was fully satisfied and she blossomed as never before.
The kids grew, did well in school with her help, were into several extra curricular activities requiring her to become a full time chauffeur. Parker Jr. was into sports and did well in football and basketball. He lettered in both and was very popular with the girls. Blair was a cheerleader, loved soccer and tennis and also did well with the boys. It was early in their years as junior high students that Parker and she sat both down and explained the birds and bees to them. It was made clear that the parents expected responsible behavior from both and made it clear the consequences of mistakes in judgment. The lessons seemed to take and both went through high school without problems.
Parker Jr. was the first to graduate and won an academic scholarship to Harvard. He wanted to major in law like his father. Since his father also graduated from Harvard, he had an in and did well his first year. He made friends easily and spent less and less time at home. He was the first of her two babies to grow up and leave the nest. Madison watched him grow and was proud, as was his father. The home fires burned brightly but with less intensity now that Blair was the only one left. Madison knew she would soon be going away but spent her time enjoying her while she could.
Blair was more modest in her desires and wanted to teach history. She finished high school with good grades and also got a scholarship, albeit a partial, to Vanderbilt University. It was the fall of 2000 that she went to school and left home. Madison was now alone and found herself suddenly without anything to do. She had no hobbies, no really close friends, her activities for the most part had always revolved around her two children. With them gone, her days seemed hollow and empty.
One evening when she was sitting with Parker after dinner, she went over, plopped herself down on his lap, put her arms around his neck and said, "Parker, I'm bored. I need something to do with my time. Help me think of something."
Parker put his arms around her, grabbed one breast and gently squeezed. "How about I give you something to do right now? I'll give you plenty of things to think about."
She laughed delightedly, pressed her mouth to his hungrily and, for the next hour, did think of several things to do to and with him. The evening passed in hot passion and she almost forgot her discomfort at being without her children, but not completely. As she was lying naked in his arms later, fully sated with lovemaking, she snuggled her face to his chest and repeated her question.
"I'm serious Parker. I need something to do with my days. Unless you want to stay home with me and we can do this all day. That would make me very happy."
Parker laughed, tried to make himself rise to the occasion, but even with her able assistance found himself done in by the intensity of their earlier passions. In defeat, he promised her that he would try to come up with some ideas and they could then make some plans. He knew she was serious and he was becoming concerned that idleness would not be good for her. They snuggled together and fell asleep in each other's arms.
It was a week later when Madison was in her Doctor's office waiting room that her inspiration struck. She was sitting there, reading an outdated Family Circle when a woman came in with a small girl. She couldn't help but overhear the conversation as they sat down in the seats next to her. The girl must have been about twelve or thirteen years old and she was looking decidedly unhappy. She was arguing with her mother.
"Why do I have to keep coming here mommy? He can't help me anymore. I know I'm going to die."
"You can't say that! There's always hope. You just have to keep trying. Please, Kirin, you have to!" The mother was close to tears and her grief was clearly worn on her sleeve.
The two continued to argue but they moved over to the corner where it was difficult to hear. Madison watched them out of the corner of her eye but couldn't make out the words. It was clear the mother was grief stricken and that the girl was resigned to her fate. The picture was heartbreaking. The two stood there, silent now but for the soft sobs of the mother. As she was about to go to the mother and offer her a shoulder, the receptionist opened the door and called, 'Kirin Conyers?'
The girl walked over to the receptionist and motioned her mother to stay behind. She went in with the nurse and the door closed. The mother then walked over to the seat beside Madison and sat down. She had stopped the tears but she was still emotional. Madison hesitated but then finally spoke to her. She asked if she could help and the mother shook her head no. Madison put her hand on her shoulder and repeated her offer. Finally the woman introduced herself as Madelyn Conyers.
"I'm sorry to be so rude. It's just so hard. My daughter has leukemia and everything we've tried has failed. The doctors have given her less than a year to live. She's made peace with it, but I haven't."
Madison listened and shared her pain but could offer nothing but support. Madelyn spoke of the bone marrow transplant that failed, the chemotherapy that made her daughter so sick and now, the refusal to try any more treatments. She was probably correct that since the drugs couldn't cure her, and only made her sick, it was a waste of what was left of her life.
It was when Madelyn spoke of the wish by her daughter to go to Disneyland before she died that things started to come together. Madelyn said that they were so deep in debt from the medical bills that they couldn't make the trip. She was heartbroken but they had borrowed against everything they owned and had nothing left to use as collateral. Madison was still thinking when the nurse called her to come back. Before she did, she asked Madelyn to write her name and phone number on a slip of paper and leave it for her at the reception desk. Madelyn agreed, thinking that Madison was willing to talk to her some more.
That night over dinner, Madison told Parker of her conversation with Madelyn and the tragedy of her daughter's leukemia. Parker listened, expressed his sympathy but wondered what they could do about it. Madison mentioned the trip and the wish of her dying daughter.
"I want to help. I want to make that little girl's dreams come true. I want to give that trip to her and her mother. That's what I want to do. I want to help kids like her and mothers like hers. The ones who have no hope left, but can still dream. I want to make those dreams come true. I want to start a cause, a foundation, something, to do that."
Parker listened and watched his wife's face light up. He saw the passion, the love and the caring so clearly that he was caught up in her vision before he even knew it. He wanted what she wanted, so much so that he began to think himself. What could he do? How could he give this dream to his own wife? Then, he had it!
"Here's what we'll do. First, you call that mother and you make that trip a reality. We'll pay for it. We can certainly afford it. And I want to do it for you. Call her."
Before Madison could even respond, Parker was on to the next item his busy mind had locked on.
"I'll set up a charitable foundation for you tomorrow. We'll make it a legal entity chartered in the state and listed as a non profit foundation. I'll take care of the paperwork tomorrow first thing and we can have a permit to operate by the end of the week. That will get you started."
"I can't believe this. We can make this happen! We can! Oh, my god! It's going to happen isn't it?"
"It's your dream and I told you, whatever I could do. This is right up my alley and it'll be a snap. You'll have your foundation by the end of the month. Another thing, we have to get some real contributors as soon as possible. And we need to put out the word. I know a few people in the medical field that can help you. They can screen out the real kids from the scams. I'll start tomorrow and you'll be able to start calling people by the end of the week. All you need now is a name and you're in business!"
"Wishes Unlimited. That's the name. That's also my goal for those kids."
"So be it. Wishes Unlimited it is."
That was the beginning. She did arrange the trip for Kirin to go to Disneyland with her mother and younger brother. It was a huge success and she was thrilled at the work that Parker did on her behalf. True to his word, she did have a charter by the end of the week and she had already gotten pledges from four of the wealthiest men in town. She also had a list of companies and contacts to call. She realized right away that she was going to need some help so she called her sister-in-law, Carol. Carol was a volunteer at the local hospital but she had some free time and immediately signed on. Together, they began to build the connections they needed to begin work.
Over the next few years, Wishes Unlimited continued to grow. She and Carol brought new people in, people that shared the vision they had and more and more companies climbed on the bandwagon, seeing the publicity that Wishes generated. Madison began to spend more and more of her time raising funds, meeting with contributors and making contacts in companies that wanted to help. Parker brought in several new contributors and some important men and women in the biggest companies. All were eager to help.



In order to facilitate the increased number of wishes granted, Madison became the Chairwoman of Wishes Unlimited and Carol became the President, both of them having the final say but both of them delegating more and more to the actual workers in the field. This left more time for Madison to make contacts and raise money and promises while Carol worked to find those children they could help the most. Things were moving forward and Wishes Unlimited was now an established foundation.
Strangely, as Madison became more and more involved in Wishes Unlimited, Parker began to work more and more in his firm. What had once brought them together in spirit, now began to move them further apart. It was not immediate and neither noticed the change, since both were working so many hours and were always so tired at the end of the day. They did continue to spend their weekends together, but even those started to become less available. Things were comfortable, however, since both were involved in something they loved.
Things had been status quo for the better part of the past year when Parker introduced Madison to William Bethel, the chief financial officer of Zuc-Cor, Inc., a company with deep pockets and a fleet of planes that they used for corporate travel. Parker suggested that William consider using one of the idle planes to help with transportation and to contribute some of the capital that was Zuc-Cor's strength, but also a tax burden. William agreed and the meeting was set up.
There was an immediate attraction between Madison and William Bethel that caused some consternation for both at first. They were conscious of the attraction but both fought it. It became easier as time went by and they became friends. Madison considered turning the contact over to Carol but then, thinking herself foolish, she decided against that. She could handle this.
William was able to schedule the planes for transportation almost on call since he was the one that scheduled them for the corporate charters. He simply held one plane out at all times so that he could meet the requirements when Madison called. He looked forward to her calls and wanted to please her. So, one plane was always at her beck and call. She began to rely more and more on Bill to meet her demands and to contribute to the wishes that she deemed the most important. In this way, they began to grow closer and closer.
At home, things were stationary. Their evenings became quiet, each thinking about work related things and neither thinking much about the other. There was no intimacy during the week now and rarely on weekends, but neither thought much about it. Things had just become routine and detached. Neither noticed.
It was an early morning call to Bill that brought the first change in the relationship. Madison called Bill to arrange a trip for a sick ten-year-old girl that wanted to see the Grand Canyon. She so wanted to take a trip on the donkeys down into the gorge and Carol had made all arrangements except the plane. She asked Madison to make the call and schedule the flight for the following week. Madison agreed, called Bill and made the request.
"The plane will be available next Monday as you asked. Should be no problem. Can I do anything else for you?" Bill was hoping that there might be a reason for them to get together but he hesitated to mention it.
"That's perfect. No, that about takes care of things here." For reasons that she couldn't even identify, Madison had a sudden inspiration.
"Bill, if you're not busy, could I buy you lunch today? It's OK if you can't."
"I'm free. No problem. Why don't we go to the Hilton? They have a marvelous spread for lunch so we can just have the buffet. That way, time shouldn't be an issue."
"Perfect. I'll meet you there. 12:30 OK?"
They both agreed and Madison hung up, wondering why she had done that. She enjoyed Bill's company and found him attractive, but she believed she had no romantic feelings about him. She shrugged it away as a need to get out and relax with a friend and went back to work. She almost worked past the time for lunch and noticed the time almost too late. She grabbed her phone, called Bill's office and got his secretary who told her he had already left. Madison asked her to call his cell and tell him she was on her way.
When she arrived fifteen minutes late, she was flustered and embarrassed. She saw Bill waiting in the lobby and went to him with a red face.
"I'm so sorry. I got caught up in work and lost track of time. I hope you'll forgive me?"
He was gracious and led her into the restaurant. It was certainly beautiful, open and surrounded by green. It was very busy at this time but Bill had a table reserved. It was a company table as indicated by the plaque on the wall next to the setting. They were seated and began to relax.
The hour went very fast and Madison was sorry when the time was up. She had fun and enjoyed the time with Bill. When he asked if they could do it again, she immediately agreed and they made plans for two days later. Madison left, feeling strangely pleased. She was already looking forward to the next time. Bill escorted her from the restaurant, walked her to her car and, surprising her, leaned down to kiss her cheek before opening her door. She smiled, got in and drove away, watching Bill in the rear view mirror. The funny feeling in the pit of her stomach stayed with her for the rest of the day.
At dinner that evening, Madison was confused. She was thinking about Bill most of the time and was having trouble concentrating on what Parker was saying. She had to ask him to repeat himself several times and finally, he just stopped talking. They ended up saying little to each other for the rest of the night. Madison was still trying to understand the feelings she was having when Parker said he was going to bed. She watched him go up with mixed feelings. She followed hours later, confused still.
The next meeting with Bill came up quickly and she found herself almost giddy with anticipation. This was insane! She should cancel! But no, she didn't want to cancel. She was on time this time and Bill was waiting. They sat at the same table and lunch was a blur of conflicting emotions for her. She was silly, confused, happy, interested, guilty, all emotions colliding with each other constantly. She was in this mood when Bill quietly asked her if she would like to see the guest suite his company kept at the hotel for traveling guests. He suggested it might be used from time to time for some of the parents of her kids. She quickly agreed.
Bill led her to the elevator and they went up to the seventh floor. He led her down the hall to room 715, a placard on the door indicating this room was reserved for Zuc-Cor, Int'l. He opened the door with a key and motioned her inside. She walked past him, looking around at the room. It was big, furnished with a large conference table and a small kitchen. She moved in and looked into the attached rooms. There were two, one a small lounge with soft chairs and a TV and the other was a bedroom with a king bed. She was looking at the bed when Bill came up behind her and put his arms around her. She didn't flinch as it felt perfectly natural for him to do this. She leaned back against him and lay her head on his shoulder. Bill leaned down to kiss her, this time on the mouth.
Without warning, the passion flared and they found themselves clutching each other in a kind of frenzy. Madison could not remember how her blouse got opened and how Bill's hand was cupping her breast, but she didn't seem to care. Bill was kissing her with an intensity that took her breath away. They moved together into the bedroom, Bill hurriedly pulling his clothes off while she did the same. There was only a small nagging thought about what they were going to do before Bill grabbed her and pulled her down on top of him. He was not gentle, taking her hard and fast. He quickly brought her to a climax with his hands, and that made her want even more. He rolled her over onto her back and, as she waited breathlessly, he plunged inside her. She was well lubricated from his hands and she was hot and wet still as he took her. She was very aroused and had little trouble taking his full length. She came quickly, as did he.
Afterward, they lay together, not speaking or thinking much. She knew that later thoughts would come unbidden and she would have to deal with them, but just now, she was once again feeling Bill's arousal. He pushed her onto her back, moving over her and positioning himself between her legs. She looked down to see his length, pointing at the entrance to her lips and closed her eyes in embarrassment. Bill was only the second man ever to see her this way. She was a virgin when she married Parker all those years ago. She quickly blocked that thought and let the feeling of Bill's cock fill her. He was pumping her again, this time more slowly and taking his time. He was able to go longer this time and she finally felt him tense up, ready to climax. For her, there was nothing this time but she encouraged him so he would finish.
As she dressed, she avoided looking in the mirror at her reflection. She brushed her hair by feel and wiped her face with a dry towel. Her makeup would suffice and her clothes were not wrinkled, thank God. She collected her things and walked back into the main room where Bill was already dressed and ready to go. He smiled at her, moved to take her in his arms and kissed her gently. She enjoyed the kiss, wishing that it was all she had done. Bill escorted her out of the room, down the hall to the elevator and down the seven flights to the lobby. They said goodbye and she walked to her car. She drove home rather than going back to Wishes Unlimited. She had things to think about.
At home, she went slowly upstairs to the bedroom where she stripped off all her clothes. She took her panties and bra and threw them down the laundry chute to the downstairs laundry room. She carefully hung up her suit jacket and the matching skirt but placed the blouse in the hamper with some other lacy items that needed special washing. She walked into the bathroom and looked at her naked body in the full length mirror. She saw a tall, well-toned body, a little large in the hips and rather well endowed in the breasts, but overall very nice. She did keep herself in good shape and enjoyed the gym in the house, at least twice a week working out.
When her eyes moved up to the face, she saw something else. She knew she was pretty, even beautiful by some standards. She knew she still turned heads when she went out. She knew what she looked like to others but she was curious to see if the afternoon with her lover would show. In the eyes? How about the worry lines above her eyes? The slight smile that hid a secret? Would any of those show? She knew that face, had looked at it in the mirror for almost forty-eight years. But this time, the face was different. It held secrets.
When she looked directly into her own eyes, she was rocked at what she saw. Guilt! Betrayal! An adulteress! The shock extended to her legs which suddenly buckled under her, sending her staggering back away from that image. She caught herself before she fell and made her way back to the bedroom, tears blinding her, making her reach out in front of her to find the bed. She fell forward and lay there, sobbing uncontrollably.
It was hours later when she pulled herself up and went back to the bathroom to shower. She let the hot water cascade over her as she fought to keep the control that she finally achieved from slipping away again. She knew what she had done, but it was over. She made a mistake and betrayed her marriage vows. But, it didn't have to be the end of the world. She would put it aside and move on. Parker didn't have to know, needed never to know. She could put this behind her. She felt much better when she dried herself off and dressed comfortably in jeans and bulky shirt.
She made it through the evening with Parker, somewhat surprised that he noticed nothing different about her, but thankful nevertheless. They talked about their respective days, Parker relating an interesting case he was working on and she about a new wish that they were planning on fulfilling. Nothing about the people she saw, that was dangerous territory. The evening ended, she went up early and was asleep by the time Parker came up. Before falling to sleep, she thought about the way they avoided each other in bed as they had for some time now. She was sad about that but didn't know how to change it. Maybe they should talk again? But, what about their jobs now? What about . . .
Nothing happened for the next month as Madison worked hard on making several wishes come true for some very special children. She and Carol worked miracles in getting the arrangements made. One child wanted to meet his hero, Michael Jordan. One wanted to go to Hollywood to meet her favorite actress, Lindsey Lohan, while another wanted to go up in a jet fighter. Since time was always an issue with these children, it took every contact and every favor they were owed to pull these off but they did. Three dying children would get their last wish. The trip to Hollywood required a call to William Bethel and Madison agreed to make it herself.
The call was difficult but she made it. When Bill answered, she clamped down on her emotions and asked him in a very businesslike manner about the plane. She explained quickly what it was for and Bill, just as quickly, agreed to provide the transportation at the requested time. They finished their business quickly and then Bill asked her.
"Would you have lunch with me today? Just lunch? We should talk."
Madison was about to say no when she thought about it. They really should talk, if for no other reason than to agree that what happened should never happen again. She steeled herself and agreed to meet him at 12:30 at the Hilton. She hung up before thinking that they should have met somewhere else. But, it made no difference. This was a business meeting and time to resolve an issue. Nothing more.
Maybe she should have known, maybe she should have said she would meet him on neutral ground, maybe she should simply have let it go without trying to talk about it. Maybe a lot of things, but they would have all been lies. She wanted to be with Bill and they ended up in the suite again, but this time they didn't even have lunch first. When she met him in the lobby, he simply took her hand, led her to the elevators and it was much like the first time, except that they took more time with each other and the sex was more like making love. It was wonderful: slow, soft, gentle and sweet.
They spent the afternoon together, talking, holding each other and making love twice. She felt alive and wonderful afterwards. She dressed this time with no hesitation, looking at her reflection in the mirror and seeing a woman, satisfied and happy. She left with the same feeling. As she reflected on her afternoon, she tried to understand her feelings. She knew she was fond of Bill and as a lover, he was fine. Not as good as Parker, of course, but still. Did she love him? Of course not! She loved Parker, and always would. Then, what was she doing? What if he found out? The answer was so frightening that she quickly suppressed those thoughts.
Over the next five months, she met Bill three more times, each time less enjoyable than that second time. They tried, were gentle with each other, worked hard to bring pleasure to each other but things were not the same. She felt no guilt, no regrets, but she also felt little else. She hadn't had a climax the last two times and regardless of how she tired, couldn't get back the feeling she had when they first got together. She couldn't explain what was missing but something had changed. Bill was trying as hard as he knew how to bring her back to that peak they shared before. He was patient, worked to make sure she was wet and ready, asked her what she liked, everything he could think of but he could sense it wasn't the same. He saw her slipping away from him and it cut at him. He knew he was in love with Madison but also knew she didn't feel the same.
At home, Madison had slowly become aware that Parker was different. He was working more hours at the firm now, where before he had brought work home. He sometimes called to say he would be late and for her not to wait up. He used to make plans for them for dinner out at least once or twice a week but recently had not even suggested it. She made plans once for a night out, but he cancelled it. She called Parker Jr. and Blair several times and casually asked them if they had heard from their dad but both said he hadn't been calling as he usually did. They just chalked it up to work demands. She agreed.
Madison planned for Thanksgiving dinner to be at home this year. She had called Parker Jr., Blair, and Carol. All agreed to be there so she planned for nine, including her grandson Billy. Parker wasn't sure he could make it for dinner, but the rest of the family was coming. Parker Sr. said he would be home but expressed very little enthusiasm for the occasion. Madison tried to enlist his help, since he always loved to cook, but this year he simply said something about being too busy: maybe she should just take care of it. Madison was hurt by his attitude but hoped the dinner with his family would make him more pleasant. He loved his grandson and his children. Early in November, Bill called and asked her to meet him again. She thought about it for a week, planning to refuse, but finally decided to keep the meeting. She would have this one last time with Bill and then stop. She no longer felt the same and wanted to get back to her life with Parker. She was going to begin to change their life. Maybe it was time to turn over Wishes Unlimited to Carol and others. Maybe she and Parker should consider retiring and spending more time with each other. They were both healthy, they had plenty of money, and they had no worries about the future. Now would be the time to stop and enjoy each other and the things they had worked so hard to obtain. Her mind made up, Madison went about her work with a lighter step.
She met Bill at the suite, going directly there without the pretense of lunch. Bill opened the door and greeted her with a hug and hard passionate kiss. She let him have his way and just enjoyed his attentions. He slowly undressed her, using his hands and his mouth to bring pleasure to her. She felt him nip at her nipples, something she always loved, felt his hand slide between her legs and begin to work her toward arousal. She did become wet very quickly, probably because she was so relaxed and willing. This was to be her last time and she planned on enjoying it.
She let Bill lead her to the bedroom where she stepped back and stripped, trying to appear wanton and seductive. He watched, his tongue running over his lips as he became aroused and ready. He finally could take no more, grabbed her around the waist and pulled her down on his lap. He was hard and rigid and she used her hand to guide him inside her. She sat on his lap, facing him as she began to move up and down, watching his face as she did. He came quickly and she didn't really mind.
As Bill slowly softened inside her, she stood, moved to the bed and lay back, watching him. He knew what she needed and rolled over beside her. He used his hands and his mouth to bring her to a climax, the only way she could cum. She let the pleasure wash over her and laid back pleasantly satisfied. Bill needed some time to regenerate so they talked together some while both recovered. There was little of them in their talk, more of business and wishes and practical matters. Madison thought about this as she waited for the second round. She let the conversation slow down and watched Bill. He seemed to be nervous and she thought he was aware of her decision. She hadn't said anything but Bill seemed almost desperate. He was handling himself, obviously trying to become aroused as quickly as possible. When she saw this, she smiled to herself and decided to help him along. The sooner he could get hard again, the sooner she could finish this.



Madison reached over and took Bill in her hand. She began to slide her hand up and down his shaft, all the while looking directly into his eyes. It took little time for him to become firm and hard. Once she felt him sufficiently hard, she leaned back, holding her arms up for him to mount her. He did, she guided him inside her and lay back. Bill began to pump into her with long slow strokes that she enjoyed. But within only a few minutes, Bill became more and more aggressive, plunging into her with little grace and more brute force. While she didn't enjoy this as much, it was mildly exciting to feel him lose control. She tried to help him as he grunted and plunged inside her. She felt his body stiffen as his climax took hold. She wrapped her legs tightly around his waist as he came inside her. Then it was over.
She let herself out of the room, carefully closing the door so as not to wake Bill. She walked quickly down the hall to the elevator, pushed the down button and was grateful that the doors opened without much delay. She pushed the button for the lobby and tapped her foot impatiently as the elevator descended the seven floors.
She returned to work, being careful to come in the front as she always did and went into her office. She told her secretary she needed some time and then tried to come to grips with all that was bothering her. That afternoon with Bill had to be the last time. Even though she was very fond of him, it wasn't love. She loved Parker. That was the truth. What she had with Bill was something else. She had been too timid to tell him today but promised to write him a long letter, telling him that it had to be over. She owed him no explanation: he knew this was a temporary thing. He would understand.
She also thought about Parker and their life together. She loved him without question and the thought of losing him was frightening. That thought alone caused her stomach to clench and acid to course up her throat, burning. How could she justify to herself her affair with William Bethel? There was no justification that meant anything, but she had done it anyway. If Parker ever found out, he would be devastated. That she could do this to him was almost enough to break her will. She fought the overwhelming fear and guilt that crashed over her with determination and promises to change. It was almost a losing battle and the grief threatened to destroy her but she came through it without breaking.
Once she got hold of herself again and dragged her mind back to the present and the reality that was her life, her next thought was that somehow she had to break through the malaise that was strangling their marriage. That distance that was growing between her and Parker. That she could be the cause of it never entered her mind. In order to protect her from the guilt of her affair, her mind had built a wall between Madison and the reality of her situation. That wall cut her off from the truth but she didn't recognize it yet. It would come home to stay sooner that she realized.
Thanksgiving was only a week away when Parker told her that he had some last minute business to take care of and he would be gone most of the week. When she complained, he simply told her that he had to take care of it now so he could spend Thanksgiving at home with family. She wanted to argue but he simply turned away and ignored her. His attitude hurt, but she let it go since he had promised to be there for the holiday. She continued to work on the dinner plans and carry on her duties at Wishes. Again, Parker's attitude did not register on her conscious mind as a problem. Nothing was going to spoil her dinner and her life was back on track. She was convinced of that.
Carol came over early with George, who immediately retired to the den to turn on the TV. Football was to be the salvation of his day. Carol helped with the preparations and together they got the table set, everything in the oven and on the stove, condiments placed, sides readied and the turkey right on schedule. As things started to come together, Evelyn and little Billy came in, followed by Blair and Peter, her husband. The last one to arrive was Parker Sr. who had gone into the office earlier that morning. Evelyn said that Jr. would be along as soon as he could get off duty. He wanted to be there by dinner for sure.
Madison followed Parker upstairs as he began to change clothes. She wanted a word with him before they went down to the family.
"Parker, what's wrong? You've been withdrawn and acting strange now for a couple of weeks. Is it something at work? Is something wrong?"
Parker continued to dress in his casual clothes, carefully hanging up his suit jacket and slacks. He didn't answer for the longest time and Madison was about to repeat the question when he turned, looked at her with the coldest look and answered.
"There are problems, yes. I'm just not ready to discuss them with you yet. Maybe later after the children leave."
He turned back and continued to dress. Madison looked at his back, taking note of the coldness in his voice and felt a small stab of fear in her breast. She wanted to force him to talk to her but knew that this wasn't the time. Instead, she rose without another word and walked back down to the kitchen. But for the first time, a question rose unbidden from a crack in the wall that shielded her from the truth. Could he know? But, as quick as it appeared, it receded into the background and her calm returned. No, of course not. He didn't know! That would be too terrible to consider.
The dinner was a success and everyone enjoyed the closeness. It was rare that they were all together this way. Parker Jr. had arrived just in time for dinner and was even now finishing off a second piece of pumpkin pie. He and his dad were talking together and occasionally a laugh would spill out, making Madison smile. It was good to see them together. She was relaxed and pleased at the way things had turned out. She began the big job of putting things away with help from Carol, Blair and Evelyn. They made short work of it, making take-home plates for each of them. Parker and she wouldn't need that much for just the two of them. She was glad to see most of it gone to good homes.
It was well into the evening after Carol and George, and Blair and Peter had gone. She was sitting with Evelyn in the kitchen drinking a cup of coffee while Parker and Jr. had gone into the den for some private talk. That wasn't unusual for the two of them. Billy was sound asleep on the couch in the living room while Madison was listening to Evelyn talk about his latest exploits. They were laughing about something when Jr. came into the kitchen. He stopped, looked at both of them without smiling, and then spoke to Evelyn.
"Get Billy up and ready to go. I want to leave as soon as possible." He turned without a word of explanation and returned to the den where Parker was standing. They walked in together and the door shut again.
"What in the world's gotten into him? They must be fighting about something for him to act like that. I guess I better get Billy ready to go. He'll be impossible until I do. Can you take the food out to the car while I get him ready?"
"Of course. I'd like to know what's going on but I guess we'd do better talking to them alone. You go ahead. I'll get the stuff out to the car."
It was only ten minutes before they were gone and the doors were closed for the night. Madison brought a cup of coffee into the den where Parker was still sitting and sat down in front of her husband.
"OK. Now are you going to tell me what happened? The two of you have a fight or something?" I've never seen Jr. like that, so upset and angry."
Parker looked at Madison for a few seconds before he replied to her question. "He was angry with someone that caused me a great deal of pain. He wanted to do something about it but I made him promise to keep it quiet for a while. That's all."
"Who caused you pain? Was it someone at work? Did one of your clients do something to hurt you?"
"No one at work. Someone here at home. Can you think of who that someone could be? Someone I love so much that her betrayal hurt me more than I could ever have imagined? Caused me pain unlike anything I have ever felt before? Betrayed everything I ever believed in?"
Madison heard the words but she was unable to respond to them. The roaring in her ears was so loud she couldn't think. She wrapped her arms around her chest, trying to fight off the sudden chill that stabbed through her. Her heart was pounding but was unable to keep the blood from draining from her face, leaving her dizzy and unable to focus her eyes on Parker. She tried to speak but her throat was closed tight, making it difficult to breathe. She had to go to him, to make him take those words back, but when she tried to stand, her legs failed her and she fell sideways onto the side table, hitting her head. That was the last she remembered.
She woke four days later in the hospital. The first person she saw was Carol, sitting beside her bed holding her hand. When her eyes opened, Carol jumped up and went into the hall, yelling for a nurse. All Madison knew was that her head hurt and she felt stiff and sore all over. She couldn't remember how she got here or what had happened. She was confused and very tired. She was drifting back to sleep when the nurse came in and poked at her, making her frown and mumble in irritation. The nurse seemed satisfied, did some things to her that she didn't understand but finally, left her alone. She went back to sleep.
As her eyes opened sometime later, she saw only a dim light coming from the hallway outside the room. She knew it must be the middle of the night because there was no sound coming from the hall. She felt better, her head had stopped splitting and the aches were less than she remembered, but she was so very thirsty. She looked around but couldn't see anything. She moved her hands, preparatory to sitting up when she hit the call button. She pushed it first, hoping a nurse would come and find the water for her. She couldn't even talk. She was so dry. A nurse came almost immediately. She turned on a small light behind her bed and spoke to her. She was able to communicate her desire for water and the nurse poured a glass from a decanter beside her bed. She sipped blessedly cool water through a straw and felt much better. The nurse took her vital signs and told her to rest. She then turned out the light and left.
Madison was beginning to function again and she felt wide awake and not ready to sleep. She lay there, trying to remember how she got here. She remembered Carol when she woke, but Carol didn't say anything. But, before Carol, where was she? Was she at work? Did she fall or something? Maybe she hit her head. That was a possibility since it was hurting so badly. She reached up to feel the bandage she expected and found one. It was just a little one, so a head injury was probably not the reason. She was pleased that this was the case. She should be able to remember.
Slowly, as she relaxed and let her mind drift, she began to see images of a dinner. It was a dinner with family: then she remembered. It was Thanksgiving and all of her children had come home. Carol and her brother George were there as well. They had a wonderful dinner, and everyone had enjoyed it. She remembered Junior leaving last but not much after that. She and Parker had coffee together in the den after everyone left and they talked about, . . .! It was like a sudden jolt of electricity that went through her. She remembered! Parker knew! He found out about her affair with William! Oh, God, he knew!
As she remembered, and the pain of her betrayal and Parker's knowledge of it stabbed through her again, she began to moan and twist in her bed. The memory of it was so intense. What had happened after he told her? She couldn't remember any more. Just the sudden pain and then . . . nothing! As she flailed about, the nurse came running in, snapping on the light and trying to hold her down. She was fighting her, trying to stop the pain in her heart and the pain in her mind that threatened to split her apart. She felt a sharp prick and then, nothing.
She was floating, wondering if she had died and this was the afterlife. She felt nothing. Her body was disconnected and she was watching those around her. There was Carol, sitting beside her bed, Blair beside her. Evelyn was also there. They looked so worried. She was fine! She felt no pain, but she did wonder why she couldn't move. She looked at her arms and legs, and found no shackles. She did try to move one hand and found it did respond. That was something. She drifted back into her body. She tried the other hand and it also responded. So, she could move. She tried to speak and words did come out.
"What happened?"
The response from the others was immediate. Carol leaned over and said, "Thank God, you're back. You're going to be OK now. You had a heart attack and were recovering but then you went into a convulsive fit and they had to restrain you. You're OK now, just a lot of meds making you feel so slow."
She looked up into the face of Carol, sitting there with so much concern. She was holding her hand and Madison knew she had to tell them the truth. "I know now what happened. I remember now. I was talking to Parker and he told me that he knew. Somehow he knew and he told me he did. That's all I remember before waking up here in the hospital."
Carol was looking at her strangely and without understanding. She looked to Evelyn and Blair but both shook their heads, indicating that they knew nothing. Carol turned back and asked the question they all were wondering about.
"He knew what? What did he know? He's not said anything to any of us. The only one who might know is Junior but he won't tell Evelyn anything. He just keeps saying it's all your fault. We don't know what he's talking about."
Madison tried to stop the tears from coming but it was hopeless. She was more in control now that she remembered it all. The heart attack must have happened just as he told her. Maybe that's why she had the attack. Trying to kill herself first? Possible.
"I had an affair. An affair with Bill Bethel. Somehow Parker found out and he told me when Junior and Evelyn left Thanksgiving evening. He found out!"
The shock on their faces was almost comical. Shock, despair and disbelief. Carol was the only one that had an inkling that something like this was possible. Evelyn and Blair had no idea and were finding it hard to believe. Blair looked at Evelyn and nodded, beginning to see.
"That's why dad hasn't been in to see you! He checks every day with the nurse's station to see about your status but he won't come into the room. He wouldn't say why. Now I guess I understand."
Parker hadn't been in to see her at all? That was more than she could take. She turned her head away from the three and let herself go. She cried herself to sleep. She knew then that it was over. Parker would never forgive her. She knew that and she did it anyway. Why? That was the question she couldn't answer. Why?
The doctor's told her the next day that she could be released in a day or two, once all the tests were complete and her diagnosis was confirmed. They told her the attack was mild and the blockage was open so she should have no complications. She was cooperative and did whatever they asked of her, but she had no real reason to want to leave since she had no idea of where she would go. Home was probably not the best idea. No one but Carol had been back to see her so she had no idea of what Parker was thinking. She was sitting in one of the chairs in her room the day she was due to be discharged when Parker came in. She was surprised to see him and stood as fast as she was able. Somehow she felt she needed to be standing.
"Parker! I'm glad you came. I have so much to say to you and I don't know how to begin. I just want. . . . "
"Please, Madison, sit down. I need to say some things and then I'll go. Please, sit."
Madison sat, not knowing what else to do. It was clear Parker was in control. He wasn't going to let her speak, probably because Parker, as an attorney, understood the uselessness of excuses and pleading. He stood while she moved back to the bed and pulled herself up and onto it. He was dressed in a dark pinstriped suit with a starched white shirt and a dark blue tie. Because he worked out frequently, his stomach was still flat and his stance ramrod straight. His shoes were shined to a gleam as usual. He was impressive as he stood there with his clear blue eyes magnified by the wire rim glasses he wore. His hair was pure white and combed back over both ears. His face was still handsome: sharp chin, aquiline nose, and clear tanned skin. He was an impressive man, standing six foot two inches, and she had always been so proud to be beside him whenever they went out.
"You're to be released today. I'll have a car at your disposal until you're able to drive yourself again. You can have the house. I've moved into the club until I make other arrangements. I've left all the accounts active and nothing will change."
"Can't you stay at home? I'll move into the guest room so you can have the bedroom. We can talk about everything. Please, Parker, let me try to explain to you what I did. I know you can forgive me if you only try. I'm so sorry that I did it."
"No, I can't forgive you. We've been married twenty-six years and you know me better than anyone on this earth. Why would you think I would accept what you did? Why would you ever think that? Please tell me that. Why would you think I could live with this?"
"Because it meant nothing! I was stupid and I made a mistake. That's all it was; a mistake. It'll never happen again and I can make it up to you. We owe it to our children to try to make it work. Please Parker, please!"
"I'm sorry. I can't. I understand you told Blair and Evelyn, but I never intended to tell them. I told Junior only because he had to know for financial reasons. He promised not to tell Evelyn. I don't know about George. I called him when you had your heart attack, but I didn't tell him anything."
"They had to know what I did. I had to tell them. God, Parker, I'm so ashamed of myself. I'm so sorry I hurt you."
"Yes, I believe you are. But, as I was saying. I'll file for divorce next week. I'll have my firm handle my end and I've asked Harold Palance from Palance and Palance to handle your end. I want everything to be fair."
That was it. Madison broke down in tears and couldn't stop. She cried again and held her head in her hands as Parker looked on. If he had any feelings of compassion, it wasn't obvious as he simply let her cry. He waited until she was done before continuing.
"I want you to know that I'm doing this for several reasons. First, you betrayed our vows and broke our contract with each other. Second, you did it without any attempt to give me a chance to correct any wrongs that you perceived in our marriage. Finally, on a more personal note, you humiliated me in front of several of my junior lawyers and some of my friends. You were seen at the Hilton the first time you met William Bethel."
I was shocked at this revelation. I never even thought about what other people saw or thought. I was blind to everything. I was stupid, blind and thoughtless. No wonder he found out. How could he not?
"I found out by accident. I was in the restroom at the firm when I overheard two of the young men talking about you. They thought it was amusing that the big guy's wife was cheating on him in public. They didn't know I was listening. When they left, I called one of our investigators and had him follow you. It was several weeks before the next time but he was there. I have it all."



"What did you see? Did you see me with William, in the room? Oh God, please tell me you didn't see me in there with him. Please tell me!"
I was in despair. If he saw me, I would die. I would be so ashamed that I would slit my wrists. I couldn't live with him seeing me that way. Somehow if he didn't see me, it was better. At least I could live with that.
"No, I don't have video and I'm glad I didn't have to see that. What I know you did was bad enough. To actually see it would be more than I could stand."
"Thank God. Just know that what you imagine is probably much worse than the reality. But that's better. You can believe what you wish, as I know you will. But the truth is much less terrible than you imagine. Please believe that."
"It makes no difference. It's enough to know that you did it. I'll have to live with that pain for a long, long time."
"Then why can't we try to work this out? We can share the pain. I'll take the pain from you and try to make it less. I'll try to make you forget it and we can go forward with our lives. Please, can't we try?"
"No, I can't. You've hurt me more than you realize and to be around you would just remind me every day. I can't stand that pain anymore. I have to get away from you and try to learn to live with it. Please, understand what you've done to me. If you care, let me go."
It was over. She knew it then for the first time. It was really over. She nodded at his words and let him leave. He left instructions for the car and the lawyers on her table and left. She was truly alone now. Only Carol and George remained. Junior and Evelyn, Blair and Peter had stopped visiting once they found out what she did. Carol came every day and George was there in the evenings after work. They were her family now.
She went back home alone. The house was the same but she found all of his clothes gone, his personal items from the bathroom gone, the den empty of his books, his journals, his desk files, all gone. She walked around the house, touching things that he had given her, things they had obtained on trips, mementos of their special occasions, all of the pictures with them together, (none of which he had wanted), all signs of their life together. He had taken himself out of the house and left her with nothing but a shell. Nothing but memories of the love and the life they shared. The silence was overwhelming, enough to crush her with its absence of sounds of love and laughter. She walked from room to room, looking, touching, remembering, until she could remember no more. She went upstairs to the bedroom, looked at the bed they had shared for more than twenty years and lay down.
Days and weeks went by with little impact on her. She went to meetings with the lawyers, talked to Carol about Wishes, listened to plans and simply agreed with anything Carol suggested to her. She never went in any more, just stayed home. When she called Blair, she got her voice mail. She tried Evelyn who listened but didn't say much, and finally asked her not to call again. Parker Jr. wouldn't even speak to her. Her life was composed of sleeping, eating when the need drove her to it, listening to lawyers and Carol and agreeing to whatever was put in front of her. That was her life.
She vaguely wondered one day whatever happened to Bill. While she had no desire to see him or talk to him again, she was mildly curious. Enough so to ask Carol one day when she called. Carol was surprised that she didn't know that Bill's contract had been terminated and he was asked to leave the company. No explanation was given but Bill seemed to understand and resigned. He left the area and no one knew where he had gone. There was a new guy in charge and he was less cooperative than Bill. But, then, things were different now, weren't they.
Parker somehow convinced a judge to expedite the divorce with only a thirty day waiting period and the final divorce papers were delivered one afternoon when Madison was just getting ready for a long nap. She had gotten up late, decided not to bother dressing and was still in her nightgown and robe when the door bell rang. She answered it with little interest to find a young man with an envelope standing there. She took the envelope, and thought about a tip but just closed the door instead. She took the envelope back to the kitchen, debated on whether to go upstairs for her nap or open it. Curiosity was just a little stronger than her apathy so she sat down and opened the envelope.
She read the final decree. Parker had been true to his word. She had the house, the car, a monthly alimony that was more than enough to let her live without working, access to all accounts but with limits, all of the physical possessions in the house. All of the physical things that they built together, but without the love that she and Parker shared for twenty-six years. There was nothing of that in these papers. Of course not! She had thrown that away with her actions, so why would she look for it now? It would be final before New Year's Day.
The divorce papers, making it all so final, did somehow raise Madison from the doldrums she had been living in. It was as if the papers said, 'It's finally over. No more uncertainty and hoping. Get on with it!' And she did. Christmas was past and things were beginning to come alive after the holiday so she went back to Wishes Unlimited, started to throw herself into her work, trying to find some pleasure in helping others. She badgered corporate leaders into giving more and more and the work went on: wishes were granted; kids were given some happiness in their worst times; families were given some joy in their children's happiness; and she became more and more of a force in the community. Her foundation became a symbol of hope to those whose hope had been destroyed or badly shaken, her name became synonymous with possibilities and she was busier that ever in her life.
She celebrated the new year with Carol and George. Her family didn't invite her to their New Year's Eve party but she didn't expect it. Carol and George took her out to a club where they enjoyed a late dinner, some drinks, a lot of loud music and dancing and then a countdown to the New Year. It was 2006 and it was going to be a good year. Or so they said. She was asked to dance by several men there but she declined. Men held no interest for her now. They were not Parker. She did dance with George and enjoyed it. She and Carol got just a little tipsy which was fine since George didn't drink. He was the designated driver and let them have their fun. But even with the drinks, the company, the music and the laughter, Madison ended the evening as she began: alone and lonely.
The new year was little different for her than the year before, except that she didn't have to go through the divorce again. That part of her life was over. She got on with her life. She sold the house: too big for just her. She bought a condo in the city near Wishes and she bought a small sports car. The Lincoln Parker bought her for their twenty-sixth anniversary was too big and she had places to go so she wanted something with a little more zip. She spent little money on clothes since she never went out and she had all the business suits she needed. She certainly had far more money than she needed, thanks to Parker and his generosity. She had it all, a condo, a sports car, money in the bank and a job that was gratifying. She had it all. Then why was she so alone?
There were several wishes that Carol wanted to turn down since they would involve far more resources than they were used to providing, but Madison agreed to take them on. One in particular was a trip for a family of four: the daughter who was thirteen diagnosed with an inoperable brain tumor wanted to go to Russia and see the Kremlin and Red Square. She wanted to see one of the parades they showed on TV. It was bizarre and Carol thought it would be dangerous but Madison took it on personally.
It took her three months, time which the little girl couldn't really spare but she got it all set up. When she went to the family and told them, they wanted to forget it but the girl still wanted to go. The doctors said she could do it and it would pose no danger. They expected her to live only a few more months. The parents finally agreed and the trip was put in motion. It was a huge success, followed by photographers from the US and Russia and the girl was invited to sit on the balcony to watch a parade scheduled just in her honor. It was glorious and the girl was thrilled. She went everywhere she could, saw everything she could and the Russian people were kind to her. She looked as if she would live forever when the trip was concluded, but by the time they got back to the states, the girl was feverish and went in to a coma shortly after. She died two weeks later, but her family said that she died happy. That was all they knew and cared about. She died happy, thanks to Madison and her dedication.
The success of the trip and the words of praise from the family made headlines. Madison avoided the cameras as much as possible and let Carol and some of the staff take the credit and the publicity. She was happy in the background. She wanted no praise and no credit. She did what she did for herself, to keep herself busy and not dwelling on her personal life. She wanted to stay busy and did so while the others took the credit. She noticed her picture in the paper one afternoon and noted that she looked pale and tired. She made a vow to avoid any more pictures.
The summer passed with hard work and long hours filling her life. She was busy and that's what she wanted. She spent her days at Wishes, and her nights alone at the condo. That was her life and she was content with it. She wanted nothing more. When Carol invited her over for dinner with other guests, she understood that it was a fix-up party and she refused. When she was coupled with another, sometimes a man, she was polite but cool, friendly but aloof. She wanted nothing to do with any man or woman, for that matter. She had made peace with herself and there was room for no one else.
The fall came with a reminder that it had been almost a year since she ruined her life, but the year had not been all bad. There were memories of wishes fulfilled, children and their families given a little joy in the midst of their grief. Some were better for it and had been able to say goodbye more easily. For that she was grateful and it made her lonely life just a little better. She received many letters and cards from those whose lives she had touched and she treasured them above all else. Her biological children had turned cold toward her but she had her other children, those she had helped, and they were kinder. She knew many by name and remembered them all.
Thanksgiving was spent with Carol and George. Carol's family came and Madison spent some time with them but left early in the afternoon, once dinner was over and everyone retired to the family room for football and talks. She was an outsider and felt it keenly when family matters came up. No one wanted to remind her of the last Thanksgiving and they were being very careful but Madison felt the tension and decided to end it by leaving. She was graceful and made it seem that she had things to do but all she really wanted was to be by herself. She drove home, thinking about her life and what the future held. She knew what she was doing was not going to take her much further. She was just treading water. Work, sleep, work and do it all over again, day after day after day. Something had to change.
As November came to a close and December blew in on a cold wind and a colder snow, she began to consider an ending to it all. She was doing nothing but surviving. There was no one in her life and she wanted no one else. She had committed to one man, the only man she had ever loved or wanted. But, by her own actions, she had driven him away. She knew many men, men who would be happy to become her friend and her lover. There were several who were divorced, or widowed, or just single for other reasons who wanted to be with her and give her male companionship of any kind. She knew them all and rejected them as one. She wanted no one else. That was a choice she made and was satisfied with. No one else could take his place.
Her children had made their choice. They chose their father and in their lives, there wasn't room for her. They were cold to her and made it clear they would prefer if she stayed away. Parker Jr. had rejected her out of hand. He wouldn't even speak to her. She did talk to Evelyn but only when Jr. was gone. She knew Blair and Junior loved her. They said as much, but they didn't like her or what she did. So, they turned their backs on her. She didn't blame them but she did resent it. And that resentment made her sad.
She decided one night as the wind blew cold and the snow piled up against her window that she would take her own life. It was a choice and one she decided was the only way out for her. She could continue to live this life, helping others and giving her time to them, but others could do that. She started something that now had a life of its own and would go on regardless of her. She even went to church, the one where she and Parker were married, and asked God for his help and direction, but he was also silent. If he did speak, his answer was obviously, 'No'.
She decided to end it on Christmas eve. It seemed so perfect, so appropriate. Everyone she knew would be with their family and loved ones. They wouldn't miss her at all. No one would care where she was until days later at the soonest. There would be no one to mourn her, no family to grieve for her. She would do them all a favor and remove herself from their lives. It would be best for everyone.
She was strangely at peace once that decision was made. She had a prescription for a strong sleeping pill that her doctor had given her. She had taken one and it made her so tired that she stopped taking them. She read the directions and found that an overdose could be fatal, so she saved the pills and got a refill. She then had more than enough to end her life. She put the pills back until it was time.
At Wishes Unlimited, she worked as usual, giving Carol no clue of what she intended. She made plans for the next year, worked on budgets and fund raisers and plans for talks to groups that could help them. She also took on a few of the easier wishes just to remind herself of why she did this. It helped to see some happiness in the faces of the kids that knew this was to be their last Christmas. She felt a strong kinship with them. This was to be her last Christmas as well. Death would claim them as well as her. She felt a little guiltly, knowing they would choose differently if they could. She could choose differently but wouldn't.
Three weeks before Christmas a wish that was to be fulfilled right after the first of the year was rescheduled, based on doctor's recommendation. It had to be done as soon a possible, or it was likely it would never happen. Carol called Madison in for a meeting.
"Maddi, you know my family is coming in tomorrow to stay for the Christmas holidays? I haven't seen them for almost a year and I want to take as much time as I can to be with them. Well, the trip for the Alison family was scheduled for the first week in January, but because of her recent health problems, the doctors want to move it up."
"How much up? Stop beating around the bush and just come out with it." Madison was laughing inwardly. She knew what Carol wanted to ask her, and since it was no problem for Madison, she would agree to spare Carol and agree to do the trip. She was glad to do it for her. One last good deed to those she loved.
"Right away if we can. Can you do it for me? Please? I hate to ask but I really need this time with my grandkids."
"Of course I'll do it. You know that. And anyway, I have no plans to break. Give me the file."
"God bless you. I'll make it up to you, you'll see. Do you have any plans for the holidays that you have to change?"
"No, no plans. My children don't want me around, and I have no one else in my life except this place and you. And George, of course."
"I wish I could make it better for you. I hate seeing you this way."
"Well, I sort of did that to myself, didn't I? I was stupid and thoughtless. I had it all, a great husband that I loved, two wonderful children that loved me and a life that any woman would die for. But it wasn't enough. I threw it all away for nothing."
"I never understood why you did it. You never told me. Or anything about that time."
"I was ashamed of it. I let my life at home with Parker slip without giving it the time and attention it needed. We were both too occupied outside our life together to see what was happening. I was feeling alone and neglected; unloved. But instead of talking to my husband as I should, I was distracted by a charming and thoughtful man who convinced me that I was still attractive and desirable. I started to spend time with him and I let him seduce me and I went willingly."
"But Bill was a handsome and charming man. Who could blame you for being seduced by someone like him? Hell, it's a good thing you were dealing with him. I might have been tempted."
"Thanks for trying to make it easier, but that's not true and we both know it. It was fun, the first couple of times, but honestly, it was just the excitement and the danger. It was never about love or passion or anything but what it was. A stupid sexual affair. At the end I was just going through the motions, trying to find the energy to stop it. It meant nothing and I knew it. As a matter of fact, it only pointed out what was wrong with my marriage. I had made up my mind to fix things when Parker told me it was over."
"I remember that time. We almost lost you to depression. I worried about you, but then you came out of it."
"The divorce being final was the wake up call." Madison sat there thinking back about it all. She was done crying, since that never helped. She considered the request from Carol to take the Alison family to San Francisco and a little bit of anger flared up inside.
"You know what? We grant so many wishes to these families and we get so much pleasure out of it. But just once, just one time, I wish someone would grant me one of my wishes. Just one."
"What would you wish for if it could be granted? What would be your wish?"
With a sob that tore at Carol's heart, Madison said, "That Parker and my children would forgive me. Just forgive me."
She stood up and walked quickly out of the room, leaving Carol sitting there watching her go. The pain was still there, regardless of how well Madison tried to hide it. She wished that there were some way to help her friend. Maybe there was something. . . .
Two weeks before Christmas, Madison was sitting in the almost empty offices of Wishes Unlimited, reviewing the file on the Alison family. They were leaving the next day. Their wish was to see the city of San Francisco and to visit the hill top stores, the bay area with its houseboats and the city proper. The girl, Lena, had terminal cancer. This was her wish and her family wanted desperately to give it to her. As with most families in this situation, money was tight due to excessive medical bills. They couldn't afford to do it so Wishes Unlimited had agreed to provide Lena and her family with Lena's wish.
Madison met the family, two girls, Lena eleven and Melissa twelve, the mother and father, both young and desperate. They were losing one of their girls and the pain was clear on their faces. But, they were strong for Lena. Madison saw the grief on their faces and knew she was blessed to be able to help people like this. She felt guilt for only a second before remembering the foundation she had created would go on without her. She wouldn't be missed. There was more than enough grief to go around.



The flight was smooth, and on time. It was a chartered flight with just the family. The plane was donated by a movie star and he was also the pilot. Madison had met him, thanked him for his generosity and wrangled a promise of at least two more trips in the coming year. She was very good at what she did. There was a limousine waiting at the airport for them and she loaded the family inside. The trip to the hotel was short but made more exciting by the interior of the limo. No one in that family had even been inside one before and it added to the trip.
Once checked into the hotel, Madison made some calls and within an hour had three tours set up. She went on the first with the family and then went back to the hotel until later when she met them for dinner. Lena was tired but happy and she couldn't stop talking about the things she had done and seen that day. She was excited about tomorrow and doubted she would sleep that night. She looked pale and tired but she was not daunted. Madison had a difficult time holding back her tears as she watched the family rally around one of their own that was wounded. It tore her heart to see this much love. She excused herself to spare the others her tears. Their strength demanded hers.
Back in her room on the last evening, she got a map to check a location for a special request. She found what she was looking for, made a call to confirm that the place would be open when they went and made her plans. To be safe, she called Melissa's mother and told her of her daughter's request, getting the mother's permission. This was a special request, not for Lena but for her sister, Melissa. Madison had promised. She sat back, considered taking a shower but instead, put on a dark sweater and waited until it was time. At 10:00 on the dot, she rose, went down the hall to Melissa's room and knocked. Melissa answered almost immediately and motioned her in, looking up and down the hall. She smiled inwardly but did as she asked. She shut the door.
"Is it time? Can we go now? I'm ready." Melissa was excited and her face glowed.
"It's time. We'll go down to the lobby and take a taxi. Get your coat. It's very cold outside."
Melissa grabbed a red coat with a hood trimmed in white fur, and a pair of red gloves and shiny black boots. She put them on and Madison thought that she looked for all the world like a Christmas elf, ready to help load Santa's sleigh. They slipped out the door, down the hall and then down the stairs. At this time of night, there was nobody moving but them. They went out the back way, around to the corner where Madison signaled a taxi. Madison gave the cabby the address and they were whisked quickly to the church where they got out.
Melissa stopped in front of the church and just stared up at the high bell tower and the cross, sitting on top. To Madison, the church appeared to be nothing special, just one of the many churches in San Francisco. It was beautiful, she had to agree but she couldn't understand Melissa's obsession with it. She watched the girl without comment and waited until she had finished her fascination with the cross. When Melissa went up the steps to the doors, Madison followed.
Inside, Melissa went to the fount in the entrance, dipped her fingers in the holy water, touched her brow, and then went in. There were several people there, just sitting quietly, gazing at the altar where the face of Christ on the cross gazed down on them. Melissa went down to the very front, knelt, made the sign of the cross and then came back toward the middle rows. She slid in and knelt forward on the kneeling rail. Madison, not a Catholic, and not even very religious, watched. She was touched at the dedication of the twelve-year-old, and was glad she brought her. It was something she could do to make her trip here special.
Melissa's family was staying at the hotel until tomorrow, when they would all head back to Philadelphia and home. Melissa had stayed mainly in the background during the days before and said little. This wasn't her trip and she let her sister have the pleasure and didn't complain once. It was by accident that Madison found out her desire to see this church. They were talking together one afternoon while Lena was enjoying the view of the bay from one of the hillside shops. Melissa mentioned the church and asked Madison if she knew where it was. Madison told her and Melissa said she would like to go. Madison promised she would make sure that Melissa saw it, and now they were here. Melissa wanted to keep it from Lena and her family for her own reasons. Madison accepted that without question. Wishes Unlimited often helped other family members to cope with the looming death of a loved one in their own way. This was Melissa's way and Madison would honor it.
She stood in the entrance, watching Melissa pray. She had no idea of what it was she was praying for, but imagined it had to do with her ill sister. Melissa seemed the type to do what she could for others. She was a sweet girl and Madison was happy to have been able to help her. As she watched, thinking of her own sad life, she wondered once again, why she had destroyed her marriage but once again, she had no answer. The thought of what she lost caused her eyes to glisten with tears as the sadness threatened to overwhelm her again as it did so often now. She tried to pull herself back to the young girl she was here for and sighed, trying to concentrate on Melissa, but the sadness came anyway and she surrendered to it. It was almost a friend now and she welcomed it as one of the few emotions that she still felt. Otherwise, she was numb inside. But that would all come to an end Christmas Eve.
As she focused again on the young girl kneeling, Madison could swear that there was a soft glow about Melissa. It seemed to come from within her and illuminated her head and shoulders as she knelt there in prayer. Madison blinked, wiped her eyes and looked again. The glow was still there. As she tried to make sense of what she was seeing, she felt a calm wash over her. Instead of wondering, she felt a sense of wonder. Her pain disappeared and her loneliness seemed not to be so bad. Suddenly, she was content and a warmth flowed into her. She moved back, once again wiped her eyes and looked for the young girl and that magical glow. Instead, she saw Melissa standing and moving down the aisle, coming back to where she was standing. Shaken, Madison watched her come up the aisle. There was nothing unusual now and Melissa seemed calm.
"Thank you for bringing me here tonight. I can't tell you how much it means to me."
Melissa took her hand and raised it to her lips, looking into her eyes. It was a sweet gesture and Madison forgot all about what she thought she had seen and hugged the little girl to her.
"I'm glad I could bring you. Did you do what you wanted to do? We have time if there's more you want to do. I don't mind."
"No, I'm done. We can go now. And thank you again."
As they moved out of the church and down the steps, Melissa turned to Madison and said, "Everything will be better for you now. You won't be sad anymore."
She turned away and walked down to the curb, waiting for the taxi to take them back. Madison was stunned and wanted to ask the girl what she meant but when she got there, a cab was just coming around the corner so Madison flagged it down. They got in and headed back to the hotel. It was a short trip and Madison respected Melissa's need for quiet and said nothing.
Madison led Melissa back upstairs and saw her to her room without asking her what she meant. It was probably just Melissa's way of saying that they could go home and Madison could get back to her family. She didn't know Madison's plight so she just assumed she would be with her own family, so rather than go into it, Madison let it go and just forgot about it.
The flight home the next day was uneventful and the family was tired but happy. Lena looked better but it was probably just adrenalin. Madison hoped she could enjoy Christmas and maybe even New Years, but it wasn't certain. She saw them off, said a private goodbye to Melissa and then caught a cab home. She got back to her condo just after midnight, a week before Christmas.
Her condo wasn't decorated since she had no particular interest in Christmas anymore. Carol had called and left a message, asking her to join them for Christmas eve dinner but she didn't call back. Carol was with her family and she should enjoy them. She saw a call from Evelyn and listened to the message. Evelyn wished her a merry Christmas and hoped she was OK. Call if she needed anything. Sure. Call if she needed anything. Was she being sarcastic? Or just cruel? Madison erased the message and fixed herself some hot tea. She needed to sleep. That's what she needed. Damn jet lag.
She went to bed early, not really caring that Christmas was only a few days away. She had sent a present to little Billy in care of his mother. She assumed Junior was not cruel enough to deprive his own son of a new pair of sneakers just because he hated his mother. If he did, he should be ashamed. She hadn't done anything to her grandson. He was too little to understand what she had done. He was just a kid.
The week before Christmas was a week off for Wishes Unlimited. All of the employees and volunteers needed the time with their families, so the doors were closed. Madison got up late the first day of the holiday. She slept in without any guilt. No one was knocking on her door, no one was waiting to deliver presents, there was no tree to gather around and no Christmas candy to make the little ones sick. What there was, was silence. In that silence, she began to make her preparations. She wanted to update her will and have it notarized, she wanted to make disposition of all her possessions and make sure there were no unpaid bills and no outstanding debts. She was going to make sure to leave with as little fanfare as possible.
She finished everything and left that afternoon for her lawyer's office. It was the one Parker recommended during their divorce. She had become friends with Harold, the senior member of the firm and he took care of all of her affairs now. He had been very kind during the divorce and made it as painless as possible. He never gave her the impression that he judged her in any way. She appreciated that more now that everyone else did. When she gave him the new will and a list of her wishes, he looked at her strangely but she simply told him that it was habit to be up to date. He seemed to accept that and took the notes, telling her it would be ready in a week or so. She asked for, and he gave her, a letter of intent to sign, making the changes official so that even if something happened to her, it would be official. She left the office to return home. After she left, Harold Palance thought about what had just happened and finally made a decision. He picked up the phone and made a call.
That chore completed, she drove back to the condo and began to pack her clothes away. She wanted to make sure they went to the charity that Wishes worked closely with. They would make good use of them. She did the same with her jewelry and other personal items not willed to someone. She was very thorough, just as Parker had taught her. He was very particular that way. She had learned and now applied her knowledge as he would expect. She had other, small chores to attend to and she took the rest of the week just to do that. She was in no hurry. She still had two days when she was finished.
Her final act was to write one letter to each of her children, one to George and Carol, and one to Parker. The one to Parker was just a note, short and to the point. As a lawyer, he would appreciate that. No arguments, no pleadings, no attempt at leniency or mercy. Just a simple statement, as she would give as a witness for the opposing council.
"Parker, I'm sorry and I hope you can forgive me one day. All my love, Maddi"
She read it again, sealed it in an envelope with his name on the outside and set it on the desk with the others. Those letters had more explanation and wishes for their futures and their lives, but they were also short. No reason to go into a lot of unnecessary detail. It was simple; she screwed up and they knew it.
The day before Christmas, Carol and George called again to invite her over for dinner with the family. Once again, she refused after thanking them for the invitation. She assured them that she would be home and that they didn't have to worry about her. Carol was insistent that she stay in and not try to go anywhere. She assured them again that she would be home, comfortably dressed and relaxed. They wished her a Merry Christmas and hung up.
As promised, Christmas eve found her sitting in front of her TV, watching a choir of young boys singing hymns. She loved the sound and listened to several as she prepared herself for the end. She thought again about what she was about to do but found no reason not to follow through. As she listened to a beautiful rendition of 'O Holy Night,' her favorite, she went into the medicine cabinet and got the pills. She crushed them into a powder which she put in a glass that she would later fill with wine. It was a good red, a Chardonnay, and a favorite of Parker's. He had introduced her to wines and she found she loved them as he did.
She wanted to dress for the occasion so laid out a beautiful pair of red silk pajamas with a matching red silk jacket. Parker bought the set for her on their twenty-fifth anniversary. She had never worn them, keeping them for a special occasion. This would certainly qualify as special. She was about to take a warm shower before changing when the phone rang. She considered ignoring it but didn't want to chance anyone coming over this evening. She intended for this night to be for the family and she had no desire to ruin the evening for anyone. So, she answered, thinking it was Carol again trying to make sure she was OK.
"Hello?"
"Mrs. Long? Is that you?"
That certainly wasn't Carol or any of her family. Madison thought she recognized the voice but wasn't totally sure. "Is this Melissa? Melissa Alison?"
"Yes, it's me. I need you Mrs. Long. I really need you."
"What's happened? Are you all right? What's wrong?"
"They took Lena to the hospital and she's very sick. She might not make it. They left me a note. I wasn't home when they left so I'm by myself. Could you come and stay with me? Please? I'm scared she's going to die and I'll be here alone. Please, Mrs. Long?"
Madison groaned inwardly. This was the wrong time for this. She had given everything she had during the year. She gave all she had, so why couldn't she be left in peace to just die? Why? Did she have to continue to be punished for her mistake? Her only wish was to die in peace and be finished with this pain in her heart. But, Melissa was in trouble and she couldn't let her spend this time alone. Damn!
"I'll be there in twenty minutes. Just stay calm and wait for me. OK Melissa? Can you do that?"
"Yes, oh yes! Thank you so much Mrs. Long. Thank you. Please hurry."
Madison looked around at her preparations. Well, they could wait. What she was going to do didn't need to be rushed. She had time, lots of time. And no one would disturb her on Christmas Eve or Christmas day so tomorrow, or later tonight would be just fine. She left everything as it was, the glass with the powder, the bottle of wine in the ice bucket, her pajamas and jacket, and the letters. She glanced at the letters once more before she went out the door.
Of course it was snowing, she thought in disgust. That would make her trip to Melissa's even more of a problem. She idly thought about the snow and that this would be a white Christmas for a lot of kids, but she really didn't care. It just made her trip longer. She drove the little sports car she still loved to Melissa's house and pulled into the drive. The snow had begun to accumulate but it wasn't a real problem yet. Maybe it would just snow a little, for the kids, and then it could go away like a decent snow. She went to the door and knocked. Melissa was there waiting for her.
Inside, she looked around at the plain house and thought that she had never seen a sadder room. It was simple, done in beige tones and plaids and looked well used, but all the pictures were of the family and the tree in the corner was large and decorated with colored lights. It was full to bursting with ornaments and garland and lights and all the things that made a tree special. Under it were just a few packages, but strangely enough, it didn't seem to be sparse. It seemed to be special. The burn behind her eyes threatened to bring more tears but she blinked them back and turned to Melissa.
"Have you heard anything? Did they call?"
"Yes, Mom called. Lena is very sick but they don't know anything yet. I told her that you were on the way. She was happy about that."
"Well, that's good. Do you want to go to the hospital? See them? I could take you."
"I'd rather go to church. Could we go to your church? I want to pray there. It's your church and you're a good person so it should be a good place to pray. Can we?"
Madison was taken aback. She, a good person? But then, Melissa didn't really know what she had done and now, what she planned. She probably wouldn't think of her as a good person then, would she? Well, she could take her to the church. It wouldn't be a big deal and they could wait for her parents there. Closer to home and closer to what she wanted to do anyway. Well, later was OK. She still had plenty of time. She glanced at her watch to see it was just after 10:00. Plenty of time.
They drove to the church and went in. Christmas Eve was a busy time for the church and there were a lot of people there. They went in, found seats in the rows toward the front and slid in. Madison just watched while the young girl prayed. It was almost an hour later when Madison felt her phone buzz and she rose to move to the side to take the call. It was Melissa's dad. Lena was better and they were bringing her home. Madison told them to go ahead and she would get Melissa back. Relief washed over her as she gathered Melissa for the trip home. Soon now. Very soon.
She dropped Melissa off at her place, politely refused a hot drink and wished her a Merry Christmas before heading home. As Melissa started up the steps to her home, she turned to Madison and just as in San Francisco, spoke to her with a strange look on her face. "Tonight he will grant your wish." Madison was about to ask her what she meant when her father opened the door and rushed down to grab his daughter and send a 'Thank you' to Madison before going inside. Madison watched the door close, shrugged her shoulders, dismissing the words as another misunderstanding and then started back home.
There was still time for her to make it back, get herself ready and end her misery once and for all. She thought of the wine and the powder and the red pajamas. The thought gave her a feeling of peace. It would soon be over. All of the pain, the sadness, the hurt knowing what she had done to Parker. That was probably the worst of it; the pain Parker felt when he discovered her betrayal. He had loved her and she had hurt him deeply. That brought tears whenever she remembered. How could she have hurt someone she loved so badly? Soon. Very soon.
These thoughts were making driving difficult, the tears blurring the lights and making it difficult to see. She had to think of something else. Tonight! Yes. Her plans. She was thinking about taking a nice warm shower when a car pulled out of a side street directly into her path. She saw it coming but too late to swerve. She jammed on the brakes, praying she could stop in time but the car began to slew sideways on the slippery road. She watched helplessly as her car headed directly for a light pole. The sickening jolt as she hit was enough to cause her to temporarily lose consciousness. She was out for only a second and when she looked again, the other car was disappearing off in the distance. She was alone.



She didn't seem to be hurt but she wasn't going to go anywhere the way the car was sitting. She got out and tried to determine where she was. It was dark, but she saw she was almost back to her church just half a block away. Ironic wasn't it that the church was so prominent tonight. Sort of appropriate. She could almost think God was trying to tell her something. But if it was to not do what she planned, it was too late. He had made it clear to her she was on her own so she would do what she thought best for her. But she was cold and the car was not going anywhere so the lights from the church were enough to draw her there to get in from the snow and the cold. She could decide what to do then. She trudged toward the church and made her way inside.
There were far fewer people there now at just past 11:30. Most of the faithful had gone home to their families and their trees and their hot cocoa. She stood in the outer lobby trying to decide who to call. Not her kids, that was for sure. She didn't need the complications tonight. She called Carol first, and after Carol stopped yelling at her for not being at home as she promised, she told her about the accident, reassured her and then told her to call AAA for her. She didn't have the damn card or the number. She told her where she was and that she would stay there. Carol called back ten minutes later and told her to wait and they would try to find someone to come and pull the car off the road, although the bored voice told her it might be some time. It was Christmas Eve after all. She went into the church and sat down in one of the rows.
George came into the church an hour later and saw her sitting there. He walked over and sat down beside her.
"Tough night sis? You look like hell. Why don't you come home with me and Carol? It's Christmas Eve, for pete's sake. Come home with me."
"Thanks for the offer, but you have Carol's family there. You don't need me screwing up your Christmas Eve. Just let me go home and you do the same. And thanks for the offer. It's the best one I've had."
George argued with her for a few more minutes but he finally gave up. He gave her a kiss on the head, just as he did when they were kids and started toward the exit. Just before he left, he pulled his cell phone out and made a call.
"Did you call? Is he on the way?" He listened for a minute, nodded and walked back to Madison. "Make sure you stay right here because someone is on the way. OK?"
"I'll be right here, don't worry and tell your wife that I'll be going straight home afterwards. OK? Please, so she won't be calling me all night." George nodded, smiled at her and then left to go home to family and friends.
She watched George leave and thought just briefly that he could have tried a little harder. But then she knew he was with Carol's family and he didn't need her around to watch out for tonight. As she waited, she casually looked around. Just a few people left now. Almost empty. Just like her life. Empty and barren. Nothing to live for and no one to care. Well, it was now Christmas Day and she still hadn't accomplished her task, but soon now, she would say goodbye to it all. This was the end and it was about time.
But, at least she had been able to be of some help on this, her last night. Melissa was home with her family and safe. That was something. Maybe a point in her favor when it came time to judge her. Suicide against all the wishes she had helped bring true. She didn't know how to weigh that, so she left it up to God.
She bent her head and decided to say a prayer to God, just to let him know she was on her way. Maybe he could make the journey a little easier. Maybe he would be in a good mood on this special night. She closed her eyes and began to pray. As she did, she once again felt that warmth flow through her, just as it had that night when she watched Melissa in that church in San Francisco. She felt a wave of peace descend over her like a warm blanket, telling her everything was going to be OK. Suddenly, her breath caught in her throat. She no longer felt alone! She raised her head and opened her eyes.
He was standing there, looking at her. She blinked, frantically shaking her head. This couldn't be real. She was hallucinating! That had to be it. Was she really there in the church or had she taken the pills and was now dreaming? She stood, reaching out to touch him, to see if he was real. She touched an arm, a hand. Warm and real.
"Parker? Is it really you?" She was holding on to the back of the pew in front of her, keeping herself from collapsing. She waited for his answer. If he was real, what would he say? If this was a hallucination, she prayed to God, "God, please don't do this to me. If this isn't real, take me now."
He smiled at her and reached out to take her hand. He was real! She could feel the touch of his hand! He moved toward her, took her in his arms and whispered in her ear, for only her to hear.
"I've tried living without you and I can't. I don't want to try anymore. I love you too much still. I can't let you go again so we'll make this work. We'll figure it out together and we'll make it work. Come back to me and help me."
"Yes!" Madison threw her arms around the only man in the world she had ever loved and held on as tightly as she could. She buried her face against his chest, and amidst the happy tears, said a silent prayer.
"Thank you God for bringing him to me. I'm sorry for what I did and for what I was about to do. Forgive me for my sins, and forgive me for doubting you."
To Parker, she said, "Take me home where I belong. And Merry Christmas my love!"
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A new story from TT. Edited as always by Angel Love. Please enjoy.
For those of you who don't know me, my name is TT Spalding and I run a detective agency along with my wife, Maggie. TT is my name and no one but Maggie is allowed to call me anything else. She calls me TT except when she's mad at me about something and then it's Theodore Terrell! or just Theodore, or Terrell! if she's really pissed. I do a lot of family stuff in my work and some of it is enough to break your heart, but it pays the bills. If we're lucky we get some business espionage stuff that really brings in the cash but they're less common. We had a couple of good ones this year so it made for a happy holiday. My driving passion is Mickey Spillane and his Mike Hammer novels. I have them all, every last one. I almost had a breakdown when Mickey died, but Maggie helped me survive. It was her suggestion that I dedicate myself to writing one great novel in his style. I took her up on it and I started it. I really did!
But that's enough about me. Maggie thought I should tell you about one of the cases we handled just recently and I thought it was a nice story, especially around Christmas when it originally happened, so enjoy.
The Pickering Case
It was hard to see her now, the droplets of fog splintering the orange rays from the street light, reflecting it back and making the whole scene appear to be smoldering, almost like it was on fire. She was there for sure, hidden somewhere in that orange glow. I knew because I followed her here, my car two lengths behind her Beemer, just out of her view. She was cocky, not expecting anyone to have tripped to her scam. But then I wasn't just anyone. I knew what she had going on, and she was ripe for the pickings. Scam the scammer! That was the ticket. I was going to pull it off or my name wasn't Mike Hammer!
I stared at the little flashing cursor, fascinated by its dedicated stupidity. It would wait forever for me to do something, anything at all. Really dumb. But I had to admit, this new computer was really slick. It had a flat screen, a wireless keyboard and mouse, and it seemed so fast it hardly took any time at all for it to do its crap. I really didn't want anything this fancy, but with the money we made on the Villager Espionage case, Maggie decided I needed it. At least she did before she got mad at me. Well, tough! I loved this thing now and I'd fight anyone who tried to take it back. I saved the work and read up to where I left off.
So far, so good. I had almost two chapters now, and they were pretty damn good if I do say so myself. I was going to write the next Mickey Spillane novel and get his people to sign on. Like a ghost writer, or whatever the hell they called it. It was done all the time. Hell, I remembered reading a series of books continuing the Foundation series from Isaac Assimov, and he's been dead for a long time. No shit! Dead author's names being used by someone else! So, why not mine? Who else but Mickey's biggest fan.
The door to my sorry office slammed open and Maggie stuck her blond head in. "Mr. Pickering is here Terrell! I'm sending him in so get your ass in gear!" She withdrew and left me glaring at the space where she had just been. Damn that woman!
Maggie and I were fighting. It was a stupid fight but neither of us wanted to admit to being wrong. It was over her mother. Of course, her mother. The evil, conniving bitch that never liked me. Oh, she never said as much but I saw her eyes. Evil eyes, mean eyes, always watching me. Always ready to catch me doing something to wrong her little girl. She wanted to come and stay for a week or two over the holidays just to visit. What she wanted was to drive me into a heart attack so Maggie would be free of me. Too bad her dad was gone. He was an OK guy, and you guessed it, he died of a heart attack. Yeah, the heart attack was her mother!
The problem was that since we agreed that my dad would come for Thanksgiving, she decided her mother would come for Christmas and stay two weeks: a few days before and the rest after. That would put her there for New Year's Day as well and I objected to that on principle. But, the problem was that I agreed to it. Sure, I agreed but I agreed during an exceptionally intense bout of Maggie loving. You know what Maggie does to me during our lovemaking. I have no control of myself and would do anything she asked me to do. Not fair!
I saved my work, blanked the screen and sat back, waiting. Mr. Pickering. Hell of a name. Made me think of a short, bespeckled, balding gentleman who probably worked with numbers, lots of columns of numbers. A real nerdy type. I was prepared to try to humor him and see what he wanted. Probably needed some spying on a competitor. These guys always wanted to get an edge in business. Sneaky bastards! But hey, good money in that. The man who walked in was just the opposite.
He was a tall man, well built, muscles up to his eyeballs, dressed like a model and a face to match. Good looking guy, if you liked guys.
I didn't. I reminded myself nervously. But I'll bet Maggie had given him a good going over. Probably watched his butt when he walked in.
He walked with that self assurance that came from knowing he could have his pick of the dames. His type never had to do anything but reach out and they were there, in their tight skirts, low cut blouses, and bodies to make the strong whimper. My pulse jumped a notch or two and I made a mental note to include that in my novel. Just then, Maggie stuck her head around the still open doorway, gave me a look that suggested exactly what I was thinking and flashed an evil smile before asking if she could get Mr. Pickering something. Hah! Like she actually would. Maggie didn't do drinks. I waited while he turned, giving her a smile but declining. She gave me a last glare before shutting the door.
"What can I do for you Mr. Pickering? How can TT Spalding Inc. help you?"
"Call me Ian, if you will. May I call you TT? Thanks. Well, I'm afraid my request is very simple and probably very common to you. I think my wife is having an affair and I want to know who and where. Simple."
This guy was smooth. He rattled this off like it was a simple everyday request. My wife is screwing around on me and I want to know who the bastard is and where they're doing it. He didn't say but it was implied: Once I know, I'll take care of it. But I knew the type. He wasn't into revenge. He was in love with her. I could tell that right off just looking at his eyes. They were full of pain and I could see the hope flowing out of them. He didn't want me to find anything, but he was too smart to fool himself. He had to know for sure.
"You'll have to tell me more than that Ian. I'll want to know all you can tell me about Mrs. Pickering, where she goes most days, who her friends are, her credit card numbers, things like that. Are you willing to give me that information?"
"Well, some of it, yes. Are you licensed and bonded? How do I know I can trust you with that kind of information?"
"Very good questions. We have a standard non-disclosure contract that binds us and protects you. It's part of our contract with you. Did Maggie explain our fee structure to you?"
"Yes, she did. She is a very beautiful woman, and you are a very fortunate man, if I may say so."
"You may. If you can have the information sent over to us, we can sign the contracts today and begin right away. Normally, I expect the first report to be available in two weeks with a final report a week later. But since this is almost the holiday, I assume you wanted to wait till after New Year? I assume you'll want pictures and CDs which may take some time?"
"That's unacceptable. I'll take the contracts and sign them and return them with the information today, but I'd like to have this over and done before Christmas. I couldn't stand spending Christmas with her under these conditions: not knowing. I hope that's understandable?"
I considered and thought about mentioning a bonus if we did this before Christmas, but something in his eyes gave me pause. What the hell! It was Christmas and maybe we could make his a better one.
"Perfectly understandable. I'll walk you out Ian."
I escorted him out to the desk and to Maggie. I intended to stay there until Mr. Smooth left. I wasn't going to leave him with Maggie in the mood she was in. She would torture me, talking about him and the way she flirted with him and that sort of crap. But if I was there, things would be on the up and up. As it was, she did everything but grab his ass until he left. But, I was there so she was screwed and she knew it.
Once he was gone, she lit into me.
"Well, I see you had to protect him from little ole me. I guess you think I'm a real tramp, just like my mother. Isn't that what you called her last night?"
"No, I didn't call her a tramp. I called her a bitch! That's what she is you know. She's a real bitch!"
"Well, she's coming and that's final. If you don't like it, you can move out while she's here."
"That's fine with me. I'll call Bruno. I can stay with him for a week or so. He'll have me. Then you and the evil bitch can trash talk me all you want. Your mother hates me so this will be perfect for her. Me, gone."
"Don't you even think about it. You're staying and you're going to be nice to her while she's here."
"You just told me to move out if I didn't like it and I don't. So, make up your mind."
"Do you enjoy sleeping alone? Do you plan on sleeping alone in the future?"
Damn! That's just not right! That was so wrong on so many levels! I love my Maggie to death and I love making love to her and she knows it. It's cruel for her to use that against me. Just like with her mother! But, she had me and she knew it.
"Fine. I'll be nice to her if it kills me. And it probably will."
Maggie's smile was blinding. Maybe it wouldn't be too bad. Only two weeks. But I could survive it. Maybe.
True to his word, Ian sent the contracts and the information over that afternoon. I took the folder into the office and sat back to peruse it. He had sent pictures of her, her contacts, her cell phone number, credit cards and driver's license. More, and all of it useful. I pulled out her picture and set it on the desk.
She was a strikingly beautiful woman, mature with a face that was compelling, making you want to look at it twice. She had long, straight blonde hair, worn just below her shoulders. Her eyes were an ice blue, wide and innocent. Her skin was golden, showing an expensive tanning process. She was tall, that was evident from the picture. She had on gold, around her neck and at her ears, and the diamond she wore was impressive. She was dressed in a casual silk blouse with tailored slacks and low heels. She looked like she knew her way around a boutique or two. Overall, she made my mouth water. This was a babe!
Perfect! That was my heroine, Pauline, in my novel. I had to get that down on tape. While I was looking for my little recorder, Maggie came in to tell me that she had closed the office for the day. I mumbled something but didn't notice her as she walked over to my desk. She stood there, waiting for me to notice her which I did very quickly. I think it was the hand that stroked my hair so softly. I stopped what I was doing and glanced up at her. What I saw was enough to make my heart begin to pound and my blood pressure to shoot up. I knew in the back of my mind that Dr. Jacobs would not be pleased if he measured my pressure just then.
"What's this? I thought you were mad at me. Did I do something right?"
"Why whatever made you think I was mad at you lover? You're my man. I love you."
"Yeah, well, that's not what you said last night. Or this morning for that matter. You threatened to castrate me if I didn't stop bitching about your mother coming."
"But you agreed to be nice to her and that's all I needed to hear. Now, push that chair back so your Maggie can sit on her TT's lap."
Well now. What was this? Just because I said I'd be nice to the evil one, I was forgiven? If I had known it would be that easy, I'd have done it sooner. Maggie was moving over my now happy erection and giving me the lap dance to end all lap dances. God the woman could make me sweat just by looking at her, but when she set her mind to being nice to her man, look out! I was groaning and making all sorts of happy noises but Maggie wasn't done. I almost cried when she stood up and moved away from my now frantic lap but before I could say anything she leaned over me and yanked my pants down to my ass. While I wiggled said ass to let said pants slip over and then down my skinny legs, she was removing a pair of white cotton panties. Now you might be surprised, but I loved those panties. I know a lot of guys like the thongs or the hi cuts, but not me. I loved those old fashioned durable panties and Maggie always wore them just for me.
The rest of Maggie's reward to me for playing nice is confidential. No play by play here. Just know that I smiled for the rest of the day and when bedtime came, well the grin on my face the next day should give you a clue as to what she did for me. God, I loved that woman! That was almost enough to make me forget her mother was due in a few days. Almost, but no cigar.
The following day I called Bruno. Polly would have been better for this one but she was somewhere in Mexico on a shoot I think she called it. Shooting who would be the real question. Polly was a damn fine photographer and she loved going on shoots. She did some famous people. I asked her once if she ever met Mickey Spillane but she just laughed at me. I guess it was a dumb question. She wasn't good enough to have photographed the Mick. Few were. The man was a legend!
I gave the details to Bruno, asked him to start a run on the credit cards and anything else he could think of besides the regular surveillance. He mumbled something about typical shit and then took it all and left. Bruno was a real technician and he would find out all there was to find about our Mrs. Pickering. Her name was Rachael by the way. Pretty name, Rachael. Not as pretty as Maggie. Of course.
It was just over a week later when Bruno called to ask to come see me. He said he had something but needed to know where to go from here. Not unusual. We often got to a point where we wanted the client to tell us how to proceed. That was standard practice for me. See, sometimes the client will be satisfied to know the spouse is cheating and wants to know nothing more. No pictures, no CDs, nothing. Just the name and dates. I liked those kind because it was often those that were trying to save something of their marriage. The others, the ones that wanted it all were just out for revenge. I hated that. I understood it but I hated it. But, that's life in the big city.
Bruno came in and showed me some footage he had taken. He was looking very bored and I knew he thought this was just a simple cheating case. He filled me in.
"The Missus goes to an apartment house down in the cheap part of town. She dresses down when she does and she goes up to an apartment on the forth floor. Stays there about an hour to an hour and a half then leaves. Nothing out of the ordinary but so far I have only a name. Question is, do I run it and try to get pictures and sound or do we just drop it here. She's cheating, that's clear."
"Good question. Let's call the Mr. and see what he prefers." With that, I pulled the file, got his cell and called.
"Ian, this is TT Spalding. Can you talk?"
"Go ahead. I'm alone right now."
"OK, here's the deal. Your wife is going to an apartment downtown to meet a man named . . . Rick Harris. Does that name ring a bell with you?"
"No it doesn't. Do you have any other information yet? Any pictures or proof of what she does with him?"
"No, we don't and that's why I'm calling. We can stop here if you wish or we can go forward. We can probably get pictures and sound for you as well as information on Mr. Harris. It's your call. Some don't want to know any more."
I held my breath. This was the key question. Where would he go with this?
"I want it all."
"You're sure about this? There's no going back once you see her in a bad situation. You'll never be able to forget it. Unless that turns you on. It does with some."
"God no. I love her with all my heart, but if she's cheating on me, I have to see it so that I'll have the strength to let her go. Get me what I need, please."
"OK Ian, we'll go to work. Give us a week or two and we'll give you what we have."
We said perfunctory goodbyes and hung up. This broke my heart but it had to be done. He was the boss here.

"Get the goods Bruno. Let's give it all to him and God help both of them."
"You got it boss."
I forgot about Ian and Bruno while I worked to clean up the outstanding work before the big holiday break. I promised Maggie that I would close the shop during the two weeks before and after Christmas so that she could spend the time with the Devil's daughter. It was quick work since the only outstanding jobs were long range and would continue even during the break. Money would be tight this Christmas since the long term stuff didn't pay up front. Once I collected from Ian Pickering, we would be fine. I already had Maggie's present: a necklace and matching earrings made from diamonds and citrine. November was Maggie's birthday and citrine was her birthstone. The yellow/orange color of the citrine stones with the diamonds was beautiful. She saw it once in a catalog and I ordered it the next day. Set me back a pretty penny but this was for my Maggie. She was worth every dime. I decided to pick up something for the evil one and thought maybe a nice bottle of perfume. I had a contact, sold what looked like the good stuff but were actually knockoffs. Looked real though, and for the evil one, that would be perfect. Mucho points with Maggie too.
The day before we were closing down, Bruno came in. He usually sent his stuff in but for some reason he wanted to do this in person. I set him up for 4:00, the end of the day. He walked in, sat down and looked at me with this hangdog look on his face. OK, I'll bite.
"What's with the face? This should have been an easy job compared to some we've had. Why the long face?"
"Boss, there's something going on here and I don't know what it is. I want to show you something and then get your take on it."
With that, Bruno slid the CD in the player and we sat back to watch the screen. When the picture came on, Bruno let it play for a short time just to set the scene. Rachael Pickering, dressed in jeans and a sweatshirt was going into the apartment house Bruno told me about. The camera followed her until she went in the door. The next picture showed her walking down a long hall and stopping before a door. She stood there for the longest time, shaking her head and mumbling to herself before pushing the buzzer.
Just for the record, I have no idea of how Bruno does what he does. His pictures seem to be taken right next to the people we investigate. He has cameras everywhere and he seems to be able to get right in the bed with some. I don't know how he does it and I never asked. I don't think I want to know.
When the door opened, she walked in slowly and the door closed. The next scene was from inside the apartment. It seemed to be from the perspective of someone standing off to the side of the room. The man, who I assumed was Rick Harris, was talking to Rachael and she was gesturing angrily and shaking her head. I looked at Bruno and he just motioned to follow the picture. He had the sound off for some reason. As I watched, Rachael turned and walked down the hall toward what I assumed was the bedroom.



The next scene was from a camera pointing directly at the bed. Rachael came in the room and sat on the edge of the bed. Harris followed, pulling off his shirt as he came in. She began to remove her sweatshirt while he dropped his pants. Then, he moved toward her, grabbed her head and began to pump his cock into her mouth. He put both hands behind her head and was moving so hard she began to choke. She finally forced him back, gasping for breath. He was laughing and the scene changed again. Now he was on top of her, pounding her for all he was worth. That's when Bruno stopped the playback.
"That's the overview. Seems simple so far, but here's what I wanted you to see and hear. Tell me what you see."
Bruno moved forward on the CD, found what he wanted and began playback. I now heard sound. It began where the other had but this time I could hear Rick Harris and Rachael Pickering talking.
"You son of a bitch! You promised to give me the tape when I did what you asked. Why won't you stop this? Give me the tape now!"
"Sorry Rach. I was going to, but damn it all, you sure know how to make a guy happy. I've never had a piece of ass as good as you. I'm going to get some more pussy from you before I give you the tape. Now, get your pretty ass in the bedroom and get ready."
Now, I had a better idea of what Bruno meant. I was about to ask him some questions but he motioned me back to the video playback. This time the camera was focused on her face as she was being fucked by Harris. Her face was screwed up and there were tears pouring out of her eyes. I could here the sobs as she lay there. She was certainly not enjoying this and she was being raped by any definition. That's what it was, pure and simple. I was watching Rachael Pickering being raped.
"OK. Stop the playback. Shit! Shit, shit, shit! We can't let this go can we?"
"I don't want to boss. She's a beautiful lady and she's being raped by that bastard. I want to get him and get him good. We can't show this to the husband. I just don't know how to play this. You're good at this stuff. What do we do?"
Bruno and I talked it over and came up with a game plan. Bruno would get the full scoop on Mr. Harris and we would take it from there. I told Bruno that I wanted in on this one and he seemed pleased to be working with me again. I trained Bruno and he always said I was the best. I have to admit, I'm easy. Flattery makes me happy. I sat back and waited. It wouldn't take Bruno long.
A week later we had it all. It seems that Mrs. Pickering, Rachael, was almost a porn star. When she was just eighteen, she had done a demonstration tape for a schlock outfit that promised to give her a lot of money for making some movies. She did the audition but later changed her mind and dropped out. She asked for the tape but was told it was destroyed when she backed out. She thought no more about it and went on with her life, happy not to have made a huge mistake.
But the tape hadn't been destroyed. It was in a file cabinet that was left behind in a second floor space when the pseudo film maker had flown the coop. Turns out that the space was owned by our Mr. Harris. He kept what furniture was left behind and he went through the file cabinet and found the tape of her audition and it was apparently really hot. How he found her we weren't sure, but somehow he did. And now, he was using it to blackmail Rachael, threatening to tell her husband if she didn't take care of him. She had paid him some money as well but he kept stringing her along. Bruno hadn't been able to see the tape but that was about to change.
I called my Maggie into this now. She would be an ally in our scheme since she was a woman and had the devious mind typical of them all. I let Bruno give her the short version of what he found, complete with the edited video that Bruno showed me to convince me. When he finished, the look on Maggie's face told me that our Mr. Harris was about to rue the day he was born. God, I loved that woman! And once again I was glad I was married to her and not her enemy. Lord have mercy if you were.
"OK, I assume you boys have a plan? Let's hear it."
"What I want to do is to somehow frame Rick Harris and then let the police know he's a bad dude. I want to put him away for a long time. But first, I want to get into his apartment and rifle through his files and confiscate all of the tapes he no doubt got from that file cabinet."
"There's another thing. We have to get Rachael on board so she's aware of what we're doing. You leave that to me. I'll talk to her woman to woman. Then, we'll get Mr. Harris by the short hairs."
"Why talk to her? Maybe she should just find Harris gone. Isn't that good enough?" I asked with the incense of the typical male.
"Then what are you going to tell Ian? Haven't you already told him about Rick Harris, and about his wife going to her apartment? Didn't think about that did you boys? Do I have to do everything for you?"
She was right. I looked at Bruno and he looked at me and shrugged his shoulders as if to say, 'she did it again'. Well, she was right. We had to cook up some story to offset what we had already told Ian. That was going to be some job. So, I took the intelligent path. I asked Maggie what we should do. And she told me.
"Rachael was not visiting Rick Harris. You just got the apartment number wrong the first time you spoke to him. You need to find out who else is on that floor, make up some story about Rachael visiting a friend with a sick mother or something, and then fill in the details. You might even have to hire an actor to play the part if Ian wants to meet her. Maybe Polly can do it."
I looked at Bruno and he was smiling. Apparently he liked the idea. So, we had the beginnings of a plan to get Rachael off the hook. I liked it too. But Maggie wasn't done.
"Next, you have to plant the evidence. I would contact Michael at the DA's office and tell him I told you to call. Ask him for a copy of the evidence they have on a Catholic Priest named Father Murphy. He was indicted for child pornography. The tape was quite graphic but was never used because the Priest pleaded guilty to avoid the publicity."
Well now. Who the hell was Michael and why did Maggie know so much about him? This I had to ask. Damn it all! Bruno was standing there but he didn't seem ready to leave so I had to push ahead anyway. Just a casual question, no harm done.
"Ah, babe, who is Michael and how do you know so much about that case? Do you know him well?" My voice was soft and sugar wouldn't melt in my mouth I was so sweet.
Maggie just smiled at me and shrugged her shapely shoulders. "I know him pretty well. I see him a couple of times a week. Why do you ask?"
I looked over at Bruno, waiting for him to get the hint, but he was having none of it. "Bruno, would you run out and get us a couple of cokes from the machine down on the first floor?"
A smirk now! "But boss, there's a machine here on this floor."
"Bruno?" I was glaring at him so hard I was surprised he didn't have welts springing up on his face. But then he snickered, before he turned and walked out. Damn him!
When he was gone, I turned to my Maggie and waited. I began to sweat when I saw she had that look of innocence on her face that I knew so well. She had me and she damn well knew it. I had walked into it with my eyes shut and my mouth open. Oh, well.
"Michael is Mrs. Palumbo's son. He's a lawyer for the District Attorney's office and he comes over to see his mother two or three times a week. She broke her hip you know so I've been keeping her company. He sometimes brings his wife and baby with him. The baby is just ten months old and is a real sweetheart."
Maggie smiled at me sweetly with her hands folded neatly at her waist. I wouldn't have been surprised to see a halo floating over her head, from the angelic look on her face. Damn, I really think she set me up for that one.
"How'd you know about the tape?"
"He was telling his mother about it and I overheard him. Not something I would be asking about, now is it?"
"No. Am I going to pay for this?" I was afraid for my life now. Maggie hated it when I doubted her.
"Well, I'm going to forgive you this time since I sort of helped you jump off the cliff. And anyway, you still have some points coming for promising to be nice to mother."
"I love your mother! She is a saint, that woman!"
Maggie laughed and reminded me that Bruno was coming back. I watched her walk out of the office with an added sway to her hips, just for me. I took it as sort of a promise of more to come. God, I loved that woman!
Well, Bruno and I made our move two days later. I had indeed gotten a copy of the tape and I had it along with my tools as we took the back stairs to the fourth floor where Rick Harris had his apartment. We knew he was out and would be gone all day. We had hours to do our thing. I let Bruno pick the lock since he was faster than me and we slipped inside.
The apartment was a real dump. Dirty dishes in the sink, papers and carry out cartons scattered around the single living room, a dead plant on the window sill, a smell like something died permeating the whole place. I hesitated to touch anything until I had my gloves on. Bruno nodded toward the hall that lead to one of the rooms and I went in to find a desk with a computer and a file cabinet. Maybe the same file cabinet? Could be. I went to work while Bruno fired up the computer.
In the cabinet I found what I was looking for. There were more than thirty tapes of various women in hardcore pornography. Each had a file number on the casing and in another folder I found a list of names and addresses matching the file number on the videos. The rest of the files were filled with additional information on each of the girls, including three guys. I took them all, leaving the file cabinet empty. I searched the desk and drawers and found some additional names and addresses and took those as well. I checked the rest of the room but found nothing.
Bruno had the computer working and had somehow cracked Harris' password. For Bruno, that was child's play. The man was a techno genius. But, I've told you that before so you know. He had found a few more files that were hard-core and he looked at me for guidance.
"Trash them, or whatever you do to get rid of them. I have the tapes so he can't reload them."
Bruno did so and then did what we had come there to do: he uploaded the child pornography file that we had onto his hard drive. Bruno then did something so that the file couldn't be erased. He made up a name for the file and then buried the file in Harris' Documents file. It was now only one of more than thirty other files and Harris would likely never even notice it. But we made a note of the location for the police. Oh yes, we would let the police know about that file.
We shut down the computer, I looked around to be sure nothing was obvious while Bruno removed his cameras, and left the apartment the same way we came in; out the back. This time we had a bag of tapes and files and folders. It was a good caper and I had fun. Now to let Maggie know it was OK to talk to Rachael. In the car, Bruno was laughing and slapping me on the back.
"God, it was good working with you again, boss! I wish you'd do it more often. You got to admit. It's a blast!"
"You're right Bruno my man. But, you know how Maggie feels about me working out in the field. She thinks I'm past my prime and you know, she's probably right. But when it's worth it, like this, I'll be there. Count on it! Now, let's go home."
Back at the office, I let Maggie know that the job was done. She called Rachael Pickering, told her that she had some information concerning her and Rick Harris and told her she had best come in. I was surprised that Maggie was so cold to her, but she assured me that she knew what she was doing.
"This girl needs to be hit hard, right between the eyes. She needs to know how close she came to losing everything. She thought she was doing the right thing but she needs to know never to trust anyone like that son of a bitch. I'm going to explain things to her that she needs to know."
I knew Maggie and I knew she would treat this girl like her own. Maggie's heart was as big as all outdoors but she didn't like to think anyone knew it. I certainly did. She was my Maggie and I loved her like crazy.
Rachael Pickering came in the office the next day just after lunch. Maggie told her 1:00 and she was right on the dot. I watched her come in and she was more beautiful in person than she was in her pictures.
She was a real knockout . . .
Oh hell. You know the drill by now. She was hot, that's all I need to say. Maggie came into my office with Rachael and that was my cue to leave. I stood, introduced myself and then kissed Maggie on the mouth before walking down the hall to the little conference room we used sometimes. I had some time to kill.
I was drinking a coke and reading the paper when Maggie came to get me. She said Rachael wanted to thank me and for me to come back to the office. I walked with her back while she filled me in. Seems Rachael was almost in tears when she came in and was about to confess all to her husband rather than let anyone else blackmail her. She said she was fed up and couldn't lie to her husband anymore. Maggie calmed her down, told her we had the tape and that Rick Harris was about to be arrested and sent up for a long spell for child pornography. When she told her that, she said the look on Rachael's face was like a child given a wonderful present. She was in shock still but beginning to realize she was free.
I walked into the office to see Rachael sitting in one of those uncomfortable plastic chairs we kept to cut down on the stay time, snipping away with a pair of scissors at the tape she had pulled from a cassette. She was grinning from ear to ear and jumped up as soon as she saw me. She came to me, threw her arms around me and pressed those DD cups against my chest, causing my blood pressure to rise uncomfortably high. Unfortunately she didn't keep me long. She was too excited.
"Maggie told me what you did for me. I want to tell you how grateful I am and to tell you I'll do anything I can for you. Anything Maggie would permit of course." Then she laughed and hugged Maggie again. Maggie seemed to be OK with what she said because she just laughed. I was glad of that.
"You're very welcome Rachael. We just couldn't let you be destroyed by something you couldn't control. We can tell your husband that you were seeing a friend with a sick mother. I guess Maggie filled you in?"
"Yes, she did. Oh, thank you so much. Thank you and please say thank you to Mr. Bruno. Maggie told me about him. All of you, thank you from the bottom of my heart."
"Consider it a Christmas Gift. From all of us to you and Ian. He just won't know about it. But, all in all, I think he'll be happy as well with my report."
Rachael stayed a short while and then left to go home. I called Ian as soon as she left and asked him to come in to receive the final report. He asked me if I had confirmed what I told him and I assured him the news would be good. He didn't answer and hung up almost immediately. I thought I heard a sob just before the line went dead.
Well, when Ian heard that his wife had not been visiting a Mr. Rick Harris but rather a woman on the same floor by the name of Polly whose mother was sick, he was almost giddy with relief. I assured him that his wife had done nothing inappropriate during the entire time we monitored her and I apologized profusely and offered to reduce the charge by 10% for our original error, but he was so happy that he insisted on paying the full $3,000 with a bonus of $500. He told me to just destroy the report. He was going home to his wife and to the best Christmas he had ever hoped for. I slapped him on the back and ushered him out of the office and on his way home.
Maggie came in after he left and I handed her the check for the full amount. "This will keep the wolves from our door for another month. Then things should get back to normal once the new year begins. This was a good case. A good ending."
"It was. You did good on this one. You and Bruno. We should give him a nice little bonus for his work."
"I'd rather give you a bonus. How about right here and right now? You know your Mother is due in tonight. I have a feeling I'll be awfully horny by the time she goes home. But I'm going to be nice like I promised."
Maggie walked to the door, closed it and slipped the lock. "I'm going to reward you for your big heart right now husband, and again tonight, and if Mom doesn't want to hear me making love to my husband, that's her problem. I hope she brings her ear plugs for bedtime."
God, I love that woman!
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Consequences -Delia
The door opened, admitting a shaft of unwelcome light into the lounge where I was sitting on a Friday afternoon. A tall, bull-like man walked in and looked around the room, noticing me as I raised my hand and motioned him over to the table. He strolled over and slid into the seat across from me with a smile on his face. His real name was Gerald William Cassidy but he liked to wear jeans and a big cowboy hat when he was driving, so, 'Butch' Cassidy. Butch was a short haul driver for my company. We were a baked goods firm and distributed bakery items to the surrounding states. I was the manufacturing manager for the local plant as well as two others in Pennsylvania and Ohio.
I had taken the afternoon off in order to meet with Butch and talk to him about something that had been bothering me. His run was finished for the day since he began long before dawn and finished around early noon. He did the local runs and never had to be away from home much. He and his wife Martha used to be good friends of Delia's and mine, but that was before their divorce, about six months ago.
Butch looked at my face, saw the strain and frowned. "Watcha doin, my friend? I was surprised to get your call. I haven't seen much of you or Delia since my divorce. I thought I was no longer on your 'suitable friends' list."
It was true I hadn't talked much to Butch since he and Martha got divorced. Part of that was because Delia, my wife, hated Butch and blamed him for the problems in their marriage. When I mentioned that Martha was the one that cheated, she just smirked and said it was payback for his fooling around. Since I knew Butch fairly well, I knew that was bullshit, but it didn't seem worth getting Delia steamed up by disagreeing with her. She always seemed to be pissed at me for something or other so why stir up problems.
I waved the waitress over and ordered us a couple of cold ones. Butch eyed her up but didn't follow through, sensing this was not fun and games time and waiting for me to let him know what we were doing here.
"Well, Dee didn't want us to stop being friends with Martha so I just sort of let it go. The fault's mine, though I gotta be honest with you Butch, I don't much care for Martha since the divorce. But that's not the reason I wanted to talk to you. I had some questions to ask you and you're the guy with the answers."
"Sounds interesting. Shoot!"
"What first let you know that Martha was fooling around on you? What were the signs?"
Butch looked at me with a funny expression and then he began to smile. The smile got bigger and bigger as I waited.
"Seems someone else got problems in paradise, don't it? I'll be God Damned! Well, I ain't the least bit surprised, I'll tell you that."
"What do you mean? Do you know something? Something I should know?"
"I don't know nothing, but I have my suspicions. Your wife and my ex spend a lot of time together since my divorce and that means trouble if you ask me. But, what the hell. What'd you want to know?"
"What were the signs, the clues that made you suspicious?"
Butch gave it some thought, mentioned that thinking was thirsty work and waited while I ordered another beer for him and one for me. When they came, he grabbed his and downed a third of it in one swallow.
"OK, what were the signs? First, Marty got real quiet. She always was a talker and she never gave me a minute's peace when I was home. I didn't much care but suddenly, she stopped talking much to me. Oh, she still chattered on and on but nothing like before. Just nonsense stuff, things I couldn't care less about. It seemed like she was somewhere else most of the time."
He stopped to take another drink and stared off into space for a minute before continuing.
"The next thing was she'd pick fights with me over nothin. Nothin at all, that meant anything. She'd just wait till I said something and then jump my ass. Just wanted to fight. Nothin I did made any difference. That's when I first started to think something was up."
I could tell this was still sensitive territory. It had only been five or six months since the divorce was final. I knew Butch well and I knew that he still loved Martha, even now when he knew what she had done. But I also knew he couldn't forgive her. The hard part for Butch was that she didn't care.
"Then, I started to call home during the day when I was at work. I never used to do that and when I started, I would just hang up when she answered. It took about three weeks before I got the pattern. She was usually home every day but Wednesday. On Wednesday, she was gone during the early afternoon, usually until after 3 or 3:30. When I asked her what she did during the day, she said nothing but shopping and chores, like dry cleaning and such."
Another swallow of beer and a signal for another bottle. I did the honors.
"The last sign was that sex just slowed down until it stopped. Unless I really raised a fuss, she wouldn't have anything to do with it and when she did, it was like fucking a mannequin. You know, one of those blow up dolls or some such. Used to be she loved sex and we had a good time. Then, it just stopped."
I nodded, remembering the final days of that match. I knew Butch was hurting but I never took the time to ask him why then. I just minded my own business while he slowly died inside. The divorce was hard on him but I still kept my distance. Now, I was sorry. Sorry that I let him down and sorry I didn't pay more attention to what he was going through. Maybe too late, but I told him now how sorry I was. He just shrugged his shoulders and said, "It's OK. It's done now."
"So, how did it end? What did you do?"
"I took a day off and followed her on one of her Wednesday afternoon meetings. I borrowed a friend's car and waited outside the house till she left. I followed her to that motel off Fredrick Street and saw her meet that son of a bitch she was sleeping with. I took my camera and shot pictures of her going in with his arm around her and then coming out with his hand on her ass."
The beer came and he grabbed it and took a big swig. This was bringing back some bad memories. But, I had to know.
"I showed her the pictures that night and she just shrugged her shoulders. She asked me what I was going to do and I told her I wanted a divorce. She didn't even argue, just agreed with me that it was best. She didn't even want to talk about it. To this day, I don't know why. I still don't know why."
I was disappointed with that, I guess. I was going to ask him why she did it but he didn't even know. She divorced him and never even told him what he had done or why she had cheated on him. I wondered how he could survive, not knowing.
"Didn't you ever try to get her to tell you what happened? Why she hurt you that way? I would think you would have to know. Have to know so you could move on."
"Wasn't necessary. After I found out, I could never forgive her anyway. No way I would take back a cheatin whore like her. So, I didn't give a good God Damn. Good riddance to bad rubbish I told her. That's how it ended. She's still fuckin that sob but he went back to his wife and won't leave her. Serves her right. I didn't give her shit in the divorce and I ain't going to neither. She wanted alimony but I told her I'd fuckin quit if she asked for any. I'd give her half of nothin! She got the picture real quick. She wanted quit of me more than she wanted my money."
He finished the second beer and finally sat back, looking at me.
"So, Petey boy, you got problems? Seems like you want to know what to look for in your own marriage huh? No shit! But then, as close as Marty and Dee are, it's not too surprising. I think cheatin's a disease and Dee caught it from Martha. Hot damn! What you gonna to do about it?"
Not surprising that he figured it out. I wasn't intending on keeping it a secret because I wanted his help in finding out for myself what Delia was doing. All the signs he mentioned were there: irritability, silence, time away from the house and no excuse. Our sex life had been almost non-existent for some time now and just a duty fuck from time to time. It was really obvious now that Butch had clarified my thinking.
"Well, I think the writing's on the wall. She's given me all the signs that you mentioned plus a few others. I've racked my brain trying to find some way to catch her but either she's too smart for me or she has help. I just can't seem to find any proof of what she's doing. But, it's damn clear that she is cheating on me and I want to find enough to make sure she can't take me to the cleaners in a divorce."
"Well, you've come to the right place. Let ole Butch help you out. We'll cook up a plan to catch her cheatin ass!"
I would like to say we sat there and made a superior plan to catch my wife in her cheating ways but we actually just got a little buzzed on several more beers. I let myself go now that I had found a partner and someone to unburden myself to. Once I started to talk to Butch, I found I needed to unload this burden and it was close to midnight when I finally found myself trying to unlock the inside garage door with my key. I was having no luck when the door flew open and my loving wife stood there with her hands on her hips and her face showing me a picture of what the wrath of hell was likely to be.
"Well, you finally decided to come home. And drunk too, it seems. What do you have to say for yourself?"
"Well hello, my loving and faithful wife. Have you been here waiting for me, your loving husband? Or did you spend the time with someone else? Huh?"
Delia was furious but she narrowed her eyes at my comments. I was too drunk to take advantage of it. Now, she bit back a comment and simply turned away, walking down the hall to our bedroom. I managed to make my way inside and pushed the door shut, leaning against it as I tried to make the room stop spinning. After a few minutes, I felt steady enough to lock the door and make my way to the kitchen for a cup of coffee and a cold washcloth. I felt like hell, but also quite relaxed for the first time in a long time.
After a futile attempt to pour a cup of coffee, which was cold anyway, I just dropped into one of the chairs and let my head fall onto my arms on the table. I would just rest a little until I got my strength back and then I would go to bed. I was still resting when I was awakened by a beam of sunshine coming in the kitchen window. I had spent the night right where I had come to rest! That was made clear when I tried to straighten up and the cramp in my lower back reminded me that I was no longer a young man.
I finally got myself up and moved toward the stairs when I heard the voice of my loving wife.
"Well, I see you passed out down here last night. You must have been really drunk to do that. Too bad, you'll pay for that today. I bet you feel really proud of yourself don't you?"
I threw back a comment that she probably didn't even notice I wasn't in her bed as I pushed past, heading in to take a shower and change clothes. I really didn't want to talk to her or discuss anything with her in the condition I was in. I made it to the shower, stripping off my clothes as I went. I let the hot water roll over me and I began to feel strength flow back into my body. My aching back finally loosened up and I was able to stand straight again. I started to feel almost normal. This was more like it. I reminded myself again why I rarely drank. No more!
As I was sobering up, I thought back to what I told Butch. Delia and I had been married for over nine years. We had no children since Delia was unable to conceive and she wasn't yet ready to consider adoption. I wanted kids but she seemed reluctant to make the move. It put a strain on our marriage but I thought we had worked through it. But the last four or five months had been particularly strained. Delia was angry, short with me about almost anything and she had closed herself off to me sexually. We had never had a strong sex life, or not since she found she couldn't conceive, but we did OK.
The last time we made love together was over three months ago and that was not a pleasant experience when I thought about it. Now, I was beginning to think I knew why.
An hour later, I made my way back to the kitchen, looking for that cup of coffee I wanted so badly last night. I smelled it and headed for the pot. A cup of coffee and I would be all the way back to normal. Unfortunately, Delia was also in the kitchen and that put a dark cloud over my mood. Now it would take more than just coffee.
"Just let me get myself a cup of coffee before you start in on me. I need something to wake me up."
"Too bad you had to make a fool out of yourself last night. Maybe if you had been home where you belonged, you wouldn't feel so bad today."
I had to control myself before I said something I would regret. Not regret, rather something I would rather her not know about. At least not yet. I opted to say nothing.
"I'm talking to you, Peter Burke! Where were you last night and who were you with?"
"I was with Butch Cassidy. You know Butch? He's the one that cheating bitch of a friend of yours left for the bastard she's sleeping with."
"You don't know what you're talking about! Martha didn't cheat on him first. He was the one that was cheating. She just got fed up with it and went out on her own. She and Jack were just friends. It was Gerald's fault. He pushed her into it."
I guess it was about time I told her the truth. I had to laugh at her ignorance. Martha had filled her empty head with all kinds of lies and I was in the mood to set her straight.
"Is that what she told you? Butch never cheated on her once in his life. I, and everybody who knows him knew that he loved that woman more than life itself. That was her damn story and she tried to convince everyone of it, but you're the only fool who ever believed her. Everybody else knows what she is. "
"That's not true. She was only trying to get back at him. That's all it was. Before the divorce, she just had sex with that guy once. Just once to make him jealous but then he got so unreasonable that Martha decided to divorce him. She couldn't live with his cheating ways."
"Sorry. Martha had been fucking Jack Mason for over seven months when Butch found out about it. He told her to get the fuck out and she said she was happy to, because Jack was leaving his wife and was going to marry her. She moved out the same day and never even tried to contest the divorce. Never once apologized or tried to explain. Just left. She's still fucking him but he's not leaving his wife. So, she's just a cheap whore."
Delia was looking a little shaken. I'm not sure what story Martha had sold her on but it was sure as hell not the truth. I think it was just starting to sink in.
"That marriage was over as soon as Butch found out. He told her he wouldn't ever forgive her and she didn't give a shit. The greedy bitch wanted alimony but he told her if she asked for it, he would quit and go on welfare rather than pay her anything. She'd already spent every dime he made. Since they had nothing but the house, Butch gave it to her along with the mortgage."
Delia was sitting there staring at me as if I had just told her we were being evicted. She was shell shocked! I wanted to laugh so bad but I held it back. Now was the time for the first shot in the war to come.
"Since her asshole lover didn't leave his wife, she had to sell the house to pay her lawyer. But it's OK since her lover will take care of her. I hear he's paying for her apartment now. That apartment you go to all the time? Owned by her lover, paying for his mistress. It's a good deal for him. She gets free rent and he gets free pussy. He writes the apartment and his paid whore off as a business expense."
I laughed at the expression on her face. It was priceless. Marty had really sold her a bill of goods. Not surprising. Now for the slam dunk!
"But I'll tell you that any wife that cheats on her husband is a slut and a fool. If she hasn't the guts to talk to her husband first to get the truth out into the open before doing that, she doesn't deserve to continue to be married to the guy. If she's that angry, then ask for a divorce. But to go fuck another guy, and blame it on him, well that's just crap!"
Now she was really looking sick. I don't know what she was thinking but I was now sure she was guilty. I wanted to push it some more just to make her do something stupid.
"You know my loving wife, if you did that, I'd divorce your ass so fast it would make your head swim. So, if you're thinking of it and trying to find some excuse, understand right now that there is none. No excuse and no second chance!"
I got up, took my cup of coffee that had gone cold again, and walked out of the kitchen and into the garage. I had a small workshop out there with a radio and a small portable TV. I sat down on my stool and took stock.
First, I had delivered the facts to Delia about Martha and it was clear that Martha had sold her a bill of goods.
Second, I had let her know how I felt about cheating and what I would do if she did.
Third, I put the fear of God into her and now she was trying to decide how to play it. If she had cheated, which I believed she had, she would try to make sure all evidence was hidden so deep I would never find it.
Forth, she was on the defensive and I had the upper hand. She didn't think I suspected or knew anything so she would do something soon. That gave me an advantage.
Finally, I searched my feelings and my heart and was surprised to find that I really didn't care that my marriage seemed to be over. I guess I had lived with the bitch that Dee had become so long I just didn't care anymore. The love was gone.
I spent the morning out there without interruption and called Butch around ten to ask him to meet me at the corner 7-11 at 1:00 that afternoon. I told him to drive the truck, the one that he had just bought and that no one had seen yet. I wanted to be able to follow Delia if she decided to make a trip. I told him what I was going to do and he thought it was a good plan. We were set.
I went back inside when Dee called me to find lunch made and waiting on the table. This was the first time Dee had made lunch for me in over three months. Makes you think, doesn't it?
"What's this? Lunch? Why now all of a sudden? I thought you were angry with me? If I didn't know better, I'd think you had a guilty conscience. Do you?"
She tried on a sickly smile. "Of course not. You just seemed so tired and washed out; I thought you needed something on your stomach. Probably because of last night."
"Well, whatever the reason, thanks. By the way, I'm going out this afternoon to meet someone. I'll probably be gone most of the afternoon."
"Who are you going to see? It's Saturday, why would you be meeting anyone today?"
"It's just a friend. No one important. Nothing for you to be concerned about."
"It just seems strange that you would have to meet someone on Saturday."
"Well, it just came up. Why are you so concerned? Do you think I'm doing something I'm not supposed to? They say guilty people always suspect everyone else?"
"No, of course not. And I'm not guilty of anything. I just wondered."
"Do you have anything planned? Anywhere to go?"
Dee seemed nervous and agitated, but she tried to hide it by turning her back and puttering in the sink before answering me.
"No. I'll just stay here and finish up some chores. The laundry needs doing." A long pause and then, "Oh, and I'm going out to see that new movie with Marty tonight."



Well, so now we get to it. She must be meeting her lover tonight. That was just great. I wanted to give her a little zinger just to make her sweat a little. But regardless of where she was going, I'd be right behind her.
"Maybe you want me to think you're both going to the movie but I know where she's going. You thinking of a little action yourself?"
"You can go to hell!" Her anger seemed forced to me coupled with the sick look on her face as she turned to me. I saw the guilt clear as day! Her reaction should have been anger, not guilt!
We ate lunch in silence and cleaned up afterwards. I changed into a nice casual shirt and slacks before I left for my 'meeting'. Delia watched me go without a word. I drove away and to the corner convenience store where I had agreed to meet Butch. I knew that I could leave my car there in the back of the store without anybody seeing it. I parked, went inside, got a cold six pack, and got in the truck with Butch.
"OK, now we drive over to Madison St. and watch the house for a while. I want to see if she takes a drive. She said she had nowhere to go so she'd be home. Let's see."
Three minutes later, we were stopped alongside the curb on the street that crossed mine. We could just see the house and could see if Delia pulled out driving that huge SUV of hers. It was a big-assed Ford Expedition. Why she had to have it was beyond me. She didn't work and she didn't have anything to carry so why that big monstrosity?
Butch and I popped a couple of cold ones and just chatted. I told him of my conversation with Delia this morning. He got a big kick out of it and said that she was probably guilty but we had to be sure. As we were talking, I saw Delia pull out of the driveway and start toward us. I grabbed Butch and we both ducked down until she passed. She came to the intersection with Madison, turned our way and drove past us. Butch raised up to watch as she stopped at the intersection of Madison and Main. We waited until we saw her turn left, toward town. Butch pulled out behind her and we followed, staying well back.
After a drive of about ten minutes, Delia pulled into the lot of a diner in a part of town we never frequented. Butch drove past and then pulled into a gas station on the opposite side. From there, we could see her car. She just sat there and waited without doing anything. As I was becoming impatient, I saw a car pull in beside her, but it was on the other side. I couldn't see who it was but I saw Delia get out of her side and walk around to the other side, but because that damn SUV was so big, I couldn't see her. I was about to tell Butch to move the damn truck so I could see her when the car, with her in it, backed out and drove away, going the other direction. By the time we were able to get going and pull out into traffic, the car was gone.
I had no idea what to do now, so I told Butch to take me back to my car. When he asked me what I was going to do, I just shrugged my shoulders and said that I would play it by ear. He clapped me on the shoulder and told me how sorry he was. I told him it was sort of nice to finally know for sure, but inside I was sick to my stomach, just knowing that my marriage was over and my life would never be the same. But, as I thought about it, I reminded myself of what I had been living with and that I would be better off with a clean break.
We made plans to meet later that night and I drove back to the Diner. I sat there for some time before deciding to move the car and park just off to the side. I could see her car, watch the cars entering the parking lot and when I saw them, I would wait until she got in her SUV. Just before she started it up, I would pull up beside her, pause for a moment and then leave. Dramatic as hell, but more importantly, I found that I just wanted this to be over. No more spying, no more following her around, no planting bugs in the house, that sort of shit. Not for me. She had lied to me and was with another man, period. The rest was just common cheating.
It was just over an hour and a half from the time they left until they came back. Must have been time enough to get their rocks off, maybe in the car like a couple of teenagers. Whatever! I did recognize the man in the car as a friend of Jack's. I think they worked together. I started my car as I watched his car pull up beside her SUV and then after a couple of moments to say goodbye and make plans for the next tryst, she walked around the front of his car and watched him drive away before moving to hers.
Now for a little surprise. Just as she opened the door, I pulled up beside her and waited for her to notice me. Just before sliding in, she turned to the side and saw me sitting there. When our eyes met, the shock on her face was priceless! Shock, guilt, panic, all rolled into one. I gave her enough time to register me and then I pulled out and drove home without looking back.
I didn't do any of the stereotypical shit like pack a bag, close checking and savings accounts or put her shit in plastic bags. That would have meant some planning and thinking, neither of which I was capable of just then. When a man confirms that his wife is cheating on him, what in the hell would anyone expect? Rationalism? Calm? Thoughtfulness? Hah! All I felt was a deep sadness and slightly sick to my stomach. It's funny that the end of something, even something bad, is sad and upsetting. While I no longer loved Delia, I had been married to her for over nine years, a good part of my life. I was losing that, so yeah, it was sad.
No, what I did do was sit down in the family room and wait. I wanted this to come to an end, a loud and nasty conclusion. I had given her my position that morning and she knew exactly what it was. I told her that there were no excuses for cheating and no second chances. It would be interesting to see what her plan was. Would she deny that anything happened? Deny that she was having an affair? Pretend that she was just friends and that she was trying to get advice? What? Well, time would tell.
As I sat there, I heard the garage door go up and that monstrosity of hers pull in. It was so loud with that huge engine that she needed to haul around a bag of groceries. I always believed that she was just trying to compensate for something. Maybe it was me. Maybe I was too small, too unskilled, and too timid, to suit her and she needed this to make up for her lack of stimulation here at home. That had to be it. Just like the commercial where the person gets pushed aside so they go buy a Hummer! Like that would help! Apparently it hadn't helped her either. She had to go find someone else to do for her what I couldn't.
The door flew open and Delia came in on the run.
"Pete? Where are you?"
She came rushing in the great room and spotted me sitting there. She came to a full stop and just watched me. I think she was waiting for me to attack but I just sat there, not even looking at her. It was her problem, not mine. She fucked up, not me. She was the guilty one and I was the one hurting. Why should I have to say anything? Christ! All I wanted to do was go get drunk. That's what she did to me.
She came into the room, started to sit beside me but stopped when I looked up at her. The look on my face was enough to make her move over to the chair and sit. I settled back on the couch and waited.
"It's not what you think. I don't know how or why you were there, but it's not what you think."
How in the hell would she know what I thought? She didn't know me at all if she could do something like this. If she thought I would ever accept anything like this. I think the trouble she was in had finally hit her. Maybe she thought she was clear and that I wouldn't find out about her cheating, but I had and now she was in deep shit.
"I was there because I followed you there. Butch and I were behind you all the way and we watched you get into that asshole's car and drive away. That's all I needed to see. And what I think is that you are a cheating, lying slut that decided that she needed more excitement in her life and to hell with her husband! That's what I think! Now, tell me I'm wrong."
The tears were flowing now! She was in trouble and she knew it. She was trying to find some way to make me believe it wasn't true.
"You're wrong! None of that is true. It's not what it looked like. I wasn't cheating on you and that's the truth!"
"Sorry! You're trying to give me the same shit that slut of a friend of yours gave Butch. I don't believe you. You're a married woman; you got into a car with another man after telling me that you were staying at home doing the laundry. Your best friend is a fucking whore who cheated on her husband. You've done nothing for the past few months but pick fights with me, making my life a living hell with your bitching and sniping, and you've stopped wanting me to make love to you. It's all clear now. It was just to justify your cheating. You wanted more and you went out and got it."
"That's crazy! None of that is true. You're trying to make me look like I'm cheating, but I'm not! I'm not! I don't want more. I have all I want with you."
"Then what were you doing in another man's car for an hour and a half? Why would you meet a man and lie to me about it? Why have you been so distant with me lately and why did we stop making love? Why? God Damn it! Tell me why! Do you have those answers?"
She was rocking back and forth, holding herself with both arms and her head bent down, looking at the floor. The look of a desperate woman, one who had been found out. She was trying to speak but she was sobbing so hard the words were coming out more like hiccups.
"There's more to it than that. You just don't understand. You're wrong!"
"I don't believe you. You've already lied to me and now you're trying to convince me that you're innocent. Well, I don't believe you. If you can lie to me once, you can lie to me again and again. That's what I believe."
Delia had now almost completely collapsed. She was moaning and crying and rocking herself but not saying anything. I think she had run out of things to say and she had not had time to prepare her lies. Without preparation, lies can be difficult to come up with at the last minute.
"I'll pack a bag and be out of here as soon as possible. I'll call Harold Finegold in the morning and start the proceedings. You should get your own lawyer since Harold works for me."
The response was immediate. Her head flew up and she stood, arms waving.
"What do you mean get a lawyer? What do you mean start proceedings? You can't be serious. You don't mean divorce! No! No! You have to let me explain! It's not what you think!"
"Yes, it is!"
"No, God Damn it! No! I'll tell you everything. Just stop this nonsense!"
I really would like to know what I did that forced her into this. Maybe I could take the time to listen to her story. And I believed she would give me a story. Not the truth! Not now, when it was too late. Just a lie that she felt she could convince me with.
"OK. I'll give you five minutes to tell me your 'story'. But, if I hear one single lie, I'm gone and it's over. No more lies. I told you, no second chances."
Dee stood and walked around the room before starting. I could almost hear the wheels in her head spinning, trying to decide how to convince me of her innocence. Not likely with the truth, but it might be fun to watch her try her lies.
"OK. His name is Phillip Tartan. He works with Jack Mason."
As ready as I thought I was, the fact that she and Martha were fucking buddies and she was fucking Jack's pal was more than I could take. My vision clouded and everything turned white. The fury that I felt was almost enough to stagger me. I screamed at her.
"I should have known! Martha fucks Jack and you're fucking Phil! Good friends stick together I see. How long has it been going on? Did Martha fix you up? Well the hell with you!"
I was so angry that I stood up, glared at Dee and turned to go pack my bag. I suddenly didn't want to hear any more. When she reached out to grab my arm, I spun and gave her a look that had her stumbling back. She was afraid of me! For the first time in our nine years of marriage, she was afraid of me and at this point, I didn't blame her.
"I can't listen to this now. I thought I could, but I can't. This is too fucking sick even for me. I have to get out of here. Just don't say anything. Please! Just back away and don't say anything!"
I ran down the long hall to our room and yanked down my overnight bag. I took anything I could grab out of the drawers, threw it in and closed the bag. I went into the bathroom and, grabbing a plastic bag from the vanity, swept my things into it and tied it closed. That would have to do. I was so angry I was shaking. My hands weren't steady but I had to make it out to my car. If I could do that, I would be OK.
Somehow, I managed to do just that. I got to the door, opened it and threw my bag down the three steps and grabbed the railing to keep me upright. Dee was standing at the door and moved aside just in time to avoid being hit with the bag. Her face was a mixture of fear and panic. Afraid of me and yet, not wanting me to leave. Tough shit. I was out of there.
"Pete, please. You don't . . ."
"I asked you to shut up! Please, shut up! Why can't you just shut the fuck up?"
I stumbled down the three steps to the garage and my car. I threw the bags in the back and got behind the wheel, Dee saying something all the while. I didn't hear her. I refused to hear her as I backed out of the garage and into the street, almost hitting the monstrosity. I spun the wheel and sped away, finally releasing the breath I had been holding all that time.
I calmed enough to see where I was and pulled over to the curb to call Butch. I needed a place to crash and his place would work. He answered, gave me the come ahead and I headed for his place.
I spent the evening telling Butch of my conversation with Delia and he just shrugged, telling me that he expected it might be something like that. He knew the guy she was with and he told me he was Jack's right hand man. Appears they were sharing our wives for their own pleasure. I felt my fury grow as he talked but at some point, it just sort of faded away. I guess it's hard to continue at that level of anger without burning out. I knew it would come back, but for now, beer and talking were helping to keep me sane.
The following morning was a Sunday and I woke feeling like I had been in a ten round fight, one that I lost. Butch told me he had some things to do that morning so to make myself at home. I got up, cleaned up and dressed in jeans and a T-shirt. I checked for food, found some eggs and had an egg sandwich. Simple fare but it hit the spot. I was just sitting around trying to decide what to do when the phone rang. I decided to answer just in case it was him. It was.
"Hey, bro! Everything alright? Did you get something to eat? I don't keep much as you can see."
"Thanks Butch. Yeah, I'm good. Egg sandwich and a shower and I feel like a new man."
"Well, just wanted to let you know. I talked with Marty this morning, just to get the lay of the land. Don't say anything smart about that neither. You might want to call Dee and let her talk. I know how it sounds but it might be worth your while to hear what she has to say."
"Shit Butch. What could she say that would make a difference? She's been fucking around on me and that's the end of it."
"Just call bro. Marty told me some shit that just might be true, but I don't trust her no further than I can throw her, so just call and talk to Dee, OK? You're a buddy and I want to see you do the right thing. If you want to do what we talked about after you talk to her, I'm good. Just talk to her first, OK?"
If it was important to him, I'd do it, but it sounded like Martha had done some conning of her own. She and Dee had talked and made up some shit. Probably support for any lies Dee told me. Two of a kind. But, I would do it because I promised.
I got a cup of coffee and went into the small den to call. Butch's apartment was a two bedroom with a large open space that included the kitchen, table and what passed as a living room. There was a couch where I spent the night. The little den was too small to be of any use for anything except maybe a home office, if the business was one telephone and a computer. But, it boasted a nice office chair and I felt comfortable in one of those. Like at work. Business! I picked up the phone and dialed.
"Hello?"
"Hello Dee. It's me. Sorry about last night but I just had to get out of there before I did something I would regret later."
"Pete! Thank God. I had no idea where you were. I called Marty and she called Butch and he wouldn't tell us anything but he said he would get word to you."
"Yeah, he called. Wanted to be sure I called you. I figure you got your story straight with Marty so she could sell him a line of bullshit so he would call me. Well, I'm calling."
"Pete. That is so not the case. Please come home so we can talk. You stormed out last night before I could tell you anything. Please, come home and talk to me."
"You told me all I needed to know last night. You and Marty, fucking those guys. Seems your guy is Jack's right hand man. I guess you were a reward from Jack for sticking by his mistress. I guess the two of them can set you both up in a love nest. Maybe you can take turns."
"Pete! It isn't like that. I'm not sleeping with him! I've never been unfaithful that way to you. Never! You're the only man I've been with since we've been married. You have to believe that."
"Sorry. I don't believe you. You were with him Saturday afternoon alone for over an hour and a half. In his car. Alone. I couldn't follow you to see where you went but I imagine it was somewhere you could be alone. Did you do him in the backseat of his car in some parking lot?"
There was nothing but sobbing on the other end. I knew I was being cruel but when you hurt, you want to lash out and hurt the one that hurt you. I was hurting. That was my only excuse.
"Pete. Please. You have to come home and talk to me. You have to. You owe me that much. If you don't believe me afterwards, fine. But you have to give me a chance to explain to you what happened."
"Fine! I'll be there in an hour. You can talk yourself sick. Goodbye!"
Why I agreed to go, I don't know. What did I expect to do besides hear more words that would hurt and wound. She had hurt me enough already even without knowing what she had done. Why punish myself more? Maybe, because, deep down inside, I was hoping that this was all a mistake, a misunderstanding, a bad dream that I would wake from soon? Even though I knew better, my subconscious wasn't giving up. Even with the love gone, pride forced me to hope for something I could hold onto.
At almost 11:00 exactly, I pulled up to my house and sat in the driveway, just looking at it. It was a single level ranch that was what everyone called 'rambling'. It was actually very large and had four bedrooms, formal living and dining rooms, a small office and a huge great room. The kitchen was large and well appointed and it boasted an eating nook that overlooked the in-ground pool. I remember the sun glinting off the water yesterday morning waking me up. Was it just yesterday?
With a sigh, I got out of the car and walked to the front door. As I did, I automatically noticed that the grass could use cutting and the shrubs in the front needed a trim. I rarely saw the house from the front so this was sort of new. I made a mental note to call the service that cut my grass. I went on to the front door and rang the bell.
It took a few seconds but she finally came to the door. When she saw it was me, she looked surprised.



"Pete." What are you doing at the front door? You never come in this way. Why didn't you use the garage door like always?"
"I don't feel like I live here anymore. Nothing feels the same now. Everything is different, especially you. It feels different, is all."
"Pete, please come in and stop talking that way. Nothing is different. Everything is the same as it was, we just have to talk together and figure it out. That's all it is."
I walked into the foyer and stopped to look around. It seemed the same but I wasn't used to seeing it from this angle. I noticed things. The furniture she picked out for the entrance way; the formal dining table set with placemats and silver, the large bouquet of flowers in the center; the narrow glimpse into the living room with its sectional couch and matching everything; and Delia, standing there in a short, yellow sundress that showed off her tanned shoulders and just a hint of cleavage. I had to admit, she was still one of the most beautiful women I knew.
I didn't speak as I looked around and then I moved away from her, toward the kitchen. I wanted this to be on neutral territory and the kitchen was as neutral as I could get. We had a designer redo the kitchen some years back and everything was his. I didn't look back as I took a seat at the table.
Dee came in and moved to the counter where she had a fresh pot of coffee and a plate of shortbread cookies, the ones I loved. She set them down in the center of the table and took the chair opposite me. She looked wonderful. Her hair was brushed back and she had taken the time to make herself up to look her best. She had succeeded. But, that wasn't the point. I had always loved her and I had seen her at her best and worst and loved both extremes. Nothing she did would have changed my mind, except for this. This was too much.
"Pete. I want to tell you everything but you have to let me say it. You can't just hear part of it and then get mad. I have to explain it all to you. So please. Promise me you'll hear it all. Not just what you want to hear, but all of it."
I looked at her and could see the fear in her eyes. It made me uncomfortable to think that I had put it there but then I remembered it wasn't me. Her actions had done this. I would never hurt her physically and she knew it. The fear was of losing: me, the marriage and our future together. That was the fear.
"I promise to listen to all of it. Every dirty little part of it. And don't worry. I have never hit you and I never will. You know that. But I will get angry. That I can't control. I can only promise to try to let you finish without losing it."
"Thank you. That's all I need: for you to hear it all. And I never felt in danger from you. Never. Even when you were so angry and hurt. I knew you would never hurt me physically."
She sat straight in the chair, her hands in front of her and clasped together on the table. "This all started about a month or so before Marty and Butch filed for divorce. She had been telling me about his affairs and how he was going out at all hours and screwing around on her. She said she knew all about it and had him followed. She said she had proof."
I had to interrupt. I know I promised and I would keep my promise but I wasn't going to let this kind of shit go unchallenged.
"So you're telling me this has been going on for over what, seven or eight months? You've been cheating on me for that long? And what proof? Did she ever show you any proof? And how did she know all this? Who was her PI? This is all bullshit and if this is what you're going to tell me, then I might as well leave now!"
'Wait! Pete, wait! Nothing has been 'going on' as you put it. And I said I was going to tell you everything and this is what she told me! I know it's not true now, but at the time, I had no reason to doubt her. I believed her!"
I sat down and let her go on. I began to feel that this was going to be a bullshit session but I promised and, by God, I would stick to my promise.
"She started to tell me about Jack Mason. She had met him at one of the company functions and they had become friends. He was the one that she said told her to hire the PI. He said he knew Butch and he would see what he could find out about him. And over the next couple of weeks, she told me that he told her that he knew of at least three women Butch was messing around with. When he was supposed to be driving, he was actually screwing around with one of these women."
I was shaking my head, and I had to butt in.
"And you believed all of this shit! I can't believe you were that stupid. The woman I married wasn't that stupid or gullible. When the hell did you get this dumb!"
"I know it sounds crazy now, but at the time it didn't. It was about the same time that Marty started asking me if I knew where you were all the time. At first, I didn't even think about it but then later, I started to notice you were often late for dinner and had to go back in late at night and other things. She kept at me and I began to become suspicious."
"Anyway, I started to think about it and I began to believe that you could be cheating on me. I watched and tried to be calm about it but you never told me what you were doing and I became more and more suspicious."
"I finally convinced myself that you were actually cheating on me. That's why you went back after supper and why you came home late some evenings. You were with your lover!"
"That's it! This is all bullshit and I can't sit still for this. I know I promised, but I can't. You're trying to make this all my fault and it's just bullshit!"
I got up, kicked back the chair, knocking it over as I stormed out of the kitchen. I had all I could take of this.
"I'll call you later, after I calm down enough to stand the sight of you."
"Pete! Wait! Please!"
I went out the front door, down the two steps and into my car. Again, I drove away just to get far enough out of sight to stop and calm myself down. This was all crap! I should have known! Crap from the beginning to the end. She just wanted an excuse to fuck somebody else and then blame it on me. Well, I wasn't going to stand for it.
An hour later I was sitting in a little café drinking a coke, watching my sorry life evaporate like the bubbles in my glass. I had called Butch to let him know where I was and sure enough, he came striding in and sat down beside me.
"Hey buddy. You can't do any real thinking with a soft drink. Come on back to the apartment and we'll have a couple of beers and a shot or two. That's what you need for good thinking."
Damn if he wasn't right. We did and it was better.
"Now, here's what I think. You and me, we need to go get those sumabitches and tear them both new assholes. You know Jack: he's a real pussy! And that asshole, what's his name: he's an even bigger pussy! You and me can take em out!"
I kind of liked the idea. Maybe if I had another shot, it would help me make up my mind. I did and it did.
"I think it's a damn fine idea. And the asshole's name is Phil. Real pussy name. When should we do this thing? Now?"
"Naw! Today's Sunday, the Lord's day. You can't do shit like that on the Lord's Day!"
"OK, we'll do it tomorrow. Tomorrow is good. Tomorrow isn't the Lord's day is it?"
"I don't think so. I think just Saturday and Sunday, or something like that. Let's do it anyway, tomorrow. We'll wait for them after work."
That was about all I could remember after I woke up later that afternoon. Butch and I had shot most of the daylight hours drinking and making plans. But, strange, that I didn't feel hung over. I actually felt pretty good. Good enough that I decided to call Dee. I went back into the little den and called.
"Hello? Pete is that you?"
"Yeah, it's me. How are you?"
"What do you mean how am I? You stormed out of here without giving me the time to explain like you promised. You promised not to take just parts of what I said. I never got the chance to finish. You promised!"
She was crying and hiccupping again, trying to get the words out. Damn, she was good at that. Sympathy move.
"I know what I promised. I just have a hard time with this bullshit you're throwing at me. Now you have me cheating on you and that's a damn lie. I'm supposed to sit there calmly when you tell me that shit?"
"I'm only telling you what I thought at the time! I talked myself into believing it along with Marty urging me on. I see it now, but not then. That's what you didn't let me say!"
OK, that calmed me down a little but I just didn't see how I could take this.
"Dee, we have a problem. You're telling me all this stuff that you believed and you fell for and that's what made you do what you did and I'm having a real problem accepting that you were that stupid. It all sounds like a convenient excuse to me."
"It's not an excuse. It's the reason I did what I did. I'm not accusing you of anything and I know you never cheated on me. I'm just trying to show you how confused I was. That's all."
"Well, if I accept that you were confused and you thought I was cheating, why were you so quick to doubt me and accept someone else's word? Where was the trust and the faith in me? I think the truth was that you thought you had a green light to do anything you wanted with anyone you wanted. That's what I think. So how about we cut to the chase?"
Silence. Just a few little sniffles but no sobbing now. Maybe she knew it was almost over. Maybe she knew that the battle was lost and it was time to cut her loses.
"OK. If you come home, I'll get to the part about Phillip. That's the part you need to hear about. Please come home. Now, while I have the courage to tell you."
"I'm on my way."
I checked on Butch, but he was sound asleep. I jotted my whereabouts on a note and stuck it to the last of the beers in the six pack. Butch would probably sleep through till tomorrow but still. I wanted to be a polite guest.
I drove home again and this time, went in the garage way. I had made my point earlier.
She was sitting right where I left her, at the table. I walked over and took my seat, pouring a cup of coffee from the pot on the table. She took it from me, walked over to the microwave and gave it a minute. It was the same pot as before. One of the things that was puzzling me was why I kept ending up with cold coffee!
Dee started right in, no delay, no buildup. "After the divorce, I spent a lot of time with Marty. She didn't really seem down at all but I thought she was hiding it. So, I went over almost every day. She seemed fine but she was still seeing Jack, which I thought was strange. I found out that he was married and mentioned it to her but she said he was going to leave his wife. At least, that's what she told me."
"Pretty soon, she was seeing him every day so I stopped going over there. But a week later, she called me and asked me to meet her at the diner where you found me. I went and that's when I met Phillip. He was there with them."
"Jack introduced me and we just talked and got to know each other. I just stayed for an hour or so and then left, but I promised to meet the three of them again. That's how it started."
I started to fidget as she got to the part about that son of a bitch. I didn't want to listen to this but I felt I had to. I looked over at her and just nodded.
"I had lunch with them twice more and then Phillip asked me to meet him alone for dinner. I refused at first but he asked me again later and I finally accepted. We went out to dinner three or four times, always alone. I told you I was with Marty on those times."
Dee stopped to take a drink of her tea while I waited. I took several deep breaths to try to calm myself but to no avail. My heart was pounding in my chest and I feared a heart attack was coming on. But, I stayed. When she looked at me, she could see the anger building up and she hurried on.
"I need to tell you right now, nothing happened at all at these dinners. Just two friends, talking and a little dancing. That's all. He was a perfect gentleman at all times. He was. Then, we didn't see each other for a week or so because he was traveling, but when he came back, he called and wanted to meet me for lunch. I accepted and met him at the diner. During lunch, he asked me to spend the night with him. I refused, but he kept asking. I still refused but I told him maybe later. I didn't say no! I said maybe!"
She stopped and watched me, while I continued to breathe deeply and count to ten over and over. I was proud of myself for staying in my seat and not collapsing from a stroke. OK, maybe it was coming later. But so far, so good.
"God, Pete! I'm so ashamed of myself. I said maybe. Maybe I would cheat on you and my marriage. Oh God, so ashamed. But, I have to continue. I have to tell you everything!"
She had to notice the heat in my face as my blood began to boil. She grimaced at my expression but she continued in spite of it. I had to give her credit for courage.
"I told Marty what Phillip wanted and she said I should go for it. She said that since you were cheating on me, I should do the same to you. She kept telling me you and Butch were two of a kind and you were both not worth staying faithful for. She finally admitted that she was fucking Jack almost every day. I was not surprised. I think I knew it."
"I kept thinking about what Phillip wanted and I was weakening. I began to consider it and wonder what it would be like. I didn't accept yet but I was beginning to think that I would. I went to dinner with him a couple more times and the last time was when he pulled me into a corner of the restaurant and kissed me. I had never kissed him on the mouth in all this time but he kissed me that night. It was a soft, pleasant kiss and I didn't stop it, not like he forced it on me. Afterwards, I didn't say anything about it so he thought it was fine with me. But it wasn't. It made me feel dirty."
Now she was the one breathing hard. It was interesting, watching her relive this. She was talking more to herself now than to me. It was fascinating to watch.
"At home that night, I went over it in my mind, again and again. And after a while, it didn't seem so bad. It grew in my mind to be rather pleasant and I believed I liked it. I remember how he pushed himself against me and I felt his arousal. That's when I began to consider Phillip as more than a friend and as a potential lover."
She stopped for a second to collect her thoughts and with a quick glance up at me, went on.
"During the time I was meeting him for lunch and dinner, I began to see you as a potential block to the things I wanted to consider. Things like going out on dates with Phillip, going to dinner and dancing and other things. You were a drag on me and it made me angry with you. You didn't do anything but I did. It was all in my mind. I finally decided that I wouldn't make love with you any more either. You didn't deserve me since you were so busy cheating on me with those other women."
I had been rather patient with her story up to this point and I promised myself that since it was over, what she did would not be of too much interest but that was changing. Her behavior was disgusting, her attitude was self serving and her whole story was one of selfish disdain for me and for our marriage. The anger I felt was beginning to grow and I knew that if something didn't happen soon, I was in danger of doing something I had never done: hit a woman!
I stood up and, after a few deep breaths, I looked down at this woman I thought I loved. I had no idea how she could have changed so much in such a short time. But maybe she hadn't really changed. Maybe this was the true Delia. A slut waiting for a chance to come out and play.
"I don't know how much more of this I can take. I don't know what the purpose of this is other than to make you feel better by confession. Well, guess what? I'm not a priest! If that's what you're looking for, I'm not him. So, if there's nothing else, I need to leave before I lose it and hurt you."
She jumped up and went to reach for me, but I stepped back out of her reach. Her face was a mask of pain and panic. Still, no fear of me. For some reason, that gave me pleasure. She could hurt, but not from my hand!
"I have to finish this. Until I do, you and I have no chance. You have to hear it all! Please, you promised! Let me finish!"
I stood there, controlling my breathing until I felt my blood pressure fall back to some semblance of normal. After a few strong exhales, I felt myself relaxing a bit and I finally sat back down.
"Get it over with then. I need to get out of here and into some fresh air. The stench in here is beginning to make me ill."
That had struck home! I saw her wince with pain and shame and it made me feel good. I had finally caused her to feel some of the hurt I had been living with for the past three days. But, she sat back down and prepared to continue.
"Phillip continued to call me and ask to see me again but I continued to say no. I was still considering and I think I was trying to work up the courage to say yes to him. I talked with Marty several times and she kept urging me to go ahead, reminding me of your 'affairs' as justification. I was still hesitating but I was weakening."
"For some reason, you got suspicious and I noticed your attitude changing toward me. You may not know it, but after nine years of marriage, I knew you pretty well. I knew your attitudes, your face when you were thinking and when you were worrying about something. I saw worry and concentration on your face more and more. It started me thinking."
She stopped to take a drink of her tea and put it aside. It had grown cold. Now she could drink cold stuff, just like my coffee. Trivial little shit not worth the time but the little flash of pleasure made me smile.
She must have misunderstood my smile as one of doubt, because she started back from that thought.
"You may not believe me but it's true. I guess now that I think about it, the same thing is true of you. That's why you became suspicious of me. You knew me and my habits and the changes were really major. I was just too stupid to see that about myself. That's what self absorption does to someone. I was so busy worrying about my own problems and things that I didn't even notice how my behavior had changed."
"Anyway, I decided that I had to make sure you didn't really know anything but I didn't know how. I called Phillip and told him I had to be very careful for awhile but that I would call him when I could. He wasn't happy, but he agreed. That was Monday of last week."
Now we were getting to it. Now I would hear the whole sad story. Now would come the truth!
"I had lunch with him on Wednesday when you said you had a luncheon meeting at work. I called him at his office and we met that day at the Friday's restaurant in town. Just lunch, but we talked again about his request and this time I agreed. I said I would do it! I don't know why, except that I thought that I had better do it before I had to stop seeing him: when you got too suspicious or something."
She looked at me to see how I was taking this but by now, I had stopped anticipating. I fully believed I knew what she had done and this was just the confirmation. Finally, the truth! I just returned her look with nothing in my expression. It was as cold and dead as I felt inside. She almost cried at my look but didn't. She swallowed, and continued.
"We made plans to meet for dinner Saturday night. I would tell you that I was going out with Marty to a movie or something which would give us the entire evening. He made a reservation at the Skyview motel, the one near the diner."
Now I was becoming confused. Saturday? She fucked this guy Saturday night while I was out drinking with Butch? After I had caught her red handed with his ass earlier in the day? No wonder she met him. Probably to tell him that it was definitely on and they didn't have to worry about dumb me. I knew nothing! Well, too fucking bad. I did know and now it was over.



"That was before we talked Saturday morning. That conversation with you Saturday was a real shock to me and it woke me up from what seemed like a long sleep. I think I was just sleepwalking, listening to Marty, going out with Phillip and Jack and Marty and those lunches when you were at work. The lies she told me, and the suggestions that you were cheating on me and all of it. All of it was just a lie and I bought into it. But when you made me see the truth of it Saturday, I knew it was over. I had to stop it! All of it!"
She was shaking her head back and forth as if to negate all of what she had done. She believed what she was saying and I found it hard to listen. But, she was almost done.
"I called Phillip and told him to meet me at the diner. We drove around while I told him it was over. I had changed my mind and I didn't want to see him any more. What we were doing was wrong and I couldn't do it any more. He didn't want to stop but I finally convinced him I was serious. He still wanted to see me but I told him never again. It was over. He finally accepted it and drove me back to the car. That's when you saw me."
So, that was it. After all of that, she hadn't even gone through with it. I was surprised but I did believe her. Dee was a lot of things, but she was never a very good liar. Even little white lies gave her a problem. But now, it was my time to talk.
"Well, Dee, that is quite a story. So, after all the shit from Marty, all the lies you listened to and accepted, after all the clandestine lunches and dinners when you lied to me, you finally decided to consummate your affair and cheat on me and our marriage. But you couldn't go through with it. Why?"
"What do you mean, why? Because it was wrong! I understood that and I stopped it."
"But if it was wrong, why did you agree to it in the first place? Why all the lunches and dinners and the lies to me about what you were doing and who you were with? Why did you make plans to fuck him? Let him make a motel reservation? And why go so far as to tell me you were going out with Marty? Right up until that morning, you intended to go through with it. What stopped you?"
"Well, you talked to me and told me that it was all lies from Marty. It was all in her head and she just told me that to convince me to cheat like she had done. That's why. I understood that it was a lie and that what I was doing was wrong."
"So, you would have gone through with it if I hadn't finally made you see that it was all lies and face up to what you intended to do?"
"Yes, I mean no, I mean . . . I just don't know! But I didn't and that is the important thing."
"No it isn't. The important thing is that you were willing to believe the worst of me and you were seeing another man without telling me. The important thing is that you were ready and willing to sleep with another man, just because someone told you I was cheating on you. The important thing is that you never once thought of coming to me and talking to me. You were already cheating on us in your mind. All the dates: the intimate lunches and dinners. You were living with me but you were thinking of him. You stopped making love with me but planned to do it with him. You had accepted his proposition and were planning on committing adultery! Only my intervention stopped you."
This wasn't going as Delia had planned. This wasn't the forgiving husband that she expected. The fact that she didn't actually sleep with the guy was all she saw. The fact that she had agreed to it didn't enter her mind. The lunches and dinners while lying to her husband didn't even concern her. The lies she chose to believe about her husband heard from someone else didn't concern her. Only the fact that she didn't actually do it was important. Only the sexual act made it cheating in her mind. She didn't even see the betrayal of intimacy and trust as cheating. They weren't important to her.
"Pete, please. I didn't go through with it. I never cheated on you! I didn't! You have to see that! I didn't do anything, I didn't!"
"Yes you did. You went out with another man, to lunch and to dinner on many occasions. You lied about it and kept it from me, which shows that you knew it was wrong. You made my life hell at home because you chose to believe someone else rather than trust me. He kissed you and you told me you didn't enjoy it but you didn't tell him to stop. You made plans to sleep with him and only stopped because I got in the way. That's what you did!"
"No! No! That's not right. I didn't sleep with him and I didn't enjoy the kiss. I told you I convinced myself that I did. But I didn't."
"No, you convinced yourself you did because you wanted to find a way to betray me. In your mind, you made it OK."
Dee was now a wreck. None of this had gone as she wanted. Everything she said was different when I looked at it. I saw things she didn't want me to see and she didn't know how to handle it. She looked at me through tear clouded eyes.
"What are you going to do? Can't you forgive me and we can start over? Try to fix this? It's not too late. I didn't do anything, so we can fix this. We can!"
"It's too late. It was too late when you decided not to trust me. It was over the first time you went to dinner with him while lying to me. That's when it was over. You just didn't know it. Neither did I until you told me. Now I know. It's time for you to face up to it. Our marriage is over. It's dead and there's nothing left."
Delia cried and argued and pleaded but never during it all did she once say that she loved me and needed me. She only repeated over and over that she didn't follow through with her affair. To her, that was all that was important. I believe she knew it was over and was just trying to convince herself, but it was too late. The love was gone. Hers as well as mine. She killed mine as surely as though she had kept that rendezvous at the Skyview Motel. Hers had obviously died some time before. She just didn't know it yet.
I moved out that day, finally ending it. There was no marriage left to save. No love left in my heart for Delia. She had betrayed me just as surely as if she had slept with him. Love, respect and fidelity are the three legs at the base of any marriage. If one is damaged, the marriage is in trouble but could still be saved. When two are removed, the marriage collapses. The third leg is unable to prop it up. In our case, Delia had broken two of the three and had planned on the third. There was no way back for me.
I filed for divorce the next day. Delia didn't fight it.
Consequences are a bitch!
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Bruno and the Conner Case.
I got a call today from TT. You know TT Spalding, the PI? He just got a new case and wants me to drop everything and get right on it. Like I don't have a life of my own. Nothing to do but stop what I'm doing and hop right on his stuff. I know he lives for this shit, since all he talks about is his job and that stupid fictional character, Mike Hammer. Who the hell is Mike Hammer anyway? OK, so he's before my time, but come on. I don't read crap like that. He's not real, not like TT himself. As far as I'm concerned, one of the best PIs anyplace is TT. I know since I've been with him like since forever. Anyway, he wants me on it and it seems like a straightforward deal.
TT says this case is a real gem. It's about a woman who wants to catch her cheating husband with his secretary. She's convinced he's bopping the bleached blond bitch (her words) that works for him and he's doing it in the office after hours. She must have sold TT on it as well cause he wants me to get right on it. Says she's a real looker and has a body made for sin. As if TT was going to do anything about it. That's a real laugh. He's married to Maggie and Maggie would have TT's ass in a sling if he so much as thought about another woman. Hell, TT is so much in love with Maggie that he can't see straight if she so much as yells at him. Goes into a funk if she gets mad at him. I guess I don't blame him. Maggie is one of a kind. Beautiful, smart, hard working and loyal as all hell when it comes to TT. She turns a lot of heads and attracts a lot of male attention when she goes out but the only head she pays any attention to is her husband's.
But back to business. I'll do just what TT wants as he knows perfectly well. He is the only person in this black hole of a world that I would do anything for. TT saved my life a long time ago and I owe him, big time. He never asked for anything in return and he gave me this job a while back just to help me out in a time when I needed it. I'm still here, even though I've gone on to become a relatively rich dude. Some of my inventions in the electronic spying arena have done quite well. I have a few patents that will keep me in spending money for a long time to come. TT knows that but never mentions it when he calls. Just assumes that I love this shit like he does. Well, I'm not going to burst his bubble. But I'll tell you this: when he calls, I answer. That's a fact.
I put things to bed for the night, made a few calls and cleared my schedule. I liked to be ready when I went in to see the boss. That's what TT would always be for me: the boss. He and I spent several years in the field together when he worked for the DA. He was what they called a special investigator and was one of the best. That's when TT and I got together the first time.
TT found me on a case he was working. It involved drugs, some very bad men, and me. I was the 'wires' guy for a gang that was building their reputation in the drug distribution business in the Bronx. I disabled alarms, opened doors and tracked shipments that the others would hijack. Anything to do with wires and computers. They were building their business on the back of the competition. Me, I worked for drug money. I was a junkie at the time. Yeah, that's right. I'm not proud of it but there it is. I was hooked on crack and those I worked for liked it that way. They could control me and I would do what they wanted for enough to buy a fix.
It was not a nice story but let me just say that TT found me working my trade on an alarm system in a building he was staking out. He collared me, took me in and listened in to the interview. I guess he saw something in me that he liked because the next thing I knew I was working as his CI: his confidential informer. He put me back, made sure I was wired and let me do my thing. A few days later when he had the whole gang in one place and in possession of a million dollar cache of cocaine, things came to a head. The place swarmed with cops and it went down without a shot being fired. After the bust, I was singled out and taken to a small room. TT came in, talked to me, said some things that drove my situation home and then made me a deal that put me in rehab. Afterwards, he took me in, set me up in business as an electronics expert working with him and the DA's office and made sure I kept straight.
He was a hawk, always on me to make sure I wasn't using or carrying. He never let me out of his sight. There was one time I scored a bag and was about to find a quiet place to shoot up and get high but he found out. I still remember it. TT caught me with the stuff and never said a word. He just took me to his apartment ( he lived alone at the time, before he met Maggie), had me sit down on his couch and then he said to me,
"If you're going to kill yourself, that's your choice, but I'm going to make sure you're safe while you do it. No one else is going to kill you. That's your job so go right ahead. You just go ahead and put that shit in your veins and scramble your brains. That's what you want to do. So go ahead. But you're going to do it in front of me."
Well, hell! I looked at him, sitting there so damn quiet and serious and I said, "I can't do this when you're watching me."
He said, "That's too damn bad because I'm not letting you out of my sight. Go ahead: shoot up and get stupid. Make your momma proud. I'll make sure no one else takes advantage of your stupidity."
Well, suffice it to say I couldn't do it. The son of a bitch just wasn't going to let me go. I finally decided he must know something that I didn't. So, I took that dime bag of shit and flushed it down the toilet and that was the last time I considered doing drugs again. From that day on, if I ever got in trouble, I called TT. If I felt the need to do the deed he would always respond. If I just felt like shit and needed someone to dump on, he always responded. Always.
We worked together for the DA for about three years before he decided to go private. By that time, I was straight and had been all that time. I had begun to see some money coming in from my patents, patents that TT showed me how to file, and I was doing pretty damn good. That empty feeling that demanded the release that cocaine gave was gone as well. Finally, someone else had filled it. A good friend, someone who believed in me and found something worth saving. When TT told me that he was going to quit the DA's office, and asked me to come to work for him, I told him I didn't want a full time job but that all he had to do was call and I would come. We shook, and that was that.
You know most of the rest. He set up his PI business and TT Spalding Investigations was born. He met Maggie a year later when he hired her as his secretary and gal Friday. It was love at first site, at least for Maggie and TT had no chance. She set out to snag him and he proposed three months later. I was best man at their wedding and Polly was maid of honor. That was the first time I met Polly. She was cute, sort of bubbly and very eager but not my type. The feeling was mutual and we became friends, but nothing more.
But back to the case. When I came into the office, Maggie was working in front at the computer. She smiled when she saw me and rose to give me a kiss on the cheek.
"Bruno! How have you been? It's been too long since you were in. You know better. Just because TT doesn't call doesn't mean you have to be a stranger. You'll have to come to dinner some night next week."
"I know Mags and dinner sounds great. It's my fault. I've just been too busy to keep up my social skills. You know me, the social king of the Bronx."
"Yeah, I know you too well. Go on in, he's waiting for you. This one should be a breeze for someone like you."
I walked in and saw TT sitting in front of his computer. Typing! Oh no! It was probably more of his crap for that great novel he had been writing for the past three or four years. It was his only vice as far as I knew. He saw me and waved me to one of the chairs in front of his desk, but I made my way to the comfortable chair behind his desk. He always kept those damn plastic chairs in front, to make the clients uncomfortable enough to keep the visit short. Hell, I wasn't a damn visitor so I went round and took a seat, waiting for him to finish.
He stopped, hit the save button and looked over at me. I felt a cold shiver go down my back as I knew this was going to be bad. "Listen to this and give me your opinion. If it's a good opinion that is. If it's not, just keep your damn mouth shut." He read from the screen.
I was hiding in the closet, the louvered door giving me enough of a view to cover the full scope of the room. She was moving around the bed, her golden hair reflecting the light from the single lamp. She was wearing a silk robe that hid untold treasures behind that thin barrier. She went directly to the picture over the bed and moved it aside to reveal the wall safe behind it. She stared intently at it for more than a minute before replacing the picture, straightening it. Did she have the combination? I wasn't sure but the way she smiled told me she did.
"Well, what do you think? Pretty good huh? Sound like something Mike Hammer would say don't you think?"
Tactfully, I kept my mouth shut and just nodded my head. I forced a smile on my face and hoped it would get me through this. Hell, I wouldn't know good literature from a hole in the ground and I had no clue what Mike Hammer would say. Far as I knew, he never said anything. Wasn't he just a fictional character?
It apparently didn't fly as I saw a grimace from TT. But, he didn't say anything so I breathed a sigh of relief. Made it through another mine field called 'give me your opinion'. TT swiveled his chair around to face me and began.
"OK, here's the deal. Got a woman named Amanda Conner. She's a real looker by the way. Tall blonde, ice blue eyes, skin like alabaster and legs that go on forever. She fills out a sweater like you wouldn't believe. Maggie likes her so maybe she isn't what I think she is. She says her husband is banging the secretary and she wants proof. Says she wants to take him for a bundle, but there were a lots of tears on her part. Looks to me like there's a jilted trophy wife who is sorely pissed and isn't going to settle for second place."
TT handed me a folder with most of the stuff I needed. SS number, credit card numbers, phone number for cell and land lines, picture and other stuff for the mister. Name was Ryan Conner, and the picture showed a man of age 45, black hair, grey eyes, good build and nice dresser. Top of the line suit and what looked like a Rolex on his wrist. The cuff links were gold and probably real. Worked as chief operating officer for a company out on the island that handled transport and shipping from the docks. Import/Export business it said on a business card I found in the folder. Right there I was suspicious. What the hell was an Import/Export business anyway? Anybody really know?
TT continued once I had a glimpse of the guy. "I got the feeling the wife really loves the dude, but seems to me there might be more to this than meets the eye, you know? I want you to do the routine but also keep your eyes open for you know what. Anything out of place, anything not what it should be, that sort of thing. You know the drill."
I did know the drill. How often did we find one grieving spouse trying to pull a fast one on the other? Too damned often! In this case, TT wanted me to hit the wife as well as the husband. TT had obviously spotted something and his instincts were almost always right on target. I had learned to trust him in matters like this. I had to ask though, "Are you bringing Polly in on this one?" It would make a difference in how I handled this.
TT shook his head negatively. "Not this time. Don't think we need to for this one. Do you?"
"Negative. I can handle it myself. Same deal? $800?"
"Same deal."
I headed out with my file and an idea of what I would need. I gave Maggie a goodbye kiss on the forehead and left to do my thing. I smiled to myself on the way back to my Hummer. It was a full size Hummer, not the H2 or the H3 toys. It cost me just under $75K loaded with all the options. As you can see, the $800 was just a token for me. Hell, one of my cameras was worth more that that. I always spent more than $800 on the job but I don't think TT really knew that. He believed the money was good and that I was making out on the deal. He'd never hear different from me. I wondered, not for the first time, about Polly. Same had to be the case for her. She was a successful photographer as far as I knew. She probably lost money on his deals as well. Wonder what her story was.
With the information TT gave me, I set up my plan. First thing was to make a visit to the office and gave the secretary in question my card. The one indicating I was a rodent removal specialist. I killed rats in other words. (I thought that was a clever play on reality). That was the first step. I found my way up to the right floor, went in the office and spotted the bleached blond right away. She was really hot! No wonder the Mr. was banging her. But, I was here on business so I shoved my eyes back in my head, closed my mouth, wiped off the drool and went up to her.
"Excuse me. I'm just making the rounds, and I was hoping to leave you my card. I just started my own business in extermination. My specialty is rats. Rats of all kinds and sizes. I kill them quickly and quietly. You might not need me now but you may some time in the future. So, please would you keep my card on file?"
I gave her my best smile and a look that should have made her think I was desperate. Whatever, she smiled back, flirted a little, told me her name was Cindy, and took my card. I took a look down her cleavage, knowing she was making it easy for me to do so and kept my eyes there for that fraction of a second too long that would make her happy. She expected it and I obliged. A few more words and I was out the door on my way back to my Hummer.
The next step was to visit the wife over in Jersey. They lived in an upscale suburb as you would expect. I found the place easily and cruised past, scoping out the area. There were a lot of trees and large open spaces, so it was simple to find a place to watch the house from. I made plans to set up a remote camera that I could monitor from my laptop. In all modesty, to call it a camera was misleading. It was computer controlled, satellite linked and top of the line with a few more improvements of my own. That baby could see a mouse trying to sneak into the house from a block away, and it knew what the mouse was thinking before the mouse did. It was also equipped with a remote zoom control. I needed a few days of observation to see what I could see, so I set it up to record only when movement from the house activated it and I could monitor it from my Hummer or from my own place.
Two days went by before I put the next phase into effect. I waited till the office where Mr. Conner worked was closed for the night and broke in, going in through the window I had jimmied the last time I was there. First floor window of course. Heights scare me a lot. I went in, took my box of very special mice up to the second floor and let the little buggers loose in the big man's office. They were hungry so I left them some cheese in the supply closet just inside the office. They would stay there for a while and make appropriate mouse noises. All I had to do was wait for a call, assuming the bleached blonde goddess had kept my card handy.
Sure enough, the following morning I got a call from Cindy.
"Mr. Exterminator? This is Cindy, from Mr. Conner's office. Would you believe we have rats in the office? It sure is a coincidence that you stopped by the other day. Can you come over right away and do something? Please?"
"Sure can Cindy. I'll be there in twenty minutes. Tell your boss he'll have to leave the office for about ten minutes or so when I get there. I'll get rid of those little pests for you in no time. And thanks for thinking of me. I really appreciate it."
"OK, I'll tell him. I think he has a meeting anyway that I can shift to one of the conference rooms. It'll be all ready for you when you get here."
Perfect. I got my equipment and packed a bag with all I would need. I also put on my uniform, the one that had the replaceable logos that I used. I put on the one for 'Rodents are Us' and tried to stifle the snicker that came with it. Well, Cindy didn't seem to be the sharpest tack in the card so this should work. My last piece of equipment was the little sound emitter that sent out a supersonic sound that the mice would respond to. As you might have guessed, these weren't just any old mice! I put it inside the cage I took with me. Now, I was set.
Once there, I flirted with Cindy, made sure I thanked her for thinking of me then I went inside Conner's office, shut the door and placed the cage with the emitter on the floor. I left the cage door open but went right to work setting up my cameras and microphones. Two of them, covering the whole office. They were also motion and sound activated so they were self contained. Either would zero in on the source of either movement or sound and had a range of just under 500 feet so I could set them up to record from the controller I placed in the utility closet just down the hall. I had scoped it out on the last visit. After testing them to make sure they were working properly, I turned on the emitter and sat back to wait. Sure enough, within a minute or two, I had four tiny white mice inside the case, snacking on the cheese I left them. I shut the door, took a last look around and went out to show Cindy my prizes. Her little shiver had me responding somewhere else. God, was she built!
Back at the shop, I booted up my computer and checked the camera at the Mrs.' place and the ones in the office of the Mr. All were working perfectly. Now, all I had to do was just watch and wait. I thought it should only take about a week to get all I needed, but that was before I noticed a scruffy looking dude that came to the Missus' house a couple of times. I decided I needed to see who he was and what was said inside that house. That I could do so I waited until she left one afternoon, slipped inside and did my thing.
So it was almost two weeks later that I called TT and requested a meeting with him. Told him I had what we needed and he seemed pleased. He set it up for last thing in the afternoon when the office was shut for the day. He and Maggie would be there, so just about 4:15, I gathered everything I needed and headed out. It was a ten minute drive over to his place so I wanted to be on time. TT hated people who couldn't keep on a schedule. He constantly beat me over the head with that. In all the years I had known him, TT was always right on time and never, ever late.
Maggie gave me a smile that caused my heart to beat a little faster when I came in. She always did that just to tease me cause I think she knew I had this huge crush on her. Not to say she was mean, but she was a woman and they're all like that. At least to me. But then you don't know what I look like. Good thing too, so I'll keep it that way.
"Come on in Bruno, honey. Go right back. TT's waiting for you. I'll be along directly."
I hurried back to the office and set up my CDs and my pictures. I knew TT loved CDs so he could see everything in real time. He was pretty smart on picking up on people's body language. As I was setting up, Maggie came in and sat down next to TT. I saw her hand reach over for him and as always, I was moved by the love these two had for each other. Maggie the beautiful and TT the homely. A strange pair, those two. But, a pair they were.



I started the CD player and went first to the office of Mr. Ryan Conner. I won't go into a lot of detail but what I told Maggie and TT was that Mr. Ryan Conner wasn't banging Cindy. Matter of fact, he wasn't banging anyone. He was doing exactly what he said he was doing: working on one humongous merger with another financial firm. It was big stuff as I found out from the conversations he had with several very important people. (As a matter of fact, I looked into the stocks and made a purchase. I wasn't adverse to making a buck or too off inside info). Cindy was in and out most of the day, taking dictation, answering questions, getting files, showing visitors in and just general secretary stuff. Seems she was rather efficient at what she did and those huge mammary assets were just a distraction. After two weeks, he had been with her several times alone and did or said absolutely nothing wrong.
TT was shaking his head, not sure whether to laugh or cry. I know TT was always rooting for the happy ending. He was a real sap that way. In this case, half of the twosome was innocent. But TT was also pragmatic. He never counted his eggs before the chicken was in the pot.
"OK, so it looks like Ryan Conner is innocent of all charges. Good for the Mrs. if she cares about him. But, now tell us about the Missus. Tell me what you found. I know that look. You found something didn't you?"
"Boss, I surely did. But not what you might think. It seems the Missus had reason to suspect Mr. Conner. She was tipped off you might say."
I fired up the CD player again and played a section showing the inside of the Conner's home. I had gone back at the end of the first week and installed pickups in the living, dining, and family rooms and one in the kitchen. Neat little jobs just about the size of a penny. Thought it was necessary when I spotted that guy coming and going too often to be normal. TT and Maggie just raised one little eyebrow when they saw that part but neither said a word. I thought I saw a smirk on TT's face but it was gone in a flash.
The CD showed the inside of the living room, with the view covering the front hall and the front door. As the picture began to change, the doorbell could be heard in the background. In a few seconds, Amanda Conner walked down the hall and to the door. She opened it, said a few words but than backed up to allow a man to enter. The man was dressed in a suit and was short and slightly balding. He walked past Amanda and went into the living room. Amanda followed, looking slightly aggravated. The man sat down on the couch and Amanda stood in front of him, looking down. Then the sound began.
"What the hell are you doing here? I thought I made it quite clear to you that I was never going to be with you or anything like that. I want you to leave. Now!"
The man smiled up at her and leaned against the back of the couch, looking quite smug. He watched her for a second and then spoke.
"Well, I don't know why you feel that way. Ryan is screwing Cindy, his secretary, as we speak. He's been doing her for over a month and from what I've seen, she really likes it. I could help you get even with him. Just a little roll in the hay, so to speak. I want you and I know you want to get back at him so why not?"
Amanda's face was red and she has hugging herself so tight I expected her ribs to crack. There were tears beginning in her eyes and she was holding herself together by the skin of her teeth.
"Get out of my house, you son of a bitch! Get out now!"
"OK, but when you decide to get even with him, give me a call. I'll keep my mouth shut and you can tell him whatever you want. Just think about it. He needs to know how it feels to be cheated on. And I'm the guy who can help you accomplish that."
With that, the scene faded. Following that were three more attempts by the man to talk to Amanda but on each occasion, she refused to release the safety chain and finally slammed the door in his face. After each visit, Amanda could be seen crying.
"Well boss. It seems pretty clear to me what's been going on. The guy's name is Randy Johnson and he's a clerk in the company Ryan works for. Seems he's been busted several times for sexual harassment and is still there only so long as he stays away from the women. One more complaint and he's out the door."
Maggie was furious but TT was smiling as he listened. This was his cup of tea. Now he had what he wanted and it was clear he was thinking of how to deal with this. I had my ideas but I wanted to hear his.
TT put his arm around a very angry Maggie and kissed her forehead to calm her down.
"Well now. I think we want to take care of Mr. Randy Johnson for all the trouble he's caused our client. He is just now a very nice man. So, the first thing to do is get Mr. Conner in here and let him know what his clerk has been doing. I believe Mr. Conner will take the appropriate action against our Randy. Then, we let Mrs. Conner know that her husband has been the perfect gentleman. That should be easy with what you have. Finally, we need to get the two of them in here together and let them know what they have and how easy it can be taken away.
"Maggie, you should talk to the Mrs. and let her know her husband is innocent, while I talk to the Mr. That should be fun when he finds out his wife was spying on him but I can calm him down with a good talking to. Then, we'll bring the two of them together and make both happy.
"Bruno my man, you do good work. This deserves a $100 bonus." At my attempt to refuse, he said, "That's all right. Don't thank me, just take it and enjoy."
Maggie rose and took me by the hand to lead me out of the office. As she walked me to the door she said, "You know you just made his day don't you? I told him that woman loved her husband but he just had this idea something was wrong. Now he knows."
Well, that took care of the Conner case and I was all of $900 richer. Of course, I probably lost another couple of thousand in business while I was on the case, but it was for TT so I chalked it up to paying back a debt. A debt as far as I was concerned would never be fully paid.
One last thing. I went back to Mr. Conner's office to see if the mouse problem was properly resolved to our Cindy's satisfaction. It was and she was quite pleased. After some conversation and a cup of coffee in the cafeteria, she agreed to see me socially. That was a couple of weeks ago. This weekend, we're driving up to a small cabin in the mountains that I own. She's bringing a small suitcase since we plan to be there for the weekend. A very small suitcase! Seems she thought I was very cute. I think she needs glasses but that's just me.
That was the Conner case and it turned out well for everyone but Randy Johnson. Just for your information, my weekend with Cindy went very well and we have plans to do it again. Finally, I want to extend my apologies to Mike Hammer. Sorry Mike, but I just think TT is better.
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For those of you who follow and enjoy the TT Spalding-PI series, this is Polly's story. It is too closely aligned with Maggie's to separate them completely, but I tried. This is the Polly that you may have wondered about. She and Bruno are the tools that TT uses to close his cases. There is little humor in this but I began in this category and I continue. Enjoy.
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TT Spalding-PI, The Bowers Company Case.
Polly searches for a suspected embezzler.
I had to admit, the past two weeks of work were just about the best I had ever had so you might wonder why I was trying so hard to finish early. The temperature here was a balmy 80 degrees and the sun was a golden ball in the clear blue skies. The location was the Island of Fiji and I was on a swimsuit shoot for a national magazine. I could have extended it for another week at least but last night I got a call from TT Spalding in New York. He wanted me to come home to help him on a case. So, I was cutting it tight to finish today so I could be on a plane tonight.
Working with these overdeveloped, undernourished, vapid women and men was just about to drive me mad. The only thing they knew how to do well was bitch. Bitch about the heat, the sun, the humidity, the time, the wind, the . . . , you get the point. But, my fee for this shoot was enough to make up for it. And the location? Fiji? Come on! Who wouldn't take a few bimbos and male gigolos for a week in Fiji? Actually I had taken one of the gigolos for a couple of nights, but that was another story.
I maneuvered the tall, skinny blonde wearing two pieces of cloth that someone laughingly called a swimsuit, into the right position, checked the light and the exposure and shot the picture. This one would be a full pager, I was sure. She was beautiful, the swimsuit was almost nonexistent, and the location was to die for. How could it be any better? Not possible.
I stood up, worked the kinks out of my back and shouted for all to hear, "That's it people! We're done! Great job by all and thank you."
There was a loud shout of joy, hands clapping, words of praise and congratulations and then almost by magic, the beautiful people were gone. The only ones left were the guys I hired to take down the lights, the props, the backdrops, the coverings and the other paraphernalia that went into a photo shoot. My manager, Philippe, would take care of getting everything packed, loaded on the plane and then back to the states where my studio was located. Philippe was in his 50s but had the energy of a twenty-year-old. He and I had been together for more than five years now and I trusted him with my stuff. No greater trust has any woman for a man! (Corny, but I think I read something like that once.)
I was booked on the next flight out and I was anxious to get back, since I got the call last night from TT Spalding, the PI that I often worked for. When he called, I went. Not so much for TT, but because he was Maggie's husband. For Maggie, I would jump into hell without a parachute and since she would do the same for TT, that cinched it for me. Those two were like my own father and mother, since I never knew my own.
The flight back was long but I was able to get a lot of sleep. I could sleep anywhere, a trick I learned a long time ago, when my career was less lucrative and very illegal. I needed to be sharp and quick, traits which were still good to have. Maybe a little about me would help.
My name is Pollyanna Gooding, a name given to me by a well meaning, but clueless social worker in rural Ohio. I was found wandering the streets, a seven year old, not knowing who I was or how I got there. Someone called the police, I was taken in, Social Services was called and my life in the system began. Since I had no idea who I was, someone began calling me a Pollyanna and the name stuck. The last name Gooding came sometime later but I don't know when or from whom. A lot of stuff happened, most bad, some good but I can't really remember much. I have been in therapy for several years but those early years are still buried so deep I may never get them back. My shrink says not to worry about it. I don't.
I stayed in the system until I was sixteen when I decided to go out on my own. I split one night when everyone was asleep, took all I had to my name at the time and made tracks to the bus station. I had saved enough to get a bus out of town and I ended up in Jersey City in the great state of New Jersey. I lived on the streets, stealing food, sleeping in alleys or deserted houses, sometimes selling my body if I was desperate, and just staying alive. When I could, I haunted any cyber café that would tolerate me and learned to use the computer. I had a couple of friends that taught me the fine art of hacking and for an exchange of favors, they taught me how to use the net to do anything I wanted. I survived that way for the next two years, doing as well as I could but staying independent, avoiding the pimps and the police. A miracle when I look back at it.
My life changed when I turned nineteen. I was living in a small deserted house a block away from a small strip mall. There was a photo shop in the mall that I loved to visit. I went in at first because I was cold but I became fascinated by the pictures on the wall behind the cash register. They were all black and white and were the most striking things I had ever seen. After being sent out several times when I was caught standing there staring, the woman who worked there asked me who I was and what I was doing there. I decided I would tell her a story just so she would let me stay, but when I did, she got this funny look on her face and stopped me.
"Listen young lady. I asked you a question and I expect an answer. And not this crap you're trying to sell. If you want more information about those pictures, and if you want to be able to come into my store and keep warm, you'll tell me the truth. Do you understand me?"
Well, hell yes. When she put it that way, I figured what the hell. All she could do was throw me out and that was no worse than I was already. So, I started in and before I knew it, I had told her the whole damn story. She listened without comment, stopped a few times to help customers but always came back. I saw that she really cared, made comments from time to time and seemed fascinated by my story. I blurted it all out to that lady and she listened to the whole thing.
After I was done, the lady told me to stay as long as I liked but to be there when she closed the shop for the day. I agreed, figuring I might get a meal out of her and came back later at closing. She turned out the lights, locked the drawer and motioned me out the back way. She locked the doors, set the alarm and led me to a small car. She drove to a Denny's restaurant a block away and sure enough bought me dinner. As I ate, she introduced herself as Maggie Malone.
Maggie told me that the shop was owned by Max Bower, a retired photographer. He was the one that had taken the pictures I was so fascinated by. She had mentioned me to him and he wanted to meet me. She told me that if I was really interested, Max would offer to teach me what he knew about Photography. I asked her why he would do this and she said he had no one to pass it on to so he was waiting for that one person who had the love and the desire that he shared. She thought it might be me.
Living on the streets had taught me that if it seemed too good to be true, it probably was. In this case, I figured what the hell. Maybe the old boy wanted to get in my pants like most of the old guys I had experience with, but then again, maybe he was real. What could I lose? My virginity? Hell, I sold that a long time ago for enough to buy a hot meal and a room for a night. I told Maggie to set it up.
To make a long story short, Max was the real deal. He was a sweet man, just over five foot and skinny as a rail. He didn't have a hair on his head and looked like he was about to keel over at any minute but appearances can be deceiving. Max had more energy than anyone I had ever met. And he did exactly what he said he would do. He taught me photography and I soaked it up like a sponge. I loved the cameras, the dark room, the stink of the chemicals, the frustration of taking shot after shot only to be disappointed. And the joy the day the shot turned out just as I planned. Max was with me for it all. When I was down, he lifted me up with a word or two. When I was full of myself, he took me down. But through it all, he taught me. And I learned.
Max died two years after I met him and to my surprise, he left all of his equipment to me, the shop to Maggie and the loft where he lived to both of us. Maggie and I discussed it, decided to keep the shop since Maggie and I could run it, and decided to move into the loft apartment together. It was bigger than Maggie's apartment and I was still living in the deserted building. We sold most of Max's furniture since it was older than he was and moved Maggie's stuff into the loft. I was in seventh heaven, my first real apartment and a wonderful friend that didn't want anything from me but my friendship. And the studio! Life was perfect.
Over the next two years, I got better and the shop did well. Maggie and I were getting along great and we had enough money to stay independent. I started to get some photography gigs and did pretty well. More and more, Maggie was running the shop by herself while I traveled, doing some magazine work and the occasional wedding for some celebrities. The money was good and I was getting a reputation. We were comfortable and life was even better.
I was looking over some prints one evening when Maggie sat down beside me and tapped me on the shoulder to get my attention. I pushed the slides away and gave her my undivided attention. She asked me if I had noticed a gentleman that came into the shop regularly. His name was Spalding. First name, TT. I asked her what the hell TT stood for and she just shrugged. Said it didn't matter but did I remember him? I thought about it and I could just see a short, good-looking guy, about Maggie's age or a little older, very friendly. Yeah, that was him. I told her I could place the guy and asked why.
"He asked me out on a date. Today, when he came in. Just walked right up and asked me out on a date. To dinner. And a movie."
Maggie seemed confused, but I didn't know why. I was surprised that more guys hadn't asked her out. She was a knockout. Beautiful, blonde, leggy and with a rack that could have earned me a lot of money in the day. But she was straight, not the type to hop into bed with a guy just because he asked. In the two years or so I had known her, I had never known her to go out on a date with a man. Not once.
"He seems nice, and he's cute so what's the deal? Did you say yes?"
"No. I told him I had to think about it. I'm thinking about it. That's all. I think he's cute too. But that's not the issue."
"What is the issue? A guy asks you out, you say yes or no. That's all there is to it. Just yes, or no. He doesn't look like a perv, so no big deal." I was surprised when she shook her head at my words.
"It is a big deal. For me anyway. It's a very big deal." Maggie was actually shaking a little and her hands were cold when I gripped them.
"Talk to me Maggie. What's the deal? Why is this such a major issue with you? He seems like a nice guy so why not try it?" I was worried now. This wasn't like the calm cool Maggie I had come to know. "Talk to me Maggie."
Maggie squeezed my hands before letting go. She took a deep breath and then told me her story. "I was married before, to a man that beat me. He hit me so many times that I came to expect it. I believed for years that it was my fault before I finally understood. I got help and divorced him. I haven't been with a man since and I'm afraid. Afraid that it will happen again. It's been five years. Five years without being hit."
God, I felt like I had been slapped across the face. This beautiful woman, my friend, and one of the sweetest persons I had ever known, abused. I thought my life was bad. This was worse. If I came across someone who treated me bad, I split. I just took off. Maggie was married and I guess she felt trapped. Well, it was over now and I had to convince her that not all men were bad. Even I knew that and I had met all kinds.
"Maggie, listen to me. It's over now and you have to forget about him. He's gone, out of your life and he has no power over you anymore. This Spalding guy seems really nice, but it's only a date. You can walk away if he gives you any shit. You know that. And you have me. I'll kill him if he tries to hurt you."
Well, I won't go any further except to say that's how Maggie met TT and that's how Maggie and I later came to be working for him. I owed Maggie big time and she adored TT so I adored TT. That's all there is to that. Maggie may tell you her story, but that's her choice. This is mine.
Anyway, TT called me while I was working in Fiji and I told him I could be back give or take two days from then. He said that was fine and that he had a cool job for me. Could be I could make a cool $1,500 for a few week's work. Not a bad deal he said. I agreed, told him to wait for me and here we are on the plane headed for balmy Trenton, NJ. I was going to go to work for TT and maybe make a cool $1,500? I had just finished a gig, spending two wonderful, all expenses paid, sunny weeks on the beautiful island of Fiji earning $20,000 in the process. TT was offering me $1,500 for a couple of weeks as a drone in New York City? It was a deal I couldn't refuse. Not for the husband of Maggie Malone Spalding.
As promised, two days later I strolled into the offices of TT Spalding Investigations to find Maggie sitting at her desk, pounding the keys of her computer. She was as beautiful as ever and looked happy. My heart sang every time I saw that look, knowing what she had gone through before TT happened to her. Because of him, she had learned to trust again and accept all that life had to offer. I just stood there watching her until she noticed me.
"Polly! Welcome home! God it's good to see you again. It's been a while. How was Fiji? Is it as beautiful as everyone says?" She rose and came round the desk to take me in a warm hug. I returned it with interest and pushed her back to look at her.
"You get more beautiful every time I see you. God, Maggie, I'm so jealous." I laughed and sat down on the corner of her desk. "Fiji is more than I expected. It was gorgeous and I enjoyed every minute of it. Of course, being surrounded by the beautiful people helps."
"Ha! And how many of the beautiful man-people did you enjoy? I bet you had a little fun on the side?"
"You know me too well Mom! But, just one this time. I was busy and then TT called so I cut it short, but he was a real winner! I may use him again. As a model, I mean." I laughed because she knew exactly what I meant. Maggie did know me too well.
"Good for you. You need to find a good man and think about settling down. But, if I know you, that's not going to happen for a while." She pushed the buzzer, letting TT know I was here. "Go on in. He's waiting for you. Be nice now."
I walked in to find TT at his desk, his feet up and his chair balanced precariously on two legs while he held his precious copy of Mickey Spillane's novel, The Snake, which I knew was one of his favorites. It was battered, dog eared and worn, but he still kept it. I think it was the first one he read. In his honor I had read a couple of the Mike Hammer series and actually enjoyed them. Not really my cup of tea, but worthwhile. Mostly because it made TT happy that I would take the time.
"Hey, Polly O! How you doing? Heard you were on vacation on some island in the South Pacific or some such. Do any sightseeing? You weren't actually working were you? Wouldn't want to take you away from shooting pretty pictures. At least unless you were making some real money, like I pay. Fifteen-hundred smackers, just to be your pretty self."
I laughed, not ever letting him know what I really did for a living. As far as he knew, I was a photographer who did weddings and funerals for a couple of hundred a pop. Maggie wouldn't tell him and she wouldn't let me. She said he didn't need to know that I didn't need him to make a living. As long as I was cool with it, she wanted me to keep it that way. So, I did.
"What's the caper boss. What do I have to do this time?"
Caper, jargon right out of his precious Mike Hammer novels. I knew that was the way to his heart. He was always going to write the next Mike Hammer novel, just like a ghost writer as he put it. He plugged away at it, and it seemed like he had been doing it for the last several years. I wondered if he were serious about it or just in love with the idea of it. Well, it was not my place to decide.
TT put his precious book in a drawer of his desk and gave me his full attention. It was time for business and in spite of appearances, TT was the best. If he couldn't handle a case, it couldn't be handled. Between TT, Bruno and I, we had solved more than a hundred cases between us. Not all were pretty and not all were easy but we completed them all, 100%. Bruno was the electronics, I was the picture taker and infiltrator and TT was the brains. Speaking of Bruno, I wondered if he were in on this. I enjoyed working with him but he and I were just friends. Never went any further, although I wouldn't have minded.
"OK, doll, here's the deal. I have a client, name of John Harris, who knows for a fact that someone in his office is ripping him off to the tune of four or five-grand a week. He has been trying for more than six months to catch the guy or gal but so far, nothing. He had the books audited but the shortage never shows up. Yet he knows it's there and someone is skimming."
"So how does he know it's just not coming in? Could be his business is not as good as he thinks and the money just isn't real. Happens."
"Let's just say he's convinced me that he's right. Trust me on that, OK? Take it as fact that the money is missing and going into someone's pocket. You are going in as a part time bookkeeper and your job is to find it. I don't know anyone better at that than you. How you got so smart about books and money laundering and embezzlement is beyond me but you produce so the job's yours. It's just you and me on this one. No need for Bruno's talents."
How I got so smart is another story and maybe some day . . . But for now, I would accept TT's word since he was never wrong about stuff like this. I got all the details, got the name of my contact inside the company and told him I would be on the job come Monday morning. I needed at least two weeks to find out what I could and then we could touch base. TT agreed, asked me if I needed any seed money to keep the bills paid until we collected on the job but I assured him I was OK for a while. Actually, I had enough to hold me for the rest of the year and it was only April but he didn't need to know that. Bless his heart for asking though. That was just like TT.
I touched base with Maggie on the way out and made plans to go shopping with her as soon as this job was done. Maggie loved to shop and she loved to help me pick out my stuff. Said it kept her young to shop with me. If only Maggie knew that I wished I had her body and her looks. She just never recognized what God gave her. I should be so lucky!
I spent the weekend working on the proofs from the past two weeks of shooting. They were pretty darn good if I did say so myself. The location had a lot to do with it, bringing out the best of the young gods in bathing suits and these particular youngsters were very beautiful. As I scanned the thumbs for the ones I wanted to enlarge, I noticed one particular young Turk and remembered a very special night when he acquainted me with the finer points of erotica. He had some moves that even I had not seen before, but he was also very pleased by what I was able to show him so it was a fair exchange. He actually expected me to call him when we got back, Silly boy. But after a few reflections about a particular time under the stars, maybe I would.



I finished the work, made contact with Philippe and made sure the equipment was safely on the way. He assured me it would be home and in my studio by Monday afternoon. He wanted to know how the proofs came out and I told him we were golden. He laughed, said it was not a surprise to him and he would see me later. Good old Philippe, always dependable and good for my soul.
Monday morning found me dressed in a simple skirt and blouse with my hair in a ponytail and wearing solid working shoes with matching socks. I looked like a part time bookkeeper and reported to my contact in HR. Within an hour, I was at a desk with a computer and the master access code that give me complete access to the corporate server. From there I could access any and all files and databases. This is what I did well. Give me a computer and I would locate the last dollar in any account in the world. Not bragging, but I could actually do it. I could have been wealthy by cyber stealing but that was against my own principles. Not cool.
For the next three days, I called up and examined every single transaction that Wallace Inc, the company I was working for, made. Their business was importing clothing from China and Taiwan. Most of it was designer label and was ordered by particular stores. Each account had its own label and designs. All on the up and up. Only the biggest clients could afford their stuff and they paid top dollar. That's where I started looking. By going back over the history of purchases and disbursements, I began to see a pattern.
The same pattern that Mr. Harris came to TT about. Historically, the imports and disbursements were slowly increasing, showing a nice growth rate. But, about two years ago, that growth rate slowed and by the end of the first year, had begun to level off. Yet all of the numbers indicated the growth rate should have increased. During the second year, growth was flat, even though imports and disbursements increased. Prices were steady so that was not a factor.
Now that I was convinced that Mr. Harris and TT were correct, I began to examine the sales personnel and the inventory personnel. Somewhere in those files I expected to find the skunk. I only needed time. I spent my days working the computer, printing out files that I wanted to go over later and evenings were spent finishing up the layout for the magazine article I had completed. Things were going great and I was pleased. I expected to finish this little caper for TT by the end of the second week for sure. Then things took an unexpected turn.
It was Friday, the end of the first week and I was deep into an examination of the files of three people I had flagged for concern. I wanted to dig deeper into their files so I tapped the HR database and somehow came to the attention of the Head of Personnel. He was not on my watch list but he was also not privy to what I was doing there. So when he stumbled on to my search of his information files, he came to see me.
I was deep into a search of one of the suspects when I became aware that someone was entering my little cubicle. I hit one of the function keys to bring up an innocuous screen that would hide what I was really doing. I glanced up and batted my eyes when I saw a good looking man about thirty-five or so standing there watching me. I recognized him as Carson Palmer, the Personnel Director and decided to give him the innocent act.
"Excuse me but what are you doing?"
He seemed angry and I was even more convinced that innocence was the right way to play this. As I thought of an answer that would sound convincing, I had a sudden thought. How could a civilian, a personnel guy, catch me digging into some personnel files? No one who wasn't a pro in this area should be able to track me. I was damn good at what I did and I had never found another person who wasn't a computer pro who could track me. Ever! Something was rotten in Jersey!
"I'm sorry? I'm working on tracking some shipments from Taiwan that seem to be late. Did I do something wrong?"
I put a look of panic and fear on my face as I looked up directly into his eyes. Guile was one of my better acts. Innocence just dripping off me, I stood and put my hands together in front of me and started to look wildly around. I was really getting into this act. But more important, I suddenly decided I would find out more about our Head of Personnel!
"Were you trying to access some Personnel files? Someone from this computer station showed up as trying to access my files."
He was looking around my desk and actually picked up some papers I had laying there in case someone checked on my work. They were actual bills of lading that referenced some existing orders. He looked at them and tossed them aside, apparently convinced that it was some sort of glitch.
"No sir! I wouldn't have access to that kind of information. I only have limited access for this job sir. Please, you can ask Mrs. Evans. She gave me the access code." I kept the fear look but dropped the panic.
"I guess it was some sore of error in the system. You're not in trouble. I'm sorry to bother you." He was about to turn away when he looked at me again with a small smile.
"I haven't met you before. I'm Carson Palmer and I'm head of Personnel. Have you been here long?" He was relaxed and smiling now. So, that little crisis was past.
I gave him my cover name. "I'm Susan Marks, and I just started Monday. It's just a two-week fill in position. I'm glad to meet you."
I held out my hand which he took and then held far too long as he stared directly into my eyes. He had nice eyes, a deep green that had little flecks of gold in them. I could get used to looking at them, but I noticed the ring on his finger. Married! All the cute guys were either married or gay. Just my luck.
Carson Palmer stayed a few minutes and made it clear that he was hitting on me, a fact that only reinforced my desire to get into his files. While I was not a prude and had done my fair share of kinky stuff, I had a thing about married men. They were taboo! I was going to make it a priority to check on this slime ball, but I was going to use a great deal of care. Since it was late in the day and I had been caught due to carelessness on my part, I decided to put it off till later. Just one last little thing to do and then I was on my way home to change into something a little more funky for a date with a guy from the stockroom that hit on me my second day here. He was cute, sexy as hell and could be fun. A job with benefits!
Stockroom guy turned out to be a winner, so after a really great weekend, I was back at work and hard at it on Monday. Carson was not in his office, a fact that I confirmed myself so I began to open some very personal files. His, of course. I had done a little homework over the weekend, accessing the Personnel files via a worm I installed last Friday just before I left. It allowed me to register as a valid user so I could log in and not be flagged by the little program Carson or someone else had installed. I pulled up the files, traced them through the system and found exactly what I was looking for. I started working in earnest then and continued through the day. By quitting time, I had what I needed.
What I found was that the two disbursers were modifying orders from several of the largest buyers. The way it worked was that the actual order would be for 2000 pieces of some item. The bad guys would alter the posted order to show only 1000 pieces. All other system trackers would continue to make the real order come out right but the tracking would show that order to be 1000 instead of 2000. The difference in collected monies would be diverted into a separate account that was eventually used to transfer funds into an offshore account. It was quite complicated but it worked. Only three people had access to those accounts. You guessed who the third person was.
I called in to work sick the next day and instead, called TT. I told him I had the information he wanted and made an appointment to see him and Molly later that day. TT was always ready when I called. Made me wonder if he didn't already have some way of knowing what I was doing. Spooky, but it wouldn't have surprised me. TT seemed to know everything. He was too much like his hero, Mike Hammer. Mike always knew things he shouldn't have known.
I met with TT and Maggie that afternoon, all of us sitting in TT's office. Maggie had found another comfortable chair somewhere and the three of us were together, me with a Pepsi and Maggie with a cup of tea. TT was just leaning back, his hands crossed over his ample belly waiting. "OK, Polly O, talk to us. What did you find? I bet it was more than one and I bet I have a good idea who was the ring leader. A guy named Palmer?"
"How in the hell did you know that? He wasn't even one of my primary suspects. At least until he almost caught me going through his files. The creep even tried to hit on me, and he's married." I was floored! How could he have guessed? He wasn't human!
"It wasn't all that hard. I went through the files of everyone in his organization, pulled up some bank records and credit cards on the old computer and did some checking. I had this case for a few weeks before I called you, you know. I'm not totally inept! Give me a little credit. Anyway, there was something wrong with our Mister Palmer and I couldn't figure out what it was. But I knew he was dirty. That's where you came in. Maggie reminded me that no one is better at sniffing out dirt than you, Polly O. No one!"
I was slightly mollified but I was still stumped. I didn't see it when I went through the same records TT had. It just wasn't fair. He was really something else. No wonder Maggie loved the guy. He was superman and she was superwoman. They made a pair for sure.
I went through the information I had gleaned from the files, the records I had dug up, and the deposits made into an offshore account for Carson Palmer and two others who were in the disbursement department. Seems they were hired personally by Mr. Palmer. No one would ever think to look at them for this. But Carson Palmer kept impeccable records and I had copies. TT was pleased with the stuff and he and Maggie began to ask questions. Maggie took notes while I went over everything. I gave her the numbers of the accounts and she promised to contact a source at the FBI. He could track those accounts and freeze them under some new part of the Homeland Security laws. It was a done deal.
"Great work Polly O. Maggie will cut your check today so you don't have to wait. I appreciate it but I know you have bills to pay just like I do. So, thanks for your time. We'll put this scum away and leave Mr. John Harris a happy man. Probably offer you a full time job with his company as a security expert. Hope you don't take it though. I like having you around." He glanced over at Maggie but she just smiled back at him. There was no lack of trust between those two.
I walked out with Maggie who shut the door behind her and laughed as she hugged me. "Thank you for that. He really believes he is helping you out. And he knows you love this business like he does. That's important to him, so it's important to me."
"For you, anything. You know that. And TT is too smart for his own good. You just keep an eye on him. He scares me sometimes."
We hugged again, made plans to meet in a week or so for some shopping and I left for my studio. I kept it even after Maggie sold the shop and moved in with TT. I live and work there still. Regardless of what stuff I acquired or how much I made, this was home to me. It was the first place I ever felt was mine; it was the place where I grew to know and love Maggie, my best friend in the whole world; and the place where Max taught me the skills that gave me my life and a reason to dream of something better. I had come there as a tough young girl, living on the streets, making my way by myself and beholden to no one. I had nothing of my own but my wits and my pride, Maggie and Max gave me hope, love and a life that has turned out to be pretty damn great. Max is gone now, but Maggie is still here and still my best friend. She and TT and Bruno are my family and I love them to death!
More to come.
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TT Spalding, PI – The St. John Affair.
I know I promised Maggie I would work on the final report for a case we had just finished, but I didn't feel like working right now. I put down my copy of Mickey Spillane's novel, I, the Jury, his first Mike Hammer book and one of my favorites (well, hell, weren't they all?) and turned on the computer. When it finished booting up, I opened the My Document folder and clicked on the file labeled The Cobra. That was the temporary title of my novel: the one that was going to be published as a ghost written story. You know, under Mickey's name as 'Inspired by'. People did it all the time so why couldn't I?
I scrolled down to Chapter 3 and began reading:
I raised my head carefully, looking over the top of the bank where I lay concealed from view. There were three of them. I spotted the first two pretty easy. Very sloppy of them, but that was good for me. Then I saw the third when he struck a match, lighting up. Stupid, but also good for me. I slid back down the little rise and checked my gun. I was loaded, one in the chamber, and two extra clips. I was ready. I moved slowly around the rise and snuck a quick look before running, hunched over to minimize my outline, to the packing crate I noticed coming in. I was in position.
I waited, looking for him to come into view. They had arrived a few minutes ago and were just now walking down the ramp to the dock. There he was! The Cobra! The man that controlled everything that went on around these docks. And he had her with him. His squeeze, his mistress and the subject of my dreams. I could just see her golden locks peeking out from under the scarf she wore. I could hear the tap of her spike heels against the concrete surface, matching his heavier sounds. They moved to the middle of a section illuminated by a single overhead light, she two steps behind him, and stopped.
After a small delay, the first two I had spotted moved into the light carrying a suitcase. This must be the stuff. The newest drug on the market. The latest designer drug for the masses. The formula was included and the purchase price was a stiff 2 mil. I had heard on the grapevine that the payoff was tonight.
I sat back with a satisfied grunt. Damn! This was good stuff. I had it going now. All I had to do was decide how to make it go down. Mike Hammer would take it slow and careful, like he did in My Gun is Quick so that's how it was going to be. Mike knew his stuff. All I had to do was have him follow the Cobra back to his car and . . . .
My office door opened. "TT, are you working on that report for Mr. Chambers? You promised to give it to me by 3:00 and it's already 3:15. You're not working on that damned book again are you?"
That was my Maggie. My rock, my love and my soul mate, but not my muse. Never my muse! She didn't understand the literary drive that was in me. I had to write this tome, my tribute to Mickey Spillane. It was a curse, but there it was. It had to be done. I promised Mickey's spirit the night he visited me. And yes, he visited me. And no, damn it, it was not just a bad case of gas like Maggie insisted! Mickey came to me! He said "TT, you have to write this book for me. Make me proud!" I kid you not!
Maggie walked in and spun the monitor around so she could see it before I thought to blank the screen. Damn the woman was fast. Fast and sneaky. But God was she beautiful when she was angry! She looked at the screen, put her hands on her hips and glared at me. I smiled back while I raised my eyebrows in what I hoped was a sexy move.
"Damn you Theodore Terrell! How many times do I have to tell you. We don't have time for this. We need the money and that report to Mr. Chambers will bring in the rest of the $15,000 he owes us. We need it now, not in a few weeks or a few months. Now! So get cracking on it and don't you dare stop till it's finished. Do you hear me?"
"I hear you babe. And you know how hot you are when you're mad at me? Why don't you come here and sit on my lap while I finish that report. I promise I'll work on it and not try to ravish you."
"Not a chance buster. I want that report and then we can talk about other things. If you get it done soon, I just might close the office a little early and then you and I can discuss our options. Maybe a visit to the stockroom to inventory the supplies?"
The stockroom! I groaned under my breath. Oh God, that was not playing fair. Maggie had made the stockroom the scene of some of my best erotic dreams. She knew just what buttons to push, that's for sure. I tried to stop myself from drooling. "I'm on it now babe. I'll get it done in no time. Just you get yourself ready for old TT."
She smiled at me, taking the sting out of her earlier words and walked toward the door, giving me a great view of her backside. She was doing her best to remind me of what was waiting for me. I knew. Oh yes, I knew! I saved and closed my latest work and opened the report to Ted Chambers. That case was closed and the bad guys were identified. Ted had cleaned house once he had the facts and he was very grateful to Bruno and I for finding the guys responsible for his losses. Bruno had taken just six days to nail them in the act. Bruno earned himself a nice bonus for that job. A cool grand!
I was pounding the keys and making some final changes when Maggie stuck her head in the door again. I was about to tell her to back off and let me finish when she said very slowly, "TT, you might want to let that go for awhile. There's someone here you'll want to talk to."
"But baby! It's getting late. What about the report and the stockroom. Come on Maggie. Not now! Not after you promised!" I was panicked. No stockroom? No Maggie on my lap? No. . . . Crap!
Maggie just chuckled, pulled back, said something to someone and opened my door. I don't know how to say this any different except that my heart stuttered in my chest and my eyes grew wider than I knew possible as this vision walked into my humble office. How do I describe that moment? Let me try for posterity.
She was tall, about 5'10" tall. She was slim and at first glance appeared skinny but she wasn't. You could tell right away that under that simple snug white dress that covered her completely from neck to knee, she was amply endowed. Her legs were magnificent, even the little I could see between the bottom of that tight dress to the top of those high boots with the three inch hells. I noticed her chest of course. My weakness. She had to be a C cup at least and maybe more. Her waist was tiny and flared down to hips that were perfect. I couldn't see the backside but I knew it was also perfect. And the face! I had imagined angels when I was a small Catholic boy in the Bronx and this was what they looked like. Skin, pale and almost translucent, eyes of icy blue and slightly slanted, indicating some oriental blood. A mouth pouting, wanting to be kissed, lips slightly parted showing a hint of perfect white teeth. Her hair was platinum, perfectly straight, chin level and cropped close to her skull, combed over her right eye.
I stared at her for what seemed like minutes but apparently lasted only seconds. She stood there, almost as if she was used to my kind of reaction and waited. Maggie stood in the open doorway, a slight frown on her face as she watched me. The frown was not terrible so I knew she also expected my reaction. I looked into her eyes and she smiled. Apparently I was forgiven. Maggie closed the door and walked over to her side.
"Mrs. St. John, this is TT Spalding, my husband. TT, this is Tiffany St. John. She has something she wants to show you. She would like our help with it. I'll join you if you don't mind. I've closed the office door so we won't be disturbed."
I motioned our guest to the straight back chair in front of the desk. The one I kept for clients to make them not want to stay and chat. For the first time, I wished I had more comfortable chairs. Maggie took the only comfortable one, next to me. She leaned over to whisper, "Be good now."
"How can I help you Mrs. St. John? What is it you want to show me?" I tried to slip into my professional mode. It was difficult with her sitting across from me and my Maggie sitting next to me. All I could do was try to maintain my cool and not let my desires cause the tent in my slacks that Maggie could see all to easily get any bigger.
She handed Maggie a CD that she took from her purse. "Please put this in if you would. And before it starts, please don't be embarrassed to comment. You have to see this before you understand why I need your help."
Maggie slipped the CD into the player, turned on the TV and pushed play on the remote. We settled back to see what brought Mrs. St John into our office. I looked over at Maggie but she simply shrugged not knowing what was coming. So, we watched.
The scene opened with a view of a large bed in a room in some motel that could have been anywhere. The camera was fixed and the view didn't change but as we watched, a naked man moved into the view followed by a woman dressed only in a thong. Her back was to the camera but there was little doubt that we were watching the beautiful ass of the woman sitting across from us. It was confirmed as she slid past the man and sat on the edge of the bed turning and facing the camera. She appeared to be giggling and saying something to the man. He then pushed forward, and the woman took him into her mouth. I reached for the remote to push stop, but Mrs. St. John spoke.
"No! Let it play! I know exactly what's on this so don't worry on my account. I can't afford to be shy. Just watch. Please!"
I sank back, embarrassed beyond belief but also mesmerized by the scene. It was like some of the worst porn movies I had seen. Grainy picture, no sound, two actors who didn't even seem to like each other but were doing a job. But in this case, I wasn't sure what to think. It went on for another ten minutes, skipping through more of the same and the two on screen did everything possible. I was amazed at his stamina and her willingness. But that was all it was. Just two people having hot sweaty sex. So what?
"I'm not sure what we're supposed to make of this other than you seem to have few reservations. Is that what you wanted us to see? You and your husband having sex? I'm sure that wasn't making love."
Mrs. St. John simply shook her head. "No, that wasn't making love and that wasn't my husband. It is me, of course. And now you have to read this note. Put the two together and I think you'll see my problem. With that, she reached back in her purse and pulled out a folded piece of paper. She hesitated, then handed it to me. I opened it, looked at Maggie and read it aloud.
My dear Tiffany.
I took this one afternoon when you were with me in our little love nest. As you can see, you were enjoying it as much as I did. I miss those times with you. I'm sorry you decided to end our little arrangement. I had to go away for awhile after that but now I'm back.
I hope you understand that I will show this to your loving husband unless you can see your way clear to advance me a couple of thousand every week or so. Not too much, just enough to let me enjoy the finer things of life without you by my side.
You can call me at 555-5987 and tell me where to meet you with the money. I'll give you till Friday to call. If you don't, I'm sure your hubby will enjoy the movies.
Yours,
Pete
I noticed the date on the note, folded it back up, handed it to her and then asked, "When was this taken, if I may ask? He mentions being away for awhile. And your husband. Where was he while this was happening?"
"It was two years ago. I had hoped that he was gone for good but he came back just a week ago. My husband was out of the country trying to acquire a special piece when this took place. While he was gone, I made some terrible mistakes, got hooked on crack and Pete took advantage of me. I was a willing participant at the time but after only two or three times like that, I knew I had to get my life back."
She was becoming emotional now. She had been so cool and calm up till now so I was surprised. Where before she was this smooth sophisticated trophy wife, now she was a kid in trouble. I big beautiful kid for sure, but still in trouble. I looked at Maggie and she took over.
"Tell us what happened. I assume your husband doesn't know anything about this? How could you have kept your addiction a secret?"
"I wasn't actually addicted. At least I was able to stop cold turkey when I decided to. I just woke up one day and knew that it was over. I was in trouble and I saw my life going down the drain. You may not believe me but I really love my husband. I just forgot for awhile when he was gone so long. But Pete doesn't care. He taped those sessions and now he's blackmailing me. And I can't pay that kind of money with Jason finding out. He will."
So now we knew the story. She was married to Jason St. John, the owner of several of New York's finest art galleries. His collection of art was considered to be one of the finest anywhere and worth millions. He had money and status and a wife that matched. But his wife was something more. She actually loved him and wanted to stay married to him. Blackmail could end that forever. After a divorce, she would still walk away with millions in alimony but she didn't want that. She wanted us to stop her blackmailer and get back the videos of her indiscretions. She was for real. I could tell.
We settled on the details before she left and Maggie and I closed up the office. I took the case of course. Maggie wanted me to and I sort of felt bad for the little girl so we took it. I waited while she locked the office and came back inside.
"What do you think? We get Bruno on it? He seems the logical choice. Maybe he can take the disc and get something from it. I don't know."
She nodded, seeming distracted. She picked up the remote and turned the TV back on. She started it up from the beginning. While I liked it too, I wasn't sure what she was looking for until she moved over and sat down on my lap. She planted a big one on me, hard on the mouth and I suddenly understood. Maggie was turned on! And so was I.
Well, we watched that CD from beginning to end, twice, with reruns of certain portions, and I enjoyed it thoroughly. Maggie was researching techniques, or so she said and I must tell you, her technique was flawless. We researched for an hour or so till we decided it was time to go home, where we practiced some more after dinner. Maggie was dedicated to perfection. And God, was she perfect!
Bruno came in the next day and I gave him the CD and the facts about our new client. Bruno watched part of the CD there in the office and I'll give him credit, when he stopped it, he had already seen something in the background that he said would tell him where the room was. Now come on! I watched that CD with Maggie and neither of us saw anything else but the sex! Bruno seemed to be immune to it when he was on the search. Man was a freak of nature if you ask me. Well, nobody did. Anyway, I'm just saying.
Bruno looked vague for a minute then said, "I saw a neon sign outside that window and I think I can bring it out back in my lab. I think I know what it is already but just to be sure. So boss, how do you want me to play it? If I find the guy, do I go after the videos? Do I just follow him a while to see what he's up to or what? Your call. Your money."
"I'd say go for broke. If you can, take him down. You know the drill. Just keep me in the loop and I'll help anyway I can. It's good for a grand and a bonus if you get the videos."
"A grand? Must be some client. Maggie OK with that? You know I don't want to get on her bad side."
"She's cool and so is the client. We both want to do good by her. She's in deep and sinking fast. So do what you can."
Bruno nodded, pocketed the CD and his notebook and left. He talked with Maggie for quite a while but left right after. I wondered about Bruno. I had the strangest feeling he didn't really do this for the money. He even acted like he didn't need it. How could he not? The guy lived high most of the time. Like that monster car he drove. Paid more in gas than I did for my whole car! I knew he was good at what he did and I knew he had some income from a few little patents he owned but not big money like a grand for a simple job. Right?
Business went on and I took on several smaller jobs. Two were right up Polly's alley so I gave her a call and she took them both on. Seems she was not doing many weddings lately or so she said. I think she was just bored. Maggie was pleased to see her since they were tight and knew each other from before. Before me anyway. They worked together in that little shop they owned. The one Maggie sold when she came to work for me. Got a nice piece of cash for it and it was our nest egg for the future.
It was just over two weeks when Bruno called to set up a meet. He wanted to show us what he had. When I asked him for advance info, he laughed and told me to get my checkbook out. That's all he would give me over the phone. I let Maggie know he was coming and we settled in to wait. Tiffany had called several times to ask how we were doing and Maggie told her that our best was on the case and no news was good news in his case. I hoped that was the case.
When Bruno came in, he had a grin on his face like the famous Cheshire Cat from the fairy tale. Alice in Wonderland, I think it was. He sat down on the edge of Maggie's desk and whispered something in her ear. She laughed so hard I thought she was going to have to change her panties. Bruno grinned at her and looked at me with that smart ass look that told me he had it all. I knew Bruno from before too so his looks were all too familiar to me. But, in this case, I was pleased. Good news for Tiffany was what I was hoping for.
I waved him in and he came, followed by Maggie. Bruno threw a packet on my desk with a flair and said, "Your wish is my command O Great One. Where's my bonus?"
"What bonus and what am I 'bonusing' you for?" I slit open the packet and tilted it, dumping several video tapes onto my desk. There were also about fifteen CDs in there. I made a wild guess and said, "You got them all? All of the tapes of Mrs. St. John?"
"Her and two other ladies that you might recognize. I kept them and ran the rest through my degaussing unit. Then I burned them. They're gone forever. These tapes and one of the CDs are of Mrs. St. John. The rest are blanks now." He was grinning from ear to ear.
"Bruno, that is great work. My God man, how did you get these? Where were they? Give! Tell me!"
"Not much to tell boss. I was right about the window so I found the motel pretty quick. Watched it for a day when I saw asshole Pete come in with the wife of another one of our city's leaders. I got the room number, got his name and the rest is history. I tracked him down and would you believe, he had the stuff stored in his house? Dumb shit! I waited for him, let him know I had his shit and that if he so much as tried to get back at any of his marks, I'd make sure one of my specially doctored tapes would get sent to some very nasty people. He understood. He asked around about me and got the word."
Maggie was grinning and asked, "What about the others? They wouldn't know you got the videos away from him."



"Yeah, about that. Seems each of them got a note in the mail, along with a CD, telling them that their problem with Petey boy was over. Gave each a phone number to call if he ever tries to contact them again. Pete knows that number belongs to me."
Maggie and I talked with Bruno a little more. He gave me all the details and I wrote it up simple and sweet. Final report for our Tiffany. I had Maggie write the check with a $500 bonus to give to him. Big money for two weeks work. Not bad. While she was doing that, I called Mrs. St. John and asked her to come in to see us. I told her the news was good. She said she'd be there within the hour. I smiled to myself, settled back with Mickey's 'I, the Jury' and lost myself in Mike Hammer's world.
As promised, less than an hour later Maggie showed Tiffany St. John into the office and shut the door. Tiffany was nervous and her cheeks were flushed. Overall, I thought it only made her more beautiful but that was me. I motioned her to sit while Maggie and I waited. She did so, fidgeting with her skirt, her hair, anything to try to relax. I decided to put her out of her misery.
"Mrs. St. John, we have good news for you. We have all of the videos that your blackmailer had in his possession. He also has been warned that any further contact with you or your husband would be to his detriment. He understands and has agreed. You will not hear from him again. If you do, I have a number you are to call which will correct that situation."
She was looking intently at me and at Maggie. Her eyes were wide and she had her hand to her lips, pressing against them. I saw a tear form and run down her beautiful cheek. It was particularly beautiful because it was a happy tear. I watched it in fascination, thinking to myself that these were the only tears a face like hers should ever feel. But, I digress!
I handed her the file that I had completed and said with a flair, "Our job is complete. Can we be of further service to you?"
There was general pandemonium then while she hugged Maggie and I, then Maggie again and me again. I certainly enjoyed the hugging part and waited for another round, but I watched Maggie watch me so my enjoyment was controlled. I quickly sat down and let Maggie do the rest of the hugging. We spoke together for awhile, and offered to be of assistance if she needed us later. Maggie walked with her out to the outer office, their arms around each other, while I settled back. It was several minutes before Maggie came back in with a check for a nice fat amount. She was smiling. That was a good sign for me, so I took a chance and suggested that Maggie and I should take inventory. She agreed! Hot Damn!
Two weeks later I was sitting in my office working on a new Industrial embezzlement case when a box arrived addressed to me. I walked around it several times, wondering if it was a bomb before realizing no one I knew cared enough about me to waste a good box just to blow me to hell. At least not by a method this sophisticated. I called Maggie in and she gave me a good piece of advice: open it dummy! So, I did.
Inside was a set of every Mike Hammer novel written by Mickey Spillane. All thirteen, beginning with I, the Jury in '47 and ending with Black Alley in '96. Not only that, they were all hard cover, top grain leather bound with embossed gold lettering and they all matched! It was a hand tooled matching set! The card included said they were from Tiffany St. John.
Mr. Spalding. I asked Maggie what I could get you to thank you for the service you gave me. You believed me right from the start and that meant more to me than you can ever know. You and Maggie were wonderful to me and this is my way of saying Thank You!
Enjoy and if you ever need my help in any way, please just ask.
Forever grateful
Tiffany.
I was touched! Really touched. This was more than I could ever have believed. I touched the books reverently, awed by their content and the meaning behind the gifting of them to me. I was choked up and I had to wipe a tear from my eye. Maggie stood beside me, her hand on my shoulder while I wallowed in emotion. Maggie later showed me a beautiful necklace, antique she said, that came for her from Tiffany. She said it was priceless. I know it was certainly something since it caught every facet of light in the room. But, that may have been because it was Maggie that was wearing it. I think so, anyway.
That was the end of that case and life went back to normal for us. I was sitting in my office, Maggie off to do some shopping while I did absolutely as little as possible, when my office phone rang. That was not a usual occurrence since it was a private line and the number was know only to a very select few. Bruno was one of those select few and it was he who the caller ID indicated was calling. As was the case with that line, I let it go to answer. When the green light came on, indicating the message had been delivered, I picked up the phone and punched in the code. Bruno's message was short and to the point.
"Boss, just listen and don't bother calling back. He's back in town and he's asking questions about her. I put a tracker on him and on his car. Don't bother asking how I did it. I don't know what his game is but he's either stupid or desperate. I'll keep an eye on him and let you know if you need to do anything. Don't call me, I'll call you."
The phone went dead and I just stared at the receiver in my hand. My stomach rolled over and my heart began to pound. I thought it was over! I thought Maggie and I were safe from him. I had fooled myself into believing it was over, but it wasn't! It was starting again! No, not starting. This time, it would end! This time it would be over for good! I would see to that.
To be continued...
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Both Bruno and Polly were part of TT and Maggie's past. We've met both of them now but the story of Maggie is still to be told. We know that she came from a troubled past but we know little about her and her life before TT. This is Maggie's story with hints of TT's involvement. But his is a story for later.
Maggie's Story
I had to do what I planned in spite of the pain. He had just left after one of the more savage beatings for whatever it was that made him angry and I knew I had only an hour or so before he would call or actually come back to apologize once again. By then I had to be gone, gone for good. There was no turning back this time. He would know that I had told someone else about the beatings, the savagery and the absolute brutality of his fists. This time was the last time. No more! Never again!
I took the camera and went into the bedroom to the full length mirror. I stood in front of it and stripped off my clothing. My slacks, top and underwear. I folded them neatly, turned to lay them on the bad and stepped back in front of the mirror. I looked at the new bruises already turning a dull, angry red. The ones on my ribs, my stomach and my hips. There were several older bruises, now purple or light brown on my legs and torso. There were also angry welts on my arms and wrists where he had grabbed me and held me as he kicked and beat me. None on the face where they could be seen. Oh, no. Not so anyone else would know what he did to me.
I began to take the pictures, the flash making me blink each time. I took as many as I could, careful to make sure I got my face included on each so there would be no dispute that this pathetic creature was me. I had placed the newspaper on the floor beside me so that it could also be seen in each of the photos. The date was clearly marked. Today's date. No dispute as to when this was taken. I shot the entire roll of film, opened the camera and took it out and replaced it with another fresh roll. I continued to shoot pictures until I was sure I had enough. When I was finished, I threw the camera and the first roll of film on the bed with my clothes and stood there shaking with humiliation. The pictures were the only proof I had of what he had been doing to me.
After I calmed, I began to dress again in the clothes I had removed. I took the camera and the roll of film to the camera case and put that into the suitcase I took down from the walk in closet. I had already packed it before putting it back in place. Fortunately Jonathan never noticed it had been moved. He rarely come into this closet since it was mine except to check to see that I kept it organized as he desired. Otherwise he didn't care. He bought all of my clothes and he told me what I would wear when we went out. He controlled most of my activities now.
I took the suitcase downstairs and placed it by the door to the garage. I went into the den, broke into the drawer where he kept our personal papers, found my passport and other personal documents I needed and put them into a large manila envelope along with over $2000 I had saved from the daily allowance he gave me for the household requirements. Since he paid all the bills and kept all the credit cards, I had only what he gave me. This was all I took from my marriage of four years. I took one last look around and walked out. I took my suitcase, went into the garage, found the key that he thought I knew nothing about and opened the trunk. I put the suitcase inside and opened the garage door. I started the car, backed out onto the street and drove away, never looking back.
Less than three hours later, I pulled into a driveway that led to a small motel located back off the street. I was almost a hundred miles away from home now and this motel was one few people knew about. It was almost hidden from view by a new high-rise building that had been built in the last few years. I had found it by accident one day while I was trying to find a place to stay when I decided to make my break. I had inquired and found that the rooms could be rented by the hour, day, week, month or whatever. The rates were reasonable and the clerk was just pleased to know that there was one less room to worry about. I gave him a fictitious name and address but he really didn't care. I took it for a month. It used up $750 of my precious $2000, but I had to have a safe place to live.
The room was larger than I expected, painted a sad shade of yellow and had a double bed, a small table with one chair, and a dresser. The closet was small and had room for maybe ten hangers. The window looked out on the parking lot and there was a single street light outside. I unpacked my suitcase, lay down on the bed and fell deeply asleep, feeling free for the first time in years. I dreamed, and the dream wasn't pleasant. I was back and he had found out I planned to leave. He beat me again and again. I jolted awake, frightened, until I remembered where I was. Safe, for now.
I waited until the next day to take the film rolls over to a small strip mall close to where I was. I had found a photo shop there and it had one hour developing. I wanted to get the pictures developed and then I planned on seeing a lawyer. Maybe I could get a recommendation from someone here. But that was for later. I walked over to the shop and entered. Inside, I found a short skinny old man who seemed to be in charge. I took the film up to the counter and waited until he noticed me. While I waited, I looked at the array of photos behind the counter on the wall. They were all black and white and seemed to be of people of all kinds. There were young and old, black and white, foreign, women and men of all types. They were the most fascinating things I had even seen. I was staring when he interrupted me with a "harrumph".
I jerked my attention back to him and then remembered why I was there. I handed him the film. "I'm sorry. I was just looking at your pictures. They're magnificent. Ah, I'd like to have these developed in an hour. Can you do that today?"
"Says so on the window don't it? One hour photos. Not the best quality but if you're in a hurry, it'll work. That what you want?" He seemed to be looking down his nose at me which is hard when you're only about 5 foot tall.
"That's what I want. Ah, can you not look too hard at the pictures when you develop them? I'd rather you didn't unless you have to." I was humiliated by what the pictures showed and I hated to have to give them to anyone, but I had no choice.
"Need to be sure they're OK, but I don't care what's on them. I'll not nib into your business if that's what you're worried about."
"No, no. That's not it. I'm just a bit embarrassed by what they show. Please, just do what you have to. I'll come back in an hour or so if that's OK." He nodded so I walked back out and down the street. At the other end of the mall was supposed to be a lawyer's office. I wanted to check it out before going back to the motel till the photos were ready.
I went down the covered walkway toward the opposite end of the mall and found a storefront that read, 'M. Haynes, Attorney at Law' and below that a list of hours. It seems Mr. Haynes was open late on Tuesday and Thursday nights. Perfect! Once I had the pictures, I would stop in and see what I could arrange. Money was going to be the big problem. Maybe Mr. Haynes could collect from Jonathan. I knew that it was a possibility but whether Mr. Haynes would agree was another question. Well, first things first.
With an hour to kill, I decided to spend a little of my money on a nice meal. I found a small diner and went in. A cup of coffee, a burger with onions and tomato with a side of fries, and maybe a piece of pie for desert. And no fear of making a mistake. I had to remind myself of that. No one was judging me now.
* * * * *
Back at the photo shop, Max Bower was running the film through the contraption that made pictures in an hour. He hated the thing but it was what people wanted nowadays. No heart, no feeling, just speed. It was getting to be more and more of a bother to run his little shop. He had the latest equipment for sale and he did a good business in developing and selling film and cameras but he was not too keen on the new digital stuff that was becoming the rage. Maybe it was time to consider retirement, but he was alone now with nothing else to do. If he could only find someone to pass his love of photography on to.
This one hour stuff was an example. All he had to do was put the film onto a spool, feed it into a grip and close the door. Then, just sit back and wait. Only had to sit there and make sure the finished photos didn't get stuck in the chute. Didn't want to ruin a good print. But then most of the pictures were of someone's head with the top cut off, or a blurred snap of some kid kicking a ball, or some other crap. Not worth the chemicals to develop. In this case, he would see what she had. When she asked him not to look to closely, it was like a red flag waving in his face. Not look? Hell, no way he wasn't going to look now.
He sat back and waited for the pictures to start coming down the chute. He thought about the lady who gave him the film while he waited. Tall, blond, beautiful, a heavenly face and a body to kill for. Hell, Max thought, he may be old but he wasn't dead! She was a real beaut! But sad. He saw that in her eyes. A sad lady for sure. But she liked his pictures so that made him want to help her if he could. So he waited for the pictures.
As the first few came down the chute, Max saw and stood up immediately with an oath.
"Godamn! Look at this shit! Oh, God, not her. Not this sweet lady." Max now impatiently grabbed each picture as it slid down the chute and collected them. He was almost in tears as he saw the damage done to her. Had to be by a man, for sure. Any son of a bitch that did that needed to be shot. He took the last photo from the machine and put them into an envelope. He sealed it shut and put it in his cash drawer. She would be back shortly and Max wanted to talk to her. As he closed the drawer, a thought came to him suddenly. What if. . . . . .?, yeah! He considered it from all sides but couldn't find a negative. He trusted his instincts. Now, to wait.
I took a sip of my now cold coffee and checked my watch once more. It had been just over an hour and I could now go back for my pictures. I was nervous: about the pictures and what the old man would think, about what I was going to do with those pictures, and finally, how I was going to survive on my rapidly diminishing cash. With the room, the pictures, my lunch and a few other things I picked up in the drug store next door, I was down to $1216.75. If I was careful, I had enough for food and such for a month. Not much more and certainly not enough to live on without a job. Well, time enough to worry about that. Now for the pictures.
I walked calmly into the photo shop which was blessedly empty. The old man was sitting behind the counter, looking at a newspaper. When he heard the bell signaling someone entering, he rose and leaned over the counter waiting for me. He had a small smile on his face, which I was unable to interpret. Since I had no choice but to go for it, I said, "Hi. Remember me? I left the pictures an hour ago? Are they ready yet? It's been over an hour."
"Pictures are ready. Said an hour and so it's been an hour. Pictures show some things I had no choice but to notice. I had to be sure the pictures don't jam the chute. So I got to look. Sorry." He reached into his drawer and pulled out a large manila envelope. He laid it on the counter while he looked at me.
"I guess you had no choice. Can I trust you not to say anything? Please?" I was worried that he was going to say or do something. But all he did was stand there watching me. Then, he pushed the envelope toward me but kept his hand on it, making me wait. He apparently wasn't finished.
"Saw what he did to you. It's wrong what he did. No man should ever be allowed to do that to no woman. What do you plan to do? I ask, not intending any disrespect."
I saw that there was a look of concern on his face now. It was clear that the pictures disturbed him. As they would any decent human being! What to say? I had to get used to it now that I had made my decision.
"I was going to go talk to Mr. Haynes right down the mall. Do you know him? Is he any good and can he be trusted? I don't know anyone here. I'm not from here." I had to stop! I was in danger of babbling uncontrollably. I was tense and scared and not used to being on my own. Now I was.
"Mel's OK. Not the shiniest coin in the roll but he's honest, knows the ropes and he's fearless. Stupid sometimes, but not about the law. He'll do you fair. Divorce?"
"Yes. I left yesterday. I just packed and left while he was at work. I couldn't stand it anymore. I had to go."
"Did right! Son of a bitch should be shot! No man should do what he done."
I wasn't aware of the tears that were coursing down my cheeks but the old man was. He watched and I could see he knew the pain in my heart. As I watched his face, he seemed to come to a decision right then and there. He straightened up and reached out to take my hand in his wrinkled, but firm, grip.
"Wanted to know if you'd be willing to take a job here with me, helping me run this shop. I'm getting older and it's becoming a burden to me. I could start you right away and we could just take our time with the paperwork. I bet you don't have a lot of money saved up."
I just stared at him, not believing my luck. How could this be possible? The first place I came to, to begin my quest, to find someone like this man, this wonderful man who saw, understood and reached out to help, not even hesitating. God must have looked down and pushed me in the right direction. For the first time since I walked out the door, I had hope.
Just that quick, I had a room, a job and a recommendation for an attorney. I told Max that I would be delighted to work for him, we shook hands to seal the deal and then Max closed the shop to walk with me down to see Melvin Haynes, Attorney. The day after I decided to change my life, I was ready to take the next step.
The meeting with Melvin Haynes was very good. He seemed to know Max very well and he welcomed me with a huge smile, and a wave to the chairs in front of a large desk, covered completely with papers, cups, broken pencils, yellow legal pads and what seemed to be various office tools like staplers and punches. How he functioned in that mess was a real mystery, but he seemed comfortable in it. He, unlike Max, was a huge man, coal black hair on his head and what I could see of his body. He had to be over 250 pounds and he stood at least six foot and several more inches. I guessed his age at around 50 but that was an estimate only. In a booming voice, he asked me if I wanted Max to leave and I told him I wanted him to stay if he would. Max smiled, patted my hand and settled back.
"OK, what can I do for you? If you're a friend of Max's, you're a friend of mine. Talk to me."
"My name is Margaret Malone DiCarlo. Everyone calls me Maggie. I'm thirty seven years old and I've been married for four years to a man named Jonathan DiCarlo. We have no children. We lived in Queens and I ran away yesterday because he beats me. Badly. For no reason that I can find. He just gets angry when he sees something he doesn't like and he beats me. I took it as long as I could but now I'm done. No more. Never again! I want a divorce and I want a restraining order on him so he'll stay away from me."
I told him the story as completely as I could. I told him of the evenings when Jonathan came home and didn't like the dinner I prepared. Or he was upset that I was out of the house when he called, or he was just in a bad mood and something I said made him angry. I had given up trying to understand why he got angry. He just did. All the time. And when he did, I became his punching bag. On the body, never the face. He threatened to kill me if I ever told anyone. He always apologized and wanted to make love to me afterwards. I never refused because when I did, it started over again.
I gave him the pictures and told him of the last time, which was only yesterday, even though it seems like it was forever ago. It was clear in my mind. "It began at breakfast. He wanted eggs over easy with bacon and toast. Toast, just beginning to turn brown, eggs with the yolks dark yellow but not hard, the white solid with no runny liquid. He wanted it perfect as always. I put three eggs into the skillet but only got two that didn't break. But I was able to get the eggs just right. I turned off the heat, put the toast in to heat and removed the bacon strips from a second skillet. I laid them on a sheet of absorbent towel and waited for the toast to come out. Jonathan came into the kitchen, moved to the stove to pour himself a cup of coffee and went to the table sitting in his regular seat."
"I popped the toast out at the right instant and lightly buttered it, cutting it into two triangles as he liked. I arranged the eggs on a plate, flanked by the two strips of bacon just crisp, and the toast wedges. I looked at the plate, saw that it was perfect and sat it in front of Jonathan. He was reading the paper and didn't look down right away. I poured myself a cup of coffee and sat down across from him at the table. I never ate with him, since I had to finish his meal first anyway. I relaxed and sipped my coffee."
"Jonathan put the paper away, looked down at the plate in front of him and then looked up at me. 'There are only two eggs here. Where's the third?'"
"I swallowed, almost choking on my coffee. I had forgotten that one of the eggs broke and I never replaced it! He always had three eggs! I panicked and didn't answer immediately trying to think of what to say. I was about to tell him that I was trying to be sure to make the eggs just perfectly when I was hit by the plate of eggs. He threw it at me! I jumped up, moved backward, falling over the chair to the floor. He came around the table, yanked me up by my dress and started to methodically beat me, hitting me in the stomach and ribs, over and over, telling me what a stupid cow I was. After the first few blows, I lost consciousness and didn't feel the rest. Those were the bruises in the picture. The most recent ones."
When I finished, I looked at the faces around me. They were angry faces. Faces full of fury and disgust. But for the first time, they were not meant for me! They were meant for Jonathan, not for me. A sob come to my chest and I felt the tears start. I let myself go for the first time in a long time. These faces were not judging me and finding me wanting! They understood and they cared! I cried and cried, letting my grief and frustration come out not caring that someone else saw me. I felt a hand on my shoulder and knew it meant me no harm.
When I could, I wiped my tears and got back to business. I gave Mel my passport, my marriage license and the other important papers I took with me when I left. I then told him that I had very little money to pay him and asked about Jonathan being made to pay. He nodded, said that was fine with him and to let him worry about that. We talked for over an hour before Mel told me to come back tomorrow and he would know more. I reminded him that I couldn't let Jonathan know where I was and he assured me that he would keep that a secret. The first thing to do was get the RO and go from there. I left with Max and he took me next door for lunch.
After lunch, I went back with Max to his shop where he began the process of teaching me what I needed to know to help him with the shop. He was an excellent teacher and I picked up the necessary skills very quickly. I was to work with him over the next several months until I ran the place full time. Max was to spend more time in his loft where he worked on whatever it was he did. I did ask him about the pictures on the wall behind the cash register. I had noticed them and found them to be fascinating to look at. I had no interest in photography myself but I recognized talent when I saw it. The story he told me was one that would change my life.



Max said that the pictures represented some of his best works. He picked them specifically for that place on the wall. His intent was to let them stay there until someone walked in and saw them for what they were. For someone to recognize the skill and the care and the soul that they represented. He said that he knew someone would come in eventually and he only hoped it was before he passed on. He wanted to give that person all he had to teach them about his art. He wanted to pass on his passion and his love to someone who could recognize it. He put them up and he waited. They had been there for over four years when I came along. Obviously they weren't meant for me. But, they were a part of my future. I just didn't know it at the time.
The following day, I went back to see Mel and he had some news for me. He said that he had spoken to a judge he knew who would issue a RO to be delivered to Jonathan the next day. It would not give my address or my location and it would be given to the police in Queens where I had lived and here. If Jonathan did find me, I could call 911 and report him. He would be arrested immediately.
He also said he would be happy to represent me in a divorce. Since I wanted nothing from Jonathan but my freedom, he said it should be easy to get. We had no fault so it wasn't necessary to give a reason. It would take six months but it would begin when the court date was finalized. In the meantime, I was free to go about my business. Mel told me he would file papers to assure he was paid by Jonathan and that he would have no problem with collection. He also told me he wanted to get more information on Jonathan and asked me if I had any objection to giving him some more information to use. I agreed and he took what he needed.
I settled down in my new life, enjoying the freedom to move about and not fear for my life. I learned about my new surroundings and found a small apartment close by to rent. It was not much bigger than the motel but it was cheaper and it was clean. I moved in at the end of the first month and begin to make it mine. With my new job, a lawyer working to free me from Jonathan and a new apartment, I began to feel more like living. I was beginning to come out of my shell and I was looking forward to the divorce. I could start a new life and hope that it would be better than what I had endured.
I learned about the photography business and Max began to leave me alone in the shop more and more. I could now handle the register, I knew all the pricing and how to write up the orders for framing or developing and I could talk knowledgably about most of the cameras and film when a customer expressed interest. I tried to make the shop more attractive by rearranging the inventory and moving some of the cameras to the front of the cabinets, and just cleaning and polishing. Business did improve and the register did ring more often and Max began to reappear. He was pleased with the changes I made and he started talking more with the customers and with me.
It had been just over a month since I walked out of the house and my life with Jonathan when I was showing a prospective customer a new camera she asked about. Max was in the back, working on a framed picture for a customer when the bell sounded, indicating a new customer. I finished with the woman who decided to think about the camera before making a decision. I gave her some information and watched her leave. As she walked out the door, I looked around to locate the new arrival. When I saw him standing there, my heart almost stopped and my legs felt as if they could no longer support me.
It was Jonathan!
I think now, when I look back on it, that I screamed. I stood there, looking into the eyes that I saw in my worst nightmares and I screamed. I couldn't do anything else. I knew I had to call 911. I had to move away! I had to do so many things but all I could do was stand there and scream. At the sound, he moved toward me with his hands raised as if to entreat me to stop. His face had a smile and he was making sounds that I assumed were supposed to be comforting but all I saw was Jonathan coming at me to beat me again. I backed away as far as I could, coming up against the counter behind me. I had no where else to go. I was trapped!
"Maggie, please. It's just me. It's me baby. Come on now, just calm down and let me talk to you. Calm down now Maggie." He continued to move toward me with that terrible smile on his face and his hands out, not yet bunched into fists, but promising. I knew the promise was there, and I knew that he would kill me this time. I left him! I humiliated him and he would make me pay with my life. I knew it.
"That's it. Just stay there and let me talk to you. You know I love you Maggie. I just want you to come home with me. Just come home with me. That's my girl." As he spoke I watched him start around the counter toward me. Only a few more feet and he would have his hands on me and he would kill me. I felt his anger coming off in waves, in spite of the smile on his face. As he moved, his fingers began to curl into claws, reaching to grab my blouse as he always did.
Just as he was about to take hold, I heard a new voice. "Back away and get out from behind my counter! You take one more step toward her, I'll blow your fucking head clean off! You get one warning and then I pull the trigger!" It was Max, standing at the end of the counter with a small shotgun pointed directly at Jonathan. Max held it steady and his face was very calm. I had never seen him this way. He was always so jovial. When he frowned, it was more a squeezing together of his eyebrows and a pursing of his lips. This look was different. I could see violence in that look. Strange as it seems, it gave me hope.
Jonathan looked toward him and stopped. Jonathan was nothing if not a coward. He beat me in private where no one could see because he understood that he would be punished if people found out and he feared punishment. This was something he understood. A shotgun was severe punishment and it caused Jonathan to begin to back away as ordered. He watched the gun as he stepped back away from me and then around the end of the counter and back out into the store. Max watched him intently and waited. Once Jonathan was standing well back, Max told me in a calm voice to call 911.
Jonathan raised his hand immediately. "Please Maggie, don't call. I'm sorry. I just wanted to talk to you and beg you to come home. I didn't mean anything."
Max told me again, "Maggie, call 911! Now! And you, Mister, don't you move till the cops get here. I'll shoot your kneecaps if you try to run. We'll just wait for the cops together. Should be here in just a few minutes. They know me and my store. They'll come running, believe you me." Max moved into the store where he could see Jonathan more clearly. He also had a better shot this way and Jonathan knew it. I could see the fear in his eyes and for the first time I was not afraid. He was! Jonathan, the bully, the one who beat me, was suddenly afraid. I felt a shiver of pleasure shoot up my spine as I watched him tremble.
I heard the sirens a minute before the cops came running into the store. They took a quick look, saw Max with the shotgun pointed at Jonathan and then, without a pause, they moved to take Jonathan from behind. One had his gun pointed at Jonathan and the other pulled a pair of cuffs to put on Jonathan. He hadn't said a word. The cop, once the handcuffs were secure, told Max to lower the gun. He had Jonathan move over near the counter and then asked. "What's going on here? Why the gun Max? And who called us?"
I answered before Max could say anything. "I called when this man came in the store. There is a restraining order on him issued for here and back where he came from. I have a copy of it right here." I reached into my purse and pulled out the paper. I handed it to the cop who scanned it and then turned to his partner.
"It's legit. Take him in. I'll call the house and give them the information so it'll be there when we get back. Save a lot of paper for us." The other cop nodded, took Jonathan by the cuffs and led him out to the car while the second officer stayed to talk to Max and I. It was brief, the cop knew Max had a permit and nothing more was said. He told me that I might have to appear in court but that someone would call to let me know. I told him about Mel and he smiled. " You're covered then. Mel knows the ropes."
As it was, I didn't have to appear. The judge set bail for Jonathan at $5,000 with the condition that he make no further attempts to contact me. If he did, bail would be revoked and he would spend time in jail. Jonathan was too afraid of jail to break his bond. But he did get my number and he began to call once a day or more. Always from a pay phone and just long enough to threaten me if I didn't call off the divorce. He promised that he would get me eventually if I didn't. Typical Jonathan. No witnesses and no one to hear him. I finally told Mel, who promised to take care of it. He didn't say how but it was only two days later that the calls stopped. I never received another call.
Things settled down for me and I began to relax again. The divorce was in full swing now with papers served on Jonathan two months after I contacted Mel. I wanted nothing from Jonathan but Mel did set some conditions on the divorce that he said were common. I was to get a cash settlement for an amount he said he would verify. I asked him how and he just smiled. "Not to worry pretty lady. I have my ways. I certainly do." And he did. The amount he determined was quite large and I was surprised when he said it was only 25% of Jonathan's net worth. I had no idea. He told me Jonathan's lawyer was very pleased with the offer and would urge his client to sign.
Now I began to worry. Jonathan was a coward but he was also very smart. He would fight to keep his money and he would make every effort to hide it away so as not to be found. I told Mel as much but again, he just smiled. I finally let him handle it. He assured me he was being paid out of Jonathan's pocket so he was working very hard to get as much for me as he could. Billable hours he called it. Whatever. I didn't want the money but it wouldn't refuse it either.
It was the middle of the summer when we went to court for the hearing on the divorce. The papers had been signed and delivered to the judge. True to his word, Mel got Jonathan to agree to the amount he specified and apparently it was not more than Jonathan was willing to pay. Mel said he was actually relieved. I was pleased, but surprised. The hearing was short and to the point, Jonathan and his lawyer agreed to all conditions and the judge accepted the settlement and it was official. Now only 90 days remained before it was final. During the hearing, Jonathan never looked my way once. I was surprised but relieved. Mel was smiling the whole time as he kept looking over at their table. I had no idea what he was so happy about but I didn't care. I was almost free.
The time passed, no further contact with Jonathan occurred, and I was as happy as I had ever been. I had friends, a job, some money in the bank and my divorce was final. When the papers arrived, I took Mel, Max and a few of my new friends out to dinner at the diner next door. It was a blast and Mel and Max were feeling no pain by the end of the evening. I was just happy. I didn't know how Mel had done it, but he had. When he was sloppy drunk and singing with Max, I pulled him aside and asked him point blank: "How did you do it? What was your hammer? What did you use to beat him up with?"
Mel was smiling so big I expected his face to crack in two but all he said was, "TT darling, TT was my weapon!" I just stared at him, having no idea of what a TT was and finally said, "OK, OK, don't tell me then. I don't care. I just love you, you big con artist." And that was that.
The next four and a half years passed almost faster than I could count. I ran the store now, I had increased business over 75% so Max was pleased to let me run the place without him. I was doing all the work now, and with his teaching, could handle anything having to do with the camera, film, framing, and all the other business chores. We did well. I had many friends but no men friends. The past made it difficult for me to trust any man so I chose to do without. It was hard. I had needs but I learned to control them. I had other interests. I was happy, fulfilled and living my life.
But like all things, they had to change. I had noticed a young girl, a teenager or at least early twenties, who came into the store several times and just seemed to wander around. I knew she was just trying to stay warm and she caused no trouble so I let her go. She never spoke and just looked at the cameras and some of the other items we carried but it was sometime later, when I was thinking about closing the shop that I noticed her staring at the pictures on the wall behind the counter. Max's pictures. I made note of it as I began to shut off the lights preparatory to closing. She noticed and turned away without a word.
Over the next few weeks I noticed her coming in when it was very cold and each time she ended up staring at the pictures. Her look was intense and she seemed to be unaware of anything else when she was looking at them. I began to get a strange feeling in my stomach as I watched her. Was she the one? Could it be? I decided to find out.
Two days later when she came in, I stood in front of her and asked her name and what she was doing standing there. She started to give me a crap answer and I just stopped it right there. This was too important. I let her have it. "Listen young lady. I asked you a question and I expect an answer. And not this crap you're trying to sell. If you want more information about those pictures, and if you want to be able to come into my store and keep warm, you'll tell me the truth. Do you understand me?"
Well, she was no dummy and caught on right away. She began to talk and soon it all came tumbling out. She was on her own, only nineteen and she was fascinated by the pictures. As she told me how they made her feel, I knew she was what Max had been waiting for. I could see it in her eyes and hear it in her voice. This beautiful child wanted what Max could give her. And she wanted it badly.
Her name was Polly Gooding and she was on her own. We got to know each other that night and I introduced her to Max the next day. Polly was all that Max had hoped for and he gave it all to her: all his skill and love of the art and every trick he knew. She was like a sponge and she took it all in. It was a match made in heaven and Polly became Max's heir in more ways than one. She and I became close as well and we came to love each other like sisters.
Max died two years later and Polly and I inherited the store, Max's loft apartment and studio and all his equipment. Polly and I moved in together since Max's place was huge compared to either of ours. Polly continued with her photography and became very good at it. She went on to become a renowned photographer while I ran the shop. Our lives were diminished by Max's departure to the other side but we had good memories. We continued to grow and change.
The only thing that happened of any significance to change my life from the comfortable state I was experiencing was when this man came in to my store, introduced himself as TT Spalding and asked me out on a date.
TT Spalding. My mind went back a few years to the time of my divorce. I remembered asking Mel, my attorney what weapon he used to convince Jonathan to agree to pay me almost a fourth of his worth in the divorce. That and what was going to convince Jonathan not to continue to harass me after the divorce. His answer at that time was cryptic and I chalked it up to having too much to drink. He told me "TT is my weapon." I had discounted it then but now? Was this TT the one he was talking about? I was soon to find out.
I was working in the shop one day, minding my own business and putting up a display of the new digital cameras that had just come in. I was interested in this new technology and I wanted to see if they would sell. Pictures without film. Who would have thought? I was standing back, admiring my work when I noticed a man standing there beside me. He seemed to be watching the display as well. I moved away and turned to look at him. He was average height, good looking in a strong way, face composed of hard planes, eyes grey-green, hair dark with some grey just starting at the temples. His figure hinted at strength, lean and hard. He was dressed in a suit that had seen better days but his shoes were newer and looked very practical. Overall, he was a handsome man, at least to me. He looked to be about late forties or even fifty. Not much older than me.
As I observed him, he turned to catch me staring. I blushed and turned away but he came over to the counter where I was standing and looked me directly in the eyes. "Hi. My name is TT Spalding. Everyone calls me TT. You're Maggie, aren't you?"
"Yes, I'm Maggie. I think I've heard of you before. Do you work for Mel, next door?"
"Occasionally. I'm a Private Investigator now. Used to be on the force and then I worked as a special investigator for the DA's office. Got tired of that and wanted to go on my own. Been doing it for a while now."
He was interesting, in a rough sort of way. I liked his voice and the way he spoke. He put me at ease almost immediately and I enjoyed talking to him. We chatted about nothing particular for awhile and then just before he turned to leave, he did the unthinkable. "Would you like to have dinner with me some evening? We could try that new place on 17th street if you like Italian. Maybe we could catch a movie or something?""
I was speechless. I had not dated anyone since my divorce and I didn't even have any male friends that I went out with ever. When I did go out, it was with Polly or one of the other women I knew. Never a man. I had trust issues. I remembered Jonathan and it was still fresh in my mind. I didn't know what to say to this man. So, I stalled. "I don't know. I'll have to think about it." Then I realized how that must sound so I quickly added, "It's not you. Please don't think that. It's just, well, I've not dated for some time now."
He seemed to take that well and just smiled. "Take your time. I'll stop back in later and then we can talk about it some more." He smiled again, gave a sort of bow and then left the store. I stood there in shock, unaware of anything until a customer tapped me on the arm to get my attention. I came back to earth and somehow finished the day. I was still thinking of it that night when I went up to the loft. I waited till after dinner and then I went in to talk to Polly. She was working on some proofs and I tried to wait but I got impatient. I poked her to get her attention.
I asked her if she remembered this guy who came in from time to time and described him. Polly seemed to think she did so I blurted out, "He asked me out on a date. Today, when he came in. Just walked right up and asked me out on a date. To dinner. And a movie."
Polly thought about it and said, "He seems nice, and he's cute so what's the deal? Did you say yes?"
"No. I told him I had to think about it. I'm thinking about it. That's all. I think he's cute too. But that's not the issue."
"What is the issue? A guy asks you out, you say yes or no. That's all there is to it. Just yes, or no. He doesn't look like a perv, so no big deal." She was surprised when I shook my head at her words.
"It is a big deal. For me anyway. It's a very big deal." I was actually shaking a little and my hands were cold when she gripped them.



"Talk to me Maggie. What's the deal? Why is this such a major issue with you? He seems like a nice guy so why not try it? Talk to me."
I hesitated for just a second and then I let it all out. I told Polly about Jonathan and the divorce and what he did to me and how I saw all men and how it had screwed with my head to the point I couldn't trust any man. I talked and talked and was surprised at how much it still hurt. But it did feel good to tell it to someone else who cared about me.
Well, talking with Polly helped me. Especially when she threatened to kick TT's ass if he hurt me. That little thing threatening someone like him made me laugh and just like that, it was over. I made up my mind to say yes to him if he came back again. A big if, in my mind. But, he did come back and I did say yes and it was wonderful. I found someone who made me feel again and I wanted to see him again and again. Thank the good lord, he felt the same way.
With his patient attention and his calm personality, I began to find it fun again to go out with a man on my arm. He was funny, unpredictable, always understanding and great to be with. He had friends everywhere which seemed to be a tribute to how many people liked him. He never asked me about my past and when I did finally tell him, he listened with interest but was quick to remind me he wasn't Jonathan. I learned to understand that and I grew to love this man. Love him more than I thought possible. I knew now that what I had with Jonathan wasn't love. It was dependence and submission. TT taught me what love was really about. And I knew that he returned that love. It was in his eyes every time he looked at me.
TT and I married and I eventually sold the photo shop and went to work with him. It's been a great life and I love that man to death. I would die for him and he would die for me. But together we plan to live forever and make love every chance we get. And we do, at least the make love part.
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This is another in the Consequence series. I decided to write this based on a story by nici, a story that bothered me considerably. I would urge you to read her 'Something we have to talk about' story if you want to see another side to this scenario.
Edited by Angel Love. My thanks to her.
* * * * *
Consider: In most major events, it is the little things that can make or break them. In 1986, the Challenger space shuttle was lost due to a cheap O ring that probably cost less than a few dollars. Because of that, seven lives and hundreds of millions of dollars were lost.
Consider: It is often mentioned that a blood clot, sometimes so small that it takes a microscope to see it, can kill someone. Blood flow to a critical part of the brain is blocked and a life is lost due to a microscopic chunk of sticky cells.
Consider: A small patch of black ice on an otherwise dry road can cause the car to go out of control and crash. The wheel twists, control is lost on a sharp curve and death can result.
The list goes on and on. Some small thing, often not even visible, can destroy a major undertaking. But consider: Can we call a marriage a major undertaking?
I do. I consider my marriage a major undertaking. I've been married for a little over eight years to a beautiful woman named April. We have two wonderful boys, Chris and Charles. Chris is my namesake, Chris jr. Charles is named after my father. We live in a nice home, one with room enough for a growing family. I'm not a college graduate, but I have a good job as a master mechanic. My talents and skills have made us a good living. I work long hours but the money makes it worth it. I've always considered my marriage the high point of my life. I worked hard to provide for my family. I considered it a major undertaking and I took it seriously.
What broke my marriage was a small thing. In my case, it was a small blood vessel in my brain that was too close to another vessel and sometimes, when conditions were just right, the vessel would swell and touch the other. The result was a migraine headache. I had one on that fateful day. Mine was classic in its symptoms: light was painful, sounds were magnified and smells were horrible. It came on me suddenly and without warning. Just a blinding pain that took me by surprise. I knew what it was immediately. The problem was that I didn't have my Imitrex inhaler with me so I had no way to stop or mitigate the pain. The pills I carried weren't as effective as the inhaler and it would take time to reduce the pain to a manageable level. Time I couldn't work anyway.
I staggered in to see my boss and gave him the bad news. He was panicked at my distress and called his secretary in. "Take him home. Hell, it's almost quitting time so he doesn't have to worry about hours. Just punch him out and give me his card. And don't let him drive for God's sake. Go, now!"
Penny helped me stand up and she and my boss led me carefully out the door and down the hall to the exit. Penny led me outside, helped me lean back against the wall while she went for her car. I couldn't stand the light so I kept my eyes closed and my hands to my temples, pressing as hard as I could to help block the pain.
Once in the car, l leaned back against the seat and tried to block everything out. The pain was intense and getting worse. I was almost blind, the light causing me to squeeze my eyes tightly closed. The sounds were now just a deep booming in my head and the smell was disgusting causing my stomach to rebel. Since Penny knew where I lived, I didn't have to say or do anything while she drove. It seemed to take forever, but eventually, she stopped the car, went around and opened my door and pulled me out. I went, following where she led. It was all I could do.
Penny got me inside, helped me to the kitchen where I told her to open the refrigerator and get the injector out. She found it, put it in my hand and held me up while I placed it in my nose and pushed the plunger. I inhaled at the same time, taking the aerosol into my lungs and quickly into my bloodstream. I had her guide me into the family room off the kitchen and help me to lay down on the couch. I asked her to close all the blinds and turn off any lights. She did so, waited a few minutes until I told her that I felt the relief beginning already and she left. I thanked her for getting me home and welcomed the silence when she was gone.
I must have fallen asleep quickly once the pain started to fade because I woke up sometime later to voices. It was very dark in the room so I knew it was later in the day. As I remembered where I was, I noticed immediately that the pain was gone. I felt like I had taken a beating around my neck and shoulders, but that was just the residue of the migraine. I sat slowly up and waited a heartbeat or two to be sure the pain was not just lurking, waiting to get me. It was gone. Thank God!
I sat there in the dark, recognizing the voice of my wife April and her friend Robin from next door. I guess they didn't know I was there since it was dark and the lights were still out. Maybe April just let me sleep, suspecting I might have come home early? But no, my car wasn't in the drive. She probably didn't even suspect I was here. Maybe I would just surprise both of them. I stood, ready to tip toe over to the doorway and then pop out when I began to pay attention to their words.
"Come on April, how was it? Was it as good as before? Give me the details girl."
"It was fantastic. I felt like I was in heaven. He was even better this time than he was before. I swear, I must have climaxed three times before he came. God, it was almost mind blowing. It was the best sex I've ever had."
"Even better than Chris? Better than your husband?"
Hell yes! I love Chris to death but he's never made me feel like that. Never! Of course, I never let him do those things to me either. He'd think I was a real slut if I did."
"But Carl must think you're a slut then."
"Of course, but I'm his slut. And I love it. God, I can't wait until the next time."
"Aren't you afraid of Chris finding out? What would he do? Have you thought about that? You're risking a lot you know."
"Chris will never find out. And even if he did, so what? He won't do anything about it. He's a sweetheart and he would forgive me. He would never divorce me and take a chance on losing his kids. He loves those kids and he knows I would take them away from him in a heartbeat. All I'd need would be a cutthroat lawyer and he'd be toast!"
"This doesn't sound like you April. I've never heard you talk that way about Chris. How could you say you love him when you talk that way? You scare me girl. I think you're making a huge mistake. I really do."
"I love Chris. I really do, but I don't want to stop what I have with Carl either. I want both. I want the sex I get with Carl and the love I get with Chris. I need both and I won't give it up."
I had heard enough. My migraine was gone but the pain in my heart was worse by far. The pain was so intense that my stomach tightened and my breath left me gasping. I heard a ringing in my ears and my blood was pounding in my head. I was afraid I was going to have a heart attack and held on to the jam of the doorway until I could feel my body begin to return to some degree of normal. I still hadn't let them know I was there, but as my control returned, the anger inside me grew in intensity until I felt ready to explode. I straightened up, raised my head and walked into the kitchen light.
There was a sudden silence when Robin saw me first. She looked up, stopped talking while her eyes widened and her mouth opened into a shocked 'O'. Her hand flew to her mouth and she let out a soft, "Oh my God!"
April turned to see what she was looking at and saw me standing there. Her face went from satisfied, to surprise, to fear and then to anger. All in a flash. She pushed back her chair and stood, turning to face me. "How much did you hear? Why in the hell were you lurking in there and spying on me?"
I just looked at her without speaking. My eyes shifted to Robin, who immediately rose and said, "I have to go. Pete and I will keep the boys unless you come over to get them. I'll call you later." With that she almost ran out the side door. I watched her go without a word.
Once she was gone, I looked back at April, considering that this was the woman I had loved without question for the last eight years of my life. Eight years that were the happiest I had ever known. I had expected that we would be together for the rest of our days, but now that expectation was shattered. There would be no forever for us. No growing old together. April had killed that tonight.
"Where are the boys? What did you do with them while you fucked your lover? Did you take care of them or was it too much fun just to have another man fucking you that you let them alone?" I was now calm and cold. The pain was still there, deep cutting pain. It was going to be a long time before that pain lessened. There would be days and days of pain so intense that it was going to tax all I had.
April had a look of anger on her face that turned her beauty into an ugly mask. Maybe the mask was the real April. Maybe this was the April I had never seen but who had been inside all along. She lashed back. "The boys are with Carly. Robin and I were out shopping and Pete was sitting for me. I wasn't with anyone else, just Robin."
With this announcement, she felt she had scored a point. The look of anger changed into a look of satisfaction. She finally realized that I had been home all along and asked, "What are you doing home? Where is your car and why were you sitting there in the dark? Were you spying on me? Trying to catch me in something?"
"I came home early with a severe migraine. George had Penny drive me home since I couldn't stand the light. I took my Imitrex and fell asleep. I've been there ever since." I felt a tremor in my stomach and the unmistakable urge to vomit took me. I rose and continued as I started to the bathroom. "Your voices woke me and what I heard made me sick. I need to use the bathroom, so if you'll excuse me." With that I ran to the bathroom and tried to heave my stomach through my mouth. It wasn't successful, but my body certainly tried.
I sat there on the bathroom floor, my face pressed against the cool porcelain as my body slowly relented. My stomach finally stopped its rebellion and my breathing returned to normal. The sweat dried on my face as the urge dissipated. I sat there for a few more minutes before getting up, splashing some water on my face and using more to rinse my mouth. Once the shaking stopped and I felt under some control, I walked back to the kitchen where April sat, staring out the window.
"I'm going to get the boys. I'll put them to bed tonight." I walked past her and out the door, going next door to the Anderson's.
Pete and Robin Anderson were our neighbors and best friends. We spent many an evening on each other's decks talking and sharing drinks. Good friends I thought. I wondered what Pete knew. I had to ask. I walked up the steps to their back door, knocked once and walked in. Robin was sitting in her kitchen with a cup of coffee in front of her talking with her husband. It seems she had told him. He glanced up as I entered with a look of pity on his face. Robin just looked scared.
"Came to get the boys. Are they ready to go home?" I was already moving past Pete to the family room where I assumed the boys were playing with Carly, their teenaged daughter. I saw them working on a puzzle together with Carly watching over them. She smiled at me as I entered the room and stood.
"Hi, Mr. Phillips. Did you come to get them?" At my nod, she said, "I'll get their jackets."
I stood watching them, a feeling of sadness overwhelming me. Scenes like this were the casualties of infidelity, I imagined. All the little everyday pleasures that consisted of family were forever changed. Shattered by the inconceivable selfishness of one or the other of the adults. Shattered beyond repair in most cases. This seemed one of those.
"Thanks Carly. I'll be in the kitchen when they're ready." I walked back to the kitchen where Pete and Robin continued to sit. I looked at Robin and then at Pete.
"Did you both know? Did you know that she was cheating on me? Was it a turn-on knowing what you knew when we were together? Gave you some sort of sick thrill?" I was angry and my words were unnecessarily harsh but I wanted to know. I wanted to know what my dear friends knew. I had to know. Pete looked at Robin, the anger clear on her face, before answering me.
"I didn't know shit buddy. I swear to you if I had I would have told you right away. I can't believe my wife knew and hid it from me. That was really low. Damn low. You didn't deserve that. I won't apologize for my wife but if you need me, I'm here." Pete was starring at his wife, a look of anger on his face. I believed him. I did. He would have told me if he knew. So, it was Robin and April's secret.
"Then I have you to thank Robin. Thank you for letting me become a joke, a cuckold, a wimp husband that didn't need to know his wife was fucking another guy. Hope it makes you feel good, knowing what you knew. Thinking of me when she gave you the details."
I turned when I saw Carly out of the corner of my eye. I quickly put a smile on my face as the boys came out, each with a cookie in his hand. I prayed she hadn't heard my last comments, and from the look on her face, knew she hadn't. I commented on the cookies the boys had as I herded them out the door for home. I followed them out without a look back. That would be the last time Robin would ever be with my boys. I would make that a goal. I didn't know how but I would try.
We entered the house through the back door where the boys ran upstairs to their room to change for dinner. I moved through the empty kitchen and into the family room where April was sitting. She hadn't turned on any lights, sitting in the dark as I had done while I listened to the end of my life. I walked in, turned on the light on the table beside the couch and opened the curtains to allow the dwindling daylight inside. All I succeeded in making was a room filled with shadows, dark corners symbolizing the hidden secrets my loving wife held.
April looked terrible. Her eyes were red, still glazed with tears, her face was pale and drawn, her shoulders hunched. All the anger and belligerence had fled and now she was the frightened woman that I would have expected. It was a little late for this however, and instead of filling me with hope, I was disgusted. Now she was contrite? Now she was frightened? I couldn't accept that much of a change in just ten minutes. No, this was the first salvo in the battle for supremacy. This was the cheating wife that kept secrets and hid her infidelity from me. This face was one of deception and cunning, not regret.
I looked at her and asked the first question that came to mind. "Who is he? What does he have that I don't?"
She just stared at me without answering until I was sure she wasn't going to say anything. I was about to turn to leave when she finally spoke.
"Who he is isn't important and it has nothing to do with you. Chris, I'm so sorry you had to find out this way. I never meant for you to know. I never wanted to hurt you like this. I'm so sorry you heard what I said to Robin. You have to understand. You have to."
"Funny. No: I'm sorry I did it. No: I wish it had never happened. No: It'll never happen again. Just sorry I got caught and you had to find out." I shook my head as I sank into the soft recliner she had bought me for our fifth anniversary. I loved it still but now it was just a chair.
"Please, you have to let me explain this to you. It doesn't have to be the end of us. We can go on just as before. We can if you'll just try to understand. Will you?" She looked at me with a pleading expression, one I had seen before when she wanted something I disagreed with. Deceiving bitch!
"Can you tell me it's over? Can you promise me you'll never see him again or be with him again. Is it done?" I kept my voice still, my body rigid, my hands holding the arms of my chair, gripping, holding me in control.
April looked at me with her eyes wide open, tears welling up to flow down her cheeks. She didn't answer me. That was enough for me. She wouldn't stop. I heard her words to Robin. She wanted both and she wasn't going to let me get in her way. She wasn't going to give him up. She wanted me to accept.
"I guess that's your answer. I'll put the boys to bed after dinner and then we can discuss our options. I'll move my things out of the house tomorrow. I guess I'll stay with my brother at his place."
I rose and walked out of the room and to the kitchen. Funny how the kitchen becomes the place to go when things get really bad. Wonder why? Strange thought to have when your world is falling apart. Stranger thing still to know that your world is falling apart.
April went about fixing dinner for us while I took the boys down to the playroom and spent an hour or so with them, just enjoying. We were playing with one of their games when April called us for dinner. We trooped upstairs with lots of noise and I pushed the boys toward the bathroom to wash their hands. Routine things. Holding it together for their sakes.
Dinner was a strained meal that night. The boys were their usual boisterous selves, enjoying each other, nothing on their plates, and life in general. Compared to their parents who sat quietly, each in their own private world, thinking about consequences and decisions that had to be made. Ah, the joys of growing up and leaving childhood behind. Why do children always want to grow up? Little do they know. They see the freedom adults have and think it is unrestricted. They see decisions to be made and see no consequences to making them. They see the independence adults have and relate that to a lack of rules. Adults know better. Then again, some don't. Some see freedom as unrestricted, with no consequences for their decisions and no respect for rules. Like April.
After dinner, April did the dishes and the kitchen while I took the boys upstairs to bed. We talked, read a couple of stories and enjoyed each other for an hour until they finally gave up the fight and let me put them down. I walked to the door of their room, dimmed the light and watched them as they pulled the covers up to their necks and prepared to enter that dreamland where possibilities were endless and new discoveries awaited. My eyes burned and my throat closed up with grief as I watched. This too would end.
Downstairs I sat in my chair and tried to find something to hold onto. It seemed that my world was slipping away and there was nothing I could do to stop it. I had loved April with all my heart but I couldn't forget the words I heard as I stood there in the dark listening. Those words, "he's never made me feel like that" and "I'm his slut." No. There was no way back from those words. I felt the love inside me die as I tried to consider all the possibilities. April walked in and sat down.
"We have to talk. I know you're upset but you have to understand. What I have with Carl is just sex and the excitement of something new. I know it will pass quickly but right now, I can't stop seeing him. It is something that has a hold on me and I can't give it up. But it hasn't affected how I feel about you. I love you, not him. He's a distraction nothing more. It will end soon and we can get back to the way we were. You just have to let this happen."
The words were flowing but I was not able to comprehend what she was saying. I can't give it up? I can't stop seeing him? I have to let this happen? Was she crazy or just deluded? Whatever, this was going to stop. Now!



"I'm sorry but you're the one that apparently doesn't understand. There is no us. There is no we. There is only you and him. That's all there is now. You and I are done! Finished! Over! There is no discussion and I could never understand. You have to know that after being married to me for the past eight years. You couldn't know me so little as to believe I would accept your affair."
"But Chris. I love you! I do! You are the only man I've ever loved. I don't love Carl. I don't! Please, try to understand. Give me this time. Please, baby. For our marriage and our family, give me this time!"
"Take all the time you want. I'll contact an attorney tomorrow and we'll divide everything evenly. I have no desire to hurt you as you've hurt me. I just want it over." I was emotionally drained now and I just wanted to go to bed and forget for awhile. My headache was a thing of the past, but the ache in my heart was real and I just wanted oblivion for a few hours. But, I wasn't prepared for what followed.
"Damn you then! No divorce! I'll fight you every step of the way and I'll take everything you have. I'll make certain you won't get custody of the boys and I'll restrict your visitation rights every way I can. If you won't allow me this time for myself, it is going to cost you everything and I'll still have Carl. You can't stop me. You know it."
I listened to this harangue and it came to me then that this marriage had been over for some time. This degree of anger and disrespect wasn't sudden. It was planned and well thought out. She never worried about hurting me. If she had, she would never have done this in the first place. She would have ended it before it started. Instead, she had anticipated my finding out and rather than stop her affair, she decided on hurting me as much as possible. There was no love here, only avarice and the desire to humiliate me.
I watched her as the anger grew in me. I know my face showed her that she had gone too far. Her countenance, twisted by the venom in her words, turned from one of satisfaction to one of fear. My words lashed out then.
"I only have one thing to say to you April. When you push a rat into a corner, he'll turn on you. He'll fight to the death when you try to take away any chance of escape. You should have remembered that before you pushed me. But now you have and you will pay the price."
"Please Chris. I don't want to do this but I have no choice. I love you and I'll do anything I can to stop you from walking out on us. If you won't try to understand and accept that, I'll fight you. You'll have no choice but to give up and stay with me. I know you. You love me and the boys too much to leave. I know you Chris. You'll stay."
"Goodbye April. Tell the boys I'll see them when I can. I'll just get a few things and then I'll leave. I'll get the rest of my stuff later, when we can arrange a time." I went upstairs and quickly packed a bag with enough to last me for a day or so. Nothing much, just my things from the bathroom and a few pairs of underwear and some jeans and socks. Not much after eight years of marriage. Just bitter memories now. But I did have two wonderful sons and that was all I cared about now.
I came back down to see April sitting in the kitchen by the door. She was apparently going to give it one more try. "Chris. Please don't do this. I'm begging you. Don't!"
"Tell me you're through with him. You'll never see him again. Just tell me that and maybe we have a chance."
"I can't! I just can't! Please!"
I pushed her aside. I felt the urge to slap her as hard as I could, but I knew the anger inside would not be so easily controlled so I held back. "I'll stop in the evenings after work so the boys won't notice anything right away." I opened the door and left. The door slammed behind me as I threw my bag in the back and climbed into my truck. I backed out of the garage and drove away.
On the way, I pulled out my cell and called Clyde, my brother. He lived about ten miles away in a small subdivision. He lived alone, since his wife ran off with a friend of his two years ago and Clyde had no idea where she was. He didn't much care anymore but he was too lazy to do anything about it. They had never divorced but Clyde didn't let that stop him. He was a real boozer now and was usually out with his guys drinking most nights. He and I had words about that but Clyde wouldn't stop. I had to admit, he was rarely drunk, just buzzed most of the time. I think he was burying the memories. But that was just my opinion.
He answered, heard me ask him for a place to say and told me to make myself to home. He'd be back sometime later. Not to worry. So, I drove to his place, took the key from under the planter on the porch and went inside. As always, it looked like no one lived there. Clyde was a lot of things but he wasn't a slob. As a matter of fact, he was compulsively neat. He had always been that way. It was a comforting thing to see now. Things were as they always were. It was just my life that was fucked up. I checked the fridge, found a few beers and made myself to home as he suggested. By the time he got back, I was pleasantly buzzed. I had gone to the store for more beer and had consumed half of them.
When he got home, I just told Clyde that April and I were having a fight and all Clyde said was, "Well, shit bro." I guess that summed it up pretty much. To help me out, he sat down and started to drink the remaining beer just to keep me from getting too far under. I was his brother he told me. Always there for me.
I woke the next morning with a serious hangover and a raging headache. It was my own fault, drinking that way. Even though I had reason, it was no excuse. I staggered into the bathroom and stood under the shower, letting the cold water shock away the last dregs of the alcohol in my bloodstream. No good staying drunk. I looked for Clyde and found a note saying he was at work and he would report me off. Not surprising since we were scheduled to work that Saturday. Clyde and I worked at the same place, a company that leased and rented heavy construction equipment for most of the large contractors. Customers came from all over the state for their equipment and we were two of the top mechanics. It was our job to keep the rigs running regardless of the problems. It was good money and long hours but it paid for the things that I expected to provide for my family. That was my job: to provide.
So, I had to work. I knew I had to continue to make the money that April used to maintain that big house she was so proud of. I believed that she saw it as I did, a home for us and security for our family. I had been proud of that; my way to provide, my way to honor and cherish my family. That wasn't the case as she told me last night. April thought of it differently. It was her security all right, but she also saw it as an asset to hold over my head in any divorce. She wanted the house and the money I made but only to buy beautiful clothes for her lover. For trips to Victoria's Secret for lingerie for her lover.
I increased the flow of water to drown out those thoughts. Even though I was late, I had to get out of here and go to work where I could think, plan, decide. Things I couldn't do now. Things that April had already thought about. It was clear from what she said last night that she had planned this in advance, knowing I would be reeling from the shock of her betrayal once I found out. She knew I wouldn't be thinking clearly then so she had it all planned. Hit me with the divorce strategy of taking me for everything. Make it about hurting the kids. Make it my fault if I didn't approve my wife fucking another man. Make me the bad guy. She had stacked the deck alright. Stacked it against me to force me to allow her to fuck another man. She thought she was smart. She had a good thing and she wasn't going to lose it to her jealous husband.
I dressed and got a box of extra large trash bags. I knew she would be gone this morning, taking the boys to her mother's place. They were planning a birthday party for the boy's fifth birthday. I drove over to the house, and let myself in. I took everything out of my closet and drawers and threw it into several large garbage bags. I got all of the things out of the bathroom that I would need, put that into a small overnight and took that and the bags out to my truck. I heaved everything into the back and then went back into the house. I wasn't going to leave just yet. I was coming home after work and I would spend some time with the children. I had a lot to think about and a lot to decide. One thing was certain: my marriage was over and I would never touch April again. Never again would she be my wife, my lover or my confidant. She was someone else's lover now, not mine. As I thought of that, I couldn't stop the tears that started and I sat there on the floor of what used to be our bedroom and cried. Loss is hard.
At work, I dove in and worked straight through breaks and lunch hour. I was happy to bury all thought of home and wife and kids under the demands of fuel injectors, drive chains and fuel pumps. I tackled broken drive gears and hydraulic lifts, anything that challenged me. I worked on the toughest jobs without complaint. I was like a man possessed and was still at it ten hours later when Clyde tapped me on the shoulder for a break.
"Hey man. Come on! Jesus! Take a break would you? You're making the rest of us look like lazy bastards." He stood there waiting till I stopped, a dazed look on my face.
"Sorry man. Just working to bury myself in this shit. Don't mean to shame anyone. Sorry." I must have looked as if I was about to burst into tears when Clyde took me by the elbow and led me off the floor and into the break area. Clyde and I had been tight since our father and mother died in a car accident ten years ago. Clyde was the best man at my wedding eight years ago. Clyde was godfather to my boys, Chris jr and Charlie.
I sat down and stared at the table as Clyde got us both a cup of hot coffee. It wasn't good coffee but it was hot. "OK, talk to me. Tell me the whole story and don't leave anything out. Start talking."
I started talking and didn't stop for the next ten minutes. I told Clyde everything. All the shame, the humiliation, the contempt April showed me and I even told him of the threats she laid out. The ones she had planned to keep me from doing anything to spoil her fuckfest. She was trying to make it impossible for me to do anything to stop her or to get back at her without giving up everything. She had done it willingly and now she wanted me to accept it. I told Clyde of the look on her face as she humiliated me, as she told Robin of the sex and how wonderful it was. The contempt on her face when she threatened me with taking it all away from me. She made it clear that her lover was too important for her to give him up.
Clyde was shocked. He knew April well, had always thought of her as a good woman and a good mother. Chris had never hinted at any problems between them and he assumed their marriage was strong. Now this. Clyde looked at his brother and saw the pain and the suffering he was feeling. It hurt just to see it. Chris was a good man, a solid father, a great provider and under it all, someone the guys around the garage knew they could always trust to be there for them. He had helped more than his share over the years. Clyde began to become angry. How could she do this to him? What the hell was wrong with her? His anger began to grow as he looked at his brother and best friend, broken and beaten.
"Chris, listen to me. You're not going to take this are you? You have to do something. Let me and the guys help you. This can't stand!" He was looking at me with concern etched on his homely face. Concern for me, I knew.
I looked up with a hopeless expression on my face. "What can I do? She'll take it all if I divorce her. Child support, alimony, the house, the car, everything. You know I would never take anything away from my kids. She's using the kids as a weapon against me. She knows I won't hurt them and probably so does that prick she's fucking. He's a shithead who thinks fucking another man's wife is fine. They've got me by the balls, and April's doing the squeezing."
Clyde shook his head and growled, "Fuck them both. You know I loved April like my own sister but now she's made her bed and she'll have to lie in her own shit. We have to go after them both. The first thing we have to do is find out who he is. That's the easy part. Let me make a couple of calls. Then we can talk."
I just shrugged my shoulders. "OK, but I don't know what you think I can do. She won't tell me anything about him."
"So what? We'll find him and he'll go down just like any one else. And you know you can never take April back don't you? What she did makes that impossible. She'll castrate you if you accept what she's doing. She'll never have any respect for you again. No way man. She's another man's slut now."
I was surprised for a second but then a small smile started. "You're right. She's no longer my loving wife. I learned last night how quickly love can turn to hate. And my hate for her is stronger today than my love for her last night. She took that from me and twisted it into something that is going to come back to hurt her. I told her that."
We talked a while longer, clocked out without any overtime and went to a small bar close to work. Neither of us planned on getting drunk. This was business and plans had to be made. Clyde called a few others in and we sat around a table and plotted. I was amazed at the support I received from these, my friends. They asked no questions, just wanted to know what they could do to help. This was the loyalty I thought I had with my wife, but that was a lie. Together, we plotted and came up with a workable plan.
At 7:00 that evening, I pulled into my drive and went into my house. Funny, I thought as I walked in. It was no longer home, it was just a house. I walked into the kitchen, took my jacket off, and walked into the family room. There I saw April sitting in her chair, watching Chris and Charlie, our five-year-old twins playing a video game. I stood there, locking this picture in my mind forever. It was not going to be this way any longer.
I looked at April. She had been watching me as I looked at the kids. She had a small smile on her face. A smile I now understood. It showed her contempt for me and her contempt for this whole wholesome scene. It was all a lie. A huge lie, with her as the liar. Now I could see and understand. I returned her look but not the smile. As I turned away, she looked down.
I walked out to the kitchen and looked in the refrigerator. I grabbed what looked like left over fried chicken and mashed potatoes and put them in the microwave to reheat. I wasn't hungry but I needed to be doing something. I had planned to talk to the boys just before they went to bed but Clyde had talked me out of it. I had to delay it now but when I spoke to them, it would be the first step in the battle that was beginning with April. I would lose, no doubt, but I would go down fighting.
I sat down with my plate and began to slowly eat. Nothing tasted good but it was necessary to maintain my strength. I needed my wits about me. I had gotten about half way through when April walked in and sat down across from me. I glanced up at her but returned to my plate and continued to eat methodically, chewing slowly. I said nothing. I had nothing to say to her yet.
"Have you calmed down from last night? Can we talk like civilized adults now?"
I looked up at her in surprise. Civilized adults? How about a cheating slut and her cuckolded husband? That was more realistic. Instead of that, I chose to say nothing.
"Aren't you going to talk to me now? Are you going to be childish and give me the silent treatment? I thought better of you than that Chris. We have to think of the children now so you have to remember your place in this house as their father."
"Am I? Am I really their father? Makes me wonder now. Maybe I should verify that with some tests." Nothing more than that. No anger, just a simple statement.
April's face clouded over with anger and she was about to say something when I simply said, "Careful April. The children will hear you if you start to yell. You remember the children? The ones you accused me of forgetting about last night when I got angry? Well, now you have to remember. You have to think about what you have done to their world. You not only fucked another guy, you fucked away this family. Think carefully April."
April stopped, lowered her voice and hissed, "It seems you haven't thought much about what I said last night. I expect you to get over this and get back to normal. Nothing will be different here at home. I still love you and you are my husband. That hasn't changed. Neither you or the children will be deprived of a single thing. I keep my activities private and only when they are in school and not around. You need not lose anything since I am always here for you."
I didn't answer or respond. I simply continued to eat, chewing slowly and methodically. I kept my face bland and unresponsive. My eyes were blank as I looked at her. As I did, I felt nothing inside. Interesting that my words meant nothing but my eyes told her everything. That began to slowly get through to April as she sat there. For the first time, I could see a single shiver of fear go through her.
"What are you going to do? Are you going to make this difficult for me? I hoped that you loved me enough to let me have this time for myself. I told you last night he hasn't taken anything from you and that I would always be here for you. Why can't you understand that?" April was becoming emotional now while I simply stared at her, slowly chewing my food.
I finally swallowed and said, "I think you should wait for this discussion until the children are in bed. I listened to you last night while you said your peace. I didn't like it but I listened. Afterwards, I behaved badly and I apologize for that. I should have stayed. I'm sorry for leaving that way, but I will not have this discussion while the children are still up."
April seemed mollified by that and began to smile again. "Thank you for that. I accept your apology. I think you were justified in some of what you said, but you hurt me with your words. I'll take the boys up soon and then we can talk." She walked past me with a hand on my shoulder. I flinched at her touch and she jerked her hand away. I couldn't stop the revulsion I felt from that simple touch.
I went in to be with the kids and tried to be my normal self. It was hard, knowing it was all going to change. But, I accepted that April's actions had destroyed all of this for me. Maybe I should just be a good cuckold and accept her terms. Wait it out till she was done with the other man. After all, didn't she say she still loved me and wanted to stay married to me? But I knew I couldn't do that. Not now, not ever again.
It was after 9:00 when April came into the family room where I was sitting. She heaved a sigh, lowered herself into her chair and smiled. "Got them down and asleep. They are getting almost too big to put to bed now. They say they go to sleep but I know they turn the light on after I leave to read. They're good boys."
I looked at her and nodded my head in agreement. "They're good kids. It's too bad that this is going to be so hard on them. But, I don't know how to spare them the pain they are going to go through."
"What do you mean? I thought you understood that there is no need to do anything. Just let me have this time for myself and then we can go back to being a family like we were. Just be patient. I told you, it will be over soon. You will have lost nothing. I love you so much and I want to remain as your wife. This is just something that I have to do. Nothing more."



I looked at this woman who had been my wife for the past eight years. I married her because I couldn't think of my life without her. We had two great kids and a good marriage up until last night. Now, it had all changed and she couldn't understand why I felt it had to. Well, I was not going to go into much tonight but I had to set the record straight.
"April, I listened to you last night. You made your case. You said you love me and want to be my wife. You say he is taking nothing from me. You won't tell me who he is because you say it is none of my business. And you told me what would happen if I tried to divorce you. You made it very clear that you would take everything from me, without remorse you said. You threatened to take everything from me including my boys. You were very clear in that."
April was listening but there was a look of anger on her face. She wasn't pleased with my summation of her words, true as they were. It sounded different coming from me, but she saw the truth in what I said.
"I don't believe that you see it the same way I do Chris. I told you it is totally separate from our marriage but you wouldn't listen. Why can't you believe me when I say I still love you and want our marriage to continue?
"What I heard from you last night April was contempt. Contempt for me and for our marriage. When I got angry, you responded with threats: threats that you had thought through before you spoke to me. Contempt for me, for everything I have done for us over the years. You humiliate me, denigrate me, threaten me, and blame me for not understanding. You knew perfectly well that I would react the way I did. Why do you think you had already decided how to deal with me? Why did you think you had all of the answers ready to lay out for me?"
Now I was becoming angry. Up till now, I had been calm and controlled but it was slowly slipping away. April's angry face was all the encouragement I needed. I concluded, "One thing you forgot last night April when you made your threats and pushed me into a corner you thought I couldn't find a way out of. I told you then and I'll remind you now: Even a rat will fight the cat when he's backed into a corner and has nothing to lose!
With that comment, I rose and began to walk away. When I reached the door of the kitchen where April sat I stopped. "I'm going to be staying somewhere else at night for awhile. I'll come home after work so the children don't notice anything right away."
"What do you mean you're staying somewhere else? Why aren't you staying here? We can't work this out if you're gone. Chris! Don't do this! I really do love you and I don't want to lose you. I don't know what I'll do if you leave me. Please, Chris, let's try to work this out. There has to be some way to make this work."
"I'm sorry April. The one thing I do know right now is that I no longer love you. You were successful in your infidelity and you killed any love I had for you last night. That's the only thing I know for sure. I don't know what I'm going to do yet, but I do know that. There is no going back now."
"Chris! What about your vows to love and cherish me. Can you walk away from that? Can you?"
"I also remember your promises to me. You promised on our wedding day to forsake all others, but you didn't. You promised to love only me, but you gave what we shared to him. I provided for you, loved you, honored our marriage vows and gave you all I had. It wasn't enough. You gave what was mine to someone else. You gave it away and destroyed my love in the process. So, yes I can walk away from that. You destroyed it and left it in tatters. I can walk away and I will. Just not yet."
I left and drove to Clyde's place. He agreed to let me stay there as long as I wished. I needed some time to finish what we had started. Soon it would be over and I would begin my new life. For the next few days, I worked and spent time in the evening with my kids but said nothing more to April. She tried several times to talk to me but each time I walked away. On one occasion, she screamed at me but I simply grabbed my keys and left without a word.
At work, during the break, one of the gang came in to tell Clyde that things were in place, and they should have something within a few days. All we had to do now was wait. Just be patient.
Nothing changed until the following week. I came home each night to an increasingly nervous April. The kids hadn't seemed to notice anything different but Charlie did ask if I was working a lot more. When I asked him what he meant, he said he only saw his daddy for a short time in the evening. I assured him we would do something that weekend. Charlie seemed to accept that and the small crisis passed. April continued to ask me questions but now I simply ignored her and left as soon as she took the kids upstairs to put them to bed. When she came down, I was gone.
It was the end of the week when Clyde came into the break room and sat down. He handed me a folder. I looked up questioningly to Clyde but he only shook his head. I opened the folder and read the brief report. It was two sheets of paper with a single name on the top of each page. Carl Cummings. That was his name and he was a junior attorney at Lincoln, Rice and Holmes, Attorneys. He was twenty-four, almost ten years younger than me and he was single. His wife had divorced him over two years before, and he was supposed to have money. He lived in a condo apartment and April had been there twice this week. She arrived early in the afternoon and she stayed for an hour or longer each time.
So, now I had a name and an address. Now I knew who the man was and something about him. What I didn't know was what April saw in him that she didn't see in me. What he had that was worth throwing away a marriage for. But that was not my problem now. It would have been if she had come to me earlier and told me of the affair. But not as a fact that I was supposed to accept without question.
"OK, now what? What do I have to do to set this in motion?"
I looked at Clyde for guidance. Clyde seemed to be the one who was in charge, even though it was me that was the one with the problem. It was fortunate for me that I had friends and a brother like Clyde. It seems that being a good guy and working hard at my job was enough for my real friends and I needed them now more than ever.
"It's already in motion. The first lesson is due tonight. I'll call you at home when it's done. Just be sure you have your cell with you. Once I call, you can let her know and end this shit."
"OK."
Knowing it was done brought no satisfaction. This was not the way I wished it could be handled, but April and her lover had forced me into a corner and now I was fighting the only way I could. I wasn't a lawyer, or a doctor or someone smart enough to come up with a sophisticated plan. I was a mechanic. Someone who worked hard with his hands. Someone who did his best for his family the only way he knew how. Hard, honest work. Pride in his ability to provide for those he loved. And I had loved April with all my heart. But my wife wasn't satisfied with that. Well, so be it. My plan was consistent with my world and she would see that very soon.
I went home as usual and sat with my family at dinner like nothing was wrong. April chatted to the kids and I answered when asked a question and actually initiated some discussions. I was nervous but resigned. After dinner I spent time with the kids, actually playing some video game with them and helping them with their homework. Typical husband and father. April finished the dishes and came in to watch. She seemed more relaxed tonight since I seemed to be more like my old self. She was beginning to think it would be OK.
* * *
As Chris was playing video games with his boys, Carl Cummings was just leaving his office building heading toward his car for the drive to his apartment across town. He was thinking to himself how wild April had been when they met two days ago in his pad. She was hot for him and wanted to fuck his brains out. It was the first time she had agreed to suck him off afterwards, just to get him up again. When he asked her what the occasion was after they had showered, she said her husband had found out. He was shocked but she said not to worry. Strange, he thought. Knowing that her husband knew what she was doing turned her into a real slut. Better sex for him so what did he care. As he passed an alley on the way to the lot where he parked, he felt a shove and he staggered sideways into the alley. As he entered, trying to avoid falling, someone grabbed his arms and pulled. He stumbled down the alley toward the courtyard at the end. He was pushed against the wall of a building and held there by two men, one on each side. He tried to see their faces but they had on black ski masks. Both were big, however and he began to be afraid. He had no money and he didn't wear an expensive watch so what the hell did they want?
A third man stood in front of him also dressed in a ski mask and gloves. He put one huge hand under Carl's chin and lifted his face up. A deep voice asked, "Do you know a woman named April Phillips?"
At the name, Carl suddenly felt a cold chill shoot up his back. Oh Shit. Jesus Christ! Is that what this was about? Her fucking wimp husband? She never told him he was this big. Shit! "No, I don't know anyone by that name." He was shaking but had to try to deny everything.
The big man hit him in the ribs, resulting in a pain so severe he gasped for breath. He saw stars spinning in front of him. The pain was intense and scared him badly.
"I'll ask you again. Do you know a woman named April Phillips?" Lying was not going to work so Carl stopped.
"Yes. I know her." Please God, let me get out of this alive, he thought.
"You will never see her or talk to her again. Do you understand me?" The big man waited for his answer.
"I hear you." OK, maybe this was just a warning. Ok, he could take that.
"I want to be sure you understand that. My friends and I aren't convinced that a shithead like you who fucks other men's wives is very smart. So, we're going to make sure you do understand."
With that, he was forced to stand up and away from the wall. As he tried to get his balance, the first blow hit him in the solar plexus and he folded up. He wasn't allowed to fall, however, and the next blow was in the ribs. He felt the snap and knew the rib was broken. The next blow fractured his jaw and the pain almost drove him under. He felt the next few blows but after that, he was blessedly unconscious. They must have continued to pound on him until they finally stopped. They slapped him into consciousness again and told him what they wanted him to remember. They repeated it over and over. He remembered nothing more until he woke up in the emergency room at Memorial Hospital.
His injuries were not life threatening but the hospital admitted him to general care. He was heavily sedated and in some pain but he was not seriously injured. He said a small prayer for that. They told him she would probably call him there and was told exactly what he was to say. He remembered the words clearly.
"I'm sorry Mrs. Phillips. It was my mistake and I regret it. I'll never see you or speak to you again. I'll have no contact with you or your children. I'm sorry I ever met you. Goodbye."
Carl fell back against the bed and waited for her call. He repeated the words over and over in his head so he wouldn't get them wrong. They told him they would know and he would pay the price. He said them silently to himself again just to be sure. He told himself that he would never again make a move on a married woman, regardless of who or where she was.
* * *
My cell phone rang just after 8:00 p.m. as I was playing with the twins and I excused myself to take it in the other room. I flipped it open when I saw the caller ID display Clyde. I listened to the simple message: "It's done. Lesson one delivered. He's been admitted at Memorial."
Then the phone went dead. I closed the phone and went back into the family room with a smile on my face. April noticed but didn't say anything. She did smile; however, believing it was good news.
Finally, April took the kids upstairs and looked at me in question. "I'll be here when you come back down." She smiled widely and then went up to put the kids down. I went into the family room, sat down in his chair and waited. Now it began. Payback!
April came in with a pot of coffee and two cups. "I thought we could talk some more. You seem more resigned to the way things are. I'm so glad. I was afraid I was going to lose you and that would have broken my heart. I know you don't believe me but I love you so much. I can't lose you, not for something like this. It's so trivial compared to what we have. You have to know that."
I watched her as she talked. She was still beautiful to me. After all, this was the woman I had loved for so long. I had planned on spending the rest of my life with her. Growing old together they said. Plans, dreams, now all ashes. Well, let the end begin now.
"April, I have to tell you something and I want you to listen very carefully. I know your lover is Carl Cummings and he is a junior lawyer for Lincoln, Rice and Holmes. I know all about him and I know you've seen him, even twice more this week."
April was surprised and seemed like she wanted to say something, but I waved her to silence. "Here's the thing. You threatened me with divorce. When I expressed my anger, you threatened to take away all the things I have. I remember your words exactly. They are burned into my brain. You said, 'I will take everything you have.' You said more but those were the words I remember. Those were the words of contempt that destroyed our marriage. Those were the words that were intended to push me into that corner where I had no options left but to let you whore yourself out to another man while I stood by and watched. I told you the next night that cornered rats fight back."
Now I saw the first sign of fear and pain on her face. She had no idea of what was coming but she was smart enough to know it was not going to be something she liked. Her shoulders rose and her head ducked down between in instinctive protection.
"I know that you told Robin that I never made you feel the way he did and that you are his slut. I'm sorry that it has to end since you enjoyed it so much but Mr. Cummings has been told in no uncertain terms that his time with you is over. He is never to see you again. Never! He has also been instructed that he is never to speak to my boys. He has agreed."
I watched the shock and disbelief on her face as I continued. "I will file for divorce but there will be no alimony. I'm filing on the basis of infidelity. Even though we have a no fault state, I can still file with reason. I have the proof now so there is no question of your guilt."
"There will be child support. My sons will not want for anything. As long as you take care of them, I will see you have the means. You will have to work however, if you want anything else for yourself. I will handle everything so you have nothing to worry about. I'll even pay for the divorce."
April stood, on her face a blazing anger. "You're crazy if you think I'll agree to that. And I will take you to the cleaners just as I told you. Just wait." April was frightened but still belligerent. She was going to bluff this through just as she planned.
"Why don't you call your Mr. Cummings right now. See what he has to say. Oh, wait. I think you might have to call Memorial Hospital. That call I got earlier told me he was in the emergency room at Memorial. I assume by now he has been admitted. Just call his cell to see. You can use mine. I have the number already plugged in for you."
Susan looked at me in horror. "What have you done? What did you do to Carl? Oh, my God. Chris! What did you do?"
"Why, April, what ever do you mean? I've been here at home with you all evening. And I was at work earlier so I couldn't have done anything to anyone. Why would you think I've done something? What reason would I have to do anything to your lover? You made it clear to me that I was to stay out of it. It was no concern of mine."
I had a look on my face that certainly must have frightened April. She had never seen me this way. I was a calm, mild mannered man who never hurt anyone. I had never even been able to physically discipline the children, leaving that to her. Now she saw me differently. My face was cold and hard and my eyes were dead.
April walked into the next room and I heard her on the phone. She must have gotten through because she came back with tears in her eyes. She slumped into the chair and stared off into space. I calmly sat down and picked up the paper. I knew what she heard on the phone. Her lover was in the process of dumping her. It was either that or take a beating every time he saw her. That was a promise made to him by three very big men who picked him up as he exited work today. They told him exactly why he was being hassled, and what he had to look forward to if he ever saw or spoke with April again. They wanted to be sure he understood. Showing him was what put him in the emergency room.
April wiped her tears, gave a big sigh, looked at me and said, "Well, it seems you win. Carl told me he could never see me again. He said he would have all my things sent back to me. He never wanted to talk to me again."
"Well, I guess you have nothing to worry about then. Seems you're taken care of. I have my own lawyers so they will handle everything. Should be over very quickly." I laid the paper down and got up to leave. "I'll talk to the boys this weekend. Let them know why we're getting divorced. Maybe they're old enough to understand. If not, they'll grow up and remember."
As I walked away, I glanced back to see a very defeated April crying. "If I remember your words again April, you said that your affair was something that would pass quickly and then things could get back to the way they were."
I laughed, a bitter, angry laugh. "You're still young and beautiful April. Maybe you can find someone who will put up with your sick fantasies. Someone who wants an open marriage. Someone who will let you fuck as many men as you want. I couldn't, but then that's just me. Good luck."
Kids don't understand it, but we do. Adults have to live with the consequences of their actions. Consequences suck!
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Where Was She? Part 1
Where in the hell was she? It was now just after 7:00 in the morning and she hadn't answered the home phone or her cell. I had just arrived, coming directly from the airport to the hospital, after my daughter Jessie contacted me at my hotel. That was almost five hours ago. Jessie had been unable to contact Paula, her mother, so she finally called me using the number she found on the refrigerator door. I always left my contact numbers there when I went out of town on business. I glanced at my watch and made a note to myself to call once more at 7:30. She would have to be getting ready for work soon.
I walked back down the hall to the room where Jessie sat at bedside, watching her brother Jim. He was so quiet, so pale, so motionless. According to Jessie, he had been that way since he was brought down from the operating rooms three hours ago. The doctor that came in to monitor his condition told her all we could do was wait. And pray. I sat with Jessie now and did exactly that. I prayed for my son's recovery and for an explanation of how this happened.
I got Jessie's call just after 1:30 this morning at my hotel on the outskirts of Chicago. I was there on a service call and had been for the past two days. I worked as a trouble shooter for the alarm systems my company installed in private homes, high risk businesses, and in museums and galleries. Our systems were state of the art and quite expensive and came with full support. I was the best in our company and I handled only the biggest jobs. For this job, I left early yesterday, Tuesday morning, from Youngstown, Ohio with plans to be back no later than Friday. If things went well, I hoped to fly home late Thursday and finish up in the office for a nice weekend. Paula was going to work a little overtime so that she could be off Friday as well. We planned a long weekend together. The call woke me from a sound sleep, and after what Jessie told me, the end of sleep altogether for that night.
There was no way I could get a commercial flight until morning so I called a charter service that I had used in the past for emergency calls and had them get a plane ready to take me back to Youngstown immediately. They were a top pro outfit and never questioned me. Just told me to check in when I got there. A plane would be ready. I packed what little I had with me and called the desk to get my bill ready. Fifteen minutes later I was in a cab headed for the small airport that hosted the charter.
During this time, I had called my home four or five times without success. Jessie said she had tried to reach Paula at the shop where she worked for her mother and father but the girl working said she was off for a few days. Paula was not answering the phone at home because she was not there. I tried her cell but all calls were being forwarded to voice mail. Paula was not anywhere to be found. I would have worried except for the conditions of this whole thing. I was angry sure, but too worried about Jim to concentrate. I had to get home, now!
As we lifted off in the pre dawn darkness, I went back over what my daughter told me. Paula and I lived in a large home in one of the suburbs around Youngstown. Jessie lived in a small apartment only a few miles from our home. She was out on her own and working with a seamstress in town as sort of an apprentice. She wanted to be a dressmaker and fashion designer but wanted to try it this way. We offered to send her to school and we helped her when she needed it but she was very self sufficient. Jim was enrolled in college in business in Youngstown and lived at the dorm. I wasn't sure what he had been doing at home this time but that wasn't important.
Jessie said she was just getting ready for bed when Jim called her. She saw who it was from the caller ID so she answered only to hear Jim gasping for breath. He told her he was at home, and had just started up to his room when he felt a sharp pain in his head. It was so severe, he lost his balance and fell down the steps and lay there at the bottom, unable to move. No one was home so he didn't know who else to call, so he punched the first number on his speed dial which was her. He asked her for help since he was unable to move and his head was splitting. As they talked, Jim's voice became weaker and weaker until it simply stopped.
At that point, Jessie, God bless her, called 911, gave them the address, told them to enter regardless of whether anyone answered and get her brother to the hospital. She then tried to call her mother on her cell but got no answer so she drove to the house arriving before the emergency crew and found Jim laying at the foot of the steps, pale and hardly breathing. Just then, the emergency crew arrived and in a whirlwind of action had Jim on a stretcher and out the door. She yelled at them to tell her where they were taking him and once she had that information called me.
That was how we ended up here. Jessie and I watching over her brother, and my son, Jim. Paula was nowhere to be found. Not at home, not answering her cell and not anywhere she could be reached. I thought about that and there were no satisfactory answers coming to mind as I wondered what would have happened if Jim had been unable to call his sister. Paula should have been there at home where she belonged. Had she been, she could have responded much sooner and Jim might not have been lying here in critical condition, hovering between life and death. If he died, it would be Paula's fault!
Lost in thought and worry for my son, I waited until about 8:00 and then walked down the hall to the small reception room. I used the wall phone to call home one more time. I dialed the number and waited as it rang three, four then five times. I was about to hang up when she answered.
"Hello? Her voice sounded breathless as if she had been running. Paula didn't run. She never exercised unless it was in her pricy spa. Then it was just pampered crap called cardio.
"Paula, where the hell have you been? I've been trying to reach you for several hours."
Her response was testy and belligerent. She snarled into the phone, "I've been here at home, Del, sleeping like everyone else. Where the hell did you think I was? What's the damn problem?"
So, now I knew. She had deliberately lied to me and did so without any hesitation. Her voice was angry and she was going to attack me as she usually did lately. Nothing I did was right, nothing I said was right and everything she did was perfectly OK. Well, not any longer. Not this time, damn her!
I spoke calmly, holding myself under tight control. There is a time and place for everything and this was not the time. "Jim is at Mercy hospital. He had a blood vessel burst in his brain and he just got out of surgery. He's in critical condition and the doctors don't know whether he's going to make it. Jessie is here. I think you had better get down here as soon as you can."
I hung up the phone before she could respond and slumped down onto one of the chairs. It was clear she had been out all night and callously lied to me. That, coupled with her behavior the past several months all fit together now. She was having an affair and she wasn't even sorry about it. I wanted to be angry: to rant and rave and make plans to kill her and the son of a bitch she was with, but I didn't have the energy to spend on her worthless ass. My son was a breath away from dying and she was out fucking someone else. While he lay there on the floor of our home, blood seeping into his brain, killing him slowly, she was in bed fucking some other man. Her son lay dying while she betrayed all of us.
After I had calmed myself down, I walked back to the room to see nothing changed. Jessie was sitting in her chair, bent at the waist with her head on the side of the bed and her arm flung across her brothers legs. She had fallen asleep. I felt the tears that welled up in my eyes at the love between brother and sister. Unconditional on Jessie's part and I was sure the same was true with Jim. The pride that swelled in my chest for my children made Paula's betrayal insignificant. We would be OK, the three of us. Nothing else mattered now.
I sat and watched the monitors while nurses and doctors came in and out, checking vitals, adjusting IVs, taking readings and in general, watching. Jim's condition remained unchanged. I was drifting off myself when Paula came in the room, breathless and agitated. She looked at Jim and Jessie and burst into tears. I watched her move to the bed and bend over Jim to kiss his forehead and stroke his hair. She was cooing to him and talking softly into his ear. I watched the monitors but saw no response from Jim. He couldn't hear her. Somehow that both pleased and depressed me.
She straightened up and looked over to see me sitting there. She came over to me and bent down to hug me.
"Tell me what happened Del. What happened to him? How did this happen?"
When Paula reached out to put her arms around me, I tensed but didn't try to stop her since I noticed Jessie had waked and was watching her mother. She hadn't said a word, just watched. Paula noticed and pulled back with a look of concern on her face. I thought about what to say but decided I had to be honest, at least with this part of it. I would let everything else play out later. Only Jim mattered now.
"Most of it I found out from Jessie. Jim came home last night late. I don't know why but he was there just after midnight. Since the house was empty, he started up the stairs to his room but felt a sharp pain in his head. It caused him to fall down the stairs where he hit his head and broke one of his arms. He had his cell so he called Jessie." At that point, I looked over to see Jessie smiling at me. "She was so brave and did such a wonderful job. She was the one that saved his life and got help. She got the paramedics to the house, tried to call you but when she couldn't get you, called me. I got a flight home and here I am. Jim had surgery and he's in critical condition. The doctors don't know if he'll make it. He bled too long before the paramedics could get to him."
As I spoke, I watched the color fade from her face, her breathing become shallow and rapid and her eyes widen. I knew what she had done was now coming home to rest squarely on her. Her betrayal may have cost our son his life. Not only that, but it was clear to everyone here what she had done. There was nowhere she could hide, no one who would not know her part in this. As her eyes met mine, she knew. And she could see the accusation in my eyes.
Before she could speak, I rose, told her I had to get out of the room, and walked over to Jessie. I hugged her and whispered in her ear to call me if anything changed. She said OK and I walked out of the room without another word. I had to get away from Paula and Jessie and Jim and all that had happened. Call me a coward, a wimp, anything you wish but I had to leave. At that point I felt I would literally explode if I stayed there any longer. I walked down the hall, turned left toward the exit rather than to the lounge and out the door to my car. I got in, closed the door and pounded my fists on the dash. The anger and the grief inside me fought to be released. I shed the tears I had suppressed through the last painful hours. The tension was still there, but I was alone and free to let go.
For what seemed like forever, I raged and pounded and cried until I forced myself into some sort of calm. After I stopped, and the tears dried up, I decided to head home to change my clothes and pull myself together. The doctor told me that Jim was in an induced sleep and would be that way for the next 36 hours at least. They wanted to keep him under while the swelling in his brain subsided. The less activity now, the less chance of damage. At least that was the thinking. So, it was safe for me to be gone for a while.
I walked into the house, noticing how dark and silent it was. I walked over to the base of the stairs and looked at the floor. There was only a small spot of blood, not the huge puddle I expected and the floor was scuffed and scratched where they had knelt to administer to him. I looked up the stairs, almost seeing Jim as he stopped in surprise at the jolt of pain and then the failure of his legs to support him. I watched him tumble down the stairs and I actually reached out to stop his flight before remembering that this was just a nightmare. I shuddered and turned away to stop the vision.
I walked into the kitchen, thinking to fix myself a cup of coffee before I had to brave the stairs when I saw the small overnight bag on the floor near the door to the garage. Paula must have just gotten home and had probably dropped it when the phone call came in. She had not had the time to take the bag upstairs after the call. I bent down to retrieve it, taking it over to the table. I opened it more in curiosity than with any clear purpose. The smell hit me between the eyes: the smell of sex! I pulled out a pair of panties that were wet and smelled of arousal. I dropped them as if they were a snake ready to bite. I backed away from them before catching myself. I had to be sure. I found a new night gown, one I had never seen, also wet but with some dried white crust. I knew what that was. There was a skirt and blouse that must have been from yesterday and some perfume and other cosmetics. All the things needed for an overnight visit with her lover.
I collapsed onto one of the kitchen chairs and held my head in my hands. Now that I had final proof of her infidelity, her adultery, I felt nothing but emptiness. It was all too much to take in. My son in the hospital, near death. My wife of twenty four years unfaithful. My daughter forced to handle her maturity in adversity. My life about to change for the worse. I couldn't deal with it right now. I rose, went to the cupboard and took out a bottle of cooking sherry. I didn't drink often and I hated sherry but I wanted something to take that horrible taste from my mouth. The taste of ashes, the residue of my life as it had been.
As I sipped straight from the bottle, the phone rang. I let it go to the answering machine since I had neither the strength nor the courage to field calls just now. I ignored it as the message played and then a voice I recognized came on, snapping me back.
"Hey babe, where did you go? I woke expecting to find you still in bed beside me. Please call and let me know where you are, OK? Last night was really great for me. Call me when you get in. I'd like to get together one more time before Finnie gets back. Why don't you meet me at our usual place. Call me. Love you."
I knew the voice but the name, Finnie, was the clincher. Only my brother Johnny ever called me that. My name was Delfin Reynolds, or Del for short, to everyone else. Even Paula never called me Finnie. Only John. My older brother. My blood!
Now I knew everything. I guessed that this wasn't a one time thing. They had apparently been cuckolding me for some time now and doing it without any degree of shame.
They had a usual place and they were nonchalant about it. Paula must make it a habit whenever I traveled. While not often, it was often enough for them to get comfortable with each other. I wondered now why I had never picked up on anything. I had noticed the changes in Paula but I never put it together!
As I thought about it, I became angry. All this time, my brother and my wife had been making a fool of me. I didn't know how long it had been going on but it was too long. My anger grew as I imagined them together and it became a cold fury. I couldn't accept this and I knew that my marriage was over. My brother! My wife! The cold fury became a blinding rage that threatened to consume me if I didn't gain control. I took a healthy swig from the bottle before throwing it across the room to crash against the wall, shattering into a thousand shards of broken glass. Broken like my marriage! I fought then to gain control of myself and calmed my breathing until I felt easier. I was the injured party but I was not going to be the victim here. I would take control of the situation and it would be resolved my way.
I took the bag with her things and jammed it in the trash cart in the garage. Nothing inside that bag was coming into my home. Yet, I knew I couldn't stop her from living here since legally it was her home as much as mine. Well, I could remove myself from the house. I wasn't going to stay with that slut ever again. I decided then and there that this was the last time I would ever call this place home. She had made that impossible for me. In reality, it was her home, more than mine. She found it, loved it and convinced me to buy it. We had lived here for the past ten years, while our children grew into adults and left home. In the last three years, we had been alone while the kids went out on their own. As I reflected on that, it seemed that things changed shortly after that. That was the time Paula began to spend more time outside the home in meetings, shopping, trips with her girlfriends and other things demanding more of her time. She had begun working for her mother and father in their photography business. They had photography shops in a couple of locations where they took photographs, sold cameras, picture frames and all the accessories, the new digital cams and other stuff like that. They wanted to retire and travel so she had taken on more and more of the supervisory job leaving them free to travel more.
My brother John had been a frequent visitor to our home after his wife divorced him a little more than a year ago. According to him, the divorce was his decision but now I suspected she had found him out in an affair. At the time, I knew he was seeing someone on the side but all I knew was that she worked in his office. Apparently that ended some time ago and he then took up with my wife. They must have decided to keep it in the family so that it would be easier to control. When I traveled they could get together and fuck their hearts out. When I was home, they could still stay in touch and maybe find an afternoon to get together while I was at work. No doubt they were laughing at me all that time.
I had to stop this now. My son was in trouble and he needed me to be strong for him. This self pity was not going to help him at all. It wasn't doing me any good either. There were decisions that had to be made and I was damned if I would leave that up to Paula. She had no right to make decisions for Jim since she was mainly at fault for his condition. Damn her! Damn her to hell! As for John, he would be out of my life as soon as possible. He was no longer going to screw me or my wife behind my back.
I showered, changed my clothes, packed up my toiletries and most of my clothes into two large suitcases and carried them all out to the car. I made several trips collecting all my files and my computer from the den. I cleaned out the desk drawers and the cabinets taking whatever I felt I would need. I looked around the house but was surprised to find that other than what was in my den, there was little I wanted. I decided to let her have it all. It meant nothing to me now. It was no longer a home to me, just a place where I used to hang my hat. She and John could rot in hell here for all I cared. I laid my keys on the kitchen table and pulled the door shut. I took one last look back and then drove away for what I assumed was the last time.
Two hours later, I pulled into the hospital parking lot. I had rented a room in a cheap motel nearby until I could find a better place, but that would come later. Now, I had to be with my son and daughter. I went up to his floor and walked down that long hall to his room. I walked in to see Paula and Jessie talking angrily to each other. They were keeping their voices low but the anger was clear on Jessie's face while Paula was crying. I stood in the doorway, watching. Jessie saw me and stopped talking to Paula. Paula turned her head to see me and, with a sob, ran past me and out into the hall. I watched her go without emotion. She was nothing to me now.



I walked in and took Jessie's face in my hands. I looked at her angry countenance and asked her, "What were you arguing about? It looked bad. Paula seemed to be upset."
Jessie laughed, a short, humorless sound. "I wanted to know where the hell she was while my brother lay there on the floor bleeding to death. I wanted to know why she wasn't home where she belonged. At 1:30 in the morning? I know where she was!"
"No, you don't. You're right in your supposition but you don't know the truth. Just let it go for now. Jim is the one that needs us. We have to keep that first in our minds. He is going to need us in the weeks to come. We have to prepare for the worst and pray for the best. That's what we have to do now."
It worked and Jessie relaxed. She remained in my arms until she was calmer and then returned to Jim's bedside and resumed talking softly to him. We made arrangements so that she and I would take turns over the next 24 hours, one of us always there. I told her that no decisions would be made by anyone but her or me. Paula was not to interfere. Jessie agreed. I walked down to the nurses' station and confirmed that arrangement. As the insurance was in my name, as well as his contact in case of emergency, they accepted my arrangements. I reinforced that his mother was not permitted to make decisions in his case. The nurse looked at me for a second but wrote that instruction in his file.
It was almost two hours later when Paula came back to the room. I was there at the time. Jessie had gone back to change and get something to eat. She looked awful, face pinched, eyes red rimmed and wet, her shoulders hunched and tense. I knew part of it was Jim's condition but I suspected that a great deal of it was guilt. Not for what she had done to me but what happened because she was with John. At least I hoped she felt some guilt. Paula walked in and went directly to Jim's side. She sat there for several minutes before rising to approach me.
She stopped in front of me, twisting her handkerchief in her hands before asking, "Del, can we talk? I know what you must be thinking and I want to explain. Let's go down to the lounge."
I looked at her, trying to gather some emotion but none came. I was cold inside and it probably showed. "We have nothing to discuss. I know about you and John and that's all I want to know. I know where you were while our son lay bleeding into his own brain." I now felt the anger return. I had no one to direct it to but her. "You're responsible for the condition he's in. What more is there to say?"
Paula's face was a picture of shock. I know the words were like a slap to the face and either she didn't think I knew as much as I did or she didn't think I would attack her as I did. Either way, I didn't care. I just didn't care about her or her feelings just now. I probably would care later, when I could give in to the anger, but not now.
"Del, please. Let me explain. Let me tell you what happened. You have to let me talk to you now, more than ever. Our son is in trouble and we need to talk about what to do. I don't want us to fight now. Please, Del?"
"You and I have nothing to discuss where Jim is concerned. I've made sure you can't make any decisions about his care. I don't want you to have anything to do with him from this point on. You can visit but that's all. Jessie and I will decide what he needs."
Paula was about to grab my arm and try to reason with me when John walked into the room, going directly to Jim's bedside before he noticed Paula and I there in the corner. When he turned and saw us, his face changed and he started toward me with his hand out to reach for me. "God Finny, I just heard. I'm so. . . ." But all I saw was the son of a bitch that betrayed me and by his actions put my son's life in jeopardy. I reacted swiftly.
I put my arm out to stop his advance, my hand in a tight fist. A fist of anger! "Get your ass out of this room right now, you bastard, before I smash your face in. Get the fuck out of here, now! Now! Go!" I was breathing too hard and I felt my face flush with too much blood. I knew I was in danger of having a stroke unless I got myself under control.
Paula had moved back against the wall, her hand over her mouth and her eyes wide. The look on her face as she watched me was one of pure terror. I didn't really care at that moment. All I wanted to do was lash out and hurt, so I grabbed her arm and pulled her toward me. I then shoved her into John's arms as he reached to stop her from falling.
This was my brother, my friend and the man I had considered almost as a father but all I saw now was his betrayal. "Take your lover and both of you get out! Take this slut out of here right now and don't you ever come near me again! If you do, I swear I'll kill you."
Paula collapsed to the chair beside the bed while John just stared at me. He was shocked that I had found out about them. I didn't care. I just wanted him gone, and her with him. He tried to say something but I simply rolled over him, bolstered by my hatred for them both.
"Get out! Don't you ever come back when I'm here. And just stay away from me from now on. I never want to see either of you again. Either of you." I looked at Paula, now openly weeping as John held her. "I won't stop you from visiting our son, but I would ask you to respect my wishes. It's clear that respect is something you apparently never had for me, but I'll ask nevertheless. Please stay away from me."
Paula stopped long enough to wipe her eyes, rose, and looked at me. "Where will I go?"
"That's easy. I've moved my things out of the house. I'm staying elsewhere. I have no intentions of ever living in that house again so you and your lover can have it. Oh, by the way, I put your overnight bag in the trash container so if you want it, that's where you'll find it. It had the stink of the two of you all over it so I didn't want it smelling up the house."
I saw that Paula realized I knew it all. She collapsed completely as I turned and walked out of the room. I wanted to be gone long enough for them to leave, but John followed me out and down the hall, not speaking. I walked out the exit door and into the stairway before turning.
"What do you want? If you have something to say be quick about it, then leave me alone. I meant what I said. I swear I'll kill you if you get in my way."
"Finn, you have to listen. I'm so damn sorry about this. I never meant it to happen but it was after my divorce. Paula was so helpful when I was hurting. She helped me get over Denise and she was a good friend and we just let it get out of hand. It only happened this once and it didn't mean anything to her, I know that for certain. It meant more to me. I pursued her hard and I finally wore her down, but she never stopped loving you. She was acting out of pity for me, I know that now. This has hurt her terribly and she is scared to death of what she's done. But you have to know it was all my fault."
I stared at this man who used to be so important to me. He was my older brother, the one that was always there for me growing up. The man I had thought of as my father for most of my life. Our father had died when I was just ten and John was thirteen. Mom had to go to work and she was hardly ever there. He was the man in my life from then on and I always turned to him in times of need. Now, he had betrayed me, taken from me the only other person I loved and trusted. In one act, the two people I loved and trusted more than any others were lost to me. I couldn't forgive that.
"You've had your say and I don't believe you. No brother could ever do this to his own flesh and blood. I loved you so much, almost like a father. But now, when I really needed you the most, I see you for what you are. So, from now on, I have no brother. No brother and no wife. You are both dead to me."
I turned and walked away.
John and Paula surprised me by honoring my wishes. I did see her from time to time either leaving as I entered or going in as I left. I never saw John again after that day. I had no idea what arrangements they made with Jessie and I never asked her. I made it clear to her early on that I didn't wish to discuss either John or Paula. Jessie accepted that. I was sure she knew what happened but we didn't discuss that either. Jim was all we discussed.
The doctors tried to bring Jim out of his induced coma as scheduled but he didn't wake up. It had been almost three weeks since the operation but Jim remained in a coma and unable to take nourishment on his own. He was breathing on his own and his body was functioning normally but he wouldn't wake. The doctors still hoped that he would wake after his brain had healed itself, but the doctors had no idea of when, or even if he would wake. We could only watch and wait.
I had applied for a leave of absence which was granted. I was told to take what time I needed and my job would always be there. I had found a nice apartment near my office, fully furnished and ready to move in. I signed a lease and took up residence a week after moving out of the house. I changed my cell service and number, opened accounts in my name only and transferred only about a quarter of what was in our joint accounts to mine. I left most of the money in our savings and checking accounts for Paula. I continued to monitor both accounts to make sure she had enough to take care of the house payments, utilities and living expenses. Paula had money of her own but I never asked her to use it. Nor would I now until our divorce was final. I would honor my commitments even if she had forgotten hers.
Divorce. So far, I had done nothing about that. Not because I expected anything to happen but just because it was low on my priority list. Jim's expenses, his future if things didn't get better, all were things I had to think about. I could only wait on those so I let everything else go. Paula could file if she chose to and I would then get a lawyer, but until then it could wait. As far as Paula was concerned, I had no idea of what she and John were doing. I supposed they were living together in the house. I didn't care. Or so I told myself.
Time at the hospital was becoming more routine and I didn't go in as often as I had been. Jessie had returned to her training and she was spending mainly evenings there now. I had returned to work but not for traveling. I stayed in the office close to the phone now. Maybe later I would go back out in the field. I tried to time my schedules around what Paula was doing but from time to time I would find her standing in the corner of the room or in the doorway, just watching me. She had tried on several occasions to get me to talk to her but I refused. One time she had blocked the doorway trying to force me to talk with her but I simply stood there until she moved. I wondered when I felt I could make the effort but every time I thought about it, I just felt sadness.
I found myself thinking of Paula now and again. After all we had been married for over twenty four years and we had raised two wonderful children. Our life together had been great for most of that time, up until the last year or more. It was hard to let that die. My mind kept bringing it to the front especially when I was lonely or sad or depressed over Jim's unchanging condition. I had loved her for all that time. Loved her with all my heart. Never once in all that time did I ever consider cheating. When I was tempted, I would think of her and turn away. I would never hurt her that way. I couldn't conceive of why she had hurt me. What had I done to her to make her do that to me?
It was during one of those reflections late at night when the hospital called to tell me that my son had awakened. I rushed to the hospital and was asked to wait until one of the doctors could talk to me. I paced around the waiting room, anxious to get in to see Jim when the doctor came in. He asked me to sit while he explained what was going to happen. In effect, this would tell the tale of what damage had been done. This would tell the doctors what the effects were and what the prognosis was going to be. He wanted me to be aware but to stay back while they tested him. I agreed, just wanting to get to it.
In the room, I saw Jim with his eyes open looking around. That seemed to me to be a good sign and I was encouraged. A group of doctors were already talking to him and doing some testing on his reactions and such. I kept to the background while this went on and wondered how my son could do so much after just waking from a deep sleep. But it continued and I watched and waited. Finally, about an hour after they started, they stopped. As they pulled back, I saw that Jim was asleep again and hoped that this was just exhaustion. I followed the doctor out of the room and waited as he conferred with his colleagues. He finally turned to me.
"Well, we learned what we wanted to know. Overall, Jim is strong and healthy but his brain has suffered some significant damage. As of now, we don't know whether it is temporary or permanent. Only time will tell. For example, his ability to think rationally is damaged and his recall is poor. He can talk but when he tries to identify objects, he has difficulty finding the right words. His reaction to outside stimulus is reduced and he may have trouble walking or standing. His sense of balance is damaged.
"There may be other problems, but it will take some time for them to become apparent. For now, we can only watch and observe. He will need long term care and therapy in any event. That's something you might begin to think about."
I was shocked at the damage as the doctor revealed it to me. He looked so normal and seemed so strong. But was the damage was done as he lay there waiting for help to come? That made me ask the question of the doctor. I felt his answer was important.
"How much was the damage made worse by the length of time it took to get him into surgery? Would it have been different if he were found sooner?"
The doctor shook his head at my question. "That's not possible for me to answer. I can say that most of the damage was caused by the vessel that ruptured in his brain. The leaking blood caused swelling to occur and that, along with the loss of oxygen to those portions of the brain served by the ruptured vessel, were the contributing factors. This would have happened well before the pain he felt which caused the collapse. In other words, the fall was caused by the pressure which had already caused the brain damage. Swelling occurred quickly and the results are as we now see. That was the main factor. Time was important, but the damage was already done before the fall happened."
The answer seemed to indicate that Paula may not have been responsible for the extent of the damage, but the fact remained that Paula was not there to get help for my son as soon as possible. Maybe she wasn't responsible for all the damage but she was certainly responsible for some of it. And the reason was clear: betrayal! I would not forget that.
I called Jessie as soon as I could and told her the news. She wanted to come right away but I told her to wait until morning since Jim had gone back to sleep. I told her I would stay until she got there. As I closed my cell phone, I wondered if I should call Paula as well. He was her son after all and regardless of what she had done, she did love him, I was sure. She had been here as often as possible, staying clear when I was about but still there in the background.
I decided to call, just to be fair about Jim's recovery. I wouldn't admit that I also wanted to hear her voice. I dialed the house and waited.
"Hello? This is Paula. Is this the hospital? Is something wrong with my son?" Her voice was slurred by sleep but the panic was clear in her tone.
"Paula, it's me. Del. Jim woke up an hour ago and the doctors examined him. There is some damage but they're not clear about how bad it is or whether it's permanent. I know you want to come now, but he's asleep again and probably won't wake until morning. I would wait till then before you come in. I'll stay until 7:30 and then I'll leave for work. Come then if you want."
She started to say something but I hung up. I didn't want to have a conversation with her right now. Later we would have to talk but not now. My cell rang almost as soon as I shut it but I saw it was Paula and simply turned it off. What she worked out with Jessie would be between them. I wanted no part of it. I returned to the room to wait for my son to wake.
After Jim had been awake for a few days, we began to see the changes in him. As the doctors had indicated, Jim was slow to respond to many things. He could talk, could carry on a conversation but not one that involved any real thinking. He could tell us how he felt, he recognized who we were and he would smile when we came in to see him but he was almost childlike in the things he did and said. It was heartbreaking to see him this way but at least he was alive. But the Jim we all knew was gone. Maybe for good. Jessie seemed to be the most affected. She had spent more time with the adult Jim than either Paula or I had. They had always been close but seemed to grow closer as they got older. I guess they shared more of the same things. Jessie felt the loss keenly.
The doctor asked if I and my wife could come in and talk with him. I assured him that I could make any decisions that were necessary but he continued to insist that both Paula and I talk with him. He was very firm on that and as much as I tried, I couldn't get him to change his mind. So, I told him to set it up with her the next time she was in and let me know the time. Jessie wasn't needed he said so it would be just the three of us.
He soon let me know that a time had been set for us to talk and I made arrangements to take the necessary time for it. I was back to work now but limited my travel until I was more confident about Jim's health. I arrived at the hospital and was directed up to the fourth floor where the doctor had his office. I checked to be sure Jessie was going to be with Jim before going in. I knocked, and entered to find Paula already there seated at a small conference table. I took a seat across from her and waited for the doctor. This was the first time we had been alone together since the day of the accident. Paula looked better than she had the last time I saw her and I noticed that she was less anxious. I guess Jim's condition had put our lives in some sort of perspective. He was important to both of us and our problems took a back seat for now.
A secretary stuck her head in the room and told us the doctor was on the way and would we like anything to drink. We declined and she retreated, shutting the door behind her. I looked at Paula and decided to ask a few questions. I wasn't feeling mean so it was a good time.
"How have you been? Is everything OK at the house? I assume you have enough money to take care of things? If you need more, please let me know."
"I'm fine and the house is fine. I don't need any money as you well know." She seemed angry but then I wasn't all that happy myself. I was just trying to be thoughtful. Maybe I should just keep my mouth shut. Better for all if I did. I have a temper, I know.
That lasted for just a minute before I had to put in one jab. Just one, no big deal. "How is my loving brother? I haven't seen him for a while. I assume you two are sharing our bed?"
Her look was priceless! Anguish, guilt, sorrow, and just a trace of anger. All tied together on her face as she stared at me. If I only had one jab to strike, that one was a winner!
Her response was a long time coming but she finally looked up and spoke. "I haven't seen John since the day you and he spoke in the hospital. I know he's been in to see Jim once or twice but not while I was there. Jessie hasn't spoken to him either. And he is certainly not living at the house with me."



Paula looked away after hitting me with that bombshell. I had no idea he wasn't coming around and no idea of where he could be. I certainly was surprised by her statement. But then, was she being truthful? When you can't trust, it's difficult to believe.
"Have you tried calling him at his home? Or maybe you could try your usual place. I believe that's what he referred to in his phone message to you. 'Let's meet at our usual place' I believe were his exact words."
Paula rose and walked toward the window looking out over the parking lot. She stared out the window without answering. I could see her shoulders shaking and knew she was crying. At that, I felt a small stab of guilt. This was neither the time nor the place for this. My son was the subject of this meeting, not my anger or her failing.
"I'm sorry. This is not the place for that. Please sit down. I'll not bother you again."
She stood there without responding until the doctor came in. He apologized to both of us for being late and took a seat without further words. He pulled out some charts and a few typewritten pages and scanned them quickly before looking up. Paula had taken her seat and I saw that her eyes were red and shiny with tears. I felt a momentary pang of regret for that but then the doctor began.
"I'm sorry to say that it is my opinion that without some changes, Jim is not going to get any better than we have seen so far. For that reason, I'm recommending that he be discharged immediately. We can do no more for him here and a home situation would be much better for him. He will need constant care for a while and he should begin rehabilitation therapy as soon as possible to give him back all that he's capable of."
The doctor looked gravely at us as he spoke, trying to be sure we realized the severity of what he was saying. He seemed satisfied and continued.
"The amount of care will be considerable until he can learn to care for his personal needs through therapy. I would recommend full time nursing for the first month or more and then you could begin to reduce that level of care. He needs a safe place and one where he would feel comfortable. Home would be the best place for him now. The place where he grew up, the place where he would come when he was in trouble."
Paula was listening intently and I was surprised at how well she was taking this. If I expected tears and crying I was to be disappointed. She was all business and she seemed to expect this. Before I could say anything, she answered.
"Jim can come home right now. Marge has agreed to hold down my job so I can be there for him full time. I can begin to interview for nurses and start training as soon as one can be found. I'll have his bed and his things moved downstairs to the den, which I'm not using."
The comment about the den was made with a glance in my direction. The den was my room when I lived there. Now, it was empty. But more important, I wasn't sure I wanted Paula to be the one to take care of Jim. After all, she was partly responsible for the condition he was in! She and my bastard brother! As I was about to respond in anger, the doctor spoke again.
"That would be perfect Mrs. Reynolds. Jim would be home in familiar territory and you would be his nurse, someone he knows and trusts. That is critical at this stage. And anyone you bring in would be OK with him since it would still be home. This would be best for all concerned."
He turned to me and continued.
"Mr. Reynolds, I understand that you are the one responsible for his hospitalization costs and the one he designated as responsible party, but I believe this is the best course of action for Jim. I sense some problems between the two of you but that is not my concern. Jim's care is, and I recommend the two of you deal with each other and do what's best for your son."
That set me back and put me squarely in my place. If I insisted on caring for Jim someplace else, I was the one in the wrong. I left the house to Paula so home was where she was, at least to Jim. I understood immediately that I had to put my own desires behind and do what was best for my son. Paula and home were for the best.
With a deep breath, I replied. "I agree doctor. I have no objection." I glanced at Paula and saw her shoulders relax. She apparently believed I would fight her on this. How little she knew me, as I had discovered. The doctor was apparently pleased by this, perhaps expecting my objections.
"Perfect. Then we'll make the arrangements with the hospital to move him to your home tomorrow afternoon. You should have a hospital type bed available to make your job easier Mrs. Reynolds and you will need to fill several prescriptions and learn to administer intramuscular injections. Mostly steroids for inflammation and antibiotics for infection control. Both will be required for a month or so until all danger is past."
He stood, apparently finished with us for the moment. Doctors were always in a hurry to get somewhere else when they delivered bad news. I guess their insecurities were to blame. Good news meant they were gods to us mere mortals. Bad news reminded them of their limits.
When we were alone, Paula sat there twisting her hands together, wringing them as they say. She finally looked up at me and decided to get on with it.
"Can you arrange for the bed to be delivered by tomorrow? I don't know much about that sort of thing so I would appreciate it if you would do that. I'll arrange for a nurse as soon as possible. I'll also have someone show me how to give shots. I guess we can arrange some times for you to come visit Jim at home when I'm out. I know this isn't what you wanted but it's going to have to do. It's best for Jim, at least until he can be on his own."
I had no desire to continue to lash out at her, at least not now. This truth about this situation was suddenly coming home to land squarely on my shoulders. I had to do my part and that part was not to satisfy my anger and pain at Paula's expense. Not now anyway. She was going to be responsible for Jim's primary care and I had to accept that. Jessie would be there as well when she could so I had to bite the bullet and make my peace for the time being.
"Paula, I will do my part in this and I will not do anything to make it more difficult. Jim needs you now and I understand that. So, for now, I will try to be civil and not cause you any discomfort. I will let you know when I will be able to visit Jim and you can let me know when it is best for you. I'll accept that."
Paula gave me a weak smile but I could tell she was still hurting by my words from earlier. They were words meant to hurt and wound and I regretted them. Not the words but the timing of them. I hurt from what she did so why not her? I left the room then and went back to work. Life was going to be a strain on all of us for the foreseeable future.
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During the next few weeks, Paula set up the house to accommodate the new hospital style bed I had delivered and she was able to incorporate most of the equipment Jim would need into the den. With my permission, she had some workers in to knock down the wall between the den and the family room, opening it up into a large bedroom with a sitting area and a place for the new equipment. Those were mainly walkers, guide ropes to pull himself up and down and other exotic equipment meant to help him do everything easier and better. Within two weeks, Paula had the area fully functional and Jim positioned in the middle of a full scale rehabilitation facility.
Jessie had moved back into the house and brought her sewing machines and other stuff so that she could continue her work in design and seamstress training. That way, she could be there to spell Paula when she had to leave for shopping or other things. Between them and the full time nurse we had hired, Jim was never alone. That was the way we wanted it for now at least until he began to exhibit some independence. And Paula and I both hoped that Jim would make more progress than the doctors expected.
My visits were frequent at first, Jessie calling me to let me know when the best times to come would be. I spent my time with Jim trying to plumb the depths of his memory. I was not convinced that his memories were lost, just buried and difficult for him to locate. With some association games and a thing called 'Patterning' I had found on the internet, I began to help him access the memories he had stored inside his brain, behind the walls of damage. I was pleased that we were making progress and after several weeks, his recall was significantly improved. During my last session with him, he was able to recall exactly what happened the night he collapsed. From the time he walked in until the call to Jessie when he lost consciousness. He did ask me then where Paula was, and I just told him we would talk about that later, Now it was time to rest after a good session.
His question opened up a wound that had begun to scab over. His memory of that night reminded me again of the fact that Paula was laying with my brother at the time Jim lay there bleeding. The doctor refused to assess blame to her absence but that absence is what finally caused me to walk away from her. I had disowned my brother and my wife at the time and I was not yet ready to change my mind. I had gone over it in my mind a thousand times and the only question that kept coming up was why did she allow it to happen? That question was what stopped me from trying to get past this and save my marriage. I had to understand first before I could move on.
I had spoken to Paula's father and mother on a couple of occasions. They called in from wherever they were at any given time to ask about Jim. Paula gave them a schedule of when she would be there and I assumed they spoke often. On the two occasions I spoke to them, it was not long before they asked me what was going on between Paula and I. When I asked them what Paula had told them, they just said she told them she had done something terrible and that she had hurt me. She obviously didn't tell them what so neither did I. Just that we were not together now except for our son. From the questions Margie, her mother, asked, I knew that she had guessed. But regardless of how hard she tried, I would give her no information. They always left me with their love and hopes for a reconciliation.
Jessie was still staying at the house but she was getting restless now that Jim was improving. She helped him walk around the house and they had begun to go out more and more. Jim could now walk almost unaided around the house and Jessie made sure he was OK. She wanted to begin to take him out and around the block but Paula was still not sure. I told her it was OK with me, but Jessie preferred that Paula agree. Once she did, Jim's progress increased and he was now walking almost a mile or more every day. His legs were getting stronger and with my work on his memory and Paula's constant care, Jim was almost able to take care of himself. After just five months of our efforts, Jim had come most of the way back, surprising even the doctors.
At his last monthly visit, Jim had impressed the doctor so much that he revised his earlier estimates. He now believed Jim could function independently again and could probably try going back to college. He warned us that he might fail but that it was worth the effort. We agreed and decided to talk to Jim later about it. But I felt there was a more important issue to discuss with Paula now that Jim was on his way to a full, if limited, recovery. Our future together, or rather, our lack of a future together.
I had begun to travel again and I was asked to take on a job for a company in Phoenix that ran a fleet of armored money carriers. They serviced the banks in the Phoenix area and shuttled cash and checks to and from the central bank. They had a state of the art surveillance system and all of the money that came in or out was electronically counted and scanned. Our systems did it all but they were looking to upgrade some of the software. Since it took someone who could read and write the software codes, they had to call for someone like me, an administrator for the system. I agreed after talking with Paula and Jessie. Jim needed less and less supervision so I had the time to take the assignment.
I planned to spend only a week or less in Phoenix but after seeing the extent of the upgrades they planned, revised that to two weeks. I called Jessie to tell her and she seemed fine with it. I asked her what her plans were but she said she was not too busy just now. She then asked me what my plans were for when I got home but I wasn't sure what she was referring to so I was a little vague. She did surprise me by her next statement.
"You know dad, you need to talk to mom and see if you two can get things straightened out. Don't you think it's about time?"
I was taken aback by that. I thought Jessie understood how I felt and what her mother had done to me: how much she had hurt me and the pain I was still feeling. How could she think I would get back together with Paula?
"You aren't serious are you? You know how I feel. I'm surprised that you would ask me that."
"Well, you'd better come home then and talk to Jim. He doesn't understand and he doesn't know why you're not living at home. He thinks it's his fault. He thinks it's because of his problems that you two have split."
Now I was confused. My son thinks I left his mother because of his accident? His problems? How could he think that? But, if I thought about it, I had never discussed it with him and he had never asked. Just the one time when we first talked about the night of his fall. He said something about mom not being home and then asked me why. I never answered him.
In surprise, I asked Jessie, "Why haven't you told him what happened? He'd trust you. Why would you allow him to believe he was at fault? I don't understand."
"Dad, listen to me. It's not my place to tell Jim about what mom did. That's between Jim and mom. All I know is that mom made a mistake. A big mistake I know, but you've let it tear apart our family, drive my uncle away and make my mom a wreck. You won't talk to her and you won't make a decision to either end it or make it work. The one who's really hurting us all is you."
"Jessie! That's not true. Your mother's infidelity is what caused this rift between us. It's her fault, hers and John's. You know that!"
"Sorry Dad, but that won't fly. You have to decide for yourself. You can't just let it lay there and fester. If you can't accept what Mom did, then you owe it to her to say so and start the divorce proceedings. Jim and I are grown up now and we're not going to suffer because you and mom go your separate ways. We'll continue to see both of you and love you anyway. So, it's your choice what to do, but you have to make a decision. Mom is waiting for you."
"Why me? She can start the proceedings as well as I can. She doesn't have to wait for me."
"Of course she does. She doesn't want the divorce. She wants to save the marriage but she doesn't know how. You have to talk to her and tell her what you want to do. She knows what she wants."
"How could you know that? What she did makes that a lie. How could she do that to me and then claim to want to continue in a marriage with me? How can she love me but then make love to my brother?"
"Oh, dad, even I know the difference. Love has nothing to do with what she did with Uncle John. There was no love there. Maybe on Uncle John's part, at least I think so, but not on mom's part. That I know for sure. I think it was pity, or compassion, what ever you want to call it that she felt for Uncle John. But it was nothing more that that."
"Pity? How little you know. She helped him after his divorce, certainly, but how do you know that it didn't grow to be more than that? How do you know?"
"That's something you have to find out for yourself. You have to talk to mom. Please dad, talk to her before you do something you'll regret."
I hung up the phone after talking to my daughter, confused, angry and depressed more than ever, convinced that I had no idea of what I wanted. Did I want to save my marriage? Did I want to forgive her and take her back? Could I even do that? What did I want to do? I decided that I needed time away from everything to think. My trip to Phoenix was just in time.
I cleared my desk and outstanding work and planned to leave for Phoenix that Sunday night. I wanted to get a start first thing Monday so that I could finish as quickly as possible. If I got lucky, I wouldn't need the full two weeks. I packed my bags at the apartment and prepared to leave the first thing in the morning. I went out to see Jessie and Jim without thinking to call first. So, as would be expected, Paula was there when I arrived. Since it was my fault, I quickly assured her that she wasn't expected to leave on my account. She thanked me and went in to the kitchen while I spent some time with Jim. We talked a little but he seemed tired from that day's workout. Jessie said he had walked over two miles and did really great.
I wanted to get this cleared up with Jim before I left so I decided to bring up the topic that he asked about before.
"Jim, there's something you need to know. The problems between your mother and I have nothing to do with you or the care we are giving you. That was something your mother and I agreed on with the doctors. We never had any problems with you. You have to believe that."
Jim looked confused and then asked, "If that's true, why are you living somewhere else while mom and Jessie live here with me?" Why can't you stay here as well?"
"Because your mother and I have some problems that began before your accident. We have to work them out ourselves. They aren't related to you or your problems. We both are very pleased with you and your progress. That we agree on."
We talked some more but it was clear that Jim accepted what I told him and I believe it was good that we did talk. He had been carrying that load around and it was holding him back some, but now it was over.
When Jim fell asleep, I walked into the kitchen to speak to Paula. She seemed surprised as I walked in and took a chair. It was rare for me to do that so she had no idea what to expect. But I felt the need to talk to her now, more than ever. I saw the coffee pot was full so I got up to make myself a cup before sitting down again.
"Paula, I think we need to talk together. I mean really talk. I have a lot of questions and a lot of things I need to think about. I wanted to ask if we could make some time when I get back from Phoenix. I shouldn't be there more than eight or nine days all together. I'd like to make plans when I get back for the two of us to take some time away from Jim and Jessie and just talk. Would you think about that while I'm gone?"
Paula seemed surprised but also hopeful. She smiled as I talked and when I suggested we take some time together, I saw a tear fall from her eye. She nodded her acceptance when I finished and seemed to gather herself together before answering.
"Of course we can talk. I will answer any questions you have and I hope I can help with the things you have to think about. I've been ready to talk to you any time. Where would you like to go to be alone? I can make some arrangements while you're away if you like. Jim doesn't need me now as much and the nurses can take care of any of his needs for a short time. And Jessie is always here."
"Let me think about it. Somewhere we can be alone without interruptions. I thought we could both drive and then we would be free to leave at any time. How about your parents place? They're gone and won't be back any time soon. How about that?"
"That's fine with me. I have the keys so I'll make sure we have something to eat or drink so we don't have to go out or anything. OK?"
"Great. I'm leaving in the morning so I should be finished by the end of the week or the beginning of next week. I'll call to let you know when I'm coming home."
"OK, but you don't have to give me a warning. I'll just make sure the place is ready whenever you are."
The was one last thing to do. "Paula, there is one thing. Jessie told me that Jim feels responsible for our separating. I spoke to him and told him that he was not a source of problems between you and I. I think he accepts that now. But I never told him the truth about that night or why I did move out. He needs to be told. I can do it, but I believe it should come from you. He has to know the truth."
Paula looked away and I watched the tension come over her but it was short lived. Her shoulders relaxed and she took on a calm expression. "I'll do it tonight. It's proper that it come from me. I guess I thought you would have told him. I should have known you wouldn't do that. I'll tell him."
So, that was that. I had committed to a sit down but I had no idea of what I wanted to say or do. I did want her to explain to me how she let it happen. How she could forget her vows so easily. How she could justify fucking my brother within our marriage. How she could. . . . That was the problem. When I began to think about it and ask questions, the anger began to build until I was shaking. I had to be able to control myself or the whole thing would be a waste of my time.
I left for Phoenix on schedule and began my troubleshooting the first thing Monday morning. I had an idea of what they wanted but I needed to ride with the drivers for a few days to make sure I understood their needs. I had the office software and the executive software down cold so it was no problem to revise that to their specifications, but the drivers were another matter. After three days riding with a few of them, I got the picture. By the end of the third day I was ready to begin revisions.
I worked steadily for the next four days, working through the weekend and into Monday morning. I wanted to run a test of the system as soon as possible to identify the bugs. There would be bugs. There always were. But to my surprise, they were few and easy to fix. So easy I felt I would be finished by Wednesday morning. I could book a flight out Wednesday afternoon and be home by the evening. I felt so good, I decided to hit the lounge in the hotel that evening to have a few drinks and unwind a little. I had earned it and I deserved to relax a little.
I ate dinner and treated myself to a steak, medium rare and baked potato with sour cream and chives. I finished that off, had a piece of pie for desert and topped it off with a cold beer. Perfect. Just like home. Or what used to be home. I thought back to our evenings together before. Paula was a great cook. She had a way with a steak and I loved her pot roast and even her meat loaf. Anything she touched had a way of tasting delicious. It had been a while since I had a good home cooked meal. But whose fault was that? Hers, as far as I was concerned. Hers and my ex brother. But according to Jessie, I was also to blame for allowing it to continue. I wasn't sure I bought into that theory.
I decided to hit the lounge and have another beer. A good cold beer or two to make the steak lay better. I settled in at the bar and got my first draft. It tasted so good, I made short work of it and motioned for a second. By the end of the third, I was feeling pretty good. So good that when this beautiful young blonde thing sat down next to me, I was just willing to buy her one as well. I offered, she accepted and I looked her over while she took her first sip. She was about ten or fifteen years younger than me, very pretty in that blonde, blue-eyed way and nicely stacked from what I could see. Maybe a hooker? But she didn't have that look, the one that said I'm available if the price is right.
I decided to make conversation so I thought of the first thing that came to my mind. "What's a pretty thing like you doing here all alone?" Once the words were out of my mouth, I almost choked. I gave her a sick grin and said, "Pretty stupid I guess, but then I'm not in the habit of coming on to pretty young things in bars. Even high end bars like this lounge".
She looked at me with those big blue eyes and smiled, a little sad smile however. "I'm staying here at the hotel while I'm in town on business." She reached into her purse and handed me a business card. "My name's Selena Campbell. Most people call me Lena." I gave her one of my cards as I introduced myself. I looked at the card she gave me, and then took a closer look. The card said 'Vice President of Sales'. The logo on the card was one from a fortune 100 company that had its headquarters in Phoenix, but her card indicated she was based in Albuquerque, New Mexico. Apparently she was here visiting the home office. For a woman as young as she appeared, this was a high level position. I had to know more, both about her personally and about that sad little smile.
"I sorry Lena, but I can't believe that they would leave someone like you alone for the evening. The men in your home office must be idiots. Any man in his right mind would have invited you to dinner. Spend some time with you. I know I would have. You are a very beautiful young woman if you don't mind a compliment."
"Well Del, I don't mind at all. After the trip I've had and especially this day, I can use all the compliments I can get. Seems like you're the only one that feels that way. This trip was a real downer for me."
She seemed so sad and I had to find out why. No one this beautiful should ever be sad. Or at least that's what four or five cold drafts thought. So, I signaled for two more cold ones and asked her to tell me what was bothering her. She took the draft, sipped, and then leaned back. She gave me a look that made my stomach flutter and motioned to one of the booths that were against the back wall. "Let's get comfortable first, OK?"
I nodded my acceptance, picked up her draft and led the way to a booth near the corner. Lots of privacy and too far away for our conversation to be heard casually. She followed, slid in and took the beer back. I started to move in across from her when she took my hand and pulled me down beside her. I was surprised but went willingly.
"I don't like to shout. I hope you don't mind?" she asked me with a slight smile. I knew she was being facetious but answered that I was quite willing to be near her, as if she had any doubts. Women who looked like her never had men turning away, especially ones with no ring on her finger. I noticed.



"Ok", I began. "Talk to me and tell me why you are so down." I settled down beside her, our thighs touching softly. I know I felt a stirring down between my legs but tried not to be too obvious about it. After all, it had been some time for me, beginning even before Paula's cheating.
"Well, I was asked to come down to the home office to discuss my future with the company. I was expecting a promotion and a new assignment since I had just finished one of the most successful years in our division. Our sales exceeded projections by over 15% and it was mainly due to my actions. Everyone knew it and they all expected me to be promoted as well."
She took another drink of her draft, put it down and then picked it up again to take a deeper drink. She handled her beer well and seemed to be thinking before continuing. I just waited, watching her. She was even more beautiful up close and I enjoyed the view. Her hair was shiny and soft and I wanted to run my hands through it just to feel it's softness. Her skin was flawless and pale, a nice contrast to her hair. When she talked, I watched her mouth with fascination. Her lips were moist and inviting. But most appealing were her eyes when she focused them on me. That ice blue was compelling and I felt as if I was drowning in them.
She continued, seemingly unaware of the effect she had on me. But, I listened, curious as well as attracted. "My boss, Mr. Atkins, met with me this morning. He congratulated me on my performance, promised that there would be a nice bonus in my next check and then dropped the bombshell. I was not being promoted. Another gentleman from the home office was getting the promotion. A man I knew and despised. He's a loser who made his way on other people's work."
Another drink from the glass, this time with a slight slam of the glass onto the table. I winced, expecting the glass to shatter, but nothing happened and I relaxed. She was lost in another world, probably reliving the disappointment.
"He told me that I had done a remarkable job and that I was a major member of the sales team but that he felt Roger, the other man, was a better organizer and could work better with management. I made my feelings clear to him about Roger, about my performance and my desire to be promoted. He listened but told me that the decision had been made at higher levels. He was sorry, but that was that."
She stopped, looked at me with those clear icy blue eyes and I wanted to smash Roger's face in, even though I had never met him. While I was at it, I would smash Mr. Atkins' face in as well. Both of them, for hurting this vision of loveliness in front of me. I told her so with passion and anger burning inside me. I only wished I could make her smile, make her lose that sad look in her eyes. Those beautiful blue eyes.
"Del, would you like to take me to bed? Right now?" Her face was serious, and her eyes were wet. I wasn't sure why she was about to cry but her words were echoing around in my head like a shout. Did I want to take her to bed? Was the Pope Catholic? Did a bear shit in the woods? Did I?
"Lena, I would love to take you to bed, now or anytime, but I have to tell you my story first. It may make you change your mind." What the hell was I doing? My mouth was making words but my brain was trying like hell to stop it. She offered me paradise and my mouth wanted to talk to her! Shit!
"I doubt that whatever you say will change my mind. You're an attractive man, I'm in the mood for some real loving and I think I'm not too bad looking myself. Are you sure you want to risk it?" She was smiling now, not a real happy smile but it was not that sad one she had used all evening. I wanted to take her to my room right now, but instead my mouth said, "I have to risk it."
She finished her draft, asked me for a refill and settle back to listen. She was still smiling and she laid a hand over mine. "Go ahead and tell me your story. I'll listen."
I began, not even sure what my stupid mouth was going to say, but since it started this whole thing, I let it go. "I'm married, for the moment, but I'm not sure if I'm going to stay that way. My wife and my brother had an affair. I found out and I don't know what I'm going to do about it. I told my brother to get out of my life and I haven't seen him since. I haven't talked to my wife other than to make arrangements for our son who had a medical emergency on the same night my wife was fucking my brother. She should have been home at the time but she wasn't. The doctors tell me that it didn't make a difference but she wasn't there when he needed her."
I stopped, looked over to see how she was taking this but she simply sat there, waiting for me to finish. She smiled encouragingly, letting me know that it was OK so far. But now for the part that was bothering me the most.
"The problem is that I don't know why she did it. I always thought we were perfect and that our sex life was good. But my brother is bigger than me: I mean taller, wider across the shoulders, and heavier. I guess he would be bigger than me in the sex department as well, so maybe she wasn't happy with me and he was more of what she needed." I was sweating now, saying things that up to now I had only thought about in a half hearted way. "So, maybe you would be disappointed."
To her credit, Lena didn't laugh although I saw her lips twitch and her eyes flash. She turned away while she controlled herself and I thought when she did she would tell me that we should forget the whole thing. I wouldn't blame her. Regardless, I felt like a fool now and I doubted I could be good company in the sex department. I looked away, waiting for her to say something. As I was about to give up, I felt her hand on my shoulder and I turned to look at her.
"Del. I don't know what your wife thinks or why she did what she did. I know that it makes little difference to most women how big a guy is. If it did, we'd all be dating porn stars. I've dated a lot of guys and I've been intimate with some, but I can't honestly say that I've noticed much in that department. They're either very good in bed or not, but size has never been the determining factor." She smiled at me in a way that made me feel much better. "I doubt that I will be disappointed."
I took her at her word and paid the check. We sat there finished our beers, looking at each other till I rose and took her hand. "Would you feel better in my room or yours?"
She put one hand on my cheek and simply said, "yours." When my heart settled down, I led her out of the lounge, across the lobby, and to the elevator. We said little as we rose to my floor and walked down the hall to my room. Once inside, she turned to me and melted into my arms. I had only a moment when I questioned what I was about to do but it was gone in a flash as her lips met mine and we began the age old quest to see who could get their clothes off first. I lost.
The first time was very fast and very rough. Mainly on her side. She was wild and I fought hard to stay with her, but I succeeded. She wanted to be in control and she climbed on top of me, grabbed my cock in her hand and mounted me with little foreplay. She leaned over with her hands on my shoulders for support while I grabbed her breasts. She rode me to her fist climax while I went along for the ride. I was content to let her drive while I continued to fondle her breasts as she bounced atop me. I was pleased when she climaxed and I didn't. As she collapsed onto me, her breath coming in gasps, her body covered in a sheen of moisture, she laughed, "Well, that was fun. In my opinion, your wife is a moron!"
I waited until her breathing calmed down and she stopped shuddering. I flipped her over onto her back as she laughed in glee and climbed between her legs. I lowered myself down, rubbing my still hard cock against her lips, spreading some moisture over the head before entering her. As I slipped inside, her eyes closed and her mouth opened and she arched up to meet me. I started slowly, savoring the feel of her tightness, even now after the first wild ride. She was so tight, so soft, that I wanted to prolong this as long as possible. I wanted to go slow, but after the first few strokes and her humping up to meet me, my urgency began to build. I tried to control myself but it was no good. I began to move faster and faster as she wrapped her legs around my waist. I groaned once and began to pump as hard as I could. She was whispering in my ear to go faster and harder. She was keeping up a steady stream of encouragement which I answered with all my strength. I felt my balls tighten and then I came! I had never cum so hard in my life. I just held myself tightly inside her as I emptied my load inside her. She kept me there with her legs until I wilted.
She let her legs down and I moved back to take my weight off her. I tried to roll off her but she had her arms around me and wouldn't let me go. She smiled into my eyes and said, "That was something else. I can never remember cuming like that before. You were terrific. You really were. Thank you for cheering me up. I feel better than I have all damn day."
I laughed and kissed her once more before saying, "I'm too heavy for you. If you let me go, I'll get off."
She just tightened her grip. "You're not heavy, you just feel good. I want you right here on top of me until you're ready to go again."
I laughed, kissed my way down her face and neck to her breasts and said, "Prepare yourself for a long night." In only a short while, I felt myself coming back to life and prepared to make a move when she felt it as well. She reached down between us and took me in her hand. "I think someone is ready to go again. How do you feel about doggy fashion?" When I smiled, she knew we had a go. The rest of that night went by so quickly, and I'll never forget a minute of it as long as I live.
I think that night changed me forever in so many ways. My confidence was back, my desire was rekindled and I felt like a man again. She was what I needed and I thanked providence for sending her my way that night. We woke the next morning in each other's arms and the first thing I saw was her contented smile. I returned it in kind as I rose to find my pants. I picked up the phone and ordered room service for coffee and toast. It was only 6:30 and I didn't have to be in the plant anytime before 9:00 that morning. She told me she was flying home that morning so she would have to leave by 7:30 but that left us an hour. We took a shower together where nothing happened but some very nice cuddling and rubbing, then we dried off and spent the remaining time talking and exchanging numbers. Neither of us expected to ever see each other again, but the afterglow was enough to allow us the fantasy.
Just before Lena left to go back to her room to pack for her trip home, she stepped up against me and put her hands on my face, framing it. "Whatever reason your wife had for what she did, it had nothing to do with your abilities in the bedroom. You were a great lover and I enjoyed it as much if not more than any other time I can remember. Because I respect you, I swear to you I'm telling the truth. Go home and talk to your wife. The failure wasn't you, at least not in that way. Find out what's broken and fix it! Don't let all you two have shared be lost in anger and resentment. Please Del! Find your happiness again."
"Thank you Lena. Last night meant a lot to me and I love you for it. I hope you can go on and continue to do the great job you've been doing. If there's any justice in the world, you'll get what you want. I know that." I leaned down to kiss her mouth once more before she left. Her mouth was so sweet and soft and I could feel my arousal again. "I have to let you go before I pull you down on that bed and have my way with you! And I will talk to Paula, at least long enough to find out why she did it. I may not like the answer but I'll find out."
Selena smiled, kissed me once more and then walked quickly down the hall and out of my life. But she left behind a much more confident man, once that was ready to face his future without fear and uncertainty. Whatever caused Paula to stray, I would deal with it. Depending on what we decided, I could go on with my life and not look back. Lena had given me that gift last night.
I finished my work at the plant and tested the software thoroughly. The drivers were satisfied and the early morning runs we had scheduled went flawlessly. The home office was pleased and the whole system purred throughout the vetting without a whimper. By late morning we were finished. I got one of the secretaries to confirm a 3:00 pm flight back home and the Dispatcher took me to lunch to thank me for all the work and for my spending time with his drivers. We had a great time and I left for the airport pleased with the trip in more ways than one.
Just before the plane was to board, I called home to speak to Jessie or Paula to check in on Jim. I had no concerns about him now that he was doing so well, but it was just a precaution. I got Jessie and spoke with her for a few minutes to see how things were going. She said things were under control and then lowered her voice.
"Dad, what did you say to mom before you left? She's been a nervous wreck since you've been gone. Not sad or depressed, just hyper. She can't seem to stop cleaning, or cooking or anything to keep busy."
"I took your advice and told her we have to talk. I asked her to make some time alone with me when I get back so we can deal with things. I think we'll go over to her parent's place and just talk."
"That explains it. She's really a wreck dad. I hope you can do this without destroying her. She's not in a good place right now and hasn't been since the accident. You have to do something to finish this. If you can't find it in your heart to forgive her, you'd better be very careful. Just a warning."
"I can't promise anything Jessie. I'll just have to hear her side of things and then go from there. But, the trip was good so I'm in a good mood. That should help."
We finished and I boarded the plane for the trip home. If things stayed on schedule, I should be home by six thirty or seven. I needed a good night's sleep since last night was light on sleep and heavy on physical activity! On the flight, I went back over the night before in my mind. The first question I asked myself was 'Did I feel any guilt?' The answer surprisingly was no. Not because I thought of it as getting even, rather it was something I had to do to answer a question for myself. One that Paula couldn't answer. I knew that it had done all I hoped it would do and I enjoyed it in the process. I reached into my shirt pocket, retrieved her card and looked at it before folding it and putting it away again.
I landed and drove home to my apartment. I unpacked, took a hot shower and laid down on my single bed. I wanted to think about tomorrow and make my plans, but before I could even begin, I fell sound asleep. I was not a kid and the night before had taken its pleasant toll on my body. I slept straight through till the next morning, rising only to empty my bladder. I woke feeling refreshed and contented.
A call into work to tell them the job was finished and that I was going to finish the work at home. I would have all the specs ready Monday morning for the design guys. No problems there so I had a four day weekend coming. Next, I called my home to speak to Paula. She should be there and Jessie should be at her classes. Jim was probably working on his rehab with the tech that came over every morning. As the phone rang, I considered what I should say.
"Hello? This is Paula speaking. Can I help you?" Paula sounded very businesslike. I knew she received a lot of calls during the day from the woman who was dealing with her parents' businesses, the clinic, the nurses office, the drugstore and others. She was dealing with the whole thing very efficiently.
"Hi Paula, it's me. I just wanted to let you know I'm back and ready to meet with you at your convenience. I don't have to be back to work until Monday. So, if you've made any plans?"
There was a pause and then, "When did you get back? I didn't expect you until tomorrow at the earliest. But, I don't have any plans so I'm free whenever you are."
"It's fine Paula. We'll just make do whenever you're able. I'm in no hurry. Just let me know when you have everything arranged. You can call my cell. I'll give you the number." I waited until she was ready and gave her my cell number. I had changed it when I cancelled my cards and took my name off the accounts. She had neither my cell nor my apartment number. Both were unlisted anyway.
I settled back to reflect on what I wanted to do. The first question I needed answering was why? Why had she cheated on me and why with John? I tried to consider my part in this. I worked too hard I knew, but I had always done that. I was home every night on time and I never went out 'with the boys' as they say. I never refused her anything she asked for and I tried to think of her when I made decisions. I could find no reason for her behavior.
Next, I thought about our sex life. We had slowed down considerably in recent years and had come to a standstill about a year or so ago. I couldn't remember the last time we had sex. I knew it was months, not weeks or days. I wondered why I hadn't noticed. Was it no longer necessary? Well, my night with Lena told me that wasn't true. So why? I felt this was important. I knew it wasn't all Paula's fault. I was to blame as well. Maybe she needed more than I was giving her? Bull shit! She never said a word! But, neither did I!
Finally, I had to decide if I wanted to go on without her in my life. That was the crux of the issue. Did I want to try to live my life from now on without her? Or, did I want to continue to grow old with her and make the rest of my life about the two of us? That was the big question. And if I wanted to continue with her, could I forgive her? I had no need to forgive John. I wanted nothing more to do with him.
As I lay there on my couch with the TV droning in the background, I thought again about Lena and my night with her. I still felt no guilt. I only felt confident in that part of my performance. But wait! How long had it been since I made love to Paula like that? Did I ask her what she wanted? Did I extend our lovemaking into the night or just roll over and fall asleep? Things to think about. Damn! It would be so much simpler to just blame her for everything and let her rot in hell.
It was about noon when I was awakened by the phone. It was my cell so I rolled off the couch and picked it up. "Hello?"
"Del, it's me. I'll be able to leave in another hour or so. I've made arrangements so that I don't have to be back here until tomorrow afternoon. If you want to meet me at my parents' home, I'll be there by 3:00. If that's alright?"
"That's fine but I had no plans on staying overnight. If you want to that's fine, but don't expect me to be there."
"I understand. I just wanted to make sure we had time enough to do whatever you want. That's all, honest. I'm sorry if you thought I was making plans. I wasn't, honestly."
"I believe you Paula. I just wanted to be clear. I'll be there sometime after 3 then. I'll see you there. Goodbye."
Now that it was time to start this, I was struck by a feeling of total confusion. What the hell was I going to say? I knew I wanted answers to some questions but what questions? Why was the first, of course, but then? What did I want? Did I want her back? Shit! I had to have some plan of action, some idea of what I wanted. Didn't I?
I took a shower, dressed in a casual shirt and slacks and wore my dress shoes. Paula always like me to wear the dress shoes, I have no idea why. She also liked the shirt I had on. Matter of fact, it was the one she bought me just a few months ago when she saw it on one of her shopping trips. I considered changing it, but then decided to go with it. I was ready to go and it was still two hours until 3:00. I was surprised at my feelings. Sort of nervous, anxious to start, jumpy but still in control. I was actually looking forward to seeing Paula and spending some time with her alone. Not to forgive her! No! Just to see her. After all, we had been married for almost a quarter of a century. We had kids together, so why not? It's hard to let all that go. It really is.



I sat down at the table and waited. I could have started early but I didn't want to appear anxious to her. I had to project calm, control, but still portray myself as the victim of her actions. I didn't want to be a victim however. Maybe that was the wrong thing to project. I finally got up and went down to the car. I might as well take a drive as stay here and worry myself to death. I was driving myself nuts!
Just after 3:15, early enough to convey concern but late enough not to appear eager, I pulled into the drive of her parents home. They had a small ranch home with a nice yard and a few trees to shade them. They had lived there for the past thirty five years and had never wanted to move someplace nicer. I had to admit, it was very comfortable and the furniture was first class. Margie had a flair for design and Henry was a good fixer. He did most of the work around the house himself while Margie kept the inside neat as a pin. Now that they were traveling, Paula would come over from time to time to make sure everything was OK.
I knocked and Paula let me in. The first thing I noticed was that she looked incredible. She was dressed in a tan skirt that fit her like a glove. She had on a blouse that appeared to be silk and of a deep green color. I had never seen it before so I assumed it was new. Her hair was loose and flowing just the way I liked it. She never wore much makeup, since it was not needed with her clear skin and light complexion but now she had on a touch of lipstick. I walked inside as she closed the door behind me.
"You look very nice." Stupid but the only thing that came to me. I realized how nervous I was, but I was determined not to let her know.
"Thank you Del. I wanted to look nice for you. I hope you don't mind." She stopped, looked at me and then turned her eyes away. "Please excuse me, but I'm very nervous. Would you like to sit down in here or would you be more comfortable in the kitchen? I don't mind either."
"The kitchen is fine. Maybe we could have some coffee or even a beer if Henry has any. Anything is fine." She nodded and walked toward the kitchen. I followed, watching her walk. I had always loved to watch her walk from behind. After all these years, I still enjoyed her figure. She had kept in shape, going to her stupid spa religiously. I used to think it was stupid, but watching her, I realized it had benefits. I glanced down at my own small pot belly and started to wonder. I remembered that John kept himself in shape too.
"I brought some beer just in case. I'll get us one so why don't you sit down."
I did so, watching her and thinking. Was that part of it? Was that why our love life had slowed down and almost disappeared? She was fit and still had a beautiful body. I, on the other hand, had let myself go. It was certainly clear now that I had the chance to see us together. Maybe she wanted someone more in tune with her. John was in a lot better shape than I was. Maybe she thought I didn't even notice her. I sure didn't tell her. I tried to remember the last time I had complimented her. Blank.
She slid the beer in front of me, just the bottle, no glass, my way. She poured hers into a glass, sliding it down the side to avoid foam as she always did. I used to like to watch her do that. Now, as I watched, I felt some of my calm and control slipping away. The comparisons I had been making in my mind weren't flattering to me. As a matter of fact, I began to see why she might have wanted something different.
As I was letting these thoughts slowly erode my calm, she decided to make the effort. I was lost in thought and had to ask her to repeat what she said.
"I just thought it would make it easier if you were to ask me the things you wanted to know. I don't know where to start otherwise. Would that be alright?"
Would that be alright? Hell, I had so many questions that I didn't know where to start either. I decided that now was the time to ask the $64,000 question. I took a deep breath, held it and finally let it out.
"Why?" It all came down to that. All my uncertainties, all my doubts, all my insecurities could be summed up in that one word. "Why did you do it? Was I not enough for you anymore? Did he give you something I couldn't? What?"
It had to be the first question she expected but she still seemed uncertain how to answer. There was a shudder, a look of panic and then a stillness came over her. It was now or never.
"There are a number of reasons, at least as far as I can say. I've thought about nothing else for weeks now. I've asked myself the same question over and over and I have offered myself many reasons but none are justifications. So, the first thing I have to say is that what I did was inexcusable. I have no justification for what I did and I am ashamed. But you have to know right now, that you did nothing to make me do what I did. He is not you and I know that. I think that was something I forgot."
Paula was looking at the table, at her hands folded in front of her. There were no tears yet but her face was pinched and her shoulders were hunched forward, showing clear signs of unbearable tension. She gave a little shudder and continued.
"You and I haven't made love for almost a year. You never come to me anymore and you never touch me, never hold my hand or touch my shoulder. You've not held me, or hugged me to show me you still love me. It's like we live together, sleep together but have no contact."
I was ready to yell at her, tell her she was wrong, that it was not my fault. I wanted to, but she was right. I knew that. I had told myself that as well, but it was not a reason to cheat on me. That's what I was about to scream at her when she said, "But that is not all your fault and it is certainly no reason to do what I did. My betrayal is my fault, and it's not because of you."
"John and I have been very close since his divorce. At first, he was inconsolable, almost a broken man. Even though he knew it was his fault, he still loved Estelle and he was heart broken when she filed for divorce. I tried to comfort him and he needed me. It was never anything but friendship. He never tried to do anything with me."
"But, as time passed, we grew to be close friends and we began to talk about our lives. He confessed that Estelle had stopped making love with him when she began to suspect his infidelity. As we talked, I began to confess our problems: that you and I had stopped making love and that it had been some time. John was very concerned and he began to intimate that it was your fault. That maybe you were involved with someone else."
Now it started to come clear. My brother, that son of a bitch, had tried to convince my wife that I was cheating on her. I was furious. I had to say something. "That's a bunch of bull shit and there was never any reason for you to suspect me of anything. I never cheated on you and never even considered it!"
Paula looked down again and hunched her shoulders as if I had struck her. "I know that! I never believed it and I told John that. He finally gave up on that and then started to tell me that if were him, he would never ignore me. That was different. It worked on my ego and I listened to that. He complimented me, he admired my figure, he began to ask me to have lunch with him and sometimes dinner when you were traveling. He just became a close friend."
Now she looked up at me. "But John continued to flatter me and then he started to make suggestions, suggestions about he and I. I refused and I told him to stop but I never fought very hard. Part of it was that I wanted to keep him as a friend. I came to treasure our time together. I was lonesome, since you and I were drawing apart. But he took advantage of that to continue to persuade me that we should make love. He finally convinced me, and after you left for those two days in Chicago, I agreed."
I was now about to hear what actually happened. Although I knew, I wanted to hear it from her. I wasn't sure I could stand it but I had to hear her tell me she and my brother slept together.
"I let him talk me into going to a motel with him. I refused to have him in our home and I didn't want to go to his apartment. He agreed and got a motel room. He got it the first day you went but I backed out twice before finally agreeing. It was the last chance and I was tempted so I said I would meet him. That was the night Jim had his accident. That was the first and only time. I swear to God!"
I listened and I began to understand. She had betrayed me and our family but it was not what I believed. If she was being honest, my brother had a major hand in all of this and I believed that it was always his intent to betray me. He knew what he was doing and he did it anyway. He knew! John was my brother but I knew him for what he was. A predator! That cost him his own marriage and now he was trying to destroy mine. He was mostly responsible but for Paula, it was still a betrayal and she knew it now and probably did even at the time. But, I still don't know why she went through with it. I asked her.
"If what you say is true, why did you do it? I understand the influence John had, the friendship you valued, the suggestions of unfaithfulness on my part, all of that. But in the end, why did you go to that room with him? Why did you agree to betray me?"
Paula was sobbing steadily now. Her head was down and her shoulders were shaking with the intensity of her grief. As the story came out, her distress increased. She was shaking her head back and forth as if to deny it but she finally responded. "I don't know! I just don't know why. That's what is killing me. I don't know why I went. He took me right away and I lay there, not understanding why I came. I let him have me but I can't even remember it. He just pleasured himself while I lay there. After he was done I felt like I was going to be sick. I ran into the bathroom and stayed in there for over an hour before I came back out. I just wanted to leave but I had to face him again. He wanted to do it again but I couldn't! I refused and he got angry. I didn't care. I just wanted to forget it and pretend it never happened. I curled up on the bed as he yelled at me and I think I passed out. At least I don't remember anything more until I woke up later and saw he was asleep. I dressed and left. I had just gotten home when you called."
Now I had to ask. "Wasn't I enough for you? Was I so bad that you just stopped wanting to make love? I know John is much bigger than me. Was that it? Was he a better lover than me?"
"No! You can't believe that! I never wanted anyone but you! You were always a perfect lover and I treasured our life together. You did nothing to make me do what I did. Nothing! And John is not a better lover than you. Don't believe any different! I understand now that it was you I wanted, but you weren't there and hadn't been for some time. That's no excuse but I know that now in my heart."
Now I had to tell her the truth. It was time and it was necessary. "I have to tell you something. Something that happened in Phoenix. I met someone. A woman. Her name was Selena. We spent the night together and we made love. It was very good, but we won't see each other again."
Paula listened and I saw her face pale. Her eyes grew large and she caught her breath when I told her. I could see the pain cross her face and I felt a surge of pleasure. Now, she could feel what I felt. She could live with betrayal just as I had. I hoped she felt what I felt when I saw that overnight case and heard her first lie on the phone. The pain is not something that can be described. She had to feel it like I did.
She drew a breath and looked directly at me. "To punish me? Is that why you did it? I guess I deserved that. I have no right to judge you after what I did. I guess I pushed you into it."
"Actually, that's not the reason. I would never do that just to get back at you. I never wanted to punish you or cheat on you but I had doubts. Doubts about my manhood. My performance. Whether I was good enough for you in bed. You put those doubts in my head and in my heart. When you cheated on me with my brother, it made me wonder if he was a better lover, a better man in bed. I wondered if I had let you down and you needed more. I had to find out for myself."
"No! No, you can't believe that! I told you! You were always perfect for me. I never wanted more! Oh, God, what have I done?"
"But don't you see Paula? Your actions suggested otherwise. I thought you wanted something from John that I didn't give you. I had to know for myself if I was lacking in the bedroom. I found out that I wasn't! Lena showed me that it wasn't a failing on my part. She enjoyed me and what we did. She praised me! Lena made me feel good about myself! Something you haven't done for some time. And she made the doubts go away. Doubts that you put inside me."
Paula' voice rose as she all but shouted, "I know! I know and I'm sorry. You can't know the shame I feel right now. Shame for everything I did and said and how I treated you for the past year. And the fear that I had caused the damage to our son. I wanted to die when I heard you on the phone that night. The pain I felt with your words was almost indescribable. Then later, I blamed myself for his condition for so long, until the doctor finally convinced me that it would have made no difference if I had been there. But I knew it would have made a difference. If I hadn't been with John, I would have been there and our marriage wouldn't be in shambles."
Now she pulled herself together and faced me squarely. "John was not a better lover than you in any way. What he and I did had nothing to do with love or intimacy or sharing. I think now it was a fear of losing his companionship for me. He had convinced me that this was necessary to maintain our friendship. I know that sounds stupid now. I can't tell you what his motive was. But that's the truth. I never wanted any other man but you. I should have told you that."
I shook my head and replied, "Why should I believe you now? You lied to me and betrayed me so why would I believe anything you said? How can I believe you, especially about that?"
The pain in her face told me that she understood finally. Why I had to find out for myself and that she had forced me into doing something like that. "I do understand and I don't blame you. You can't trust me now so anything I tell you is suspect. I guess there is no longer any basis for trust. So, do we try to go on from here? Is there any chance for our marriage if you can't trust? That's not a marriage, I know that. Can you live that way?"
I stared at her for the longest time. Trying to see the girl I had married, the woman she had grown into, the mother of my children. I wanted to see that, but instead I saw a woman who betrayed me. And with my brother. I tried. I honestly tried, but I couldn't see that other woman. Maybe I couldn't any longer.
"I don't know. I just don't know. I'm having a problem seeing you the way I used to. I keep seeing my brother's face, laughing at me. And I see you standing beside him. It's a vision I can't stop."
Paula slumped down in her chair with her face buried in her arms and wept openly now. Her sobs were heart wrenching and I wanted to go to her and take her in my arms and hold her until she stopped breaking my heart with her pain. But I told myself that I couldn't do that. I told myself that I was the wounded party. That I was the victim here. I felt the glow of righteousness! My self pity and my pride were my banners, shining brightly!
But then, as I watched her, knowing her pain and believing for the first time that she was sorry and ashamed and trying with all her being to make things right again, I asked myself why I couldn't do just that. Were those things, my pride and my ego, so important to me? Could I live with those to comfort me and share the rest of my life with me? Why couldn't I hold her and share the pain we both bore. We had shared so much over the last twenty four years why couldn't we share this?
In a sudden burst of clarity, I realized that Jessie was right. This was up to me. Our future was up to me. Paula had recognized her mistake and openly regretted it. She was looking for forgiveness from me and was ready to do whatever it took to save what we had together. Shehadmade her commitment to me but I was the one not willing to accept it. Itwasup to me! I searched my heart for the right thing to do. Did I want what she was offering? Did I want to continue in my marriage with Paula and to grow old with her? Could I forgive? More important, could I forget! And did I want to do the hard work to find out why we lost whatever it was that we had that gave us twenty four good years? The answer was clear.
I rose and walked over to her. I stood beside her as she sobbed and I put my hand on her shoulder. Just a touch, just a small beginning, but when she looked up, I saw her eyes, full of tears beginning to widen. Just a little, a tentative look to see if what she had hoped for was actually there. I smiled into her eyes and watched them begin to glow. She stopped crying, wiped her eyes with the back of her hand and stood. I opened my arms and she moved into them with a sob, but this time one of happiness. I took her tight against me and let my own tears begin.
Epilogue
Nothing worth while ever comes easily or without a fight. I moved back to the house and Paula and I fought to save what we had. We asked ourselves why we had drifted apart and we vowed never to allow it to happen again. We went for counseling but most of the work had to be ours. We knew what we had to do and we did it. We had some rough spots and at one time, I moved out of the house and back to my apartment but that only lasted a week. Paula was the one that came to me and brought me back. We worked through it and finally came out the other side stronger and more dedicated to each other.
After a hard fourteen months, we renewed our vows in a small ceremony with our two children, Paula's mom and dad and just a few friends. My brother John was not invited and he did not attend. I haven't spoken to him since that day in the hospital. He did send a card, postmarked Costa Rica, but no other return address. I don't care to ever see him again. Paula never mentions him at all.
Jim finally went back to college but as feared, he couldn't continue. He is on disability but he has begun to write some and hopes to be published some day. He lives by himself now and is doing well. Jessie went to France to continue with her training and some of the critical reviews I've read indicate she may have a good future as a designer. I'm pulling for her. Paula and I sold the house and moved into a smaller place, closer to Lake Erie and we came to appreciate the water. Since I work less hours now, we have more time for each other. We took up sailing together and are planning to buy a nice sloop. Someday.
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This is the story of TT Spalding. By now, if you've followed his career, you've met Bruno, Polly and Maggie. They are his friends and his family. He was a cop, a detective and finally a PI, but this is a quick glimpse into his life. As he himself says, life didn't really begin until he met Maggie Malone. But, judge for yourself.
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TT Spalding-PI, His Story
This was really boring work but it had to be done. It was stuff like this that reminded me again why I considered getting out of this line of business. I was getting too old to be sitting in a cold car watching for some shithead to do something bad. I checked the rear view mirror one more time before sliding down in my seat to take the stress off my ass. I had been sitting here now for close to two hours. Two fucking hours in a cold car on a dismal side street in the worst part of the damn city. Jersey City, NJ to be exact. Nestled snugly between Newark Bay and Upper New York Bay, both scenic waterways to be sure, and just across the water from New York City proper, Jersey City was in its heyday as one of the top crime cities in Jersey. The tourist brochures called it the cream of the garden state if you believed the mayor and the PR guys. But then I wasn't a tourist. I was here on business and Jersey City was the armpit of the world if you ask me. But, this was the place Ratface and his crowd did their business.
I was staking out the place for the District Attorney of one of the five boroughs of NY. He had a tip that one of the crime bosses, a guy called Ratface since his eyes were small and beady I guess, was going to do some serious business here tonight. Make a score of drugs that would end up in NY. Can't tell you which DA, because that would be breaking the law. I was on official business. Who am I you ask? Well, let me tell you.
My name is TT Spalding. Shit! OK, if you really have to know, my name is Theodore Terrell Spalding, a name most proudly given to me by my sainted mother, long live her beautiful soul. She was full of love and so proud of her baby. She poured both into my name. Theodore was my father's name and she adored my father. Her father's name was Terrell whom she also adored, so that became my middle name.
My mother was Irish and my father was English. They came to this country when they were newlyweds. Dad wanted to make his fortune here in the states and my mother would go wherever my father took her. They were devoted to each other and that devotion came down to me when I was born three years later. That was back in 1957. They raised me with the same love they showed each other and in my memories, our home was always filled with laughter. I grew up in that home and it made me the man I am today. I know a lot of cops had bad childhoods but I wasn't one of them.
I was already a man grown when I lost both of them in a fire. I had been accepted into the police academy and training had begun when I was called into the commandant's office for the news. Both my mother and father had died in a gas explosion and resulting fire in their apartment. They were both dead on arrival in the hospital. At twenty-one years of age, I was alone for the first time in my life. The first time their laughter and joy were stilled. The first time I had no one but myself to share my life with. Just me. When I went home that night to my small flat, I knew that the love and laughter I had known all my life was gone. It was just me now, with only the memories of them and their love.
I survived, of course. Life never lets us off that easy. Arrangements were made, they were buried side by side with dignity and I had a stone erected where they lay. I put some sentiment that would have pleased my mother and amused my father on the stone and I still go there when I can. For the next twenty years, I talked to them and discussed my plans with them and it seemed like they were still there for me. But, they weren't and I knew it, but the fantasy gave me peace.
I graduated from the police academy, and worked hard on the job. I learned the streets and the lessons it taught me. I applied for, and was accepted as an aide with one of the detectives and trained with him for two more years. He brought me along quickly and within another three years, I was a detective for the NYPD. Proud moment for me and one I shared with Mom and Dad. Me, their son, TT Spalding, a detective. I had my shield and I swore to them to use it with integrity. I might not be great and I might not earn accolades but I would always be honest and straight. I would make them proud. I hadn't let them down on that score, but I was also not one of the real stars in the department. Honest, yes. A great detective? Not really. But it was not because I didn't try.
So it was as I sat there, waiting for this Ratface and his crew to do their thing. It was a big operation. Ratface was trying to make his bones and take over one of the biggest drug syndicates in Jersey. He was a smart guy. He found it was easier to steal drugs from the current drug lord, peddle them on his own in the current drug lord's territory and use his distributors in the process. A tactic guaranteed to piss off the current drug lord and make the shit fly. So, I was there to try to stop all hell from breaking loose. I had help but it was still going to be dicey. But, success would be a rose in my jacket.
Just as I was about to get on the two-way and see if we were still on, I saw a big black SUV pull up in front of the building I was watching and sat up straighter. I knew Ratface by sight and I waited. Sure enough, he stepped out of the back and stood there waiting until his bodyguards surrounded him. Then, as a group, they walked into the building and out of my sight. But that was the key. We were going to give them a few to get inside and then SWAT would go in and roust them out. We needed them in possession of the goods we had found inside. Just let them establish ownership and we had them all on felony possession. From there, the DA could have them.
The SWAT team moved into position from their concealment. They had been waiting in an abandoned building just across the street. Dressed in black with their helmets and their weapons they looked like the vision most people had of the SS Storm Troopers of the second world war. Only these were the good guys. They moved in groups around to the back and to the front door ready to bust in. Just as I saw the commander arrive on site and prepare to give the word, shots rang out upstairs in the building and the hell that I was there to try to prevent did indeed break out. Pandemonium reigned as gunfire broke the silence all to hell and back. Shots from the upper floor became constant and the SWAT team backed away and took positions blocking all exits. But instead of going in, the commander just held them in place, a small smile on his ugly face.
As I watched and fretted I was about to get on the radio and order SWAT to go in now when they did just that. As the gunfire began to die down, SWAT went in fast, both front and back doors with guns ready and bullhorns screaming. I got out of my car and watched, figuring these guys were better at this than me. As I stood watching the action, I saw a man crawling out of a side window. I moved over to get a better view, and saw it was Ratface, trying to sneak away. Well, I hotfooted it over to the side alley where he was trying to make himself invisible and snuck around the corner just as he was about to make a run for it.
Just as he turned, I said, "Going somewhere asshole? I wouldn't try it if it was me."
I had my gun on him but the son of a bitch must have been holding his piece just out of sight because as I spoke, he drew and fired. As I felt the burn just below my waist and very damn close to an area that I fervently prayed he missed, I fired. I got him in the gut and he went down like a sack of potatoes. It got very dark then, and the lights went out.
I woke in the hospital, sore, but alive and wondering how things went down after I bit the dust. I didn't have long to wait as my Captain came in and gave me the news. Seems I was a hero. I had single handedly stopped the top guy, Mr. Ratface, from escaping. He left his crew behind to take the heat from the small army the drug lord had waiting for him. He split when the first bullets went flying and then he waited until SWAT went upstairs. When he thought it was all clear, he made the move out the window where I spotted him. He was going to survive and face the music. The rest is history.
Speaking of history, as I lay there in my hospital bed, not badly hurt but very badly frightened by what had almost happened, I asked myself what I wanted out of my life. This sure as hell wasn't one of my top ten, that's for damn certain. But I did like being a detective, or at least, being in the position of figuring out how to beat the bad guys. I also kinda liked the power it gave me over the evildoers. (I really liked that word). But I didn't like the idea of other people shooting at me, so how to have the best of both worlds? Good question and one I chewed on for the next twenty-four hours before I was discharged.
When I reported to duty a week and a half later, relegated to desk duty by my healing injury, I got a visit from the DA. He asked after my health and then made me an offer. Seems he wanted a small task force to go after the drug trade in and around the city. He wanted me to head it up, referring to my vast experience with said drug lords. I could call the shots, set up the stings and order others in to do the heavy lifting. Not a bad gig. I accepted. I became attached directly to the DA's office as a special investigator.
For the next two years, I headed the task force that the DA set up and I have to say, we were very successful. In that period, we had more than fourteen major busts, all of which ended up in convictions and we took probably well more than twenty million dollars of illegal drugs off the streets. Of course, for every bust, someone else moved in and for every million or so we took off the streets, another two to three million came back in. It was sad, but true. We did our jobs trying to protect the people, but I soon came to realize that too many people didn't want our protection. But, for those that did, we stayed.
It was on one of those raids, much like the one in Jersey City, that I met a man named Bruno Carlette. Bruno was a small time junkie who had a flair for things electronic. When I came across him, I had been staking out a building where I had a line on the group trying to muscle in on the local drug distributor. I was going to bust the newbie since I wanted the established druggie to stay in power. He was dumb, trying to make a big name for himself and I had him infiltrated every which way but Sunday. So, I needed him to stay in business. The new guy had to fall.
Anyway, while I was staking out the building, I saw this junkie making tracks to get into this building. He was very good apparently since he did something I couldn't make out and the door opened. I expected the alarms to go off but none did. Well, well. What do we have here? I went in after him just to see what he was going to do. Gun drawn and being as quiet as I could, I snuck into the building and followed the light I saw from the flashlight he carried. I found him working on the alarm for the building, which was a really good trick since the alarm was top of the line. As I watched, he disarmed it, re-set the code and locked it down. When he was finished, I made the collar, took him in and turned him over. But it was the strangest thing. As I watched his interview, something about the guy struck a chord inside me and I wanted to save his ass. I heard him admit to being a junkie and he said he worked for drugs or drug money. Same story I had heard a hundred times. Why was he different? I hadn't a clue.
Anyway, I had him released to me, used him for this bust, putting him back in where I found him but now with a wire. He delivered and after the bust was over, I got him to agree to rehab and I worked with him as my CI, my own informer. It was a hell of a ride, him wanting the smack and me determined not to let him have it. He tried though and I made damn sure he stayed on the path. He did good, stayed clean and we worked together for the next three years or so. We became friends, or at least I like to think he was my friend. I helped set him up in business for himself. He was into electronics so that's what he did. I even helped him make some contacts to get a patent or two. I suspected he made a lot of money from stuff like that but I never let on that I knew. To me, he was always going to be Bruno, the wiz kid when I needed surveillance. He was tops and still is.
During that time, I decided that I was going to call it quits. I had almost twenty in with the NYPD and I wanted to retire while I was still in one piece. I gave notice, set my retirement date and decided to go into the private dick business. I got the idea, believe it or not, from reading some of my dad's old books. Ones I salvaged from his apartment after the fire. They were all detective novels, but the ones that I started reading in the hospital and at home after I was discharged were books by a guy named Mickey Spillane. He wrote a lot of stuff but the ones I liked best were about this private dick named Mike Hammer. I got into it by accident. I started reading one called The Girl Hunters, thinking it might be really hot in a sexy way, but it was one of the Mike Hammer novels, and once I started it, I couldn't put it down. Damn, it was good stuff! I loved it! From then on, I was hooked. I checked my stash and found I had five of those novels. I found some others by Mickey and they were detective novels as well, but not Mike Hammer ones. I think back now and I know I modeled myself after Mike. TT Spalding, PI.
Anyhow. I started my own firm, TT Spalding, Investigations. I got my license, still kept my carry license for my 9 mm and opened a small office. I put the word out with some of my cop friends, some shop keepers and bodega owners and then waited. I did ask Bruno to join me, but he was into his own thing. Said no, but to call if I needed him and he would come. And to this day, he has never refused when I did call. I guess he had enough money to make it on his own now. That was good. It gave me a good feeling to know I had been part of that.
For the next year or so, I did enough to keep me busy. Mostly cheating spouses and identity tracing but got one or two business cases. Ones where someone was ripping off funds or merchandise. I liked those, since they could make me a buck or two more than the domestic stuff. I got Bruno on a couple of those and we worked well together. Just like before. I had missed him at first. Just a guy thing, so don't get any ideas. But I did miss him. It was good to work together again. It was on one of those cases where I met Melvin Haynes, an attorney who worked like me: on the cases the police and the well to do lawyers wouldn't take. We worked for the little people, although neither of us would admit that to anyone. I felt Mike Hammer would have been proud. We were just trying to make a buck. But we liked what we did and we never worried about tomorrow. Just do the job.
I had done several jobs for Mel, mostly gaining evidence in divorce cases. I hated that type work but it paid some of the bills. And it gave me time to read my Mike Hammer novels while staking out the places these no-imagination types used for their meetings. Jesus! These people can really be dumb! Like this one night. It seemed like a regular domestic stick, just catch the cheating wife. No biggie. I handled it on my own. Never thought to ask Bruno. A simple stakeout, a couple of pictures, some work to identify license plate numbers and done. A quick $500 for a couple of hour's work. Right?
I followed this woman to a no-name motel where she registered under her own name. Stupid? Of course. A $20 bill later, I had a copy of her signature on the register, complete with name of motel, time stamped and dated. While she went into the room, I waited, reading 'One Lonely Night' a Mike Hammer novel Mickey penned in 1951. Great read! I was just getting into it when Mr. Stupid pulls up, walked into the lobby and has the clerk connect him with the room Mrs. Stupid rented for their meeting. I watched him say something, then walk to the room where Mrs. Stupid was waiting. I stopped reading long enough to get several good pictures of him and then both of them when she opened the door. Mrs. Stupid was wearing nothing when she answered the door. Great pictures. I waited, walked up to the window where I had noticed the curtain left a gap between the edge of the window and the curtain giving me a nice view of the bed. Well, you can take it from there. Really good pictures!
I wrapped it up after that, took my camera and stopped at Max's photo shop to have them developed. Max knew what I did so he never questioned the pictures I gave him. He just grunted, developed them and gave them back to me. On this occasion, however, my life changed forever. It seems Max had hired a new woman to work for him. When I saw her, my heart started to pound and my legs felt a little wobbly. I was sweating bullets and I was afraid I was having a heart attack. She didn't seem to be paying me much attention so I was able to recover my wits and get my body back under some sort of control. I almost forgot what I was doing when Max handed me the pictures in an envelope.
I took the envelope, looked again at the woman and asked Max, "Who is that working behind the counter? Did you hire her? Does she work for you now? What's her name? Is she...."
"Name's Maggie and she's none of your never mind. She works for me. Not for you to think about. She's got troubles and she doesn't need you to make it worse. You hear me?"
I heard and wondered what those troubles were. As we talked, she glanced over to us and smiled at me. I returned the smile, sort of sickly though not being able to understand what was happening to my insides. That was the beginning of the end for me. I was lost even though I did as Max asked and stayed away. But, I was weakening.
It was several weeks later that Mel called me to do a job for him. I was at loose ends so I agreed. I went into his office, he showed me some pictures of a man and gave me his address, SS number and some other information and told me he wanted to know everything there was to know about the guy. Especially financial info. He wanted it yesterday and told me it was urgent. Never mentioned the client's name though so I had no idea of whom he or she was. Just a target. Just up Bruno's alley.
Bruno and I started right away and before the week was out, we had a good amount of info ready. Seems the guy was a creep, with several misdemeanor charges of abuse, misdemeanor assault, disturbing the peace and other similar charges. Most pleaded out by the local DA which meant juice to me. He knew someone or had something on someone. Whatever. Bruno was able to find at least two separate accounts in his name and two accounts in another city. All were in his name: Jonathan DiCarlo. His wife was a Margaret DiCarlo but she was absent on all of his accounts and on the deed for their home. Just a joint account which had virtually nothing in it and some small savings accounts at two local banks. By the time we were done, we found more than $250k the guy had hidden from his wife.
We gave the info to Mel the following Monday and he looked like a shark who just spotted his next meal. Mel's laugh boomed as he read the file. "Damn, you do good work TT. No wonder I let you work for me. No shit! This guy's a real bastard, ain't he?" Mel read the file over again and the grin on his face just got wider if that was possible. "This is exactly what I needed. Good work guys! Damn good work!"



After that, things went back to normal and Bruno and I went our separate ways. I started stopping in to Max's place once or twice a week, just to see Maggie. I spoke to her politely but felt tongue-tied around her most of the time, so I settled for watching her as she helped customers. Busy days were my best times. I could just watch and not have to say anything. I knew that I was in trouble. This woman was real trouble for me and I wasn't sure I wanted that kind of trouble. I had been single for all but one year of my forty-eight years. A brief marriage when I was twenty-five was a big mistake and we both knew it right away. We parted friends and I never had the time to try again. I was happy being single, lonely sometimes but I had friends. Good friends. Bullshit, why do I lie about stuff like that? I knew people. I had one friend: Bruno.
Things changed again about a month later. Mel called and asked me to come in to see him. Seems the client was asking for a divorce and the husband was being a real pain in the ass. Didn't want to admit to the extra money, made noises about moving it again if she tried to take any and threatened to make trouble for her if she didn't drop the divorce motion. "I need you to put the move on this guy. I need for him to see that it would be less painful and better for his health if he comes around to my way of thinking. I know you don't do that stuff, but you know people. Talk to your people. Do this for her."
"Who the hell is her. You never told me the client's name so I have no idea who you're talking about. If you want my help, level with me."
Mel just gave me a puzzled look. "I thought you knew. It's Maggie. Maggie that works for Max. I thought you knew her name. Jonathan DiCarlo is her husband. Her name is Maggie Malone DiCarlo. His wife."
I sat there stunned! I didn't know. I never made the connection. I never knew Maggie's last name. Hell, I was lucky to even talk to her, let alone know anything about her background. But now! Whoa! This was big. "Let me get this through my head. Maggie is this creep's wife? She's breaking away?"
"Finally, it registers. I thought you were a top notch snoop. You honestly didn't know? I'll be damned. Hah! Well, you gonna do it for me? For her really."
Long story short, hell yes! Told Mel to give me a couple of days and we would talk again. So, when I left, I called Bruno and asked him to meet me at the local watering hole. One of my favorite haunts. Cheap beer and good company. Mostly male, and the occasional female. Not that I was interested but some were good listeners. So, when Bruno arrived, I motioned him over to a booth and joined him with a fresh beer and a shot, his choice of refreshment.
"Listen my man. Remember that woman beater we worked on a few weeks ago? You found a whole bunch of hidden accounts he was keeping from his wife. Seems he needs some encouragement to make Mel's job easier. And here's the thing. I find he is the husband of that woman who works for Max. You know the one?"
Bruno smiled a little and then asked, "You mean the one that has your shorts in a wringer? That woman?"
"Yes, that one. And I just think she's a nice lady who needs our help. That's all. Just a person in need of our professional services."
"Sure boss. Whatever you say boss. Just a nice lady. I got it. What do you want to do? I assume you have a plan, like always. One where I do all the work and you take all the credit?"
"Something like that. I have the brains, you have the skills. Without me, you're just a nerd. With me, you're a special nerd."
Bruno and I talked it out. I wanted three things from this asshole. First, I wanted Bruno to find and freeze all of his accounts when I gave the word. No way for him to get his hands on the bread. Second, I wanted him to know that regardless of what he did, we had him nailed. If he tried to make a move or switch an account, I wanted him to know we knew! Finally, I wanted him to feel what Maggie felt when he beat the hell out of her. I wanted him to have a couple of ribs cracked as a reminder that he either agreed with Mel's conditions or he would receive much worse. Bruno knew the guys for that part, but so did I, so we flipped a coin and I lost. I'd do the guys and Bruno would do the rest. We agreed on one week. On the last day of next week, Mr. Jonathan DiCarlo would sign the divorce decree. Or else.
On the appointed day, Mel got a call from Mr. DiCarlo who wanted to come in and sign on the dotted line. Mel agreed, set a time and I watched from my car as Mr. DiCarlo pulled up, walked slowly and painfully in, signed without a word and then left. I followed him to his house, watched as he went inside, moving around the guys loading his furniture. I sat there for another two hours as the movers completed their job, closed up the truck and left. During that time, Bruno came by driving one of those SUVs, Hummers I think they call them. He pulled up beside me, rolled down the window and asked me if things were going fast enough. I laughed and said it was fine. He waved, then drove off. After the truck moved away, Mr. DiCarlo came out, locked the door, looked around once and then got in his car and drove off. I followed him as far as the interstate.
Out of respect for Maggie and what she had been through, I waited until the divorce was final before resuming my visits to Max. It seems that in the meantime, Max had also adopted a sweet young thing for his protégé. That was a good thing since Max wanted so badly for someone to pass on his love of photography. I think her name was Polly something. Cute kid, but tough. I spoke one day to her and got a curt "Yo!" but nothing more. But Max was sold on her so she must be OK.
I was on a new project that unfortunately took me out of state for a good long time. It was one of those damned import/export things that had me going to several states and finally down into Mexico. Took me over a year to solve that one and during that time, Max died. I was in Mexico at the time and couldn't make it back for the funeral which pissed me to no end. Max was one of the good guys. But, I sent flowers. And hoped Maggie would be OK. And Polly, for that matter. I decided to try to end this job as soon as possible and get back home.
Things at home were fine, my business was solid, nothing was out of line and I relaxed once more. I had made enough from the last job to pay my bills for a while so I was loose. I let Max's affairs settle and just sort of bided my time. I know Max left everything to the girls since he had me and Mel witness his new will. Seems he wanted Polly to have all his photo stuff and he left the shop and the loft apartment to Maggie and Polly together. I was happy in a way because that meant Maggie might be staying. I was happy in a selfish way. So sue me. I watched and waited and finally I couldn't stand it any more. I had to do it. I put on one of my only suits, with a clean shirt and tie, my good shoes, screwed up my courage and went into the shop.
Maggie was there, and it wasn't very busy thank the gods. She was working on a display of something or other and I just watched her for awhile. I think she caught me looking but I turned away really quick. She finished, walked away and turned to see me watching. I think we were both caught by surprise. But now was the time. I checked my reflection in the window, smoothed what hair I had left back and wet my lips. Just so I could speak coherently. I gathered my courage, walked right up to the counter and introduced myself.
"Hi. My name is TT Spalding. Everyone calls me TT. You're Maggie, aren't you?"
She answered me and we talked for a while about whom we were. You know, just chatting. I finally decided to go for it. I swallowed, wet my lips again, and asked, "Would you like to have dinner with me some evening? We could try that new place on Seventeenth Street, if you like Italian."
There! I did it. Not even a stutter or a stumble. I made it through the speech I had rehearsed over and over and it came out perfect. Now, what would she say? No? I could handle it. No, I couldn't. No way could I stand that. She had to say yes. She had to! But, she didn't. She didn't say anything. Just looked at me as if I had two heads. Oh, shit! I hadn't planned on this. I had only yes in my head.
"OK, I'm sorry. You don't know me and it's OK. I shouldn't have sprung it on you like that. I'm really sorry. I'll go now. I'm sorry." I turned and headed for the door, praying I could make it before I broke down and cried. I was so humiliated. What the hell was I thinking? Stupid! Stupid! I reached for the door and almost walked out before it dawned on me she had called me.
I stopped, turned and said intelligently, "Huh?"
"I said I don't know. I'll have to think about it." Then she must have realized how that must sound so she quickly added, "It's not you. Please don't think that. It's just, well, I've not dated for some time now."
Well, it wasn't no. I could do that: give her time. Sure I could. "Take your time. I'll stop back in later and then we can talk about it some more."
She smiled and nodded. I bobbed my head a couple of times and walked out quickly before I lost it. Maybe! She said maybe. OK, all right! Yes was not far from maybe. Maybe was closer to yes than to no, wasn't it? I thought so. OK, tomorrow. I could wait.
Well, Maggie said yes and we went out on our first date. I had the best time of my life. She was bright, witty, easy to talk to and very, very easy on the eyes. She had on a white blouse that fit her very well and showed her very bountiful cleavage to good advantage. Not too low, not too tight, just damn perfect! She had on a skirt that had a slit up one side so that when she walked or sat and crossed her legs, some thigh would show. Again, not too much and not too tight. Perfect. She had on heels, about two inches I would guess and it did things to her calves that made my mouth go dry. But, her legs were perfect. As a matter of fact, every thing about her was perfect. I had the best time. Did I already say that? Well I did.
I have to say, I fell for Maggie that first night. I was hooked, completely hooked and I wanted nothing more than for her to reel me in. I walked her home, she gave me a chaste good night kiss and I went back to my apartment in a daze. But it was a good daze and it carried me through the night. It was a wonderful night and my dreams were very good ones. It was the start. Maggie and I continued to date and we were drawn to each other from the very beginning. Neither of us could get enough of the other and we became almost inseparable. We did the deed for the first time on our fifth date and we went to my apartment. All I can say is, 'Wow!' I never knew sex could be like that. I guess it was love that made it so different from anything I had ever experienced.
I wanted Maggie to move in with me but she refused. She was living with Polly and the two of them were still working the shop and Polly was becoming very well known. I knew money was not a problem for either of them so I began to think. Maggie and I belonged together. I had to have her in my life. I had no life now without her in it so I decided to give it a go. I asked Maggie to dinner the following Wednesday evening. She closed the shop early on Wednesdays so she was always able to go out that night. I paid a visit to a good friend of mine and made a purchase. I made reservations at a really good restaurant up town and got flowers. I snagged a guy I knew for a limo for the evening and he agreed. He owed me. I was all set.
I picked her up and escorted her to the limo. She was impressed when she saw the limo and the flowers I had waiting for her. She slid into the seat and I told Murray to head for the restaurant while I poured a glass of champagne for each of us. I was going to wait till we were in the restaurant but I was too anxious. I toasted our relationship and we drank to more to come. As I took the glass from Maggie, I reached into my pocket and pulled out the little box I had inside. Maggie saw it and became very quiet. I gulped once, took her hand in mine with the ring poised and took the biggest leap of faith in my life.
"Maggie, I want to live the rest of my life with you by my side. I love you more than I thought possible and I know now that I can't be happy without you. I want you to be my wife. Will you accept what I have to offer and marry me, Margaret Malone?"
I held my breath while I looked into her eyes. They began to glisten with tears and I wasn't sure whether that was a good thing or a bad thing, but she let me know with a single word.
"Yes!"
Even though I was ready to shed the mantle of single male and do the deed with Maggie, she told me she had some things to do first. I had no choice but to agree and asked what I could do to help. She told me nothing and to just let her take care of it. I finally agreed and stopped wondering. Maggie was her own woman and when she decided to do something, it got done.
I knew that Maggie and Polly were co owners of the loft apartment and the photo shop. Polly had a whole lot of stuff in the apartment and in the studio right above the store. I knew that was one of the things Maggie had to decide. So, I was quite surprised when she told me later that she had a buyer for the shop. I asked her if she really wanted to let it go and she told me that while it was a special place for her, she would rather be my bride and spend her time with me. I had no problem with that and told her so. Polly had agreed to take over the apartment, the loft studio and all of the equipment so the deed was restructured by Mel to separate the shop from the rest and the shop was then sold as a stand alone. Maggie was now free to move in with me but not until we were married.
Now, you may ask how that all worked. Well, simple. Maggie and I searched and found a nice two bedroom apartment not far from the shop. We both liked it so we made an offer and were accepted. We now had a place for us when we married. In the meantime, Maggie stayed with Polly until the wedding. Most of her stuff was moved into the new place, just waiting. In the meantime, Polly and Maggie planned the wedding. Why we couldn't just do to a JP, I didn't know, but it was important to Maggie so we compromised and did it her way. I should have realized then that this was the way it would be from now on. But, I was still a little dazed by Maggie agreeing to marry me.
The wedding was a small but very nice affair with my one or two and her many friends. Bruno was my best man and Polly was her maid of honor. We were married in a small chapel just around the corner from the shop, a place where Max was well known. I think his friends came just to remember him, but it was a great ceremony and I was now a married man. For a honeymoon, we flew to Florida and stayed in one of the ubiquitous hotels on Miami Beach. We never left the room for the first three days and they were days I still remember fondly. But we did eventually hit the beaches and do some swimming. Maggie was beautiful in her swimsuit and I had a hard on, I mean a hardtime, getting used to the looks she got from all the men on the beach. But Maggie paid them no mind. I was hers and I was all she wanted, something I never stopped wondering about. But, I feel the same way about her so we're even.
When we returned, Maggie came to work with me as my secretary, my bookkeeper, my accountant, my conscience, and my motivation. She quickly took over the place and I was left to myself to drum up business and work on the novel I was going to do and publish as the next Mickey Spillane. I would make him proud as I assured a doubting Maggie. She simply patted me on the cheek, pressed a quick kiss to my mouth and then dismissed it. But we did OK and business remained steady, mostly because of the contacts I still maintained with the owners and shopkeepers. And the cops. They still pushed business my way. I even worked for the DA on some occasions. Life was good, Maggie and I were still in love, the business was solid, and we had no problems.
At least up until the phone call from Bruno . . .
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I pulled the car into the garage and lowered the door. I sat there in the dark and the quiet and let calm take me over. I had not expected this, no idea of the emotions that would tear me apart during the reading. But, the task was completed. I had done what they asked of me and now it was finished. I walked into my house, laid the large manila envelope on the kitchen table and went upstairs to change my clothes. I wanted out of the suit and tie I wore to the reading of the will. I never got dressed up anymore, not since I sold the business. And I hadn't wanted to be there in the first place. It was by request of the attorney handling her affairs, but I went out of respect to her parents, who also asked me to be present. We remained friends after the divorce so I owed it to them.
I took a long, hot shower, letting the water sooth my aching shoulders. It was still stressful when Avril was involved. Avril, my ex wife. Now that she was dead, I hoped she was no longer going to haunt my life. But, apparently this was her last chance to hurt me, to drag me back down that steep slope of pain, and she succeeded. Once more I thought of her and the pain returned, only slightly diminished. Even with the divorce and my freedom, I still missed her. I never stopped. I had loved her forever and that made it all the more painful. If only I could have learned how to hate her. But maybe now it would truly be over. She was dead and that should end it, but not until I read that damned letter. Then it would be over.
I dressed comfortably, went downstairs to get a bite to eat and took that, a cold beer and the envelope into the den where I spent most of my free time now. Free time! Hah! That's a joke. I had no life now, not since she had taken it away. But I told myself to stop! She's gone now! I had to let it go. I settled in my chair, turned on the reading light, put on my reading glasses, pulled out the four printed pages and began.

Lincoln Memorial Hospital
Cancer Ward, Floor 5It was on the letterhead of the hospital so she must have written it there. Interesting that she decided to do this then. Must have decided to clear her conscience before the cancer took her. Well, let's get this over with.
January 12, 2007
Avril Harriman Payne
Lincoln Memorial Hospital
Ward C, Fifth Floor
I stopped right away. She had indicated her name was Harriman Payne! When I divorced her, the court order was that she drop my name and revert to her maiden name, Harriman. Nothing I could do now, of course, but it was just like her. One last slap at me from the grave.
Anyway, back to the letter.
Harry Payne
1234 Brighten Lane
Cleveland, Oh.
Dear Harry,
If you're reading this letter, I must be gone. I know the cancer is going to get me soon, so I'm writing this now while I still have my wits about me. They tell me that they can control the pain towards the end with meds, but they will make me kind of stupid. Too bad I couldn't have blamed the meds for my behavior then.
I wanted to tell you why I did what I did. I know you won't believe me but I never intended to hurt you. But you were hurt, and so prideful that you would never listen to me when I was alive. I understood that but it kept me from telling you this until now. Now that I'm gone and out of your life forever, maybe you can listen. I do this, not for your sake, but for mine. What I'm going to tell you will probably not give you any peace, but it is for my benefit that I write this. See? I see now that it's the same in death as it was in life, Harry. I guess I always do what I think best for me, not for us. So, fair warning. Don't read the rest if you don't want to know why or you just don't care now.
First, I just have to say this now that you've read this far. I can never forgive you for letting what I did with Dan Petri destroy our marriage. He was nothing! He was so inconsequential, so unimportant, so not worth your contempt. I want you to know this much Harry. He wasn't half the lover you are. He was nothing more than a tool for me to use and I used him, not the other way around. I wanted something you weren't providing so I looked for it elsewhere. I needed something in my life to make me feel important, to feel desirable and wanted. I thought maybe an affair would do it. The excitement, the naughtiness of it with someone I didn't care about. I was very careful to select my candidate. Dan Petri was the obvious choice for me.
Dan was so easy to seduce, so simple to manipulate. He was just a toy that I used for my own benefit. But in the end, he was nothing. I know that you saw what I did as me giving to another man, something that was yours. But that's not how it was. I gave Dan what you had freely given away by your own actions. We had not made love for over two years Harry. Because of that, I was trading sex for intimacy. Intimacy that you stopped giving me. I thought I would find intimacy with Dan if I gave him sex. So you see? I wasn't giving away what was yours. I was trading what you gave away for what you took away from me. I think I just wanted to be loved. Like you once loved me.
I know that what I did with him was wrong. Not just the sex. That was unimportant to me. Maybe not to you as a man but it was not even enjoyable for me. It was just a distraction. But it was wrong. I had no right to go behind your back to get something that I never told you I wanted. You had no way of knowing I needed more. I never told you. I never gave you the slightest hint. I just ignored you and went elsewhere. That was wrong and I ask for your forgiveness.
Second, I should never have told you what I did. There was no need to tell you and you would never have found out. By the time I told you, it was over and I was never going to do it again. But, I felt guilt and I had no choice but to tell you. Not for you Harry, but for me. You were the only person I ever wanted to share things with. You were the one I went to when things were bad for me. When something made me hurt, it was you I turned to. So, you see? It made me feel better to dump my indiscretion on you, my cheating on you. Whether you would forgive me or not didn't even occur to me then. In my mind it was over. I had put it aside and it was no longer even an issue to me. I just wanted to ease my own guilt so I told you. I wanted your comfort and your understanding but I never thought of your feelings. I just eased my own. When I realized how you must have felt, it was too late. I had already done it. Again, I ask for your forgiveness. That was wrong.
Third, you must know why I did it. What I was looking for. You should have some idea by now. But, being a man, you probably don't. Well, let me tell you. You left me a long time ago. Oh, not physically. You were still there, in body. But you were in your own world. You were working so very hard. Yes, I know what you'll say. It was to provide for us, the nice home, the nice cars, the membership to the country club, the spa and all of those wonderful clothes I loved. And I took them. I loved our home, our cars, our club and the clothes. I loved it all, not even realizing at the time what it was costing us. The loss of intimacy and the expressions of love. But deep down, you knew. You knew something was missing so you worked even harder to provide even more for me. To give those things to me and yes, I took them all. So how could you know what was missing?
You worked so hard at providing, you forgot to provide for you and me. When I needed you, you were working, or traveling or planning or preparing. Anything for work took precedence over us and especially over me. You were not there for me. Things were, cars were, clothes were, but not you. When I reached for you, I got things instead. You were providing for us. I see it now. But, I didn't say that to you. I never said "Harry, I need you instead of the club membership. I need you instead of the new car I use to go to the spa." I never said, "Harry, I don't want you to go to work or to Cleveland or anyplace else. I want you here with me." I never said it to you Harry. Not once. So, you left me for your work and I never said a thing. So is that my fault? Partly, yes. At least as much as it is yours. I can be honest now that I know it makes no difference.
I ask you to forgive me for allowing you to leave me. I know now that I should have said something to you, fought for you, waged a battle against things. We both failed each other there Harry, but I still was the one that did the bad thing. Instead of doing all of those things to save our marriage and bring you back to me, I reached outside our marriage for someone or something else to replace you. That was wrong. I know it now. Now when it's too late.
Finally, Harry, I hate you for divorcing me. For allowing what I did to destroy us. I was wrong, yes. I betrayed our marriage, yes. I went behind your back and did something that I know, as a man, you could never accept, yes. But I wish you could have accepted me with all my faults, all my mistakes, all my betrayals. I wish you could have forgiven me and understood why I did it. Yes, I know. Even I didn't understand it then. But Harry, you've always been the strong one, the smart one, the wise one. You always explained things to me so that I could understand them. Worldly things. Important things. Decisions that affected our lives, you made so easily. And always so well, gaining those things for us that I finally used to hide what was lost.
If only you could have used that strength, that wisdom, to say to me: "Avril, you've done wrong! You've done a terrible thing to us with your actions. I hate what you've done to us but I can forgive you. I can forgive you and forget what you did and move forward. We can get past this if we only remember what we had and how much we loved each other." Because I know you still love me Harry. You have to! You can't have forgotten how much you mean to me. I know you Harry. I know you.
I regret the children we never had. I can see them sometimes. Funny, I see them more and more each day, as the end draws near. It's probably just my way to trying to stay alive in someone else. I see Harry Jr., a businessman like his dad. Growing up into such a fine young man. Tall, strong, a handsome face with a beautiful smile. Just like his dad. We would have been so proud of him Harry. Can you see him? I can.
And Sally, our daughter. She's a lot like me, but more intelligent, more independent and more caring. She wouldn't make the same mistakes I made. She would make a good partner for her husband. She would have made us proud too. Our children. But we were selfish. You wanted to wait till you were more secure; more money in the bank. And, I agreed, treasuring the things we had, the things you bought me. So, they were never born. Because we made those decisions, what we were will end here with my death. What we had together will not survive me. With my death, all we were together dies too.
I regret not growing old with you Harry. We would have loved growing older together. We loved to travel when we were younger and we would have done it now. We could have seen the world. I know that after the divorce, you sold the business you built with your own two hands and your wonderful mind, the business that bought all those things I used to replace you. I know you are now a very rich man. All of your wonderful visions and your dreams paid off for you, didn't they Harry? All those dreams of yours that didn't include me. But then, I didn't share them either, did I? No, I had no time for your dreams. I was too busy with my self. My wants, my needs. You wanted to share your dream with me but I had no time for it. Oh, well. Too late now, isn't it?
We could have done so many wonderful things now, Harry. Don't you miss that? Don't you regret it even a little bit? I think you do. I know you Harry, even though we've been apart for the past five years. I never stopped thinking about you Harry. Do you ever think of me? Deep inside, I know you do and it makes it all better somehow. I find peace in that thought. Especially now, as the end approaches. But it will only be my end, not yours. You will go on without me Harry, just as you wished. When you divorced me, you chose to go on alone.
But, here's a secret for you, Harry. One I never shared with anyone else. You're the only one to know about it: I was going to win you back! Somehow I always expected we would get back together. That's why it was such a surprise to me and my greatest disappointment when Dr. Rice told me that I had pancreatic cancer and that I was going to die. That I won't have the time to make you take me back. I would have, you know. I would have made you see that you had no choice but to take me back. You would have seen that you had no life without me. As I didn't without you. But, surprise! No time! Fate made me pay a steep price for my mistake. I have to die without you by my side to see me through this.
I know I don't have much time left and I don't want my end to be anything tragic. I've left word that anything I have will go to our church. You probably will not want anything of mine when I pass so the church can have it all. That's fair. This letter is all I have that is important to me, and it is only for you.
My parents still visit but it's clear they never approved of what I did either. But, they loved me and they are here for me so I'm not totally alone. They will take care of all the arrangements. I've asked to be cremated and my ashes scattered at the lake by the cabin we used to own. I loved that place and I miss it terribly. Well, not the cabin itself, just the times we were there together. Those were good times Harry. Very good times!
I have to stop now. I'm rambling. I don't want to get maudlin on you Harry. You never liked that. You were a man of straight talk and hard work. No sentiment for you, no sir! Well, Ok then. I've said what I wanted to say. It's over, I made mistakes and so did you. My mistakes cost me you and yours cost you me. So, I think we're even.
Well, it's hard to stop saying the things I so much wanted to say to you before, but now there's no time. It's over and I have to let it go. But, please Harry, permit me one last bit of sentiment. Please? OK, here it is, and please don't laugh at me. I think the reason I had to die before you is so that I can go ahead and prepare the way for you. You never liked making reservations when you traveled. Remember? When you were just starting out and it was just you and me, you always had me make them for you. That was before you got a secretary and didn't need me anymore. So, I think now when it's your turn, it'll be just like it used to be, and I'll have a place ready for you. And I will be waiting there for you Harry! If there is a God, I know he'll forgive me, and if he is generous, he'll let me wait for you.
I believe there is a God. I have too! So, goodbye Harry. Know that I love you with all my heart. I'll be seeing you.
Always your Loving Wife,
Avril
I let the last page fall to the floor as my tears flowed freely down my cheeks. I believe there is too.
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The tapping of the keys was the only sound in the office. I had the door closed so Maggie had no clue. She thought I was working on the Myers report which she told me was due to her sometime today. Actually, that report was done but the cover was good for finishing the last chapter in my book. With a glance at the closed door, I grinned to myself and began on the ending.
From the cover of a stack of wooden shipping containers, he took aim, pulled the trigger and watched the first one fall. The bullet sped across the open space of the warehouse before finding its target. The silenced bullet took the lookout in the chest, slammed him back against the wall, where he slid down to the floor, peaceful like. Then all hell broke loose. Yells, screams of anger, running men every which way, combined with gunshots. Chaos! He just smiled, moved even deeper into the shadows and watched it all go down. Both sides were now convinced that they had been betrayed and they were going to make the other pay.
Surrounded by the sounds of gunfire, Hammer made his way through the cases of plaster statues of the baby Jesus that were in reality filled with cocaine and ducked out the back door. He had enough now to turn the whole dirty business over to his contact in the FBI. They had enough to get a conviction for Simms and his gang but there was no percentage in trying to include her now. She had run as soon as it started to fall apart. He knew her well enough to know she would disappear into the masses and never be found. That was her MO. Just disappear. It amazed him that someone who looked like her could disappear, but she had done it before. She would do it now. He was surprised by the sadness that produced in his heart. He remembered her embrace and the kiss. Just that one time, but it would stay with him a long, long time. She was gone but he would remember her.
I pushed my chair back, propped my feet up on the desk and thought about it. It was done! Finally, all the hard work was over and my great novel was done. My novel, resurrecting Mike Hammer, was finished. Now what? Where did I go from here?
How did one go about publishing a novel? I had no idea. It occurred to me to ask Maggie. Maggie was the smart one. She had brains as well as looks. Why she had settled for me, I had never understood. It was certainly the first prayer I said every night of my life. "Thank you God for Maggie." Every night. I also asked God to make sure she never woke up and thought about the mistake she had made. If she did, I was toast! Well, prayer seemed to be working so far. It had been almost five years for us, five wonderful years that made my life worth getting up every morning.
It had been more than two weeks since the phone call from Bruno. I couldn't stand it any more so I finally gave in and called him. It rang twice and I cursed, expecting to get his voice mail, but just as I was about to slam the phone down, Bruno answered.
"Yeah boss. I'm here. What's up?"
"Damn it Bruno. What's going on? You call and then nothing? What the hell. I gave it a couple of weeks but no longer. Give me the story. Just lay it out."
A brief silence from the other end and then, "He's gone again. Just asked some questions, made a few contacts and then, gone. My tracker lost him almost a week ago. Out of range. Gone back to Ohio. Maybe I never told you, but that's where he went when he left. O-damn-hio. Can you believe it? Got himself a little scam going there. Nothing big, just penny anti stuff."
"And? You just let him go?"
"I have contacts there. They'll let me know. In the meantime, he was asking about Maggie and about you. Got nothing. Nothing of any value. I know who he talked to and when. They knew what to say and what not to. You got nothing to worry about boss. I've got your back. Yours and Maggie's."
"OK. For now. But you let me know if and when he comes back. This time, I'm going to make sure it's the last time. Could be I'll want you to bow out at some point. You understand?"
"Don't have the foggiest idea of what you're talking about. Any new cases going? I'm getting bored with stuff here. Need some excitement in my sorry life."
I discussed some current cases and Bruno agreed to come in sometime soon to see what he could do. I did have a couple of hot ones and I wanted to get something going on them soon. I needed the money. Maggie and I needed a vacation. I had my eye on one of those island places. St. something or other, somewhere in the Caribbean. Way the hell past the Bahamas and Puerto Rico. Someplace where they spoke English and took US dollars. I was lousy at math and conversion rates just pissed me off. Seems the whole damn world ought to use dollars. Make things simpler.
I decided to send the report to my Maggie, just to prove to her that I wasn't wasting my time. Sent it by email, just like she taught me. She had been working with me on the computer so I could do other things than waste my time writing that 'fool novel' as she called it. Wonder what she'd say when I told her it was finished? Hah! Make her sorry she made fun of me. I was thinking of her face, full of pride and chagrin, when she pushed open the office door to yell in at me.
"TT! You have a visitor. Do you have time?" She asked me this sweetly, letting me know there was a potential client on the other side of the door. Otherwise, she would have just walked in to spy on me.
"Sure. I can take a break."
I rose and waited. When she returned, she had a young man in tow. He was tall, well more than six feet, sandy hair cut short, eyes so blue they were almost black, and a face that screamed innocence. He didn't look to be more than twenty at the most.
"TT, this is Mr. Norbert. He wants to talk about hiring you for some business. Mr. Norbert, this is TT Spalding."
She indicated the straight plastic chairs in front of my desk. Put there specifically to make the client just a tad uncomfortable. I had two of them just for that purpose. He moved over, fidgeted a little before sitting down. Maggie glared at me and then left, shutting the door.
"How can I help you Mr. Norbert?" Time to get the story, although I probably knew it by heart now. Sad, but true.
"My name's Ted. Ted Norbert. I've been married for a little more than two years now to Betty, my wife. She and I have no kids yet but we've been trying. So far, no luck. But I think it's gotten to her and now I think she's cheating on me. I want you to find out for sure."
This all blurted out without a single breath. The kid was in real pain. Just a simple honest guy trying to make his way in the world. Now it looks like his only friend, his wife, has stabbed him in the back.
I quizzed him a little. He worked in a plant that made doors and windows. He was a craftsman, he said, making very good money. More than twenty dollars an hour. His wife worked in a bank as a teller and brought home enough to help with the bills and still leave her enough for some spending money. He thought they had a good marriage but lately, Betty was acting funny, always mad at him, staying late at work and pleading fatigue in bed. It had been going on for a month or longer. He gave me more, left me with a picture of her, the bank where she worked and her schedule. I didn't need much more for a preliminary job. We shook hands, he gave me a five-hundred dollar retainer and walked out, looking sick to his stomach.
I had him sign the standard contract and was about to carry it out to Maggie when she stuck her head around the door again, this time with a strange look on her face. "TT, do you have time to meet a visitor?"
My gosh! Two in a row? Maggie was still giving me that strange look. Must be a good one. "Of course. I have some time just now."
She came back in, holding the door for a goddess! Had to be someone sent from the gods to look like that. Tall, about five foot-eight, slim figure, fantastic hips and a rack that should have made her top heavy but which she carried with dignity. Long, lustrous black hair, worn straight, framing a face right out of Vogue. Her skin was porcelain, and her eyes were a deep, rich brown with a slight oriental slant. The expression on her face was one of mystery and suggestion. I knew what I would suggest but Maggie was standing right behind her, watching my every move. Her look had changed from strange, to one of malice. My attention was suddenly on the job!
"TT, this is Mrs. Van Harding. She would like to consult with you. Mrs. Van Harding, this is my husband, TT Spalding. Please, let me get you a better chair."
Maggie walked around the desk and pulled the good chair from beside the desk and moved it to the front. Mrs. Van Harding sat down without a glance at Maggie. Maggie had been dismissed without even realizing it. She made it look easy and sexy as hell, just sitting down. When she crossed her mile-long legs, even Maggie swallowed hard.
Maggie slowly backed out of the room, not even looking at me. She was watching her until the door closed. Well, even Maggie was smitten. Funny thing: I wasn't the least bit interested. Something about her shut me down. Oh, I ogled her tits, and her legs and considered what she would look like naked, but only out of manly duty. In reality, I didn't like her that much.
"What can I do for you Mrs. Van Harding? What do you need?" I watched her closely. Something was not right here.
"What I need Mr. Spalding, I should be getting from my husband. What I want from you is to find out why my husband seems to prefer getting his somewhere else." Not a blink or sign of annoyance. Just a quiet comment, like "isn't it nice today?"
"What can you tell me about Mr. Van Harding? Do you have any suspicions as to what he may be doing?" Just to get an idea. Never know what the wife would know.
She gave me story and verse. Seems she knew quite a lot about our Mr. Van Harding. Enough to make my job easier. I discussed the terms with her, understood that I was to contact her directly from here on, and supply her with videos and pictures. Seems the money in this family was hers, not his. Speaking of money, she gave me a five-thousand dollar retainer, far more than I would usually charge but she wanted a lot in return. And I could supply it.
I walked Mrs. Van Harding out of the office and let Maggie get her signature on the contract. Along with the information I needed. I stood in the doorway and watched as she left, Maggie closing and locking the door behind her. I turned to go back in the office and sure enough, Maggie followed me in. She shut the door, moved over to sit on my lap and put her arms around my neck. She looked deep in my eyes and then gave me a kiss hard enough to make my toes curl.
"What was that for? I expected the third degree after she left."
"I saw the way you looked at her and it made me proud. You didn't fall for that sexpot even one little bit. You knew she was a cold bitch didn't you?" She kissed me again and wiggled her butt on my lap, driving me a little crazy.
"Saw it and didn't like it much. Of course, I wouldn't mind seeing her naked but not much more. No, she was a cold one alright. No wonder her hubby's looking elsewhere."
Maggie and I talked a little about the case and decided to call in both Bruno and Polly. We had two hot cases, a couple of others not so hot and it was time to make them go away. Maggie wanted the vacation as much as I did, although she didn't have the same worries I did. She didn't know about the phone call and she wouldn't find out either. She made the calls, sitting on my lap and scheduled them in together for tomorrow. After she hung up, her lap dance got a little more suggestive and before you knew it, we were in the supply room, taking inventory. Damn! I loved taking inventory with Maggie. She was really stacked, I mean stocked, no stacked is right. And I had to touch every bit of that inventory with my own hands. And Maggie knew how to take inventory too. Very well. God, I loved that woman. I really, really did!
Bruno and Polly came in the next morning and we went over the cases with them. They were feeling frisky and decided to work together on all four cases. That was a surprise since they usually didn't like working together, but Bruno suggested it and Polly jumped on the idea. Maggie and I agreed, although we had no idea what they were up to. But, I gave them all of the available info, told them what the clients wanted and sent them on their way.
It was about three weeks later when I got a call from Polly. She said that they had some stuff Maggie and I should see. I scheduled the afternoon for them and Maggie closed the office right after they arrived. They were giggling and carrying on like two teenagers and I was surprised. The two had never expressed any interest in each other and I couldn't blame them. They were as different as night and day. Polly was serious, a people person and very self reliant. Bruno was a loner, avoiding people of all types and insecure as all hell. Together they were probably equal to one normal person. Maybe.
"OK, what have you got for us? We should handle the two older cases first. Anything there that I would like? Any kinky stuff?" I liked kink, it always led to a double deal with the other spouse. Usually got a twofer from that. I had a lot of deals that went that way. Polly took the first one and began with a summary.
""No kinks this time boss. The first case was straight forward. The guy who hired us wanted to find out if his brother was stealing from him. He let us in as temps and we got the goods. The brother is stealing him blind. Up to two grand a week. Easy money. I got tape and pictures and Bruno has bank account numbers and locations."
Polly handed me a folder with a couple of CDs and a bunch of pictures. There was also a typewritten list of account numbers with bank locations. I handed it to Maggie after quickly scanning the info. They had the brother cold!
Bruno took up the narration for the second case. "We had a little more trouble with the second case. That one was a mother wanting you to track her daughter to see if she was meeting a boy after school and in the evening. Mom said the boy was real trouble and she was scared for the daughter. Mom said the daughter was going to dance class and aerobics class, but that she could be meeting him afterwards. Seems Mom was blind as all hell. The daughter was cutting classes, meeting the kid at his apartment and screwing her ass off. Doing some real kinky shit too. Kid is bad shit. Into drugs and petty theft. Polly got pictures of daughter coming and going and some good ones of inside. Not something Mom should really see but they prove what she'd been doing. I got contacts that can shut him down if we want. Just let me know what Mom says."
Again with the folder and it, like the other, was complete. These two did stellar work. Always have and always will. I hoped we could keep the charade going a while. Like me paying them good money, and them pretending they needed it. Like I didn't know. Hah! Who did they think I was?
Maggie took the folder, looked at a couple of the pictures and shook her head. "That's a real shame. Looks like she is underage as well. How old is she?" Maggie looked to Bruno.
"Girl's sixteen. Old enough to make the decision according to the man. Not child rape or anything. Kid is twenty-four or five. Not real sure. Old enough to know better. That's why I'd like to shut him down. Put him out of business. Other shit is different. People who buy know better, right boss? They use, and abuse, their problem. Girl is different. She doesn't know any better. Mom is clueless but has a good heart."
Bruno knew. I knew. Maggie knew. Polly knew. We'd all been through it and had come out the other end strong. The girl was too young to get the chance if she stayed on this path. I thought about it, looked at Maggie who nodded and I gave Bruno the word.
"Shut him down and put him out of business. No questions asked. Mom doesn't need to know anything more than he won't be a problem for her little girl any longer." Bruno nodded, smiled at Polly and that was that. The kid was toast, he just didn't know it yet.
"OK. Now that those are out of the way, we can close the book on past cases. Good work to both of you. Bonuses all round. Now, we have to talk about the other two. I know that these are the ones we all hate. No good news there for someone. But, that's the way it goes in the real world." I grimaced, thinking of the young kid who's world was about to be turned into garbage.
I only hoped it wasn't all bad. "Who's got the young kid with the wife?"
Polly held up a file folder with a sad smile. "I got it boss. Me and Bruno took turns on this one and there isn't any good news at all. Just a sad, sad case of greed and stupidity." She opened the folder and laid some photos on the desk. Maggie and I leaned over, took one look at them and shivered. Maggie's hand slipped into mine and I squeezed it to let her know I understood. The pictures were too clear for comfort but then, Polly was a pro.
"Her name is Betty and she does work at the bank. Her hours are from nine to two. She leaves the bank alone, twice a week. She drives her little car over to an apartment complex on the east side and goes up to an apartment on the fifth floor. She has a key. Let's herself in and usually stays about two to three hours. Does this twice a week, Tuesday and Friday. The other days she just runs some errands or goes directly home. No change in the two weeks we watched her.
Polly took out some CDs and laid them on the desk. She pulled a couple of sheets of paper out and started to read from them. "After the first week, Bruno got a couple of cameras with audio planted so we have full coverage for the last week. Got them doing it all, sex, drugs, and some really sick stuff. I'll let you watch that alone.
"Here's the part that made me ill. She's telling the guy, a real loser, that she loves her husband but he is too tame for her. She wants to get pregnant but he doesn't seem to have what it takes to plant the seed. She's telling this guy to make her pregnant and give her a baby. Hubby doesn't have to know and it wouldn't make any difference if he did. He loves her too much to kick her out. Guy suggests she maybe would like a three way with him and her husband. They laugh about it and then she bends over, raises her ass in the air and yells for him to do her that way until he can find a third."
Polly stuffed everything back in the folder and shoved it over. She looked a little pale but she's a trooper. I took the folder, while Maggie put her arms around Polly and held her while the tremors passed. Polly is a pro, but she's still a woman with a good heart. Tough to do this shit sometimes. This is one. Polly, being the pro she is, would have scoped out the hubby and knows what a soft-hearted guy he is. Really makes it hard.
"OK, I'll take it from here. She's a loser and he has to be told in a way that makes sure he knows it isn't his fault. Maggie and I'll do that. Good work on a real downer. We'll finish it in a way that will make you proud." I looked over at Bruno and he had an actual tear in his eye. Son of a bitch! Knew I saw something good in him. Good heart and good soul. I felt a little like a proud papa, with two good kids.
"OK then, Bruno. You take the other one?"
I wasn't nearly as worried about this one. I had a strong feeling that we had two self-destructive personalities here and no one was going to get hurt. Just pissed, more like it. Lots of blame to go round. But, money was an issue and that always made it fun. More fun for Maggie and me then for the clients. But, hey, you know what they say if you can't take a joke.
"First of all boss, this lady was a real fox. Sorry Maggie, but she was one sexy lady. Hot as hell and ready to party. Too bad she was also a first class bitch. And not only to her husband. He deserved it, but she also gave her help hell at every opportunity. A lot of bitter people there. It made our job way too easy."



Bruno took out a small box and sat it on the desk. Polly reached in for a couple of folders and began to remove pictures. She sorted through them and laid a couple out on the desk. At first glance, they seemed sort of tame until you looked closer. In one that Maggie held, Mrs. Van Harding was standing in what looked like her bedroom. She had on a leather skirt and top, and held a whip. The whip was nasty looking, the fibers tipped with what appeared to be blood. The next picture showed her still with the whip, but now it was directed at a young boy, sitting on a chair, his arms and legs tied. There were signs of cuts on his skin, across the shoulders and chest. His mouth was open in what looked to be a scream.
Maggie threw the picture down with an oath and I felt a little sick myself. I looked at Polly and Bruno and asked the question with my eyes. My mouth was too dry to speak. Bruno looked at Polly and then started. "There's a lot more of that in here. From what we know, it was the wife's thing, not the husband. At least, she only did this when he was gone, traveling or visiting somewhere. She had one of her drivers bring the kids in and take them away. She was paying them off with a lot of cash. This went on at least three times over three weeks. She beat them, not bad enough to leave many marks and then she had sex with them. Forced sex, not fun stuff.
He nodded at Polly. She opened another folder and pulled out more pictures. Polly was damn good and she took clear pictures that were date stamped and easy to use as evidence in divorce cases. She just tossed them down in no particular order. "These are of the husband. He's gay. Has at least two lovers we were able to find. Visits them often, one guy every day. They stay in and spend the evening together. Seem real calm to me. No kink, no multiples, no drugs. Just straight gay sex and some cuddling."
"OK, we have all we need. What I want you guys to do now, is to forget all about this shit and go have some fun. Take some time off and go somewhere. Just play. Maggie and I are going to do just that once we close these out. We're going to find some sun and some sand and just chill. You should do the same."
Bruno got a little red and looked down at his feet. Polly laughed and poked him in the shoulder. "Actually, Bruno and I are going to take a little trip to Hawaii. I have an assignment there and I invited him along. He's agreed." She grinned evilly and went on. "I thought we could save a little on expenses and share a room." Now she laughed and grabbed him around the waist. "He's a little shy about it. Tell him it's OK, Mom and Dad."
Maggie clapped her hands together and hugged Polly first and then Bruno. "I think it's great. You two are our favorite people in the whole world. Go! Have some fun with no worries. Just be together for a while and have fun!"
I smiled and seconded the thought. "I agree. Be with each other just for fun. Dad approves!"
Maggie and I watched as the two of them walked out, holding hands and laughing. Now it was over for them but just beginning for us. Well, that was the job. Sometimes you get the bear, sometimes the bear gets you. We took the first two cases and decided to close them first. Not much left on either and a good chunk of change coming in.
I took the first case, summarized the findings, documented the proof, with dates and accounts, all frozen by Bruno by the way, and indicated the amount embezzled at a total of $300,000 over a period of two years. I made a note that our fee was fifteen percent of funds recovered as agreed and billed the final total of $42,500 remaining to be paid on receipt of the final report. I took that out to Maggie for finishing. She leafed through it quickly and smiled at the amount. She gave me a blinding Maggie smile and blew me a kiss. One down with a promise of a significant reward later that night.
The second one was a little harder to write. In that case, money was not the goal. It was the mother who was going to be hurt. Since her daughter was old enough to be considered legal, there was little to be done except what we did. Bruno would take him down and put him out of business permanently, but that was little comfort to the mother. She was going to have to deal with her daughter somehow. I wrote the report myself as gently as I could, but bad news was bad regardless of how it was phrased. I called the mother myself, told her I was having the final report sent by messenger over to her and told her to call me if she had any questions. She pressed me for answers on the phone but I declined, citing confidentiality. She hung up depressed, knowing bad news was coming. Best I could do. I wasn't even going to bug her about the additional fifteen-hundred she owed me. Knowing her, she'd probably pay it. Decent woman.
Finally, the bitch. Now, this report was one I would enjoy. I worked on it the rest of that day and some that evening. I finished it up the following day and talked to Maggie about it once it was done. She read it, made a few suggestions and then typed it up formal like. We included pictures, DVDs, and a couple of CDs of sound only. It made an impressive report. We made three copies, one went into our personal file. Now, for how to handle it.
Maggie called the husband and invited him to visit us as soon as possible. He was available and we met with him for an hour that afternoon. One edited copy went with him and he left a very happy man. He knew what to do and promised to wait for our call.
Next, I notified a friend of mine and asked him to stop by the office to see me. I went over the report with him and gave him a complete copy. I showed him the signed consent forms from the wife and he made sure they were legit. They gave me permission to use monitoring equipment in their home. He was satisfied with what I gave him and agreed to meet with me at 1:00 p.m. the next day here at my office. He knew what to do then.
Finally, Maggie called Mrs. Van Harding and told her we had the information she asked for. Maggie told her she would be satisfied by the husband's behavior. She scheduled her in to meet with us at 12:45 the next day. She was to bring a certified check for the balance of the $15,000 agreed to. That was another $10,000. We would collect the check before giving her the report. Of course!
That night, Maggie and I made love. No rowdy sex, no experimentation, just a reaffirmation of our love. What we had seen the past few days was too disturbing for anything else. We reminded ourselves of what love was really about. It was wonderful. Afterwards, I just held her tight and we fell asleep that way. We woke once during the night, made love again and woke refreshed and ready for the day. God, I truly loved that woman! I really did!
Mrs. Van Harding came in right on time. She was dressed as wonderfully as before, her ample figure exuding sex. This time, Maggie was less impressed and showed her in very coolly and very professionally. She smiled at me as she closed the door. It was my turn.
"Good afternoon Mrs. Van Harding. I believe I have what you wanted. These pictures are just a sample of what we have. There are DVDs in addition to audio files. All show Mr. Van Harding in the arms of his lover, a Gerald Coffman. The other man is Walter Waldman. They are also lovers, as you can see. This is what you wanted, I presume?"
She looked at the pictures, smiled and wet her lips as she flipped through them. The smile was feral and not very pleasant. I watched her eyes narrow with pleasure. Now her true character was plain to see. This was a very nasty woman, regardless of the package. Her hands shook as she held the most revealing of the group.
"I see Paul is a pervert. Not what I expected. I thought he would have a young woman or maybe even several. Paul never gave me any indication that he was gay. He was a very accomplished lover when he was there. Not often, but very good. Yes! This is very good. I assume the DVDs and the audio show will confirm the same things? Perfect. Here is the check you were promised. I have the report so I believe our business is concluded."
She rose and started toward the door. As she did, I buzzed Maggie, the signal we arranged. When Mrs. Van Harding opened the door, Detective Woody Mars was waiting.
"Mrs. Victoria Van Harding? You are under arrest for soliciting sex with minors. You have the right to an attorney. If you refuse, anything . . . "
You know the rest of it. The case made all the papers for several days. It was a real scandal. Rich woman in sex with minors! Case broken by NYPD Detective W. Mars. Acting on a tip, surveillance proved case beyond doubt! Mrs. Van Harding was arrested and the report I gave Woody the day before was used to file charges of sex with minors, abuse of minors, and several other charges. Since she had given us permission to use surveillance to trap her husband, all videos and tapes were admissible. She was convicted and sentenced to twenty years.
The real bonus arrived by messenger the next day. It was a check from Mr. Van Harding for $25,000. He was now the master of the estate, since Mrs. Van Harding was indisposed. She had signed over control to him in exchange for keeping the remainder of the report suppressed. Since she had pleaded guilty to avoid a trial, none of the information we had was released. Only the cops and Mr. Van Harding had access to it. Besides us, of course.
Maggie and I worked on business for the next couple of weeks, waiting for our two 'children' to come home. Bruno had called once from Maui to let me know things were going great and that he had heard from one of his contacts that the person I was concerned about was back in Ohio and keeping his head down. Seems he heard that there was word out to let me know when he came back to NY. Also, one of his bank accounts had suddenly been closed. Cost him a cool $3,500. Just a warning but he got the word.
I had made the arrangements for a trip for two to St. Croix, an island in the Med. I got us a suite in one of the hotels there with a waterfront view, a hot tub, room service and deluxe accommodations all round. Cost me a pretty penny but for my Maggie, never even questioned it. We leave this coming Friday and we will be gone two whole weeks. Maggie has done some shopping and the bathing suits she bought! Wow! It even made her blush and that took some doing. Me? I just wanted to be with her. I didn't care about much else. And I didn't worry over much. Maggie was mine, body and soul just as I was hers. Didn't care who saw her or looked at her, because she never paid them any mind. She was mine, and she made sure I knew it.
Oh, yes. One other thing. Maggie read my novel while we were on vacation. She actually liked it! She said she would help me send it off to some publisher she knew. Who knows, you may read it soon. She's thinking up a name for it now.
Damn, I love that woman! I truly do!
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"Jeff! Your cab's here. You'd better hurry!" hollered Marie up to her husband who was just finishing his packing. He was running late. She knew it was because he didn't really want to go and he was doing everything he could to delay his departure. But it was time and this trip was too important.
He stepped to the top of the stairs and yelled back, "I'll be right there. Tell him to start the meter and I'll hurry." Marie signaled the cabby, shut the door and leaned back against it, waiting for Jeff, her husband of 23 years to come down. She didn't want him to go either, but she knew he had no choice. The merger was just about finalized and once completed, Jeff would become the newest vice president of the combined company. It meant money, position, and more time for them, something they both wanted. But it had been hard and a long time coming. And the price was one that could be too high for their marriage.
Jeff came rushing down the stairs, his long salt and pepper hair falling down over his face and his green eyes flashing with anger at this imposition. He was a tall, lean, well built man of 48, still handsome and virile. He worked hard at his job as chief financial officer for Baldwin Enterprises, an international financial institution that had a hand in several large international corporations. He was an expert in money conversions and with just a single phone call at the right minute could make his company millions. He was very good at his job and that required him now to be in Brussels within the next 24 hours. A corporate jet was waiting for him at Teterboro airport, just north in Bergen County, NJ.
He dropped his overnight, pulled on his wool topcoat, grabbed his briefcase from the table where Marie had placed it in anticipation. He cupped her chin with his free hand and tilted her face up to his. "I'll call you as soon as I check in and let you know the number there. I hate this, but if it goes well, it'll be the last for a while. I still wish you were coming with me."
Marie looked into his clear green eyes, the eyes she knew so well. "It'll be fine. Just hurry back and then we can make our plans. I'll miss you. I love you."
Jeff bent down to place his lips on hers and gave her a light, sweet kiss before pulling back. "I love you too. Be good while I'm gone. I'll call you at work."
With that he was out the door, the briefcase swinging as he ran to the waiting cab. He pulled the nearest door open, put his briefcase and overnight inside and walked around to the other side to wave once more before sliding in. The cab pulled away immediately, already having the destination. As it disappeared down the street of their subdivision, Marie shivered once, watching the cab vanish. She felt a small shiver of fear, added to the normal sadness she experienced every time he left. She wished with all her heart that he wasn't going this time.
Marie and Jeff Sullivan lived and worked in urban New Jersey, in close proximity to New York City and all of the benefits of the financial world that was Jeff's strength. They had been married for over 23 years and had raised two sons, both gone from the home now. Bill, the oldest was married and living in New Brunswick while Johnny was still in college, pursuing his master's degree in finance, like his dad. Jeff made a good living and they had successfully paid off the college loans they took for the boys and were financially secure again. They both continued to work, Jeff for their future and she for something to do.
She moved back inside and went up to get ready for work. She worked as assistant to the senior manager of Garden State Realtors, a firm that handled industrial real estate. She had been there just over seven years now and her boss, Janet Billings, was also a good friend. They had been together as the firm grew and expanded and now she was in a good position with a nice salary. While Jeff made more money than they would ever need, she enjoyed the freedom of having her own money for gifts, special purchases, and other things that she felt were personal rather than joint. Silly, but it gave her pleasure and Jeff didn't seem to mind as long as she enjoyed it.
She took more care today with her choice of what to wear. She decided on the white silk blouse with the scalloped neckline, the black skirt with the slit up the side and the gold chain belt. A thin, gold chain with a small, diamond crusted circle around her neck and a matching set of earrings. She carefully did her eyes and her lips and stepped back to evaluate the effort. Perfect! She was pleased that she had kept herself in shape over the years and her figure was still slim and firm. She used a small splash of perfume to finish the effort. Nothing more was needed. As she gave a last look, she saw the lines of worry before turning to go.
Back downstairs, she got herself a cup of coffee from the coffeemaker and sat down at the table to consider her day. She wondered idly where Jeff was at that very moment but knew that he was probably somewhere in the air on his way. She shivered again when she thought of him and what she planned while he was gone. She let her mind wander to Dan Plummer, the newest member of the Garden State team , and to the conversation she had with him yesterday.
Dan was younger than she by almost a dozen years. He was very good looking and he obviously worked out frequently. The girls in the office were all abuzz about him and had been since he arrived on scene six weeks ago. Several were single or separated and they all wished that he would make some move on them, but so far, nothing.
He was a very good salesman and Janet had asked her to lend him a hand on the proper procedures and paperwork necessary to meet local requirements. She had worked on several deals with him and she had noticed him looking closely at her on several occasions. She found the attention flattering at first, and found herself wondering about more. She felt warm and fluttery when he was next to her and on occasion when he touched her hand casually, there was a warmth where his touch met her skin. He also had a habit of reaching out to brush her hair back from her face which caused her temperature to climb. His eyes were a vivid shade of blue but when he looked at her, they seemed to darken with what she knew was passion. It was pure lust, and it flattered her more than it should. She was uncomfortable with the feelings Dan caused in her. She had no business thinking of any man other than her husband the way he made her think. It made her nervous but she couldn't stop those feeling and thoughts.
As the weeks passed, the feelings when Dan was nearby increased and became almost unbearable. She had almost decided to speak to Janet and ask that someone else be assigned to him when Jeff announced that he had to make a trip to Brussels, Belgium in a few days. It was at that time she wondered what it would be like to spend the time when Jeff was gone with Dan. The thought caused a flush to spread up her neck to her face and she felt her heart begin to pound. They was crazy! This was not right! She loved Jeff more than life itself and had never considered anything like this. What was wrong with her? Stupid teenaged infatuation, brought on by the all too frequent travel Jeff was doing with this crazy merger. She missed her husband, that's all it was. It would soon be over and they would get back to normal.
She had kept it all in control until yesterday afternoon. While she was talking on the phone to Jeff, asking him about his schedule once he was in Brussels, she noticed Dan listening to her. When she looked his way, he pretended to be interested in one of the listing brochures but she knew he was aware of her conversation with Jeff. She hung up and started to finish the letter she was working on when he sat down next to her desk and began to talk to her. She stopped, wondering what he was up to when he finally asked her a question that was to change her world.
"I couldn't help overhearing your conversation. That was Jeff , your husband?" Marie nodded and he continued. "I know that you'll be alone tomorrow evening and I wondered if you would like to have dinner with me. Just a quiet dinner? Just to get to know each other better." He reached over to brush her hair back as he did so often. She felt again that flush and that warmth where he touched her. She looked at the darkening of his eyes and felt herself nod.
"That would be very nice Dan. We could leave from here I guess. You could either bring me back after dinner to pick up my car, or I could follow you. Either way is fine with me." Just like that. Dinner with another man while her husband was out of town. No one would know and she could find out what it was like to be with him, even if just for a few hours over dinner. No harm, no foul. Isn't that what they say?
"Good. It's a date. I'll drive and we can come back for your car later. I know a great place just off the main highway leading out of town. It's got good food and a nice lounge. We can have a few drinks afterward and maybe do a little dancing. Would you like that?"
"Of course, yes, but this is just a friendly dinner. Nothing more, you understand. Just because I'll be alone for the evening. That's all. Just as friends."
"Of course. Just friends." Dan smiled, put one hand over hers and squeezed. The touch was intimate and her heart fluttered in her chest. What am I doing, she thought. This could be very dangerous. She had to reconsider. This was not right! She was about to say something when Dan withdrew his hand, stood up and walked away. As she was about to call out to him, Janet came out of her office, asking about the letter. She promised her she would finish it right away and forgot about Dan. When she left for the day, he was already gone. She was now committed to meet him for dinner the following night.
At home that evening, Marie felt different. She knew that part of it was what she planned on doing when Jeff left for Brussels, but another part was causing her to question her priorities. She knew what Jeff was doing was something they had discussed. She knew that he had to do this to get the VP position in the new company and that once he did, their lives would change for the better. More money, more position, more freedom to travel and do the things they had always dreamed of doing. So, Jeff was doing this as much for her as he was for himself. She would benefit and their marriage would benefit. So why was she even thinking of what she intended to do? She had no answer other than the feeling of danger and excitement she felt whenever she thought of Dan Plummer. Even now, the heat in her belly as she thought of him was uncomfortable.
She and Jeff talked of the trip, he asking her what she planned to do while he was gone. She mentioned that she owed her sister a visit and probably would spend the evening with her. Sheryl lived not too far from them but she did not spend much time with them. Marie knew that Jeff and Sheryl didn't care much for each other and Jeff was not likely to call or check in with Sheryl at any time. Jeff accepted that and went on to other things. Marie was able to put the whole idea of dinner out of her mind with details about Jeff's trip, the weekend coming up and their plans to spend the next two or three weeks on vacation, visiting their cabin in the Catskills. It was one of her favorite places and they had been going there for the past ten years, with the boys until they started college and then just the two of them.
Bedtime came early since Jeff had to be up and on his way by 6:30. It was rare lately that they had sex during the week and tonight was no exception. Marie thought that it was one area of their marriage they had to discuss and work on. They had lost the desire lately and that was too bad. She loved making love with Jeff. He was a wonderful lover, considerate and skillful. She always came to orgasm with him and he often gave her several before climaxing himself. She loved oral sex with him and he was very skillful with both hands and mouth. He always told her she was perfect when she performed oral on him. At the thought, Dan came into her mind unbidden. She tried to banish thoughts of him from her mind but to no avail. She decided to get up and go into the bathroom until she could gain control. It was an hour later that she came to bed, having finally masturbated herself to completion. She felt foolish and embarrassed but Jeff was sound asleep and not aware. She finally fell asleep, but slept poorly.
The following morning, she rose at 5:30 while Jeff was in the shower. She donned her robe and went downstairs to start the coffee for Jeff. He would take only coffee, no breakfast as usual. He would probably eat on the flight over. It was a corporate jet and had a full kitchen and an attendant. Not a bad way to travel as she knew from the trips she had taken with him. She had the coffee ready when he came down and they talked for a few minutes before he had to leave. She kissed him goodbye and promised to worry about him until he came home. He laughed, said it was just a brief trip and he would be home before she knew it. Jeff had asked her to come with him on this trip but she really had too much to do for Janet. That was before Dan had suggested dinner. Maybe if she had anticipated that offer, she would have found some way to go with Jeff, removing herself from temptation. Too late now.
She rose from the kitchen table, noting that her rambling mind had kept her busy until it was time to leave for work. She straightened up the kitchen, put on her coat and made the thirty minute drive. She sat down at her desk right at 8:45, her normal starting time and set up for the day ahead. One of the first things was to make coffee and check the night mail for Janet. She took care of both chores and was back at her desk by 9:00, just in time to see Dan walking toward her. She felt a minute's panic, but quickly arranged her features into the professional she was.
"Are we still on for tonight? I've made reservations at Michael's, over on the bypass. It's great, good food and very private. You look wonderful, by the way. Absolutely wonderful." He smiled and looked into her eyes. Again, she felt the shiver of pleasure when he looked at her and she felt a tingling between her legs. All her reservations vanished as she swallowed and replied very softly.
"It sounds perfect. I'll be ready by 5:30 or so. Janet is leaving at 5:00 today for a closing so I can leave shortly after. Should I meet you at your car?"
"Perfect. I'll be ready and I'm looking forward to it. I know we'll have a great time." He smiled, touched her cheek with his fingers and slid them down to gently trail across her lips. She trembled at his touch and he grinned even wider.
He looked up and saw Janet on her way in. He rose, pulled a file from his briefcase and as Janet came up to the desk, he was describing the changes in the file he wanted her to make. Perfectly legitimate and Janet nodded in approval as she stopped to listen. He was awfully cool and collected. She briefly wondered if he had a lot of practice at this sort of thing. She put that thought back out of her mind. It was too painful to think about. Janet went on into her office and Marie rose, readying the mail for her. Dan gave her a last smile and left.
The day passed normally. She got a call at just after 1:30 that afternoon from Jeff. He was in Brussels and was about to get a car to the hotel. He just wanted to talk, he said: he missed her already. She was pleased to hear from him and they talked for ten minutes while he made arrangements for a car and a driver. They both laughed when he described the trouble he had with the man at the counter. His English was terrible and Jeff had trouble making himself understood. But it was arranged and Jeff said he would call with the number later. She hung up, his last words to her being, "I love you." She responded in kind and sat, staring at the phone. Once again, she was considering calling Dan to cancel when he stopped at the desk.
"Was that Jeff you were talking to? Your face lit up while you were talking. You must love him very much. It shows." He again reached over to stroke her cheek, looking around to be sure they were not being watched. "I understand that. It makes you that much more appealing."
He rose and walked away, leaving her confused and excited. Even though she loved Jeff so much, she couldn't explain the hold Dan had over her. It was as if he had only to touch her and she was powerless to resist him. She knew this evening was a mistake but couldn't wait for it to begin. She was confused, but also eager to be with Dan, alone for the evening. She knew where this could end up, but chose not to think about it. Just go to dinner! Nothing more! She plunged into her work and put all thoughts of anything else on hold.
It was just before 4:00 that Jeff called back. He gave her a phone number and his itinerary for the evening and the next day. He would be leaving for the States by 3:00 afternoon local time and arriving home well after 4:00 in the morning. It was the best he could do but he didn't want to spend another night there. He would rather sleep on the plane coming back. Marie agreed. They talked for a while and she suggested he not call that evening unless it was important. She told him she would be with Sheryl but if he needed to talk to her, to call her cell. He agreed, said that he probably wouldn't call with the time difference so they said their goodnights then. It was almost 10 pm there and time for him to call it a night. Traveling was hard and he hated it so it was likely he would just relax and get some sleep. As she hung up, she realized that she had just told her husband not to call and interrupt her planned assignation with Dan. The thought made her shiver, not with anticipation but with guilt. How could she do this? What was wrong with her? She had to rush to the bathroom to collect herself. She was a wreck.
As she examined her reflection in the mirror, she wondered why she was doing this. She knew it was partly due to her loneliness, Jeff being gone so much the past several months. Even though she knew the reasons he had to be gone, she was still lonely and frustrated most of the time. Also, the hold Dan had on her was frightening. All he had to do was look her way and her heart started to pound and she became flushed. It was all she could do not to jump him on sight. She had to get him out of her system and if it took one night with him to do that, she felt she had little choice! Finally, Jeff would never know and when he returned, they would find their way back to the closeness they shared as husband and wife. He wouldn't know and wouldn't be hurt. She could close the door on her irrational lust for Dan.
She returned to her desk, feeling slightly more calm but still excited. This evening would end this itch, this need. Jeff would be asleep in another country and she would have this night for herself. With that rationalization, she finished her work, straightened her desk, said goodnight to Janet when she left and then went into the bathroom one more time to prepare herself for her 'date' with Dan. At 5:30 exactly, she closed down her computer and walked out to meet Dan by his car. They were the only two left in the lot. Dan was waiting, a smile on his handsome face, and the keys twirling in his hand. As she approached, he walked around to the passenger side and held the door open for her. She stopped before entering and he leaned down to kiss her gently on the lips. She returned the kiss, and slid into the passenger seat. Dan got in and they were off.



Dinner was wonderful. They had lobster with drawn butter, a nice wild rice and vegetable side dish, a fresh fruit salad with a sweet sauce and a dry white wine. They finished with a sorbet and hot spiced tea. Everything was perfect, she ate with an appetite as good as the meal and Dan was the perfect companion. Conversation was witty and fun, he touched her hand often and occasionally just stared into her eyes as she said some intelligent thing or two. She felt almost like she was on her first date with the boy of her dreams in high school. It was all she had hoped for and more than she expected. If there was an undercurrent of unease and guilt, she was able to suppress it. She was going to do this and finish it once and for all. This had to happen!
After dinner, they walked to the lounge where they had a live band playing. It was only a little after 8:00 so the lounge was not yet crowded. They took a booth near the back, ordered drinks and sat together, Dan's hand holding hers on the table. He sat very close, their hips and thighs touching. She felt warm, she began to feel a moistness between her legs, and a small trickle of sweat rolled between her breasts. She knew she was becoming aroused just by sitting next to Dan. Her attraction to him was so intense. As if he recognized it, he put one hand on her thigh, the other still holding hers where it lay on the table. She continued to talk as he began to move his hand up and down her thigh. She was beginning to fidget and that only caused him to smile more broadly. She let him continue and finally, taking courage from him, she dropped her own hand down to cover the bulge in his pants. She felt the heat rise to her face but she held him as he moved his hand up to the dip between her legs. She closed her eyes as she felt his hand cup her mound through the dress and her panties. The pleasure was intense, more so because of where they were. She pulled her hand back after only a few seconds, but it was enough.
She opened her eyes and looked to see if they were being watched. So far no one was taking any notice, but this was too public. She said as much to Dan. Dan nodded, took the check, read it and threw several bills on the table. He stood, reached down to pull her up and said, "We should leave now." She followed him out of the lounge and into the lobby. He stopped, looked deep into her eyes and said, "Should I get us a room here at the hotel? Do you want that? I want you to know that I want it very much, but only if you are willing."
It only took her a second to decide. "No. Take me back to my car and then you can follow me home. I would rather be home." She had made up her mind that if she was going to do this, it would be in a place of her choosing. They would use the spare room. She would not desecrate her husband's bed with her infidelity but she would not lower herself to have a cheap fling in a motel room. Foolish pride, but pride nevertheless!
Dan led her to his car and they headed back to the office where her car waited. He said very little but did reach for her hand and hold it tightly as they drove. She wanted to say something but words wouldn't come. Dan pulled her hand to his lips each time they stopped for a light and once, pulled it down to his lap. She allowed him to place her hand over his erection and actually rubbed it a few minutes. But this wasn't right! Not in the front seat of a car for God's sake! She pulled back and kept her hands folded together in her lap the rest of the way. Dan glanced at her with a worried look on his face but she smiled reassuringly and he relaxed. They pulled in, she got into her car and they headed toward her home. It was now almost 9:30 and they still had the whole night ahead of them.
As she drove alone, she once again asked herself if this was what she wanted. It was, as her wet panties proved, and she smiled to herself as she remembered the feeling of his hands on her mound at the lounge. She also knew that he was well equipped as her brief encounter with his arousal proved. Yes, she wanted this and it seemed he was well equipped to provide for her. She was rubbing herself like a horny teenager as she pulled into her driveway, Dan close behind. She opened the garage door, pulled in and waited until he walked inside to lower the door. She went inside, turned on the lights in the kitchen and turned off all outside lights. She took off her coat, turned to find Dan standing there, watching her. She opened his jacket and helped him off with it. He threw it over the back of one of the chairs as she turned to lead him into the dark family room.
She stood in the room watching him as he looked at her with pure lust. She opened her arms to him and he put his arms around her waist, pulling her tightly against him. She felt his engorged cock press into her stomach and smiled to herself. This was going to be so wonderful. Her loneliness was about to end with a bang. A pun! God, she was losing her mind. She dropped her hand down between their bodies to rub him up and down. As she hoped, he returned the favor and before long, she was being blissfully brought to a climax right there, standing in the middle of her family room, fully clothed still, with a man she had known only a few months. As her body shook with pleasure, she felt alive again, much as she used to with Jeff, when they were younger and still so passionate. Maybe she needed Dan's youth to find her own passion again. Perhaps.
She wanted this to be special so rather than stay in the family room, she whispered to Dan to take her to the bedroom upstairs. He lifted her from her feet and carried her up the stairs and into the spare room, as she wrapped her arms around his neck and buried her face against his chest. He put her down and slowly began to undress her. He unbuttoned her blouse and pulled it open to reveal the pink bra she wore for this evening. She reached back to unclasp it and allowed her breasts to surge free. As he gazed on her naked breasts, she unbuttoned her skirt and let it fall to the floor, stepping out and retrieving both the skirt and blouse to lay them carefully on the chair by the bed. She now had on only her pink panties. He drank in her body, smiling in appreciation before pushing her down gently to sit on the edge of the bed as he stood there, smiling down at her. She leaned over and reached out to unbuckle his belt and unbutton his pants. She pulled down his zipper, letting his pants fall to his ankles. She reached inside his boxers and pulled him out, noting a drop of pre cum on the head of his already hard cock. She started to lean forward to take him in her mouth when she was startled by the ringing of her cell phone. It was in the small purse she had carried upstairs by the wrist band, now laying on the floor beside the bed.
The ringing startled Dan as well and she saw the flash of irritation on his face when she moved away. "Don't answer that. This is more important. Please, let it ring."
She knew it was Jeff. He was the only one who would call this late. Either Jeff, or God forbid, one of the boys with bad news. She had no choice but to answer it. " I have to take it. It could be my husband or one of my children at this hour. I have to. Just be quiet while I answer." She looked up at him, standing there in front of her, his pants already down around his ankles and his cock sticking up like a flag pole. Bad timing. She almost laughed at the incongruity of it all. "Come here.", she said. To make it better for him and to help him past this delay, she reached out to take his cock in her hand. She smiled at him as she slowly stroked it. He closed his eyes in pleasure.
She took out the phone and checked the caller ID. It was Jeff! God, at this hour? It had to be 3:30 in the morning where he was. What could be wrong? She flipped the phone open.
"Hello, Jeff? My God Jeff, what's wrong? What's happened?"
"Everything's wrong Marie. Every damn thing. I woke up here in this bed in this strange country and you're not here beside me. That's what's wrong. It's all wrong!"
She could hear the pain in his voice and it broke her heart. Her Jeff was hurting! He was alone and she wasn't there to help him! "Talk to me darling. Tell me what the problem is. Come on now, talk to me Jeff. I'm here. I'm right here, baby." Without thinking, she let go of Dan's cock and sat straighter on the edge of the bed. Jeff was her concern now. Dan faded into the background while she talked to her husband.
"I know we agreed Marie. We agreed that I would do the traveling and do what had to be done to get this merger over and win the promotion. I know we agreed, but I hate it! I hate being away from you and our home! I hate talking to you over the phone instead of laying together in bed, our heads and our bodies touching. I miss that every time I'm away from you. I hate this!"
Marie stood, pushed past a staring Dan, walked into the bathroom and closed the door behind her. She was talking as she moved quickly away, but she wanted to keep this conversation with her husband private. She wanted Dan to have no part of this.
Inside the bathroom with the door closed, she spoke softly to her husband. "I know baby. I miss you too. It's so hard being separated. But you'll be home tomorrow night. We'll be together then and the traveling will be almost over. So close, baby. So very close now. Just talk to me and we can get through it. Just talk to me. I'm listening. I'm right here." She continued to coo to him, trying to bring him down. She knew him in this mood. She knew what to do.
She waited to see if he was going to be OK. He was depressed, lonely, far from home. He had been so strong for so long, always being in a new place, a new hotel, a new country. And always alone at night, after the work day was done and all the others had gone home to their own beds. Jeff couldn't. He was alone, just as she was, only she was here, surrounded by the things she knew and loved. She had home, comfort, friends nearby, anything she needed at the touch of a button. Jeff had nothing of home with him! The epiphany hit her so hard, it left her breathless!
Suddenly, she thought of Dan, still standing there, just as she had left him, his pants down around his ankles, his cock slowly deflating, his face a mask of anger and frustration. The uncontrollable lust and excitement she experienced before at just the sight of him was completely gone. She looked at her reflection in the mirror, her breasts uncovered and sagging, her hair unkempt and her face still flushed with lust. All at once, she saw herself and this whole affair as disgusting! What had she been about to do? God, how stupid was she to almost do this terrible thing! She had to end this, end it now!
"Jeff, I'm here at home. I didn't go to my sister's tonight. Listen to me! I have your number. Let me go downstairs and call you on the land line. My cell is signaling low battery. I'm going to lose you and I want to talk some more, so please, baby, just hang up and I'll call you right back. OK? OK, honey? Can you wait for me to call you?"
Jeff replied so softly, it almost broke her heart. "Yes. Yes, I can do that. But don't wait too long Marie. I really need to talk to you now. It's bad tonight honey, very bad. I need you Marie. I really, really need you."
"I know Jeff. I know. Just hang up now and I'll call you in a few minutes. Hang up now baby. OK? OK Jeff?"
"OK", and the phone went dead. She stood there in the bathroom of her home and almost broke down in tears. She knew now that her husband's pain was the key to bringing her back to her marriage and the man she loved. His pain was all she needed to remember. God! So close! So close to throwing it all away. She stood up, opened the door and looked at Dan standing there smiling, thinking they were going to go back to where they left off. But his smile died as he saw the expression on her face.
"Dan, you have to leave now. This is a mistake, and I almost made it worse. But I'm OK now. I know what I was about to do was wrong and could have cost me everything I love in this world. I almost threw it all away for this, for you. I'm sorry, Dan, but this isn't ever going to happen. I love my husband and I can't do this to him. I understand what I have and what I could lose." She understood! She suddenly understood it so clearly! Thank God for Jeff's call!
But Dan was angry. "Damn it Marie. You can't do this to me. You get me here, promise me everything and then change your mind? Just because your dumb husband called? Just because he's a little lonely? Well, it's too fucking bad that he's not here now and I am! That's why you're here too: because he left you alone, without any loving! Remember? I could have had any of those dimwits at the office but I picked you. Now, let's get back to where we left off." With that, Dan reached out to push her back down on the bed. She twisted away from him but he continued to push her.
'Crack!' The sound was artificially loud in the closed room as she slapped him across the face with all the strength she had. She felt the sting on her palm as she made contact with his arrogant face. Her strength has enhanced by his words of contempt for her husband and what they shared. Stupid ass!
That seemed to make a difference. Dan blinked, moved back and put one hand to his face where she had struck him. He stared at her, the passion and the lust now gone, replaced by confusion and anger. Marie was frightened at the look but also determined to resist. She faced him with her chin up, her hands straight down at her sides and her tiny fists balled. He saw the look, hesitated a second and then gave in.
With an attempt at some dignity, he pulled up his pants, zipped up and buckled his belt. Once collected, he moved toward the door. He turned, looked once more at her and said, "Your loss, bitch. It could have been great, but you blew it. Too bad. I'll just have to find someone more willing to have some fun." He walked out as Marie grabbed a robe to cover herself. She followed Dan down the stairs and watched as he went out the front door. She locked it behind him, signed in relief, and went back to the kitchen to call Jeff.
She punched in the number, spoke briefly to the operator who connected her to Jeff's room. She wanted to talk to her husband. She wanted to tell him how much she loved him and how much she wanted him home with her. As the phone rang on the other end, she glanced around at the simple kitchen table and chairs that had seen them through two kids and almost fifteen years. She saw clearly the small crack along one edge where Bill had dropped his bowling ball during the time it was his ruling passion. It was such a beautiful crack. She wondered how she could have considered giving that up. She laughed at the incongruity of the thought, just as Jeff answered and when he asked her what she was laughing at, she just told him she loved him more than life itself. They talked well into the night before hanging up.
Jeff was home the next night as planned and Marie was awake and waiting for him. She was waiting at the door when the taxi let him off and she welcomed him back with open arms and a loving kiss. Jeff was back where he belonged and Marie was happy that she had stopped herself before destroying their marriage. Her close call was enough to remind her of all she had and what she treasured and why she loved her husband. She had done things she shouldn't have and the shame of that was strong enough to make her swear that she would never again be distracted by anything or anyone else. She vowed to herself that she would make it up to him. She swore to all she believed in that she would atone for her sins.
Jeff got the promotion, and he became the newest vice president of the newly formed corporation he had worked so hard to bring to life. As promised, his need to travel almost disappeared but from time to time, great opportunities came up for travel to exotic places with first class accommodations. After discussions with Jeff, she quit her job, and was able to be with him whenever and wherever he went. From that day forward, he never traveled alone again. She took her place beside him as it was meant to be.
As Marie packed her bag for a trip to Hawaii with Jeff, she thought back to that day almost three years ago and remembered how she had almost make a tragic mistake.
Almost.
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For you, the most loyal fans I've known. I wish the readers in the Loving Wives category were as intelligent as you.
TT Spalding, PI-The Wordsworth Case.
There it was. The envelope addressed to TT Spalding, return address, Beltline Press, Inc. I raised it to the light, trying to see if I could read anything that way, but it was just a blur, the words hidden behind that infernal seal. All I had to do was rip it open and pull out the single sheet of paper inside. At least it was thin so I assumed it was one sheet. Probably a rejection letter. One of those damned form letters saying "We regret to inform you that….." You know the ones. Probably. Maggie didn't say anything when she brought it in. Just laid it on my desk and walked out. Not a word. What the hell was that all about? Unfortunately I knew.
She was pissed at me for sending it to Beltline. She said that I should wait and make a few contacts first, people she knew, people she said could help. But since when did I wait for anything? Maggie knew what I was like. She knew I couldn't be patient. Not with the Great American Novel, written by none other than yours truly. 'Hell Leads to Chaos'. That was the title Maggie came up with. She made me contact Mickey Spillane's foundation for permission to use the name Mike Hammer which they soundly rejected! Can you believe it? But Maggie said change the name of my main character from Mike Hammer to Harry Sledge which I did, sadly giving up the attempt to resurrect Mike. But hey! If I published, and my book was a best seller, and I got famous, maybe then they would allow me to use Mike's name. Worth a shot.
I was about to tear open the envelope and read my fate when Maggie came in, looked at me and the envelope and then shut the door. She walked over to me and sat down on the edge of my desk, one leg on the floor and one swinging slowly back and forth. She leaned over toward me, her blouse opening slightly giving me a bird's eye view of her very nice cleavage and waited. She knew perfectly well what she was doing to me. That's why I loved her. My Maggie.
"OK, what's up? What'd I do wrong now?" I figured I might as well get it out in the open. I was already in trouble over the submission but it looked like I had done something even worse.
Maggie looked stern for a moment longer than leaned over and kissed me with a hot, wet, tempting kiss. Not one of those kind where she brushes her lips over mine, like in those Nora Roberts romance novels. (OK, so I read some of them once in a while. A guy has to get his inspiration from somewhere) This was a real Maggie kiss, the kind she gives me while when we take inventory in the stock room.
"You're not in trouble. I love you, you know that. I have a favor to ask." She leaned back, taking her lips and her cleavage with her. My mood was ruined. But, if she had a favor, then there would be a reward if I came through.
"What flavor of a favor. You know I'd do anything for you. Well, almost anything. What's really up babe?"
"I have a friend, Myra Watson. She and I met at the shop and we stayed friends even after I sold it. She called me with a problem and I told her you could probably help her."
She rose and walked out of my office to shut and lock the front door. For Maggie to close early, it must be serious. I was hooked now. I watched her come back and sit back on the desk. At least this way, I could look at her legs while she filled me in on her 'friends' problem. Hah! Her friend? We'll see.
"Ok, here's the deal. Myra's husband, Phillip has been acting funny. Strange, was the word she used. She says he's always taking phone calls and talking so low she can't hear him. If she asks, he says it's just business. He's a stock broker on Wall Street. Handles some hedge funds and some mutual funds with big dollars involved."
Maggie stood up and walked over to the one comfortable chair in the office and pulled it up next to the desk. This was less fun for me but what could I do. I just waited, my pen and my pad open and poised. Wanted Maggie to see I was all serious about this. The better I did the favor, the better the reward. Hah! See? That's why I was the boss. Smart!
"Myra says he gets these phone calls at all hours. If she answers, no one speaks, they just hang up. And Phillip always wants to know where she is going to be and when she's going out. During the day, he calls her at home several times just to check on her. She says it's weird. She's really spooked."
"She wants you to find out what he's up to. What's he doing? Is he cheating on her with another woman, or even a man? And why does he want to know where she is at all times? She's just going crazy wondering. Can you help her? Can you find out what he's up to?"
I made a few notes, tapped my pencil against my nose, looking very private eye-ish. "I believe I can do a few things. I have some ideas that I can check out. And I'll probably want Bruno on this. He can do some of his crap with computers. I know that's right up his alley. Give me a couple of days."
Maggie jumped up to wrap her arms around me, kissing all around my neck and face before moving away to say, "I knew you could do it. Thank you honey. I'll just call her and tell her the news. With that, Maggie was out the door and on the phone. I was hoping for a little more as a down payment, but beggars can't be choosers.
Once Maggie left, I opened my envelope and read the words that would make my day. "We regret to inform you that. . . . . . . Thank you for your submission." I read it one more time and then filed it in the circular file. Well, Maggie was right as usual. She was waiting to hear back from her friend, the one that she said could help me. Well, I really needed help.
Maggie had left me a page with all of the information on her friend Myra Watson. She had a part time job at the YMCA, filling in three times a week at the reception desk. She was the one that called whoever it was that was in charge of whatever it was. That job. Her husband was a broker with one of the biggies on Wall Street. I looked at the list of his Mutuals and actually recognized two of them. I bet Bruno would know most of the rest. She had listed some of his credit cards and his driver's license number. His SS was also there. I had all I needed. Enough to call Bruno.
When I found the boy, he was planning to call Polly to see if she wanted to spend a weekend with him up in the Catskills. Seems Bruno had a cabin up there, one I hadn't known about. That wasn't right. I told him so and he said that it was always available if I wanted to use it. I forgave him. He was on his way in.
I heard the commotion outside when he arrived. He and Maggie would shoot the breeze for a few minutes, she would invite him to dinner, he would promise to come and nothing would happen. But it made Maggie happy to ask and it pleased her when he agreed. I just waited.
"Hi boss. What's up? Got a hot one? I could use the work right now. Things are going way too easy. Market's up, royalties are coming in regular and I'm bored. Hope you got a good one." Bruno sagged into one of the visitor chairs. He actually liked them. He was the only one.
"This one's a freebee. A friend of Maggie's. Are you up for that? No payday for this one. Except for me, if you know what I mean." I gave him a grin.
"I'm in. Anything for Maggie, you know that. Do we need the princess? Polly, I mean." He looked guilty for a second and I wondered again how things were going. The last I heard, they were spending a week or so in Hawaii, just the two of them. I was alternately proud then uncomfortable. Somehow, it seemed like incest to me. I thought of both of them as my kids.
"I don't think so but you decide." I gave him chapter and verse and we discussed it some. Bruno wanted to hit his accounts, check his cash flow and see if anything popped. He would also monitor his Mutuals and his hedge funds to see if anything out of the ordinary was happening. I suggested a bug in his car and maybe in his briefcase. We had access to both via Myra. He said he would call her to set it up.
"Give me five days boss. I should have something by then. We can decide then what we want to do. OK with you?"
It was and we parted, planning on meeting in five days. Bruno would call the shots from here on. I would coordinate, something I did very well. Meant little work for me but big rewards later.
For the next three days, it was business as usual. Only one thing happened that was important. That happened just that morning. Maggie stuck her head in my office with that look that said, 'A client and one that has some money. Be nice!' I got it and nodded my head.
"TT, can you see Mr. Wordsworth? He has something he wants to discuss with you."
"I have a few minutes. Show him in if you would." Polite as you please and very professional. I leaned over my desk, looking very, very busy when Maggie showed him in. He was a tall, skinny soul. He had on a plain black suit, white starched shirt, black string tie and polished shoes. He carried a black leather briefcase, scuffed and worn. He walked in, stiff as a plank. I motioned to one of the uncomfortable chairs, thinking that they were oh so appropriate for someone like him.
"Please have a seat Mr. Wordsworth. How can I help you?" I was all business now. This kind usually had a story to tell. They were the ones that waited until the world was about to end before asking for help. They were too up tight to let go of anything, even trouble.
I swear, he sat down in the chair like he had a stick up his ass that would poke him if he unbent even a little. It was fascinating to watch. I admit, I was spellbound. He started to talk in a voice that was almost as tight as he was.
"I own a chain of pawn shops here in the city and all over the island. They go by different names since I purchased several of them from some of my less fortunate competitors. But there are four in particular that I need you to look into. They are operated by my brother in law, Tito Morelli. He is married to my sister, a particularly unfortunate relationship in my opinion."
He reached into his briefcase and produced a large add, one that was taken from the paper. It proclaimed in big red letters,
Best Prices with No Hassle! We Give You Top Dollar For Your Items. John's Pawn Shops, Four Locations To Serve You Better!
"These are the shops that have repeatedly shown a lower than expected profit. I have reviewed the books but I fail to see where the money could be going. And I assure you, I am a very good accountant. Can you do this kind of work?"
"Of course we can. It shouldn't be a problem if what you suspect is true. But I have to ask, could you be mistaken in the anticipated profits? Maybe they are just not doing as well as you expect." I had to ask, but knowing this guy, it was a sure bet he knew to the penny the amount of money they should be taking in.
We discussed it some more with assurances from Mr. Wordsworth that he was correct. I went over the standard contract with him, adding a surcharge of 5% of any discovered funds just because he seemed to be able to afford it and sent him out to sign with Maggie. Then I called Polly and had her come in.
I went over the deal with Polly, asked her about her trip with Bruno and listened with amazement when she told me how much fun they had. My Bruno? Fun? Now there was a disturbing picture. One I didn't want to pursue. But we worked out a deal where Polly was being sent in by Mr. Wordsworth to take inventory and audit the books. Something that should not be unexpected by Tito. She knew what to do and where to look.
It was later in the day that Maggie came in, picked up the discarded letter from Beltline and read their despicable words. She grimaced, then put it back in the circular file. She gave me a funny look and then turned to walk back out into the outer office. I was staring out the little window of my office, the one that looked directly onto a brick wall when she returned. She walked over, pushed my chair back and plopped herself down in my lap.
"Why didn't you wait as I asked you? You know I'm talking to some people about your book. You need someone who wants to help, not some anonymous clerk whose job it is to weed out most of the garbage they receive." She took my face in both hands to look me directly in the eye.
"I know. I just thought if I did it on my own, you would be more proud of me. I really thought they would give it a chance. But, you were right as usual." I gave her the biggest puppy dog look that I could. Sitting on my lap, she was giving me ideas, and not ideas about a new book. When she smiled, I held my breath.
"Well, I think we need to discuss this some more. You've been a bad boy and Maggie needs to punish you." With that, Maggie stood, moved to straddle my legs and then sat down on my lap, facing me. I reached for the buttons on that lovely blouse she was wearing and began to slowly unbutton it. She didn't stop me so I knew I was going to be much happier in a few minutes. God, I really love my Maggie!
Since what goes on between my Maggie and me is private, I have to skip ahead a little. I know you understand. She already makes me very happy every day of my life but she had that way about her to know when I was really hurting and make it better. I swear, she could make me smile during a funeral. And she did cheer me up considerably.
It was a Monday morning, almost a week after Bruno left when he came in the office. After the usual banter with Maggie, he came in and shut the door. He had news.
"OK boss. We've got a bit more going on here than we thought. This guy Phillip Watson has some guts, I've got to say. I tapped his home phone with Myra's permission and also bugged his car and his briefcase, which was tough to do. But I got what I needed to put it all together. It breaks down like this: Watson is siphoning off money from two of his biggest funds. He has the help of an auditor from his firm and together they've been skimming off the top, disguised as management fees."
"Instead of the usual 0.01%, they've been taking .1% and banking the difference. I know it doesn't sound like much but I got into his accounts with the access numbers from his briefcase and found no less than three off-shore accounts that have over $12.5 million dollars in them. It gets worse. He also has a house in the Caymans that was purchased by money he stole. There is a woman named Patty Harris living there now, and he calls her twice a day. She's his lover and they've been seeing each other for the last two years. He met her there when he went down to buy the place."
Bruno reached into his own briefcase and pulled out a file. He pushed it over to me and continued.
"That's about all. He intends to end this at the end of next month, which is the end of the quarter, and he and his accountant intend to flee the country before the shit hits the fan. They've already booked their flights and there are only two tickets. His and the accountant. Myra will be left holding the bag."
Well damn it and damn it some more. Myra was getting screwed big time and I had to tell Maggie. This wasn't the good news I had hoped for but it was the real world. I told Bruno to sit still while I got Maggie. She came in, sat down next to Bruno. I told her we had the goods but that it wasn't going to be nice. She bowed her head a second and then told me to give her the truth. I did.
When I was done, Maggie just sat there for a minute, thinking as she was so good at, and then said, "Call your friend Cal Taylor at the FBI. This should be right up his alley. He can put a stop to it and arrest both of them. Maybe the girl too. I want his dirty ass stopped!" My Maggie was really mad! Thank God it was at someone else.
"Wait just a minute babe. Bruno can't be a part of this. What he does isn't strictly legal you know. Matter of fact, it isn't even close to being legal. I'm not putting his neck in the noose even for your friend."
"Don't be silly! You don't have to tell him how you came by this information. Just give him the facts and let him prove it. In the meantime, I can't tell Myra because she'll just tell Phillip. She loves the guy and she'll do anything for him. This is going to kill her, I know, but he has to be stopped."
While we were all there, I called Cal, gave him the basic facts over the phone, told him he was on his own for proof, then relented and gave him some account numbers. I reminded him that this was off the record and if he tried to call me in, I would plead the 5th. He promised to keep me out of it and hung up. We had done all we could and now we just had to wait.
After Bruno left, Maggie and I sat and talked and she got all choked up about her friend. "Why can't she find a good man like I did? The more I see of the world, the more I appreciate you. I love you to death old man."
When I suggested we head home early, Maggie agreed, went to the safe and took out one of the videos we had from one of our cases. This one included some really juicy scenes and we had viewed it a couple of times before. When I saw the title, my heart started to pound, my lower regions reacted, and I wondered how I was going to make it home. Maggie saw my problem, put the video in her purse with a smile, and proceeded to make it possible for me to walk without embarrassing myself. You can guess how she did that. God, I loved that woman!
It was the following week when I heard from Polly. She had the goods on Tito Morelli. It seems that Tito was doing some very clever doctoring of both the video surveillance tapes and the records of payout. There were two sets of books, one with the real payouts and receipts and one with the doctored values. For example, Tito took in a digital video recorder, paid the owner $100, but recorded $150 in the fake book. He pocketed the other $50. Didn't seem like much, but with four shops and several hundred every day, it added up. Seems Mr. Wordsworth had a keen eye for what the real value should have been. Polly gave me video, a copy of both books and surveillance photos of Tito pulling the tapes and editing them. Good clear prints all. Polly was a pro as you know.
I sent her home with a check for a grand, plus a bonus of another two hundred and wrote up the report. I spent the better part of the afternoon on it, figuring we could get at least two or maybe three grand extra from our rigid client. I estimated that Tito had skimmed at least $4,000 a week for the past four months. I came up with a total of $64,000 just for that period, and he had been up to something for the past two years. Being conservative, I figured our Mr. Wordsworth owed us the base contract of $3500 plus a recovery fee of 5% or just about $19,200. So, we made $22,700 less the $1200 I gave Polly.
When I gave the report with the bill to Maggie, I was rewarded with a kiss and a hug. She promised to call him immediately and then suggested we take inventory again. When I questioned this as maybe being too responsible, she told me seriously that she felt there were some very expensive pencils missing. Well! This had to stop! I went with her to the stockroom right then and there! After all, I had my reputation to uphold. Have I mentioned that I really loved my Maggie?
The meeting with Mr. Wordsworth went well. He was delighted with the news, nodded his head at the totals in the report and reviewed the videos and the pictures with a smile. I have to tell you that his smile was not something worth waiting for. It gave me the creeps! Maggie too. When I asked how he wanted to handle this, he just handed me a cashier's check for the total amount plus a 10% bonus and said that it was taken care of. Not to worry. Well, I gave him the original report and all of Polly's stuff and wiped my hands of that deal. As I said, he gave me the creeps. I mentally wished Tito well, but I didn't expect he was going to be very happy.



As to Myra, I saw her the other day with Maggie. The shit hit the fan alright when Cal got the goods on Phillip Watson. He got permission from Phil's bosses to monitor the fees he was charging his clients and used his own contacts at Homeland Security to follow the money trial to the Caymans. They also tapped his phones and monitored his computer and located the accountant and Patty Harris. When Cal took them down, it made all the headlines, got front page coverage in the New York papers and nationwide TV coverage. Cal was a hero, Myra was found to be innocent of all knowledge and released, and her husband went down big time. Maggie was pleased but concerned about her friend. We had her over to dinner several times and she seemed to be getting along much better now.
Cal called, made sure I was cool with him taking the credit and then told me I had a favor coming. If and when I needed to collect, he said to just call. Well, that was fine with me since I was often on the verge of doing something illegal. One of these days, I was going to slip over the line. Good to have favors owed.
Well, all in all, things went pretty well considering. I got lucky a couple of times myself and Maggie has been just as happy as can be. When Maggie is happy, so am I. For many reasons. Maggie is about as perfect as they come but a happy Maggie is without equal. Trust me.
Oh, yes. Maggie sent my manuscript out today to her friend. She seems to think it has a good chance of being published. I'll just hold my breath and hope for the best. Actually, my motto is 'expect the worst and hope for the best'. We'll see. Stay tuned.
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She thought to herself there was no possible way things could be any better than they were. She told herself again that she was blessed: she had it all. She paused in her activities to look at herself in the full length mirror mounted to the back of the door to her closet. She saw a tall woman, blonde hair just touching her shoulders, eyes somewhere between light green or grey, a body in great condition and quite sexy. Her breasts were firm, her stomach flat, and her hips narrow. She touched her hair, smoothing back a few wayward wisps and smiled. Yes, she was still quite good looking for a 40-something woman.
Judith Proctor turned back to her packing. She took her little black dress, three pairs of casual slacks and five blouses. She folded them neatly using some old towels to minimize wrinkles and put them into her suitcase. She had already packed her frilly underwear and her new teddy. All she had left were a few pairs of shoes and her cosmetic case and she was ready. She didn't anticipate needing much, so she would be finished well before Rick and the boys were due back.
Three days and three nights in San Diego, and all paid for. The launch of the Dalton Power Drill/Screwdriver combination aimed at the woman's market was finished and it had been a complete success. Dalton Industries was sending her and her project co-chairman on an all expense paid trip to the Redstone Resort in San Diego as a bonus for meeting and exceeding all project goals. It was business, of course. There would be two days of self congratulations for all and some motivational speeches the last day exhorting them all to do it again, but overall, there should be a lot of free time. All she had to pay for was some shopping and souvenirs for Rick and the boys. She wanted to get something extra nice for Rick for being so reasonable about this trip.
She had been a little afraid to mention it to him when the opportunity presented itself at work. Judith was one of the top designers for Casual Creations, a company that took consignments from other companies that wanted to market a particular product. Casual Creations designed the product styling within the design framework, created the packaging, and scheduled the advertising. They could take a product from inception all the way through launch, each department doing their part in the overall scheme. Judith was a packaging specialist, her forte being the graphics and the pictorial presentation. She was very good at it and very well paid. For this product, in addition to her usual work, she had also offered a contemporary design that the company loved. This project was especially interesting to her and she had spent many long hours perfecting it.
When she proposed it to him, Rick had been pleased that the company would do this for her but not that happy about her being gone for that long. After all, he pointed out, she had spent many evenings away from home working on the same project that now wanted to send her away again for three days. She had patiently worked on his sense of fair play to convince him that she had earned this by working hard. She wanted to do this and he gave in, although not happily. As she thought about it, she was surprised at how easily he had given up. She expected days of complaining, wheedling and whining but he only protested for a couple of hours or so before throwing up his hands.
She closed her suitcase, checked the locks to be sure they were set and pocketed the key. She picked up the bag aside and went downstairs to check on dinner. She had fixed a pot roast with baby potatoes and carrots and she had baked a coconut cream pie that she bought frozen. She was never very good at pastries, and she did want to set a nice table tonight before she had to leave for the airport. Rick said they could eat at 5:30 rather than their normal 6:15 to give her time to spend with them before they left. She saw that everything was right on schedule.
She remembered the night before when she and Rick had made love. It had been different and very exciting. Rick had been very aggressive, almost rough, much more so than usual, and she had several climaxes before he pulled her on top of him to allow her to control the final pace. She had ridden him with her passions raging. The thought of being away for three nights without him made her want to make this night special for him. She drove him up to new heights before he spilled his seed inside her. Since his vasectomy, they needed no protection and the feeling of his sperm had triggered her own climax. They had collapsed together, breathing hard and covered in a sheen of perspiration. It had been very good, for both of them. But Rick had always been an exceptional lover and he had never disappointed her. Even after the birth of their two boys, their lovemaking had not decreased. Except for a few months after this project began. But even that was better now.
Judith didn't want to think about that time. It had no place in her thoughts just now. Rick was her husband and together they had built a wonderful home for each other and for their two boys, Will and Robert. Will was the older, almost 9 years old now. Robert was just 7 but he acted older than his brother. He was the serious one, while Will was the carefree one. They made a good pair, each balancing the other. She loved them both equally.
And Rick had always been the only one for her. They met one night fifteen years ago at a party thrown by one of their mutual friends and had hit it off immediately. At the time he was 25 and she was 23, and while both graduated from Rutgers University, they had never met while on campus. They dated for almost two years, both committed to their careers. They finally moved in together and eventually married. Judith remembered the night he proposed and she accepted. It was still one of her favorite memories. Their life together had been wonderful and when they felt ready for children, they were blessed with two healthy boys. She did indeed have it all. She felt a little chill at that thought but put it aside as simply nerves over the trip.
She was waiting when the kids came through the door. She gathered both in for hugs and kisses, which they pretended embarrassed them. Rick was right behind and together they ushered the boys upstairs to wash for dinner. When they were gone, Judith put her arms around Rick to give him a hearty kiss and a hug. She felt a tenseness about him but before she could say anything, he relaxed, returned the hug and the kiss and then pushed her back.
"What's this? Miss us already? You haven't even left yet." He smiled at her but she saw a darkness in his eyes that the smile didn't brighten. Was he missing her already?
"Just glad to see my three men. I want to spend this time with you before I have to leave for the airport. That's all." She clung to him, not wanting the hug to end.
"You don't have to go you know. We all want you to stay." Pushing had back, Rick looked into her eyes, waiting for her answer. He knew what it was but he asked.
"It's too late now and anyway, it's just a quick business trip and a few days of relaxing before getting back into the grind." She reached out to hug him again, he was already moving away toward the small powder room. She frowned at him as he yelled back.
"I'll wash up here and we can eat when the kids get down." She gave a sigh, then walked into the kitchen to set the meal. She still felt a little unease but shrugged it off.
The meal was fun, all of them talking at once, comparing their adventures that afternoon with their dad at the park, or talking about their new projects for school. There was a science fair coming up and Will wanted to start on the ever famous erupting volcano as his project while Robert thought he should do something different. Their disagreement was good natured and Rick let them go at it until he finally shut them up. From then on it was just give and take as always. Judith sat back and enjoyed it all.
But eventually it was time. Rick told Judith to just let things go and he and the boys would clean up later. They just sat and talked until Judith had to get ready. She was packed, her bag was sitting by the door and all she needed was her briefcase and her purse. She gave each boy a hug and a kiss and then sent them off to play, leaving her and Rick.
"I'm going to miss you. You and the boys. I wish you were all coming with me. But it's only three nights. I'll be back late Wednesday night. You'll be there to pick me up right?"
Rick smiled at her and nodded. "Don't worry. It's all arranged. You just go and have fun. I doubt you'll miss us at all." He gave her a big grin to show he was kidding, but Judith saw that same darkness in his eyes. She had to get herself under control! This was crazy. Just as she was about to say something, the sound of a car horn stopped her.
"That's Rachael. I'd better go. Take care of the boys for me and I'll call you when I get in. Miss me!" Judith gave Rick a fierce hug and a desperate kiss before grabbing her bag from him and almost running out the door. Once at the car, she turned to wave to Rick once more but she saw the door close. He had already gone in. She put her bag in the back seat, frowning once more at the closed door. She had a feeling something was wrong, but told herself it was her overactive imagination. That was what made her such a good copywriter and designer but sometimes it was disconcerting.
From inside the car, Rachael asked, "Ready for your trip? I bet you're looking forward to this. Three days at the Redstone. God, I wish I could have gone with you guys but I just couldn't get away. Good thing Wes could go in my place. I wouldn't mind spending a couple of days with him. Too bad you're so happily married. Could be fun." With a laugh, Rachael pulled out and headed for the airport. Judith answered her flippant comment and then sat back and wondered again why she was doing this. But she already had that discussion with herself and it was too late to change her mind. Wasn't it?
At the airport, Judith checked her bags, went through the horrible ordeal of screening and finally found her gate. She had no sooner sat down than Wes Southern sat down beside her. He gave her a big grin.
"Ready for this? Just you and me in San Diego. Too bad we have to go to the actual meetings. We could spend the whole time in bed, just making love. I can't wait to get you in bed, instead of that damn couch. Or the chair. Or the conference table." He was almost laughing by the end of that little speech. Judith smiled in spite of her misgivings.
"We have done it in some strange places, haven't we? Well, we'll make up for that this week." She leaned back and closed her eyes. She had planned this so well. Rick had no idea and she was going to make sure it stayed that way. Now it was time to reap the rewards of her hard work and planning. She was pleased when they announced boarding for the flight. It was on time for a change. She wanted to get this thing started and that seemed to be a good sign. She and Wes were in first class so they boarded first.
As she settled in for the flight, she wondered again if she was crazy for doing this. She and Wes had begun their 'affair' about two months ago. They worked together on the design phase of the project and it started one night after they had worked non stop for almost twelve hours. She was exhausted and so was he. They sat down on the couch in her office and before they knew it they both fell asleep. She woke later to the feeling that she was in bed with Rick, and he was running his hand up and down her thigh. She moaned in pleasure and spread her legs to give him room before opening her eyes to see it was Wes rather than her husband. She moved to push his hand away when he ran his hand over her panty covered mound. She stopped, the pleasure too strong to ignore. And it had been so long since she and Rick had made love. Pleasure warred with the guilt but the pleasure won out. With no more thought, they moved to undressing each other and finally into a bout of mind blowing sex. Judith had orgasm after orgasm before Wes finally ejaculated inside her. She started to panic until she realized that she was too far from her fertile period for anything to happen.
Afterward, they talked frankly about what had happened. Judith was consumed with guilt but Wes talked to her and finally convinced her that it was not love, only sex. Rick would never find out, they would never tell another soul and they would spend time with each other only when the opportunity presented itself. They would not seek each other out or make plans. Casual sex only. Judith convinced herself that this was different than an affair. She was hooked on the guilty pleasure that this provided and it seemed to her creative personality that it could do no harm if she kept it isolated from her life with Rick. She finally agreed with Wes. She told him that from now on, condoms were required with no exception, Wes agreed. They met several more times and nothing happened to jeopardize their secret. Her guilt finally subsided and at home, she began to initiate love making with Rick again. He seemed pleased and they soon got back to their normal frequency. But while it was good, there seemed to be something missing. She told herself that once she returned, she was going to make some changes. Rick would come first again in their marriage. She had let that slide too much.
This trip was a chance to spend some time alone with Wes, free to be with each other outside the office. She had refused to go to a motel with him or to be alone with him anywhere other than the office, which was her way of restraining herself and not doing what she considered a planned affair. She convinced herself that since this trip was work related, it continued to be just a workplace dalliance. She accepted this trip, knowing Rachael couldn't go, and that Wes was the next in line. And even though she felt guilt and fear of being caught, the guilty pleasure was too much to let go. As an added bonus, she and Rick were having sex much more often now and they had begun to experiment more. Rick was benefiting as much as she was. Justification. Rationalization. All excuses to continue.
In San Diego, Judith checked in, went to her room, called home and talked to the boys for over an hour. When she asked to speak to Rick, the boys said he was upstairs doing something and hung up without giving her a chance to tell them to find him. She sat there, confused. Why was Rick acting this way? Why had he been so quick to get her out the door? She wondered again, not for the first time if he could suspect anything. But she had been so careful, so controlled. She and Wes had only been together four or five times. And those times were carefully hidden and no one had ever caught them. There weren't even any rumors at work. She worried some more, convinced herself that it was just a guilty conscience, then shrugged her shoulders and went down to meet Wes in the lounge.
They had a nice dinner on the company and had a few drinks, but they were both too excited to stay. They went up to her room as soon as they could. They almost shed their clothes in the hallway in their excitement before falling together into the room. The rest of the night was spent in non stop sex. They finally fell asleep just before dawn, sated and satisfied. Judith slept soundly until just before she woke, and it was in that twilight between sleep and waking where the subconscious ruled, she had an overwhelming feeling of being alone and so sad. It was such an intense feeling, it woke her, hearing herself say over and over, "No, no, no." She found herself drenched with perspiration. She shook it off, saw that Wes had gone to his own room and rose to stood in the shower until the water made her forget.
The three days went very fast and the nights were filled with sex. Sex with Wes had always been good because it had the added benefit of being naughty and wrong. Now, they did things that they hadn't been able to try before, but soon found that they were beginning to lose interest. The sex was still satisfying but no longer exciting. Something was missing. As the trip ran to its conclusion, the sex seemed to become almost routine. The thrill was gone, taking with it the excitement of the possibility of discovery. As they packed to go home, it was mutually agreed that this would end their short lived affair. They were not angry with each other so it ended in good feelings. Now she looked forward to getting home to see her kids and Rick. The only thing that bothered her was that she had been unable to contact Rick or the boys the last two nights. The message on the machine said that they were out and to leave a message. But no one had returned her calls.

Judith put in a call from the airport to Rick at his office to make sure he would be there to pick her up. She let it ring but got no answer. She thought he might be out of his office so she left a message on his machine. Just a reminder. Just to be sure. She tried the home number again and got the same message. She forgot about it when they called for boarding and then she was on the plane and back in first class.
Almost as soon as the plane got to flight altitude, she reclined her seat and fell deeply asleep. The last she remembered was a comment from Wes that they should try to enter the mile high club. She just patted his hand and wished him good luck before falling asleep. She slept the entire flight and Wes woke her just before they began their decent into Kennedy. She felt better with the sleep and was beginning to look forward to her reunion with her family. She watched the lights of the city glow below her as the plane made its approach. It was close to dinner time on the east coast.
Wes agreed to stay behind at the gate until Judith made her way down to the baggage claim, expecting Rick to be waiting outside the area. She scanned the crowd from her vantage point on the escalator but couldn't see him. She found the carousel and still looking, she stood close to the conveyor and grabbed her lone suitcase as soon as it come off. She hurried over to the exit, her eyes scanning the waiting crowd while she showed the waiting attendant her claim check. She controlled her impatience as he matched it to her bag, punched the ticket and waved her on. She exited and looked for Rick, but suddenly saw instead a man holding a sign with her name: Judith Proctor?
She walked over to him and said, "I'm Judith Proctor. Where's my husband?"
He looked at her without interest. "Don't know miss. I was just told to meet you here. I was told you would be on flight 1025 from San Diego. Take you to 41556, Winding Drive. Is that you?" He just waited, not caring one way or the other. He had already been paid.
"That's me. I guess my husband was tied up somehow. OK, let's go. I'm anxious to get home."
"Is this your only bag?" She nodded and he took it from her hand and led her out of the airport and over to the shuttle van parking lot. They got in a nice limo and were off. She got herself comfortable and pulled out her cell to call Rick. It rang but all she got was the answering machine again. She was becoming concerned. Damn it! He should be home with the boys by now. She called Rick's cell and got his voice mail. His cell was turned off! It was all too much, and she was scared now. Suppose something had happened? Why hadn't he called? She had no choice but to wait until she got home. She willed the driver to go faster.
After a trip that seemed to last forever, and several more unanswered calls, she saw their street and then the house. When the driver pulled into her drive, she noticed that most of the lights in the house were off. It appeared deserted, but that couldn't be! The driver opened the back door and she was about to get out when the driver stopped her.



"Miss, I was told to hand you this envelope when we got here. I got no idea what it is, I'm just following orders. Guy gave me an extra hundred to do it, so I'm doing it. Here."
He handed her a rather thick manila envelope with her name on the outside. It was printed and she recognized Rick's hand, but she couldn't take the time to open it now. She had to get inside to see what was going on. She stood, shifting from leg to leg as she waited for the driver to pull her bag from the trunk. She grabbed it and ran for the house, panicked and feeling sick to her stomach. She was now scared to death. What had happened to her husband, or maybe one of the boys? God, please don't let it be anything serious!
Inside the door, it was as she suspected. There was no one home. The house was quiet, the only lights on were the night light over the stove and the hall light they always left on for the boys if they woke during the night. She checked the downstairs, then ran upstairs and looked in all the rooms: empty. She went into their bedroom, looked around but saw nothing out of the ordinary. Just as she was about to turn away, she noticed the door to Rick's closet open. He never left it open! When he did, it blocked the hall so he always closed it. She walked over, turned on the light and pushed the door open further to see that his clothes were gone. She saw that he had taken everything! Rick was gone!
With a sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach, she walked slowly into the boys room. They shared a room with twin beds, both now made. She looked around, noticing that their computers were missing, their favorite posters were gone from the wall and the drawers to their dressers were open and empty. They were gone as well!
She ran downstairs to look around for a note, a letter, anything. Then she remembered the manila envelope! Where was it? She ran into the kitchen and saw it laying on the table beside her purse where she had dropped it. She turned on the overhead light and tore it open. Her legs suddenly felt too weak to hold her so she sat down hard on the chair. With a sinking heart, she pulled out an envelope sealed and addressed to her. In addition, there were photographs and a report from a company called Spalding Investigations. Finally, there was a document, several pages long and on the front were the words, 'Decree for Dissolution Of Marriage'.
She screamed. She remembered hearing herself screaming "No! No! No!" over and over. She threw the envelope and all its contents across the kitchen floor, crying and screaming again and again. She put her head down on the kitchen table where she last saw her family and cried. Her broken heart was beating erratically and it was hard to breathe. She gasped for breath between sobs, crying and repeating over and over, "No, please God, no! Not this, please! Give me another chance, please!"
She continued to cry and plead, throwing dishes and glasses or whatever else she could find to destroy just to vent her grief. She kept this up until exhaustion claimed her. She must have finally passed out because the next thing she remembered was the sun coming in the window over the sink and falling directly on her face. It had to be very early since the sun was low in the sky and the morning sun only came in that window for an hour or so.
She pushed herself up from the chair she had slept in and shuffled through the debris to pick up the contents of the envelope where it had come to rest after she threw it. She pulled the pictures and the pages together and walked back to the table to sit down. It was all she could do to make herself move and she felt cold, so very cold. As she laid the materials in front of her the pictures were the first thing she saw. There was one of her sitting on Wes's lap, her skirt up around her waist as she rode him, her face thrown back and her eyes closed. There was one of him fucking her missionary style on the couch and another one with him on his knees, his face buried between her legs. As she looked at that one, her stomach finally revolted and she had to rush to the sink. She stood there until the spasms passed, rinsed her mouth and face with cool water, then went back to her chair.
She pushed the remaining pictures aside, not wanting to see any more, then pulled out the report, opened the folder and scanned the first few pages. Just more boring stuff: times, dates, references to some of the pictures, fully documenting her infidelity. That's all. She laid it down, not caring to read any more. She looked at the thick, legal looking document and knew she should read the conditions of the divorce filing but didn't have the energy. Somehow, she knew they would be more than fair and that was more than she could take. Anyway, the tears were making it hard to read anything.
She somehow thought there should be more to signal the end of fifteen years of marriage. This seemed so insignificant to represent all those years. That reminded her of the envelope. With a small kernel of hope still alive, she grabbed that and tore it open, finding a few pages inside in Rick's handwriting. She wiped her eyes with the back of her hand, took the first page and began reading.
Judith,
By now, you know that the boys and I are gone. I only took our clothes, some of their more important things and my stuff from the den. I have a small two bedroom apartment for the three of us for the time being. It should serve at least until we settle all of our affairs. Bad choice of words, please forgive me. Divide our assets I should have said.
I've known about your affair with Wes Southern for some time. Want to know how I found out? Well, I'll tell you. I came to your office one evening after you called to say you had to work late. The boys thought you might enjoy a milkshake, so we stopped and I got an extra one for you. The boys stayed in the car while I walked up to your office. Pete, the guard let me in when I showed him the milkshake. As I got close, I heard you making those sounds I loved to hear when you were excited. I snuck up to the door and looked in to see you fucking Wes on the couch in your office. Thank God the boys had stayed behind in the car! I didn't really enjoy watching so I left, taking the milkshake with me. The boys and I went home and watched TV till you got there. That was the night I told you I had a bad headache. You probably don't remember.
She did remember. It was ironic in that that was the very first time she and Wes had sex. She was so consumed with guilt, she wondered how she was going to face him, but as soon as she walked in the door, he told her how sick he was and she was so relieved that she didn't have to talk to him or face him. She remembered saying a small prayer of thanks. She continued reading.
I hired a private investigator and that's his report you have now. He was a very nice man and was very apologetic when he gave me the final report. You see, we were both hoping this was only a one time thing, a mistake, a weakness. It wasn't as you well know. He only needed a few weeks to be sure. He somehow installed a camera in your office when I copied your office key, the one you keep on your key ring. He said it made it easy for him. I have to admit, you really got into it with good old Wes. You looked very sexy but I couldn't look at many of the pictures. It was just too hard. I'm sorry.
When you told me of the trip, and you were so excited, I agreed, knowing I would use the time to move our stuff out without you knowing. At the time I didn't really know why you wanted so badly to go, but I made a couple of calls to your office and found out that Wes was going with you. That was one of your lies: you told me it was you and a couple of others but actually it was just you and Wes. I bet you had a really good time with him there. No worries about getting caught and you could really go to town with a real bed. But hell, you seemed to do just fine with a couch, and in one picture, your office chair.
I don't know why you would chose to do this to us Judith. You cheated on me and the boys. Yes, the boys as well. You fouled the home we made for ourselves by your actions, your deceit. I could have forgiven a mistake, a failing. I would have forgiven that. We all have those, but this was not a failing. This was a planned betrayal of your promises to me and you did it deliberately. When I promised to love, honor and cherish, I meant it. Apparently you didn't.
My lawyer will contact you tomorrow. I hope we can work out the visitation and the custody without fighting. You love the boys, I know, and should be the primary care giver, even though you are going to break their hearts. Maybe not now, but when they're older and they understand what you did. I intend to let you keep the house so the boys will not have to move to some strange place.
After seeing the pictures, seeing what you did with him, my love for you died. You and I have nothing more to talk about so I won't be contacting you directly. I hope it was worth it to you Judith, and I'm sorry all we shared wasn't enough for you.
Rick
Now she knew why she had those little chills of fear, that grabbing and pinching in her gut, the shivers even though the day was warm. They were a premonition! It was her conscience trying to warn her, get her attention. Somehow it knew. She should have listened, but now it was too late. Rick was gone and he wasn't coming back. She had thrown it all away. And for what?
She remembered the thoughts that came to her as she was getting ready for this last trip: 'There was no possible way things could be any better than they were. I was blessed; I had it all.' But she never once thought of the consequences of her actions.
Consequences are a bitch!
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My Mistake
Yesterday I spoke with a nice young doctor who had a lot of letters after his name. He was a Psychiatrist, one of the real doctors of the head. We spoke and this is what I told him.
Thank you Doctor for listening to me. I don't know what to do or where to go. I just want to kill myself so I can stop feeling this pain in my chest and stomach. My medical doctor says there's nothing wrong with me. Maybe he's right, at least with my body. But my head is a different matter. Please, let me tell you what happened. Then maybe you can help me find a way to live with it.
My name is Dee Mallock and I'm married to Peter Mallock. We've been married now for over ten years and we have no children. That's my decision. I told Pete before we married that I didn't want kids and he agreed, although I knew he wanted them. I can't tell you why I didn't but it was probably buried somewhere in my subconscious. Anyway, I've practiced birth control via the pill for all our marriage. Except for two months ago and that was my mistake. I forgot and my prescription expired. I got it renewed but I needed to wait a month to get back on schedule. Pete and I made love of course, but I was always careful not to do so during my fertile times, even when I was on the pill unless, of course, we got carried away. So what happened?
Well, Pete came home two months ago and told me he had a brain tumor. He was really broken up about it since there was a good chance it could kill him. I was horrified and I think Pete had to work some just to calm me down. He had the tumor but I was almost hysterical. Anyway, we talked the entire day making contingency plans and all that you do when something like this happens. And then we went to bed and made love. Actually, it was more like a frenzy of lust and love all mixed together. Most of it was fear on both our parts but the sex was absolutely fantastic. We continued all night and well into the morning, but it seemed to help both of us to renew our love and our commitment to each other. I certainly never remembered about the pills. Not then.
Well, that's part of the story. The other part, the part that I have to tell you even though it makes me sick now, is that at that same time, I was having an affair with Pete's business partner, Jacob Platt. It was a silly thing, lasting only a few weeks, and wasn't even much about the sex. I don't even remember how it started but it had nothing to do with Pete or the way I felt about him. He had always been an excellent lover. So, I'm still trying to understand how it started. It isn't important now, but with the news of Pete's tumor, I decided to end it immediately. I had suddenly been given a wake up call of what was important in my life and who I loved. That was Pete! Only Pete! What I had with Jacob was dirty and trivial, and now a thing of the past.
I did it the very next day. I had a planned rendezvous with Jacob and I kept it. We met at the Palm Desert Motel the next afternoon. I told Jacob about Peter and that our affair or whatever the hell it was, was over and he accepted the news without much sympathy. As a matter of fact, he forced himself on me that day with threats of exposure to Pete. I agreed to this last tumble but never again. Jacob agreed and we had sex. Actually, I laid there while Jacob used my body, and that was when I felt like the slut I had been. Just dirty afterwards! But I was free of Jacob and I swore never again. Never again would I jeopardize my marriage.
Over the next several weeks, under doctor's orders, Pete began to prepare for the surgery. There were vitamins to take, a diet to begin, exercises he wanted Pete to do and a number of things we had to plan for afterwards. We worked like the team we were and it was a good time in spite of the reasons. It pulled us together and made us stronger. It took most of two months to complete before they would schedule the surgery. The doctor who was going to do it gave us the whole spiel making sure we understood everything and we agreed. It was scheduled for the next day.
Doctor Wallace took me aside and told me in no uncertain terms that Pete's condition was borderline. The cancer hadn't spread and there was a good chance that he could get it all during the operation. If he did, Pete could have a good chance at a full recovery. But, and this was critical he said, Pete had to want to live! Since the tumor was in the brain, close to the frontal lobe, his behavior would be affected. If he had a positive outlook, it would be so much better. Depression or even a deep sadness would be almost a death sentence. He wanted to know how things were at home. I assured him that I loved my husband, he loved me and we were a team. I promised myself that I would do nothing else to give him cause for distress.
A week later the operation was judged a success, at least medically. Now it was up to Pete. I was with him when he woke the first night and he did recognize me which was good. He seemed in good spirits but I was unable to joke much, being so worried. We talked, assured each other that the news was good and Pete started to mend. It was slow, but he was trying. I could see the part his mental condition played. When he was upbeat, the difference was striking. When the pain got him down, he looked terrible. So, I worked on his mind, kidding, telling him funny stories of people we both knew, anything to make him laugh.
But then, a gift! I couldn't wait till the next day when I could see Pete! I had such great news! News that should do what all the doctors in the world couldn't: make my husband Pete get better! What news you ask? The little stick that I took into the bathroom with me that night had two lines, crossing each other. That was the sign for positive. I was pregnant! Pregnant with Pete's baby! Sure it was due to a mistake on my part, running out of birth control pills, but this mistake was going to be a lifesaver. I was so pleased with this result that I danced around the house, blessing my mistake.
I went into the hospital the next day, visited with Pete for awhile, noticing that he was in a great deal of pain and bided my time. I wanted the announcement to be just perfect, made at just the right time. So, I waited. Lunch came and went and Pete's meds kicked in and he began to perk up a little. I left for a while then came back to share dinner with him. He looked very good. Better than he had for some time. I decided then that the time was right.
I sat down on the edge of the bed and took his hand in mine. Looking deep into his eyes, I spoke. "Pete, my darling. I have an announcement that you're going to love. I know we didn't plan it but I made a little mistake that is going to make you very happy." I paused for effect, watched the question grow in his eyes and then gave him my present.
"Congratulations Peter. You're going to be a daddy! I'm pregnant! I'm going to have a baby and it will need its father. So, your job is to get well as soon as possible."
My huge grin faded as I waited for his response and I was surprised when he failed to smile. I watched his face carefully and saw tears form in his eyes. That shocked me but I felt that he was simply overcome with emotion. My hope that he would recover much more quickly started to fade when he turned away from me and closed his eyes. I was about to say something more when he spoke.
"Dee, I want you to do me a favor. At home, in the top drawer in my desk on the right hand side, there is an envelope. Please bring it back with you tonight when you come." These words were not what I expected. And what did he mean tonight. I was already here.
"Pete, there's no reason for me to go home. I'm staying until visiting hours are over. And why are you being this way? Aren't you happy? You'll be fine by the time the baby is ready to come. You just have to get. . . ." I was interrupted by an angry Peter.
"Please, Dee! Just do as I ask! Please get the envelope and then come back. Then we can talk." With that he turned away from me and I was left in shock. What had gotten into him? I had no idea, but I decided to humor him and go home and get the envelope.
All the way home and back I tried to understand what was going on. Peter had always wanted children and now he was going to be a father. Why couldn't he simply accept that? What was his problem? Was he afraid he wouldn't survive to see the baby? That was nonsense. I would talk him out of that in short order. Pete was going to recover. This had to be good news if he could just accept that he was going to get well and become a great father.
I went into his room on my return with the envelope in my hand. "Alright Mr.! I got the envelope. Now, what's so damn important that you can't understand that you have a baby to get ready for? You're going to be the father you've always wanted to be."
Pete took the envelope from me, opened it with shaking fingers and reached in to pull a single sheet of paper from it. He looked at the sheet, closed his eyes for a second and then handed it to me.
"This was going to be my present to you for our anniversary next month Dee. I did it six months ago and kept it secret, waiting for all the tests to be in. Read it now if you will."
I took the sheet, saw the name of Pete's Urologist on the top and then scanned down toward the bottom. I saw the numbers printed there and the legend right next to it. It said,
Procedure successful. Motility count zero. No live spermatozoa.
Pete's quiet voice broke through the roaring in my head. "I had a vasectomy done for you so that you could stop the birth control pills. I knew how much you hated taking them and you never wanted children so, because I loved you so much, I did that. I can't be the father of the baby you're carrying."
I broke down then. I cried and pleaded with him to listen to me but he simply looked away from me, out the window. A nurse came in apparently at his call and asked me to leave. I refused but she called security and they took my arms and drug me from the room. I was screaming for Pete but he never answered.
I tried for the next three days to get back in to see him but the hospital said I was forbidden to enter his room or even his floor. They had me escorted out twice before I finally gave up. Pete wouldn't take any calls from me either. I was determined to get in to see him and on the forth day, I walked into the reception area of his doctor's office and demanded to see him.
Without any fuss, he walked out of his office to face me. "Yes Mrs. Mallock? What can I do for you?"
"I demand to see my husband. There's been a terrible mistake and I have to see him right away to explain. I have to see him. Please, please let me see him." I went quickly from demanding to begging because I had no choice. I had to see Pete to explain and to beg him to forgive me. I would do whatever he wanted me to do, but I had to see him.
Doctor Wallace simply stared at me for a few seconds before finally shaking his head. He put his hands on my shoulders and asked, "Weren't you told? Your husband died this morning. I'm very sorry, but his condition began to fail four days ago and we were unable to reverse it. He's gone. I'm so sorry. I thought you were notified."
So that's my story Doctor. I killed my husband with the announcement of my pregnancy. He knew immediately that he wasn't the father, but I had no idea until that instant when I saw the results of his vasectomy. Then I knew. Jacob! I guess the condom I always made him wear broke with his anger that day.
There's nothing more to tell you. It's been three months now since Pete died and I'm almost five months pregnant with my bastard child.
The young doctor had no real answers for me, just a bunch of platitudes and assurances. He started right in to heal me. First, he told me people didn't die from infidelity. No one dies from a broken heart. There were other things that caused Pete's death and it was not my fault. He said a bunch of other stuff too, most of it meant to help me, I'm sure. I thanked him for listening to me and pretended to consider what he told me. I even scheduled a follow up meeting with him that I had no intention of keeping.
I know the truth. I killed my husband and I have to live with that. I have to live with the understanding that when he needed me for trust and support, I let him down in the worst possible way. I cut his lifeline with the knife of my infidelity and gave him the last push over the borderline by carrying another man's baby.
But I'm still here. Me and Jacob's baby. The one that should have been Pete's. I considered abortion but Jacob wouldn't allow it. He has informed me that he intends to be the baby's father legally. He says he has the legal right to be the one to love and protect and nurture. He says he wants to be part of my baby's life from this point on and that I have to get used to the idea. Now that Pete is gone, he will provide the male influence. Well, one thing I can guarantee: that is never going to happen. I know the kind of man Jacob Platt is and no baby deserves that.
The joy I had when I thought I was carrying Pete's baby is gone, but maybe I can make it right. I'll take my baby to see his true father. Together, we're going to find Pete.
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There are twelve steps in the recovery program for alcoholism originated by Alcoholics Anonymous beginning with Step 1: Honesty and ending with Step 12: Service. This program is the spiritual foundation for personal recovery for those who enter. The parts of this program that can sometimes be controversial are the eighth and ninth steps. The eighth step is writing down the names of those hurt during the period of alcoholism, while the ninth step is making amends. The TV show 'My Name is Earl' is based on number 9. This story is my look at the same step.
The Ninth Step-Making Amends
I entered the bar called Jesse's and waited for my eyes to adjust to the dark. What I saw was a typical bar: tables and booths flanking a long bar with chrome and plastic stools, now mostly empty. I saw a booth toward the back and walked over to it. When the waitress came over, I told her I was waiting for someone but to bring me a Black Label while I waited. I didn't drink often but I thought 'when in Rome. .' The waitress returned with my beer, sat it down in front of me and then moved away, bored. As I nursed my beer, I saw the door open again, admitting a burst of sunlight and then saw Jerry. Jerry Geiger. I hadn't seen him in a year but I recognized him immediately. Big guy, almost 6' 5" and probably didn't weigh more than 150. He had sandy hair, cropped short and a mouth almost too big for his face. Dark eyes, small nose and a smile that showed a million teeth, all white as rice. As I watched him approach the table, I wondered again about the phone call that brought me here.
Jerry and I had been friends since high school. It was sort of strange, the two of us. We were physically so different. He was tall and skinny while I was shorter, maybe 6' even and stocky, built like a tank. I was a top jock, captain of the football team when Jerry was the equipment manager. I was in the top of my class where Jerry just barely passed. I had my pick of the girls in the school while Jerry had to settle for the class whore and even she wasn't sure she wanted anyone else to know she had gone out with him. The two of us were direct opposites in almost everything, but somehow we became friends. And we were good friends. We went everywhere together, did everything together and spent most of our time together. So, it wasn't strange that when I went into the service, Jerry followed me. We completed basic together, entered weapons training together and were sent to South Korea together where we served 12 easy months. When we came back to the states, we were finally separated. Jerry went to Fort Jackson in Columbia, South Carolina and I went to a joint forces training base in Los Alamitos, California. We finished our terms and returned home to Cleveland where we separated again, me to enter college while Jerry went into business with his dad.
We stayed in contact over the years and finally came together again when I took a job with an advertising company in Shaker Heights, close to where Jerry's dad had his business. He had a construction company and Jerry was a foreman. We got together and stayed close friends, spending most of our spare time together. That was until I met Janet Carl. I fell madly in love and she began to take over my time completely. Jerry and Janet didn't seem to get along very well, mainly because of Jerry, so naturally we started to drift apart. But when I proposed, and Janet accepted, Jerry was the one I asked to be my best man. Janet was OK with it because she knew how I felt about Jerry, so he and Janet agreed to a truce until after the wedding. Once we were married, my time with Jerry dried up and eventually stopped completely.
Janet and I bought a nice home in Brecksville with our combined salaries. Janet worked as an add copywriter in my company and I was in sales. I had to travel a lot but it was usually day trips only so I was hardly ever away for more than a day or two. That gave us time to get settled in our new home and to find ways to merge our time. We worked out a nice little schedule that suited us perfectly and we settled down as a typical married couple. Good sex was a big part of it. Janet and I were very compatible in the bedroom, experimentation being one of the things we liked to do. She would hear one of her girlfriends talking about something so we had to try it. I would read something or hear something and suggest it. She was always game. I was pleasantly surprised to find she had no reservations where sex was concerned. We found a lot to things to do that we both enjoyed.
The only bad time was a period about two years ago when I was asked to lock in a contract with a Japanese company. They were a big account and we wanted to take over their US advertising completely. I had to travel to Japan on several occasions and I was gone for two or three weeks each time. Janet hated that and we fought a lot about it, but she knew that it was a temporary thing and if I could lock it in, it meant a nice bonus and points toward a promotion later. It was rough and we fought a lot but we endured and got through it.
The only thing we disagreed on was kids. I wanted kids and Janet did too, but she wanted to wait for a few years. She said we had too many things to do together to limit ourselves now. I finally agreed so we postponed. We began to form friendships with other couples and Jerry sort of faded out of our circle of friends. I lost touch then and for more than a year I didn't hear from him. I almost forget about him until the phone call. It was from Jerry and was very simple and straightforward.
"Paul, it's Jerry. I know we haven't talked for some time but I need to see you. It's very important to me so I really need you to say you'll meet me."
"Sure Jerry. No problem. When and where buddy. Just say the word." I was interested and ready to help a buddy. No questions asked.
"Can you meet me at Jesse's over on Broad Street, near pop's office? Maybe after work tomorrow? OK?"
"Can do. I'll be there. Anything I should bring?"
"Just you. I'll see you then. And thanks Paul. Thanks a lot."
That was it. He hung up and now I was here. So, what was he up to and what did he need me for. Showtime! As we embraced, I noticed that he was thinner than ever. Seemed to have lost weight in the last year or so. He looked good though, so he wasn't sick. Or at least I hoped that he wasn't.
"Paul, I'm glad you agreed to meet me today. I don't know if you know I'm in recovery? I'm an alcoholic." He stood there, waiting for my reaction. As for me, I was not surprised that he was an alcoholic, but I was surprised that he was in recovery. Jerry had been drunk most of the time I knew him. I never thought he would ever stop drinking. But now that he had, I was delighted. I sat and waved him down as well.
"I didn't know, but I'm damned glad! Finally! Congratulations! How long has it been?" Damn, it was great!
"Five months, three days and twelve hours since my last drink. I'm in AA now and I did ninety days in rehab. I'm in the twelve step program. Have you heard of it?" He was smiling now as I gestured for him to go on.
"Vaguely. But what the hell. Whatever works for you. And I'll do anything I can to support you. You know that. So, what is it you need from me?" I was serious. Anything at all. This was Jerry, my great and good friend.
"When we get to step 8, we make a list of those we've offended or hurt by our actions due to drinking or booze in general. You were on the top of my list. Step 9 is making amends for my actions. That's why I'm here. To make amends." He was no longer smiling, but I wasn't sure why.
"Jerry, buddy! I can't think of any way you've screwed me over. We've had our differences over the years but there's nothing I can think of that you need to apologize to me for. So, whatever it is buddy, you're forgiven." I honestly couldn't think of a thing. Nothing! Honestly.
Jerry just looked at me, clearly not ready to forgive himself this way. He seemed upset and I watched as he gripped his hands together hard enough to make the knuckles white. The same with his face. It was twisted in pain. I was beginning to worry. What the hell had he done? I couldn't think of anything. Maybe he stole a few bucks? Hell! I had to get him to talk and get it out. Whatever it was, I could let it go.
"Jerry! Come on buddy! What the hell is it? You're starting to scare me now. Just say it and let's get it done with. I'm your friend. So, give!"
Jerry continued to fight with himself, but finally seemed to have resolved whatever it was that was twisting him up in those knots. He looked at me, swallowed and began.
"It was two years ago, when you were traveling so much, trying to lock up that contract with those guys in Japan. You know the ones. You were in Tokyo so much that I expected you to start talking Japanese. There were two or three times you were gone for at least two weeks at a time. Remember?" He was not looking at me now. He was staring at his clenched hands. I was beginning to wonder what he was going to say.
"Yeah, I remember. It was a bad time for me. Too much time away and it was hard on both me and Janet. We fought a lot and we almost broke up. How could I forget that time? It was a real bad deal all around." I did remember.
We were able to work it out, but it was a close call. Since then, our marriage had just grown stronger. We didn't talk much about that time. It was too painful for both of us. I had even moved out for a while before we went for counseling. But, what was Jerry getting at?
"OK, you remember. You know that Janet was very upset with you for having to spend so much time alone. She hated that. So, she called me one night and asked me to have dinner with her. I was surprised since she never liked me much, but I went. We went to Spencer's and had a really nice time. We talked a lot and found we had more in common than we thought. That was fun and we did it a couple of times more."
OK, so what? They got to know each other. Was there more? Now, I had a funny feeling in the pit of my stomach. I didn't think I wanted to hear any more. This was no longer funny. I thought it was time to stop this.
"Jerry, I appreciate your trying to make amends but I don't think I want to hear any more. Can we just stop this now and I forgive you? Whatever. If I don't hear any more, we can stay friends and forget this ever happened."
"Paul, if I can't do this, make a full confession, it doesn't count. It's no good for you to forgive me without knowing why. It's letting me off the hook too easy. I've got to do this now while I have the courage. Please, let me do this!"
I didn't want to go any further. I wanted this to stop right now! I pushed myself up from the booth and started to move around and leave. I didn't want to hear him say another word. I just wanted out! I had to get out!
Jerry stood when I did, but instead of doing as I asked and letting me go, he blurted it out. The son of bitch said the words I didn't want to hear, ever.
"Janet and I had an affair! We had an affair! I had sex with your wife! There! I did it!" He was leaning on the table with a look of satisfaction on his face. The son of a bitch was pleased with himself!
At least he didn't scream it out. But I heard it. Oh yes! I heard it loud and clear. Janet cheated on me with my best friend Jerry Geiger. My best friend was a son of a bitch and a fucking asshole!
"I had to tell you so I could make amends. It was just the one time. I have to tell you how sorry I am and that I regret that I ever did it. It was wrong and I'm so damn sorry. Now, you can forgive me. That's your part. You have to do it so I can make amends and go forward."
He straightened up with a look of expectation on his face. He wanted me to forgive him for fucking my wife. Can you beat that? He was standing there, waiting for me to say 'I forgive you'. Can you believe that shit? I could. Jerry was a lot of things but smart was never one of them. As a matter of fact, I always thought he was almost retarded, but hey, he was my friend and I had always looked out for him. Now?
"Well Jerry. What can I say? Seems like you feel a whole lot better now that you've confessed. What did Janet say when you told her you were going to tell me?"
"Oh, I didn't tell her. I knew she would try to stop me, so I didn't tell her. Actually, we haven't spoken since we stopped seeing each other. That's been a couple of years now."
"Well, she's going to be very surprised now, isn't she?" I was amazed how calm I was. My anger was so bottled up, it was like being in a pressure cooker. I had to do something to let off some steam and I had a good idea of what it was. So, I slid out from behind the booth and walked over to Jerry with my hand out. The dumb fucker thought I wanted to shake his hand.
"Great. Let's shake on it and let bygones be bygones." He stuck his hand out with a grin on his face.
I smiled back and then let him have it. I brought my fist from low against my side up and through a classical roundhouse, aimed right at his smile. Most roundhouses don't connect but this one did. I felt the contact from the end of my fist down through my arm and down to my feet. Damn! It was even better when I watched the light go out of his eyes as he stiffened before toppling like a rotten tree snapped by the wind. I swear he bounced when he hit the floor.
I looked down at the motionless body of the man I once thought of as my only true friend. He was out like a light. I resisted the urge to kick him in the balls. It was a really strong urge too, one I wanted so badly to give in to, but I was a gentleman.
"I'm sorry old buddy. I can't forgive you. And here's the tab. You can pay." I threw the bar bill down on his chest as I stepped over his prone body to walk slowly and calmly out the door.
I went directly to my car, parked toward the back of the lot. I sat down, laid my head down on the steering wheel and tried to think. My mind was in a whirl and my emotions badly scrambled. I had just been told that my wife, the love of my life and the one person in this whole damn world that I counted on to keep me grounded and sane, had cheated on me. She had fucked my best friend and never told me. She had betrayed my trust in her. It was almost to much to handle.
I decided I would do the intelligent thing. I would go and get drunk. I was outside a bar, but unfortunately, I had just decked the prick that made me want to get drunk so this bar was out. I needed another place, and I needed it now. I started the car and backed out just as my once best friend came out the door and looked around. He spotted me and began to run toward me but I floored the car and shot out of the lot and started down the street before he could reach me. In the rear view mirror, I watched him get smaller and smaller which I thought appropriate. He disappeared and I concentrated on finding a new watering hole.
About three blocks down the street, I spotted the 'Camel's Hump', a likely looking spot. I pulled around to the back and parked. Seemed like a few people were already here so I wandered in and found a nice table in the back. I slid in, held up my hand and a nice looking waitress came over. "What can I get for you good looking?" She laid down a napkin and waited, looking me over as she did. I returned the favor before answering.
"A Black Label and keep them coming. And run a tab if you will, whatever your name is."
"Name's May and I can run a tab only if you give me something up front. Like a twenty." She smiled down at me and I admired her and the rack she carried. She had a nice smile. Her rack wasn't bad either. I pulled my wallet, found a twenty and laid it down.
"Thanks May. My names Paul. You can call me cuckold Paul if you like. Or, how about Sucker. Yeah, sucker is good. That's me. Sucker Paul." Nothing like a little self pity to get things started. "Call me SP for short."
May left without responding and came back with a Black Label. She placed it down and leaned over to whisper in my ear. "Take it easy Paul. She can't be worth the pain you're going to feel if you get wasted. Take it from May. Just take it easy." She straightened and walked away. I watched, noting the sway of her hips from the rear. Nice view. I thought about what she said and then decided she was wrong. I had no desire to take it easy. I wanted to take it as far as I could without losing consciousness. Well, what the hell: why stay conscious? What did I have to go home to? A cheating wife?
I had my beer, and then a few more and then some more after that. May took good care of me and kept me in liquid memory eraser. Sometime later, when my memory was beginning to be a thing of the past, she finally sat down at my table and slid a cup of coffee in front of me.
"Drink this. You need to sober up before we close for the night. It's past two in the morning and sooner or later, someone is going to miss you. Know who that might be?"
I thought about it. I thought real hard but no one came to mind. I told May that there was no one I could think of and she laughed at me. "How about your wife? Think she might wonder where you are? Got a cell phone?"
Now there was a thought. Did I have a cell phone? Of course I had a cell phone. I had a very nice cell phone, one that took pictures and everything. I reached into my shirt pocket and pulled out my cell. "Hah! Thought I didn't have a pell chone?" Funny, that didn't come out right. "What's this?" I held it up high in triumph.
May took it from me and pushed the power button. I heard it make a cute sound and then it began to ring. She handed it to me. "It was turned off, genius"
So it was. Who could be calling me at this hour? I stared at the phone but I couldn't focus on the caller ID. I told May, "I can't read the screen so I don't know who it is. What good is a phone if you can't tell who's calling?"
"Why don't you answer it genius. Then you'll know who it is." She seemed to be laughing at me but I had no idea why. It wasn't nice to laugh at someone with a handicap. I couldn't read the screen. That was a handicap. I finally decided that maybe I should answer it to see who it was that was calling me at this hour.
"Hello?" There! That wasn't so hard.
"Paul? Is that you? My god Paul, where are you and why didn't you call? I've been scared to death. It's after two in the morning."
It was Janet. How about that? It was my wife. How did May know it would be my wife? I asked her. "How did you know who it was? It's my wife, the cheater. It's Janet."
"Paul? Who are you talking to? Who's there? Where are you? Paul? Talk to me!"
"Hello? Is this Janet? The cheater?"
May took the phone from me and spoke into it. I couldn't hear most of what she said but it was something about me. I was pretty sure it was about me because she kept looking at me as she spoke. I lost interest though and decided to finish my beer. But there was no beer, only a cup of coffee. I drank that anyway. I considered asking May for another beer but I doubted she would give me one. She seemed to be done talking to my wife since she handed me back my phone. I listened to it for a second but decided Janet had hung up. Probably mad at me for some reason.
"May, I think I would like to have another Black Label. Maybe you could have one too, then we could both have one. One for the road, that's what I want. Yeah, just one more for the road." That reminded me of a song and I started to sing, 'One for my baby, and one more for the road.' "Come on May, sing with me.Oh, one for my. . ." Suddenly I didn't feel so good.
I got up and staggered toward where I thought the men's room was. I had a purpose now which gave me strength. I made it all the way into the john, found a nice cool stall where I sank to my knees and recited the lord's prayer as my insides came out through my mouth and nose. On the fifth repetition, my insides began to settle and my stomach unclenched. I suddenly felt the hard floor on my knees and the cold porcelain of the john on my cheek. The sweat was beginning to cool on my face and I was starting to shiver with the chill. I remained there, now just repeating a short litany of regret over and over.



After I was sure my insides were going to stay there, I pushed myself up and went to splash some cold water on my face and use some to rinse out my foul mouth. I was now beginning to remember some of what I said to May and my face was warm with shame. I was drunk! I hadn't been drunk in probably twenty years. I couldn't remember the last time I had been this stupid. Stupid because I was a lousy drunk. I couldn't hold my alcohol and when I was stupid enough to have a few, I made a fool out of myself. So, I quit a long time ago for good reason. Now, I remembered the reason.
I walked out, ready to face May and my foolishness and almost ran into Janet. She was standing just outside the men's room and had obviously been waiting for me. Now that my mind was functioning again, albeit slowly and with difficulty, I guessed that May had told her where I was on the cell. Well, it was just too bad that she had to find me this way, but I didn't really care. Now that I knew what she was, I didn't have to worry any more about her. I straightened myself up to my full height of just about six feet of pure muscle and tried to glare down at her, which was tough when she was almost as tall as I was. Well then, I would level my manly gaze directly on her and force her to back away.
Didn't work. Damn! The problem was that as I was leveling my steely gaze on her, I was wobbling from side to side and almost fell over backwards. She watched my pathetic self with a sneer on her face while I gathered my remaining wits together and faced her.
"I don't know why you're here. I know what you did with Jerry back when. He told me that you two had an affair and that you had sex with him. You cheated on me, and I'm done with you. So, there!" Damn! Well said! I puffed up with pride at how well I had done. I waited for her apology, her groveling and pleading with me to forgive her, her pathetic attempts to persuade me that she really loved me and wanted me to let her come back. But, I would resist with manly pride. I was the man scorned. Was that right? Man scorned? No, it was a woman scorned. What was a man? Oh, yeah, cuckolded. That was it.
I was becoming confused. Instead of falling down in tears, Janet was just staring at me with that same look of contempt. She was standing there, her fists pressed against her sides, saying nothing. I waited but she didn't move.
"Well? Don't you have something you want to say to me?" I was in full control now. She would have to beg for my forgiveness now that I knew. I waited.
"May, can you help me get this idiot into my car? I have to get him home before he does something else stupid." May came over and the two of them took me by the hands and pulled me toward the front of the bar. I followed without resisting, trying to figure out what had just happened. I told her that I knew. I told her I was done with her. Why wasn't she apologizing? What the hell was going on here?
Together they stuffed me in Janet's van and before I knew it I was heading home with Janet driving. I looked over at her but she was ignoring me completely. I decided that I would just wait till we got home before I said any more. Anyway, I was very tired and I was finding it hard to keep my eyes open. Maybe just a little nap until we got home. Just rest my eyes a little. I had just shut my eyes when Janet was tugging me out of the van and into the house. I went willingly, not sure how we got there so fast.
I was going to stop in the kitchen to confront Janet but found myself walking into the bedroom. I wanted to say something but instead, felt my pants being jerked down. When I looked down to see what was happening, I felt a push against my chest and I fell backwards onto the bed. Damn did that feel good. Maybe just a little nap to get my strength back. Maybe just . . . . . . .
I woke to bright sunlight streaming in the window. I groaned, tried to roll over to block it out when I smelled the wonderful aroma of coffee. It was enough to make me open my eyes and try to stand. That was a whole other thing. It took me three tries to get my feet under me enough that I could stand without falling over. That caused my head to pound and it felt as though it was going to split wide open. I stood very still until that passed. I felt a little nauseous but that eventually passed and I found my way downstairs to the kitchen and that wonderful smell.
As I entered the kitchen, I saw Janet standing there, leaning against the counter looking very calm and collected. She watched me with a smile as she said, "Good morning. I hope you feel as bad as you look. You certainly deserve it after what you did last night. What the hell ever possessed you to get drunk? And what were you babbling about when you said you knew what we did? Who was we? And what did we do? You were mumbling about cheating. Did you cheat with someone?"
Me cheat? What the hell was she talking about? I had to have coffee. I waved her away and grabbed a cup which I filled to the brim with hot black coffee, the stuff of life. I sipped carefully, burning my lips but needing the jolt. After a few sips, the warmth in my stomach translated to a feeling of normalcy. I sighed, sat down with the cup clutched between my palms and regarded her. Now I felt confident enough to lay it out for her.
"Well Janet. Guess who came to see me yesterday? Give up? Jerry Geiger! Your one time lover. He told me all about it. He told me how you called him to meet you for dinner and how you seduced him and then how the two of you had sex. He confessed, Janet! He confessed!"
Janet listened without response as I laid it out for her, piece by piece. I now waited for her pleas and protestations of remorse. Surely they would come now.
"And why pray tell did Jerry Geiger tell you this? Why did he suddenly confess about our affair?"
"Because he was on step nine of twelve. He's a recovering alcoholic and he's making amends to those he hurt. I was his best friend and he screwed you, my loving wife. He felt bad and wanted me to forgive him. As if!"
Janet was still smiling as she listened to me. I was becoming very confused. Why was she smiling? Did she care so little about me that she didn't care that I found out? Was she going to leave me now? Maybe this wasn't such a good idea. Damn that Jerry! Why did he have to tell me this shit? Why couldn't he have left it alone? Damn!
"Paul, I want you to listen to me very carefully. I'll only say this once. Remember as I tell you this that Jerry is an alcoholic, and that I can't stand him. I never could!" She looked at me to see if I was listening, then continued. "Jerry was drunk for most of the time you knew him. He was drunk all of the time I knew him. Most of the time, he wasn't even aware of where he was or who he was with because he's a drunk, Paul. He's a drunk. But, OK. Here's what happened.
"Jerry called me very late one night while you were in Japan. We had met a few times at his insistence just to talk but for some reason that night he wanted to come over. He decided we had to learn to be friends to make you happy. I told him I was already sleeping and to go to hell. An hour later, he showed up at the door, drunk as a skunk. I tried to push him out the door but he charged inside. I followed him in and watched him go upstairs to our bedroom. I waited a while for him to come back down, but when he didn't I went up and found him passed out on our bed. I decided to let him sleep it off and went downstairs and fell asleep on the couch.
"The following morning, Jerry came down, saw me still in my nightgown and apparently thought we had slept together. He was all apologetic and was crying about cheating on his best friend. He pleaded with me not to ever tell you and I let him go on, never thinking about correcting him and let him leave the house believing he had cheated on you. I thought it was great since it meant he would try his best to avoid us. It worked. I never saw him again and you and he drifted apart."
Janet stopped, folded her arms across her chest and just looked at me. "That's what really happened Paul. So, I guess you have to decide who to believe. Me, your wife who loves you and forgives you for getting drunk at two in the morning, or your drunken friend who didn't even know what the hell he was doing most of the years you knew him."
I thought about it. Who did I believe? I looked at Janet standing there calmly, not even worrying about what I thought and actually laughing at me, or my best friend Jerry who would do anything for me. Actually, it wasn't much of a choice. Jerry was a drunk, and I knew it. I'd been with him many times when he couldn't remember what we did the night before. And I knew for a fact that his boozing caused a real short term memory loss. So, even though I had a tiny, nagging doubt, I believed that Jerry had never been with Janet.
"You're right. Jerry is full of shit! And I'm sorry for what I put you through last night. It was low of me. Can you forgive me?" Puppy dog look and puppy dog eyes that she couldn't resist. She forgave me.
"Listen. I'm going upstairs to take a shower and change and then I'm taking you out for lunch. We'll go anywhere you want and afterwards, I'll take you shopping. You can buy yourself a present from me for being an ass. A very expensive present."
"You're forgiven. Go, take your shower." Janet kissed me hard and patted me on the ass as I went upstairs. Thank God! I was so thankful that Janet had never had an affair with Jerry. I went happily.
Epilogue
I watched Paul go upstairs for his shower with a feeling of great relief. When he said I was a cheater over the phone, my heart almost stopped. My mind went numb and maybe that saved me because I never answered him. Then, when he later mentioned Jerry and Jerry's need to confess, I knew I had a chance. Thank God he was too drunk to function well and fortunately didn't notice, which gave me time to recover. But then I decided to tell him the truth about that night with Jerry, so I did. Well, almost. You see, what I told Paul really was the truth, word for word. It's what I didn't tell him that makes the difference. And it's a difference that Paul will never know about. Never.
That night happened at a time when my relationship with Paul was at its lowest. We fought, he had moved out and to make matters worse, was on one of his all too frequent trips to Japan. I had almost given up hope for the two of us. Jerry did call that night and I listened and I did refuse to see him. We had met a few times at his request but I just couldn't find it inside me to like the guy. I guess what he wanted was to continue his quest to see if we could be friends.
So, when Jerry came to the door, I answered, knowing that it was probably him. He was drunk as usual and he was babbling about "doing it for Paul", or some such nonsense. I told him to go away, but instead of talking to me and trying to get me to let him in, he just pushed past me into the house and went upstairs. But what Jerry didn't know was that I wasn't alone that night. Fortunately for me, he was making a lot of noise and Brian heard him coming. That's right. Brian Watson, a coworker of mine in the accounting department. He knew both Paul and I and was aware of our problems. He had been hitting on me for some time and that particular night, I had given in and invited him over. Well, one thing led to another and we were upstairs in my bed when Jerry came. That's where I left him to answer the door.
Hearing Jerry coming, Brian figured out what was going on and moved into the spare room before Jerry reached the bedroom. He watched through the slightly opened door and saw Jerry go into the master bedroom, then snuck over to the door and saw that he was inside, passed out on the bed. He came over to the top of the steps and waved me up. After deciding that he was too drunk to wake, we put Jerry to bed in our bed, right where he had passed out. Brian is the one that undressed him. I just watched.
Once Jerry was in bed, Brian and I went into the spare room and finished what we had started. We made love for two hours with Jerry sleeping right next door. It really was pretty great and I had missed Paul so I was horny as hell. But afterwards, as I listened to Brian in the shower, I began to think of what could have happened if it had been Paul rather than Jerry that night, and what I was risking. I decided then and there that I didn't ever want to have to face that so I told Brian that we were through. I told him even though Paul had moved out for a time it made no difference. We were still married and I wanted our marriage to continue. It wasn't going to continue if I was going to cheat on Paul. I decided that night to fight for what I had and what I realized that I could lose. Brian heard me out and accepted my decision. He wanted to stay the night, but I had made up my mind. I wanted him to leave and he did.
He left before daylight and I went downstairs waiting for Jerry to wake up. When he did come down and in his confusion believed we had slept together, I let him think we had and convinced him that Paul must never know. I cried and pleaded with him and Jerry bought it and that was the last I heard from him until now. So, even though this was almost a disaster, it worked out well. Paul is happy, I'm happy and that prick Jerry is miserable. How about that?
That was what really happened that night and it was just that one time. I never cheated on Paul again nor did I ever even want to. And even though I lied to him, I never had second thoughts. Paul loved me and I loved him and I wanted nothing more than our marriage and our life together. I've protected my secret and I am going to take it with me to the grave. I know what you must think of me but I don't care. I made a mistake and I have to live with it, but that's no reason for me to give up the man I love. My punishment is knowing what I did. I have to live with that!
And by the way, when Paul comes down from his shower, I have something to tell him. He's going to be a father.
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Billy-Part 1
Stuart remembers during the trip back to Pittsburgh. This event leads to his move to Denver.
From Pittsburgh to Denver
I left the Orange Belt, merged onto the Penn Lincoln Parkway, then exited onto I-79 South to Bridgeville at 10:30 that evening. My flight from Denver to the Pittsburgh International Airport landed at 9:00 but I was still on Denver time so it was not all that late at night for me. The rush hour traffic was over so the interstate was not very busy and I made good time to my dad's place just past Bridgeville in a little place called Cowden. He had lived there all his live and I grew up there. It was a great place for a kid and I loved it.
I was coming home to visit my dad who was not doing so well according to Mary, his friend and next door neighbor. I had enlisted Mary's help in watching out for Dad since she was right next door and had been good friends with my mother. She wanted me there to convince him to take himself into the hospital. He had cancer and was not expected to live more than another six months but he refused to go easily. Now he wouldn't take the morphine his doctor prescribed for the pain and he refused to go into the hospital where they could monitor the progress of his cancer. Mary tried to be his nurse but he was a lousy patient for her or anyone else. I didn't know what I could do but I was going to try.
While I made the trip back to Pittsburgh several times a year, it was usually a quick visit with the Manager of Research for coatings, and with my boss, Ryan Erinson. I stopped in to see my dad and spent some time with him but I stayed in the city if I had to be there overnight. It was easier and more convenient for me. This trip was different and personal so I was staying with dad at his place. He had continued to keep my old room available for me.
I left Pittsburgh over five years ago to take the job in Denver. At the time, I was in the process of divorcing my second wife Billy, after just four years of marriage. She and my best friend Mark Fletcher had been having a long term affair and during the period afterward, I realized that Billy was never going to be faithful. It was her second marriage as well and it was clear to me that she wanted more than I or any man could give. At least that was the conclusion I came to after giving her everything she asked for. It wasn't enough. And since both of my marriages ended in disaster, I had pretty much given up on any permanent attachments with those of the opposite sex.
For some background, my name is Arthur Davidson. I am 52 years old and currently Managing Director of True Wire Inc. and VP of Coatings for a fairly large company based in Pittsburgh, Pa. that makes and markets all types of wire. My division is based in Denver, Colorado and is the one that handles all of the coated wiring even though most of the research personnel are still in Pittsburgh. We do all types: insulated, stranded, twisted and solid conductors. The type of coating depends on the use of the wires. I had been in this position for about five years now and our division had grown by over 37% with the introduction of several new and unique products. I had several patents and I was very secure in my job. As a matter of fact, I was due for a promotion that could mean moving back to the Pittsburgh area.
I've been married twice, the first time to a wonderful woman who gave me fifteen wonderful years and a beautiful daughter. We were deeply in love but she was killed by a drunk driver six years before. My daughter and I grieved and felt the pain intensely but we both finally moved on. Penny, our daughter, moved to Germany with her husband and she's been there ever since. She loves it and has no desire to come back to the US. I visit with her to see my two grandkids but only about twice a year.
I poured myself into my job and slowly reentered society where I began to meet new people. That's when I met Billy, my second wife. She and I were both trying to find our way when we met. She had also been married once before and she was divorced. She never told me the reasons behind the divorce and I never pressed her for details. The only strange thing was that I never met her children. She told me she had two but neither lived with her and she had no contact with them. I respected her wishes and never tried to find out what happened, but I had my suspicions. She and I were married in a civil ceremony without fanfare.
All of this had happened many years ago. I realized that it had been ten years ago that my life with Billy started. So long ago. As I drove the dark interstate south to my old home, I thought back to that time five years ago when I discovered Billy's affair.
*****
Billy and I had been married a little more than 4 years. As I said, it was the second marriage for both of us. We both had children from our first marriages but they were fully grown and on their own. My daughter Penny was married but lived now in Germany. My dad, Edward, lived nearby and we saw him fairly often. He liked Billy and she seemed to like him. I couldn't say the same for her parents, Violet and Ben Delong. What a pair. They thought no one was good enough for their daughter. I was a big mistake in their eyes.
Billy didn't work, preferring to stay home and spend her time with causes and crusades. She was currently working at a shelter for battered women and she seemed to be fully committed. This was her way with most things for a year or so. She would stay with it until she became bored. At the time, that was fine with me since I worked a lot of hours and it kept her occupied.
It was just a typical day for me. It was just after 2:00 in the afternoon when Paula came into my office. Paula was my secretary, my second mother, and my sergeant at arms. She had a funny look on her face as she shut the door behind her. She obviously had some juicy tidbit of gossip to spread and unfortunately I was her intended receiver.
"OK Paula, what's up? You look like you just found out there's a major conspiracy to take over the company. Give."
Paula pulled up one of the chairs in front of my desk and sat down, deliberately leaning over my desk to get as close to me as possible. This must really be big.
"Mr. Erinson wants you to meet him after work at Bennington's for dinner and drinks. Georgina told me that there will be two others there as well. She thinks they're both board members. Something's up and you're the star player. I know it."
Mr. Erinson was Ryan Erinson, President of General Winding and my boss's boss. Georgina was his secretary and Paula's inside source. I digested this little bit of information without any enlightenment. I knew of nothing that was on the horizon and no one had told me of any major changes coming up. I was at a loss.
"Well, I don't have a clue but I know nothing is happening that should concern me. Maybe there's some sort of problem with the coating division and he wants me to begin some sort of investigation. You know Ryan's always worried about something."
"Well, maybe, but I think it's something big. You just wait and see."
"We'll both wait. Would you please call Billy and let her know that I'll be late? I should be home about 11:00. We have no plans so it should be fine."
'I'll take care of it. And just remember: you let me know right away what's going on. Promise?"
I promised her and shooed her out of my office. I had no idea what was going on and nothing had come my way to offer any clues. Well, I would just wait. It would be explained to me at the meeting, of that I was sure.
I decided to finish the project report I was working on before closing down for the day. I considered calling Hugh Wilson, my direct boss first but it was getting toward time for me to leave for dinner. Bennington's was halfway across town and it would take me about 40 minutes to get there. I wish Ryan had picked someplace closer. I closed down the computer, locked my files and went into the washroom to freshen up for the meeting.
Paula had gone by the time I was ready to leave. She left a note saying she left a message for Billy since she didn't answer. That was fine. She would probably be home by the time I was due anyway and would get the message. I left for Bennington's.
I was shown into a private room at the restaurant to find Ryan there with two board members that I knew quite well. John Armitage and Harry Rollings were two of the original members and I liked both of them. We shook hands and we all sat down to dinner. Ryan had gone all out and it was quite good. Talk was loose and informal and Ryan indicated that we would not talk business until later. I understood and enjoyed.
When drinks were served, Ryan indicated that I take a seat across from him. John and Harry sat beside him. Ryan started.
"Stu, I need to tell you something that is confidential for now. I'm sure you know of a company called True Wire, Inc. You've dealt with them from time to time and I think you know the owner. Do you remember him?"
"Sure. That's Pete Higson. He and I go way back."
"Right. Well, here's the deal. We made an offer to buy True Wire and Pete's accepted. We've done all of the due diligence and our accountants have audited the books. The price is fair and we have agreed in principle. I want you to go out there and take our letter of intent and have Pete sign the deal. He's waiting for you and everything is set."
"Well sure, I'll be happy to go. It will be good to see Pete again and it will give me some time to visit and take stock. I assume that's the idea?"
"Yes and no. You won't be taking stock. You'll be looking at your new company. We are promoting you to Managing Director of True Wire and VP of Coatings. You are now a senior VP for General Windings. Congratulations Stuart!"
"Well, I'm totally shocked. But does Hugh know about this? Has be been told? I wouldn't like to start a new job with him as an enemy."
"Hugh recommended you once we told him of the acquisition. Actually, he is thinking of retiring and I probably won't replace him now that you're in this new position. You were in line for his job before but this one is even higher."
With that announcement, Ryan, John and Harry all got up to congratulate me and pat me on the back. It was one hell of a promotion and it would mean a whole new life for Billy and me. We would be moving to Denver and we could afford to go first class. Billy would be thrilled and I was looking forward to telling her the good news.
"One thing to deal with yet and that is your replacement. I'm assuming you would recommend Mark Fletcher to replace you? You have had nothing but good things to say about him. If you still feel that way, he'll take over when Hugh retires."
"Mark is a great choice. He can do the job and can get up to speed in short order. He'll do a super job. Can I tell him everything?"
"Yes. We have cleared it with Hugh so you can, but let him know not to mention it. Not for another two weeks. The deal will be final then and we can make the announcement."
He laughed before saying, "You can tell Paula of course since she'll find out from Georgina anyway."
We had a couple of drinks and Ryan told me that reservations for a flight out tonight were already made. It was just past 7:30 so I had about three hours to get home, get packed and to the airport for the flight. I decided to leave right away to give me time to tell Billy. I said my thanks and good byes and headed home.
As I drove home, I thought about the changes that this would make in our lives. I knew that Billy would be happy. She hated Pittsburgh and wanted to move somewhere else with better weather and more of a social climate suited to her tastes. She was alright with her social clubs and friends but she wasn't all that happy with some of their more liberal swings. We had discussed it to the point of thinking about a job change. This would accomplish all of that and more. I was thinking of a way to announce the new job and the new location with some sort of a flourish. I didn't call her since I had made up my mind that I was just going to blurt it out as soon as I came in the door.
I called Paula on my cell and left her a voice mail telling her that I would be out of town tomorrow and would call in and let her know where I was. I told her to make sure Mark had the proposal for the new coating lines on Ryan's desk first thing in the morning. I finally told her that she was right when she told me that things were happening and that she could talk to Georgina. She could fill in some of the blanks until I could talk more to her. I hung up and I turned into my driveway. I saw Mark's car there but that was not unusual. We were best friends as well as boss and co-worker.
I burst into the kitchen from the garage and was surprised to find the house apparently empty. I moved quickly through the downstairs rooms without finding either Billy or Mark. I thought maybe they had gone out with Patty and Fred from down the street. Well, I was disappointed not to be able to share it with her now but I could call her from the airport.
Without any more thought, I bounded up the stairs two at a time to our bedroom. I slid into the room in time to see Mark pumping away on a willing and vocal Billy. The doorway was to the side of the bed so my view was perfect. I could see Billy lying on her back with her arms around mark's neck. Mark was between her legs and he was supporting himself on his arms as he fucked her. Mark's hairy ass was pumping up and down and I could see Billy's legs wrapped tightly around his waist pulling him in as tight as she could. It was good timing as I heard Mark yell.
"Oh my God, I'm cuming! I'm cuming!"
Billy was grunting and making noises like I had never heard and she was also just about ready to let go. She let out one shrill scream and told Mark to let it go.
"Cum in me, cum in me, let me have it, do it! Oh, oh, oh my God!"
All I could do at that point was to turn around and slam the door shut behind me. I had seen all I wanted to see. I turned around and walked back downstairs to the living room. I sank down in one of the chairs and waited. I was stunned and my mind simply refused to function very well. My wife and my best friend in bed together. I couldn't seem to make sense of it. As I struggled with the sight I had just witnessed, my anger began to burn hot and bright in my chest. I let it grow since the heat of it was better than the cold of betrayal. That's where I was sitting when Mark came down the stairs. He saw me and came into the room. He stopped in front of me.
"God Stu, I'm so sorry you saw that. I have no excuse for it except to say that I have always loved Billy as you know. We never expected you to come home so early and things just got out of control. We never wanted to hurt you. You have to know that. It will never happen again. You have my word."
The words seemed to just wash over me without registering. It made no difference what he said. I knew what had happened and that was all I could deal with. But the heat from my anger was burning to be let out and I gave vent to it in words. I gritted my teeth and held on to my temper as I looked into the face of the man I now hated.
"I want you to leave my house now. I never want to see you again outside the office. I have to deal with you there as you will soon understand, but I never want to see or talk to you outside again. We are no longer friends; we don't know each other socially. I have no wish to hear your story or your apologies. Do you understand?"
"Please Stu. Let's talk about this. You don't mean what you're saying. You can't mean that. We've been friends for ten years. You can't mean we're over. Come on!"
"I won't ask you again to leave my house. I repeat: I don't want to see you again outside work. I don't ever want you to come to my house and if I ever see you near my wife again, I'll kill you. Please don't test me. Now, get the fuck out of my house!"
With that, I rose and moved toward him. I am a very big man: 215, 6' 2, and I pride myself on my appearance. I work out three times a week and I can press my weight without breaking a sweat. Mark on the other hand is shorter than I, weights about 30 pounds less and never had the ambition to improve himself physically. He concentrates on his slick appeal to women. He is a good looking jerk.
Mark took the hint and almost ran to the front door. He tried to say some more but I pushed him out the door and than shut and locked it behind him. I turned my back to the door and leaned against it trying to get control of my anger. I had done fine till now, but I looked up and saw Billy standing on the stairs watching me. She had put on a robe to cover her nakedness. As I saw her standing there, my anger began to burn even hotter. I felt the heat in my face and chest and I was suddenly afraid of what I could do. I shuddered and shook my head to try to clear the fury. After a couple of deep breaths and some very serious talking to myself, I began to feel some control returning.
I walked away from the door and went into the kitchen. I took a beer from the refrigerator and sat down at the table. I was concentrating on my breathing when she walked in. I didn't look up and I didn't acknowledge her in any way. I couldn't without losing my control. I took several deep breaths and a swig of beer. It seemed to help.
"Will you let me tell you what happened?"
"No. I have to pack a bag. I'm leaving tonight for Denver. I have to catch a plane and I don't have much time. Maybe we can talk when I get back."
"Why are you going to Denver now? We can't just let this go. You have to listen to me and we have to talk this out. You can't let it go."
"Yes, I can and I will. What you did is pretty clear. I saw it with my own eyes. Why you did it is not so clear. And why you did it with Mark is totally unclear. But none of that is important right now. I have to get ready."
With that, I threw the beer bottle against the kitchen wall where it shattered into a thousand satisfying pieces. As she cowered away from me I just looked at her.
"For your information, I told Mark that he is never to set foot in this house again. That's my decision and you have nothing to say about it. I told him, and now I'll tell you. If I ever see him here again, I'll kill him. Do you understand?"
Without waiting for her answer, I got up and walked upstairs to our bedroom to pack. I needed enough for three or four days and that was easy. I had done this a million times and I did it now by instinct. As I was closing the overnight, Billy walked into the bedroom and sat down on the bed watching me. I ignored her, picked up the overnight and my suit carrier and walked out of the room without a word. I carried them downstairs and out to the car.
When I came back into the kitchen, Billy was not there. I felt a sense of relief as I filled my travel mug with coffee. I looked around the kitchen, maybe for the last time and went out to the car, shutting and locking the door behind me. I drove away toward the airport without looking back.
I caught my flight on America West and arrived in Denver on time. I saw the waiting shuttle driver with a sign with my name and he took me to the hotel Paula reserved for me. I was not looking forward to a free night and wished that we could get right to it, but this late I didn't expect anything to happen. I checked in, went up to the room and lay down. I slept poorly that night.
The next morning after a mostly sleepless night, I went down to meet Pete for breakfast. He was the same cheerful guy I had met and worked with for the last few years. I liked him the first time I met him and we had become good friends. Mostly long distance but friends nevertheless. We talked over coffee and eggs and finally left to go to the plant. We met with several of the executives and we took care of business in just under three hours. That left a lot of time for me to just wander around with Pete, looking over the operations and reacquainting myself with his, or I should say my operations. We had an enjoyable afternoon and finished up early.



Pete asked me if I was in a hurry to get back and I told him no, but without any explanation. He invited me to have dinner with him and his wife and I accepted. I spent a very pleasant evening with them and didn't leave until very late. Pete took me back to the hotel after telling me that it was his recommendation that got me the job. He told me he had known Ryan for years and that Ryan asked for his recommendation. He wasn't aware of the VP offer though but was thrilled for me just the same. I was very grateful and told him so. We parted as usual, friends and professionals.
I went up to my room to find the phone message light blinking. I wondered who it could be since no one knew where I was except for Ryan and Paula. I got the message and it was Paula. There were several items on her list.
"Stu, it's Paula. A few things. First, Mark is up to speed on the proposals and he can make the presentation tomorrow. Second, he wanted to talk to you but I told him that I didn't have your number. Actually, I did. I got it from Georgina but since you hadn't called me, I wasn't sure you wanted him to have it. And finally, Billy called at least 5 times today wanting to talk to you. Now Stu, what's going on? Do I give her your number or not? And what about Mark? Call me, first thing tomorrow."
That was Paula. She was always looking out for me, even with my wife and my second in command. If I didn't give them the number, she wouldn't either, regardless of what they said. She was something and I was going to make sure she remained with me if she would relocate. I knew she was widowed so maybe. I somehow felt better after her message and I thought maybe I could sleep tonight. At least, I could try.
The next morning, I called Paula just after 8:00 her time. I knew she would be at her desk and she answered on the first ring.
"Hi Paula, it's me. Thanks for the message last night and thanks for not giving out the number."
"Stu, what's going on? Billy has called twice already and she is really beside herself. She's angry at me for not giving her your number and she was crying during the last two call. I don't like being in the middle of something I don't know about."
"I'm sorry Paula. It's personal and I didn't mean to get you involved. I'll talk to you when I get back but for now, no one gets this number. OK? That's an order so you can tell them it isn't your fault."
"I don't give a hoot about that, I just wanted to be sure you were OK. And by the way, congratulations on your promotion and your new assignment. Way to go!"
"Thanks. And by the way, how do you feel about moving to Denver? Would you?"
"Maybe I would. We'll talk when you get back. By the way, do you want to talk to Mark? He asked me to let him know when you called."
"No, I don't want to talk with him and don't give him this number either. He'll understand if you tell him I said that. Only Ryan. I'll be back in the office Monday. I need a few days away without anything to worry about. Can you handle the office for the next two days?"
"Take all the time you need. I'll deal. Call me tomorrow or Friday. OK?"
I agreed and hung up. I had decided on the spur of the moment to take the rest of the week off. I wanted to spend the time looking around Denver and this was as good a time as any. Ryan wouldn't care and I didn't want to face Billy or Mark right now. Let them enjoy each other while I was gone. They deserved each other.
I spent the next several days just looking around. I found a really neat little apartment downtown and close to the plant with a nice view of the mountains. I put a retainer on it and made arrangements to move in at the end of the month, just a couple of weeks from now. It was just right for one. I also found a couple of nice restaurants and one particularly nice bar. I was very relaxed by Saturday evening. I thought it was time for a phone call.
At about 7:30, I called home, or what used to be my home. I didn't think it was going to be that much longer. Billy must have been waiting since she answered on the first ring.
"Hello? Stuart, is that you? Stuart?"

"Hi Billy, yeah it's me. Paula said you called. Did you want something?"
"Stuart, where are you? Why did you leave like that and why haven't you called to let me know where you were? It's been days and I've been going crazy!"
"Didn't seem to bother you Tuesday evening. I wasn't home then either but you weren't expecting me were you? I guess that was the problem. I didn't keep to the schedule so it was my fault that you got caught."
"Stuart, please. It's not what you think. I was angry and Mark was there and it just happened. It was nothing. Honest! Please come home and let me talk to you and explain what happened. Mark doesn't mean anything to me. Please Stuart, come home."
"Billy, if you think that this is the way to get me to come home, you are sadly mistaken. You and Mark made me into a fool, but he at least had the courage to tell me the truth. You seem to want to continue to lie to me and treat me with a total lack of respect. Well, I won't accept that so I guess we have nothing left to talk about. When I come home, I'll arrange to have my things moved out of the house so you can stay there and do whatever you want to do. I don't care anymore."
"Stuart, no! You can't mean that. I'm not lying to you. I don't know what Mark told you but it's not true. It's not. Come home: let me prove it to you. I love you Stuart, not Mark. Never Mark! Just you!"
"Goodnight Billy. If you're interested in being honest with me, I'll be home Sunday night."
I hung up feeling satisfied with my performance. I had kept my cool, I hadn't yelled or lost my temper and I had hung up without giving her any more chances to lie to me. It hurt to know that she was going to continue to lie rather than be honest and try to find a way to work it out. Maybe she didn't want to work it out. I took a nice long shower, climbed into bed and was asleep before my head hit the pillow. I needed the sleep.
The trip home was uneventful and I got my car with only a minimum of delay. I drove home with mixed feelings. On one hand, I wanted a confrontation with Billy, if only to allow my anger to find an outlet. On the other hand, I wanted to play the cool customer and let her wring her hands and cry bitter tears begging me to take her back. I was all mixed up and the time away hadn't given me any answers. I needed to face reality in order to move forward.
I pulled into the garage next to Billy's little two-seater. The sight of it brought a surge of anger. It was something she just had to have and she hardly ever drove it now. I guess she had no reason to go out if she was fucking my best friend here at home. I got out, grabbed my luggage and went in.
She was waiting for me, sitting in the kitchen so she was the first thing I was. She had on a soft pastel blouse that fit her like a second skin and a skirt that was probably way too short. It was an outfit that I used to like her to wear when we were alone and in the mood. I wasn't in the mood now and I thought it a very poor choice. I just looked at her and turned away to put my overnight in the laundry room. I laid the suit carrier over the chair.
"Hello Billy. Ready for some action I see. Is Mark on the way over?"
She broke down in tears and ran out of the kitchen into the family room. For a minute I was ashamed of myself but then my memory of her and Mark kicked in. Rather than follow her into the other room, I walked over to see if there was any coffee. There was a fresh pot so I poured myself a cup and sat down to enjoy it. I added sugar and cream and sat back in comfort. Billy did know how to make good coffee.
While I waited, I glanced over at the phone on the kitchen wall. The call log light was blinking. It had a feature called 'call directory' that recorded the number of any incoming call that was answered. Fortunately, Billy never learned how to work it so it was full now. I pushed the c/d button and saw the last number calling was Mark's cell phone number. I scanned down to see what other numbers were recorded and found that she had answered at least seven calls from Mark, three from his office and four from his cell. I guess they were trying to get their stories straight.
I was enjoying my second cup when she came back in the kitchen wearing a sweat shirt and jeans. I thought this was more appropriate and just nodded my agreement.

"Can we talk now? Will you give me a chance to tell you what happened?"
"I don't want to hear your excuses. What I saw was very clear. You and Mark were in our bedroom, both of you in the middle of a great fuck, yelling so loud with your passion that you didn't even hear your own husband coming up the stairs. I believe you were both just about in the middle of a climax. If you hadn't been fucking him, you might have heard the car pulling in and me yelling. Now, tell me where I'm wrong."
"We just made a mistake and it was the first time for us. You have to believe that. I love you and only you. Mark is a friend but I don't care about him that way. I'm sorry it got out of hand but it doesn't mean anything. It will never happen again. Please Stu. You know I love you."
"I don't believe you. I don't believe this was the first time. I don't believe that you haven't fucked him before and if I hadn't come home, you probably would have continued for several more hours until I was scheduled to come home. I don't believe you love me or you wouldn't have been able to do this to me. You have torn my heart out and tossed it away like garbage. I don't trust you anymore and I don't know if I can ever trust you again."
"Stu, please. I haven't talked to Mark since you left. He means nothing to me, you know that. He's your friend and I never really cared for him. You know that to be true."
"I know that you and Mark have talked several times since I've been gone. Was that to get your story straight or were you making arrangements to get together again? If what you say is true, how can you fuck someone you don't even care for? What the hell kind of woman are you?"
Billy was now crying and shaking her head back and fourth. She was trying to deny the things I was saying but there was little she could say. The trust was gone, the love may still be there but it was struggling to survive the betrayal and the pain. The dark anger that I had the night I found them together was fading, replaced by a hollow, empty feeling. I was trying to find another emotion to keep me going but I couldn't. Pain and emptiness were my constant companions now.
"I'm going to put my things in the spare room. I'll sleep there for the time being until I decide what I want to do. I'll leave the master bedroom to you, cause I sure as hell will never sleep in that bed again. I'll get my stuff and leave you to it. Maybe your memories of your lover will keep you warm at night."
"You aren't even going to let me explain are you? You've made up your mind that I've been cheating on you with Mark and you're going to punish me aren't you?"
"I'm not punishing you. I came home with the intent of letting you tell me the truth and then try to decide if we could work this out. Instead of being honest, you tried to seduce me when I walked in the door and then you lied to me at least twice since we started to talk. You're the one doing the punishing. You really socked it to me. I'll give you credit. I don't know of any way you could have hurt me more than you did. Congratulations!"
I heard the sobs as I walked down the hall to the spare room. I shut the door on the crying, lying bitch and sat down on my bed. Tomorrow was a very important day for me. I had to begin to put things in order and I had to face Mark. I was not changing my recommendation of him as my replacement. Since I was going to be running the division, I needed people who knew their jobs. Mark was one who did. He and I would interact professionally but no other way. We were through as friends. Someday the chance to pay him back for his betrayal would come and I was a patient man.
I waited until I heard the door to our bedroom shut and then I walked down to the spare bathroom and washed up. I put my toiletries on the sink and went back to the bedroom. I shut and locked the door. I needed time to think. I didn't want to be distracted by Billy or by anything else. I knew what I was going to do.
I left the house quietly at about 5:30 that afternoon to go out to get a bite to eat. While I waited, I called my dad at home. I asked him if he could meet me for dinner and he agreed. I wanted to talk to him to get some sort of perspective. I wasn't thinking clearly so I needed help. Dad was always straight with me and wouldn't sugarcoat anything. That's what I needed now.
Dad and I had a good meal and we talked. He was great and took everything I said seriously and never once tried to patronize me. We talked for about an hour and then went back to his place and we spent the rest of the evening talking and drinking beer and just being comfortable with each other. I hadn't spent enough time with him since mom died. I regretted that but vowed to make amends.
It was clear to me that dad preferred that I try to make things work with Billy. He was very fond of her and was quick to forgive her transgressions. I argued with him but he was adamant. He blamed me in part for working too hard and giving her too much and spoiling her. He likened her to a spoiled child who was really a good person. I listened but couldn't quite accept his opinions.
I told him about Denver and he was excited for me. I suggested that he consider moving but he told me he had friends here and didn't want to leave them. We both promised to get together more often and we both pretended to believe it. He wasn't sure about the apartment though and told me so. He said it was like closing the door and having no intention of opening it again. I told him it was something that could change if need be. But in the back of my mind, I doubted it.
I went home just after 11:30 to a quiet house. I didn't know if Billy had stayed in her room or if she had finally gone to bed. I went up to my room and closed and locked the door. I lay down on the bed and passed out from exhaustion and depression. I slept the night.
Monday morning I was up and dressed and ready for work by 7:15. When I went downstairs I found coffee and toast waiting and Billy dressed and sitting at the table. I picked up the coffee and got a quick fix of caffeine but didn't touch the toast. I said nothing to Billy and she seemed inclined to let it go. I grabbed my briefcase from the hall and left without a word.
At work, I called Paula in and told her to close and lock the door. She sat down waiting for an explanation. Even thought she already knew about it, I told her first about the promotion and suffered through her congratulations and 'I told you so's'. I then told her that I would be heading up the division from Denver and asked her again if she had considered moving. She shrugged her shoulders but gave me no answer yet. I finally told her about Billy and Mark. She was angry at first, especially at Billy, but then she calmed down and wanted to know how I was going to deal with Mark. I told her that nothing was going to change except that we were no longer friends and he no longer had unrestricted access to me. He would go through her like everyone else. She would decide whether what he had to say was important or not. When I asked her if that was OK, she just smiled and said to let her handle it.
We talked some more, making arrangements and I did tell her that this was not common knowledge and to keep it to herself. Mark didn't know about the change yet but I would deal with him myself. I also told her I would accept no calls from Billy during working hours. Other than that, it was business as usual for the next two weeks. I dictated a couple of memos to her that had to go out and we were finished. She left the office and shut the door.
I worked intently and solidly for the next 3 or 4 hours and fielded a couple of phone calls from Pete Higson and Ryan. Pete and I worked out some arrangements and things seemed to be going perfectly. Ryan called once to congratulate me on the closure and see how things were going. I assured him and went back to work. I asked Paula to have some lunch sent in from the cafeteria and worked straight through.
It was just after 1:30 when Paula buzzed to tell me Mark was here and that I should probably talk to him. I told her to send him in but to leave the door open. She chuckled and showed him in.
Mark came in and shut the door, intended to have a conversation with me about his affair with my wife. I was not about to have it but before I could say or do anything Paula opened the door and glared at Mark.
"Leave the door open please. Mr. Davidson prefers it that way."
Mark looked back at her angrily and asked me.
"Do you want the door open Stu?"
"As a matter of fact, yes I do. Is that a problem?"
"Not for me but I thought maybe you might want to talk to me privately."
I looked at him standing there, waiting for me to agree to discuss his affair with Billy. I was in no mood to discuss it with him now and without bothering to wave him to a chair, I left him standing as I delivered my instructions.
"No, I don't want to talk to you about anything that is not business. I do want to go over some things with you since you are here. I want to let you know that you will be taking over most of the day to day affairs of the office beginning this week. You will be taking over for me immediately and then Hugh's position soon and will have full authority to make decisions about projects and priorities. You will continue to report to me just as you do now, but I will not be here in Pittsburgh much longer. None of this is for public knowledge. Do you understand?"
Mark was looking at me like I had lost my mind. He had no idea of what I was doing or how to respond. He was shaking his head back and forth as if in denial.
"No, I don't understand. Where are you and Hugh going and why would you give this responsibility to me?"
"Is there someone else who could do my job as well as you? Don't you think you can handle it? If not, say so. Otherwise just pay attention and do your job. Can you do that, al least?"
Mark looked stunned as if I had slapped him. But to his credit, he straightened his shoulders and replied.
"I can handle it. I'm sorry for interrupting. Go ahead."
"Thank you. I'm transferring to Denver. The company has made an acquisition there and I will be heading that operation as well as the Research function here. Hugh is going to retire very soon leaving his position and mine open. Ryan is choosing to combine them into one, reporting to me. That will be you. We have just two weeks to make the move. Is that clear?"
Mark nodded, accepting the news but not yet comfortable with it. But he was a professional, so with that, we went over the current projects, the department priorities and some of the more important personnel issues. We spent at least the next two hours going over those things, not much different from our normal routine but this time there were several differences and Mark understood.
When we were done, I told Mark to begin as acting department head immediately. I would not be making any formal announcement until later. Any problems with personnel, he was to have them see me. He rose to leave and then stopped.
"Stu, when can we talk? I am so damned sorry for what I did to you and I want a chance to explain it to you. Could we have a drink after work?"
"I told you I never wanted to see you outside of work ever again. Nothing has changed. If you have anything to say, say it now. Otherwise get out of my office."
Mark just stared at me with his face flushed and his eyes showing anger. He hesitated until I stood up, then he quickly turned and left.



It was past 6:30 and the office was almost empty when Mark walked back into my office. He stopped to speak to Paula and she just nodded and waved him in. He came in and sat down in front of my desk. He watched me for a second before speaking.
"Billy and I have been together three times. The first time was two years ago when you took the trip to Puerto Rico. You had been gone for almost three weeks when it happened. She was lonely and we had dinner just as friends. We shared a bottle of wine and things got out of hand. We ended up in bed. It happened and we both regretted it. I didn't stay and left immediately afterward. We hardly spoke to each other for the next month or so. I don't think you noticed."
He watched my face for my reaction but I gave him no satisfaction. I simply looked back and waited.
"The second time was a year later when you went to Europe for that conference. You left and Billy was angry with you for some reason. We got together and went out to a party with some friends of mine. Billy got drunk and I took advantage of her. She was furious with me for weeks afterwards but she finally forgave me. I was at fault, but she never told you.
"The last time was the night you found us. Billy and I had been talking and she was feeling bad about something you said to her. She didn't tell me what it was and I didn't really care. I just knew she needed me and I was more than willing. You know how I feel about her. I can't help it. I am so damned sorry for what you saw. We never heard you come in and you saw everything. We never expected you to be home that night and we let it get out of hand again just like before. I never thought about how it would hurt you. Now I know and it's killing me."
So now I knew. They had been doing this for almost three years and Billy never told me. She never let me know that there was a problem and she let it happen again. Three times! Being drunk or tipsy was no excuse. She and Mark were both to blame. I still had no idea what I was going to do. I was angry but it was important not to let Mark know.
"Thank you for telling me. Apparently you had no problem doing it again after the first time even though you 'regretted it so', I believe you said. You and my wife seemed to have no problem looking me in the face knowing what you had done behind my back. You had no problem taking advantage of her when she was, as you say, drunk. And you had no problem trying to fuck her because she was angry with me. Do I have all of that right?"
Mark had blanched at my direct accusations. He was now afraid for the first time. He had worked with me long enough to know when I was furious. He had seen my temper in action. I watched as he put his hands on the arms of the chair ready to bolt.
"Stu, I'm so damned sorry. Please believe me when I tell you this will never happen again. And I'll do my job as well as I can and live up to the expectations you have of me. I won't ever let you down again. In anything! You have my word on that. Please, forgive Billy. She wasn't the one to blame. I am. Blame me."
I watched this man who I had known for the past ten years, some good and some bad. We had been together for some great events and I would have trusted him with my life. Now, all I wanted was to smash his face in. I hated this man and vowed to myself that his life from now on would not be pleasant.
However, he was only partly to blame. It took two and Billy was a willing participant. I had seen Billy drunk and she was as much in control drunk as most people were sober. She did nothing she didn't want to do. The drinking was only an excuse. No, I had seen her expression and heard her words that day. Billy was willing!
"Just leave my office Mark. Apparently you don't have any problem screwing my wife and you apparently didn't understand me when I told you to stay away from Billy. Seems you had to call her at least seven times while I was gone. Was it not clear what I said? Don't you understand a threat when you hear one? Apparently I didn't mention phone calls. Well, now I have. Is that clear enough? Oh, and one last thing: do your fucking job and keep your fucking mouth shut, about the job, my move, and my wife! Is that clear enough? If I hear of one comment that you made or hear any rumors with your name attached, I'll fire you so fast it will make your head swim. Then I'll find your sorry ass and make you sorry you ever knew me."
He nodded, rose and left. I was simply drained. I just sat there until Paula stuck her head in the door to say goodnight. I smiled at her, gave her a thumbs up and watched her leave for the day. And what a day it had been. Well, now for the night. I really hesitated about going home but I knew that I had to do it. With a heavy heart I packed up my things and left.
The drive home was stressful. I had no idea what to do. I didn't want an argument but I also didn't want this to linger and fester in both our minds. I had to deal with things one way or another. I tried to come up with something concrete but as I pulled into our drive, I had nothing. I dropped the garage door and went to face my wife.
As I opened the door, I was hit with the smell of something wonderful cooking. I couldn't miss the smell of pot roast with potatoes and carrots and gravy. It was my favorite dinner of course and I was starving. I had just had a cardboard sandwich and a bag of nuts for lunch. I should have expected that Billy would try something like this. Last night it was the clothes and tonight my favorite meal. I recognized what she was doing and it did lighten my heart some. But the pain remained.
She was in the kitchen as I entered, wearing an apron and a silly cap. She often did this when she was in a playful mood. I guess this was her way of trying to soften me up. Well the food might do it but it would change nothing. I looked at her as I put my briefcase away and removed my suit jacket. I hung it up in the hallway as usual and went past her to grab a cool beer from the fridge. She watched me carefully but didn't try to engage me in a conversation. I did move over to the stove to smell the pot roast and that gave her some consolation. At least I was interested in the food she was preparing.
I stayed in the den until she called me for dinner. Dinner was a strained affair with only routine talk. Talk about the bills, or the scheduled repairs, things like that. Nothing serious. She did mention that my dad had called and seemed to want to talk, but she told him she was very busy and maybe he could call later. She asked me if I knew what he wanted and I told her no. I ate a good meal and enjoyed the effort she put into it. I had my fill and complimented her on everything. She smiled in appreciation and began to clear the table.
Afterward, I went into the family room with my coffee. I often helped her with the dishes since she preferred to hand wash them rather than use the dishwasher. I usually dried but tonight I didn't offer and she didn't ask. I sat there in silence not even turning on the TV and again tried to come up with some course of action. I still had no clue what to do.
"Why aren't you watching the news? Do you want me to turn it on for you? I haven't listened to it all day so I may have missed something important."
Billy took the remote and turned it on but kept the volume down. She seemed nervous and fidgety which was probably understandable. She finally sat down on the couch and put her knees together and clasped her arms around them, hugging herself. Defensive. She watched me with careful eyes and waited to see if I was going to start a conversation. When I didn't she decided to.
"Did you talk with Mark today? At work? Was it hard to do or did you just avoid him?"
I looked at her and decided that I would let her do most of the talking. I would answer and encourage her to talk just to see if she was ready to be honest with me.
"Yes, I talked to him. I promoted him to Division Head, reporting directly to me. He'll have full control of day to day operations and will be doing essentially what Hugh and I are doing now. And no, it wasn't hard, it was business."
"You promoted him? I don't understand. Why would you promote him now after what we. . . . Doing your job? If he's doing your job what does that mean for you? Stuart, what did you do?"
I didn't answer, thinking of how to tell her about the promotion. I was about to say more when she began again.
"You didn't do anything foolish did you? You love your job! Oh, Stu please tell me you didn't quit!"
"I didn't quit. I'll tell you later what that was about. But that's not what you wanted to know is it?"
"Did you talk about us? About him and me? Did he tell you anything?"
"I didn't ask him but yes, he spoke about you and him. I guess he had to brag to me. But you probably know exactly what he told me since the two of you spoke at least seven times while I was gone. You really need to learn how to erase the phone caller log Billy. It makes lying to me a lot easier."
"We didn't talk! I answered but hung up as soon as I knew it was him. I kept hoping it was you on the phone. I swear to you I never talked to him again after that night."
"Really? Well suppose you tell me how long this affair with Mark has been going on. You told me the other night that this was the first time. Mark doesn't agree. So why don't you tell me about it. Tell me the truth."
I saw her eyes go wide so I did believe that she and Mark hadn't talked. Maybe she wasn't as smart as I thought she was. But then most cheaters aren't smart, just dishonest. They know how to lie but not how to tell the truth. Maybe she and Mark hadn't gotten together to get their lies straight. That would have been the smart thing to do.
"Do you really need to know? Isn't it enough that it's over and I never want to see him again? Can't we just leave it at that?"
"Afraid to tell me the truth? I was hoping that you could start being honest with me so I could try to find some way to learn to trust you again but it looks like that isn't going to happen. I guess lying has become a way of life to you with your affair. Maybe this isn't the first or the only affair."
"No Stuart, you can't believe that! You can't! There was no 'affair' with Mark and there haven't been any other affairs either. None! There hasn't been anyone other than Mark! I'll tell you the truth. I'm just so ashamed to tell you but I will. I have to."
She was twisting her hands together, as sure sign she was nervous. She always did that when she was nervous or afraid. I just waited, watching her.
"Mark and I have been with each other three times if you count last Tuesday. That's all. Just those two, no, three times. I was drinking the first two times but that wasn't the reason. I was lonely for you and I was missing you and Mark was just being a friend and having dinner with me. But, we just let things go too far and afterwards, we were both angry at ourselves and I always felt guilty. I was sick to my stomach both times. I don't know about Mark since he never stayed afterwards. I think that was why it was over a year between the first two times. This time was almost a year too, I think."
Well I have to admit I was surprised. She had told me the truth, matching the story Mark told me. I guess I believed it because she had more detail about before and after and didn't blame the drinking like Mark did. I couldn't be sure they hadn't cooked up this tale but I did believe her. It was still three times too many but it was out in the open now.
"Last Tuesday was just me being mad at you for your comments about my meetings. I know you wanted me to go with you on your next trip but I had plans and you seemed to think my plans weren't important enough that I couldn't just break them. We argued and fought and you just walked away from me. I was angry and Mark came over to talk to you about something and I had the message from Paula saying you wouldn't be home till late and I just snapped. Dumb excuse but it's the only one I have."
"That's what I thought might be the reason. But if that's all it takes for you to cheat on me we really don't have much of a marriage. And you admit that you fucked Mark twice before this, both times when you were mad at me or just lonely. It seems that you don't need much of an excuse to jump in the sack with good old Mark. And he admits that he wouldn't turn you away if you were willing. So, it might be best to just let our marriage die a natural death, don't you think?"
Billy's reaction was swift and to the point. She got up, came over to me and knelt down in front of me. She took my hands in hers and looked directly at me.
"I will do anything that I can to save this marriage. I was foolish and stupid and that's what cost me my first marriage. I beg you: don't let it ruin this one too. Give me another chance. I did something that I am ashamed of but I don't want to lose you over this. Please, Stuart, don't talk like that. I love you more than I can tell you. You have to forgive me and give me another chance. I promise you, you won't regret it."
As she was pleading her case, it came to me like an epiphany! We had been married just over four years and it only took her two years before she cheated on me! In those next two years, she cheated on me two more times! That was ridiculous! This was almost more than I could take. I felt woozy and I began to sweat.
"You've cheated on me three times in the short time we've been married! You only wait two years before you start and then you do it two more times? What the hell kind of marriage is that? This isn't a marriage to you. It's simply an arrangement that allows you to fuck around on me when things don't go your way and then you come back home to all the goodies you wanted. Like that fucking car you never drive, the fucking clothes you never wear and the jewelry you just had to have. But then, if your lovers come here to see you, none of that matters."
Billy was jolted by my words. She looked like I had slapped her across the face. The blood drained from her face and she fell back onto her heels. She put both hands over her face and I could see the tears and hear the sobs coming from her. She finally got up and ran out of the room. I heard her as she climbed the stairs to our room and I heard the door shut. Then silence.
I had mixed feelings. I had said what I had to say and it hurt both of us more than I had thought possible. I saw the pain in her eyes before she walked away and I felt it in my heart tearing at my very being. What I said was true, all of it. What I assumed it meant was less clear but I had to look at the possibilities. If this was what our marriage meant to Billy, and I believed that it was, it was best to end it now. I couldn't live with a woman that had to cheat when she was unhappy. It was clear to me that I wasn't submissive enough for Billy. That's why she had to look elsewhere. I couldn't please her so she found someone who could. Like Mark.
As it thought about these things, I wondered if there had ever been any hope for us. Was I willing to fight for a marriage that appeared to be doomed from the start? Hadn't she done this once before in her first marriage to the point she wasn't allowed contact with her own children? Was she even truthful when she said she wanted to fight for our marriage? I believed that I was just a convenience for her, a meal ticket and a source of the good things in life without any serious obligations. But when I crossed her, she found a way to get even in her own mind. I couldn't be sure about anything anymore.
I went up to bed that night with nothing but questions swirling around in my head. I lay there thinking about what I should do. Should I begin divorce proceedings? Should I tell her about the change in my position at work and the move coming up? How would that help anything? Of course when we moved Mark would be out of the picture. He would be too far away for her to continue a casual fling. It would take some time before she met anyone else so she would probably be faithful for a while. But eventually I would make her mad or disappoint her or leave her behind one day and she would do it again. I had to assume that was true. I was still thinking when I fell asleep.
Tuesday morning was similar to Monday. Billy had breakfast of toast and coffee ready but said nothing to me as I got ready to leave. I had nothing to say to her so I simply filled my traveling cup and left. The drive to work was without stress this time and I was on time and ready for the transition.
I worked a full day with only one visit from Mark. It was strictly business and it took only five minutes. There were no phone calls from Billy so the day was pretty uneventful. I dealt with a few employee issues over Mark's sudden promotion but they went fairly well. Things were beginning to come together. Paula and I made a lot of arrangements for file transfers, setting up the new office and she and Pete's secretary talked a lot. We had lots to do but it all seemed under control.
I drove home that evening with the beginnings of a decision. I needed to find out from Billy just why she cheated on me. I had to know the reasons before I could do anything more. I thought we could begin with that question tonight. I was ready when I got home. I had made up my mind that anger and distrust were not going to run my life. Billy would do what she would do. I was not going to get into the surveillance game. I had no desire to spy on her to catch her in a transgression. It was now up to both of us how we would deal with the other.
This evening began as a repeat of the night before. We had a wonderful meal and Billy cleared the kitchen afterwards as I took my coffee into the family room. This time I did turn on the TV and actually watched the news. Nothing new. The politicians bickering with each other, blaming each other while getting nothing of any value accomplished. Politics as usual!
Billy came in and sat down just as before. This time however she seemed more relaxed. I guess the shoes had both dropped as far as she was concerned. She was now convinced that I would tell her what the next steps were. I decided to plunge ahead.
"Can I ask you some questions? I just would like to have some honest answers, but if you are going to lie and bullshit me like you did last night, maybe I should just forget it."
She didn't flinch this time and she seemed to expect my questions.
"I'll tell you anything you want to know. I have no reason to lie to you now since I know that you know what and when and where. So, ask me."
"Can you try to explain to me why you did it? I would like to know why you chose to fuck my best friend and cheat on me."
This time she did wince. I had never made a habit of using profanity around Billy or any other woman at any time and never at home. This was not what Billy expected and using it as I did made it even worse.
"I guess I deserve your disrespect. I'll try Stuart, but you may not like the reasons. I don't know what you think but I only did it with Mark because I knew him and I knew he was safe. He wouldn't try to blackmail me or hurt me, and I knew he would never tell you. The harder question is why. That one I can't answer. I didn't plan it, I didn't intend for it to happen. I wasn't trying to hurt you or get even with you or anything like that. I think the only reason I did it was because I was frustrated and I needed something to make me feel more in control. I wanted to know that I could do something without your approval or your help. Both times I did it was after you had made a decision about something without telling me or asking me. Remember the trip to Europe? I wanted to go and you told me that I would just be in the way. You said you had business and it wasn't a pleasure trip? And the trip to Puerto Rico. The same things. You wouldn't even discuss it with me when I suggested we go together. Then the last time was after an argument where you belittled my work."



As I listened, I began to see that this was more about Billy and her needs than anything else. I had known Billy over five years, four of those as husband and wife. I knew very well that she was a little selfish and very self centered. She believed the world revolved around her and she expected so much from everybody else. I had tried hard to make her more reasonable in her expectations but she got her back up when I wouldn't see things her way or do what she wanted. Normally she argued and complained but if I wasn't around to fight with, it seemed she went toward something else. In this case, it was Mark and cheating on me behind my back.
As we talked it became more and more clear to me that all Billy thought about was Billy. She had to take action if things didn't fall the way she wanted or if she didn't get her own way. I thought back to the car. She didn't want a car and she didn't like driving but one of the girls got on her about being driven everywhere so she had to have a car. Not just any car; the two seat sports car that we never drove. And the clothes. She bought far more than she could ever wear just so she would have something new when she thought it would be noticed.
There were many other things like the trips. Both the trips she spoke of were quick trips with no time for anything else but business. I explained that but she refused to listen. She thought Europe, therefore shopping and sightseeing. I had to attend to business. Other things I turned a blind eye to because I could afford them and they seemed to make her happy. Now I understood that this was nothing more than an expression of her need to be in control. Mark was nothing more than a means to show her control over me when I didn't give her what she wanted.
We went to our separate beds that night, her feeling that things were slowly coming back to normal and me believing that I finally had enough information to make my decision. I slept well that night.
The next morning I left for work feeling better than I had for some time. I knew what I was going to do and today was the day for it. No more indecision, no more wondering, no more trying to decide. I had decided and now I just had to carry it out. I was going to divorce Billy and make the move to Denver by myself. I knew that she was not able to be faithful to me or to any man. She was too wrapped up in herself and her needs to ever have room for anyone else. I had known it all along but now I was forced to face it head on. Billy had no room for me in her life. She would not understand that but it was true nevertheless.
That day I called a lawyer that I knew quite well and filled him in on the details. I told him to begin the proceedings and to make the division of assets fair to Billy. I didn't want to hurt her any more than possible but I wanted it done. I wanted to complete all of the preliminaries before I left for Denver. I wanted that to be the start of a new life for me and hopefully for Billy. I asked him to call me when he was ready to file the paperwork. He gave me a tentative date of two days later and I made my plans to turn everything over to Mark by then. He was almost ready and would do whatever I wanted. Mark was actually quite competent in his job and that was the only reason I didn't fire his cheating ass. But, one day his time would come.
I told Billy my decision that evening and it was as unpleasant as I expected it to be. She was crying and trying desperately to make me change my mind but I tried to explain it to her as I saw it. To stay together was asking for more pain and anger. She couldn't accept it but it was true never the less. After two days of crying and screaming and pleading, the papers were filed and I had all of my clothes and necessities packed and ready to leave. I told her to have her parents come over to stay with her but she was still trying to save what was left of our marriage. She wasn't going to accept this until it was forced on her by the courts. Well, than so be it.
There was one unpleasant moment when her father and mother came to see me. Billy was not home and Violet and Ben Delong, Billy's parents knocked on my door. I let them in against my better judgment and invited them to sit in the family room. I sat down and asked them what they wanted. Ben began.
"We have to ask why you are being so unreasonable with our daughter. She's admitted she made a mistake and she's promised that it would never happen again. Why are you not able to accept her at her word? Why are you so determined to punish her?"
While this question was absurd on the face of it, I kept my cool and answered as calmly as I could.
"I'm not punishing her Ben, and she did not just make a mistake. What she did is just one of a number of actions she's taken when things didn't go her way. She is not able to accept anything that is not to her liking. I did something that she didn't care for and she punished me by sleeping with a man who was at the time my best friend. She did it not once, but three times, the third time I caught them together. But there are other things she's done that finally convinced me that Billy was never going to be able to be faithful to our marriage."
Violet decided to take a crack at me, a crack that showed her feelings for me.
"You are being very judgmental, especially when you have been anything but perfect yourself. Are you saying that you have never cheated on Billy? Never in your travels have you not spent a night with someone else? I think not!"
"You may think whatever you like about me. I will not discuss my failings with you except to say that I was always faithful to Billy. I would never have done that to her. I loved her too much to do that. I'm afraid she can't say the same about me."
Ben gave Violet a look that spoke volumes. I wondered how he tolerated that woman.
"Is there no chance that you can reconsider your decision? I know that Billy sees the error of her ways and wants nothing more than to try to make amends. Will you not let her try?"
I looked in his eyes and I could tell that he was actually upset about this. Apparently he loved his daughter very much and the fact that she was hurting must have overcome his dislike for me. I could respect that at least.
"Ben, I'm very sorry. If I believed there was any chance for Billy and I, I would take it in a heartbeat. But there is no chance for us. Billy knows it deep down in her heart. She is what she is. I thought I could live with her as she was, but I was wrong."
Violet looked like she wanted to say more but Ben stopped her. They rose and I showed them to the door. As they left, Ben turned one last time and shook my hand. He knew, I believed then, that he understood his daughter and who she was.
I left that weekend for Denver and let my lawyer friend act on my behalf in the divorce. That was the last time I spoke with Billy or her parents until years later. I began my new job the following week and settled in my new apartment.
I remember saying at one point during a phone call to Paula that this was the first day of the rest of my new life. (I was mistaken but I didn't know it then.) She just laughed and said that she was ready to move if I still wanted her. It was too lonely without me. I told her to make it quick and we hung up, her to make arrangements and me to begin my new life.
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Billy-Part 2
Visiting Pittsburgh
My thoughts were put on hold when I pulled into the driveway of the two story frame house that would always be part of my memory of my dad. I had grown up here and I had nothing but fond memories of my childhood. Mom and dad were the center of my universe and they were always there for me. I learned early on growing up that it was always best to confide in them with anything that bothered me. They seemed to be full of good advice and could make the best of times better and the worst of times bearable. The only bad memory was mom getting sick. She fought to stay with us for three years after the doctors diagnosed her cancer but finally died. I was twenty three at the time and while I was devastated, dad was almost destroyed. It took him several years to recover and I believe that since then, he was just marking time till he could join her. But she would be furious at him if he had just given up. He knew it too so he stayed.
Now it seemed that his time had come fair and square. He had cancer and the doctors had tried everything but couldn't stop it from metastasizing. He was classed as terminal about fifteen months ago and fought the good fight since then. I had visited him on several occasions during my trips to Pittsburgh and we had made our peace with each other. Now he was ready to go and wanted to join my mother. I didn't blame him and gave him my blessing to let go when he felt it was time. I just asked him to let me be there. Mary called when he told her it was time.
I went into the house to find dad sitting at the kitchen table waiting for me. Mary was nowhere to be found and when I asked, he told me he sent her home to be with her husband. She knew I was on the way so she went willingly. But I was shocked at his appearance. He was pale, thin and his face showed shadows around the mouth and eyes. He was wasting away and I was taken by surprise. It had only been two months since I had seen him last. The change was remarkable.
"Hi son. How're you doing? I think Mary left something to eat in the fridge. Want me to heat something up?"
"I'm fine Dad. I ate on the plane and it will take a while to get that out of my system. You look. . . . well, different. I'm glad Mary called. Do you really think it might be almost time?"
"I think so son. I'm ready to go find your momma. I know she'll be waiting for me and I know she'll forgive me if I go pretty soon."
An outsider might be surprised by our conversation to this point, but since we had had this conversation before, it was not surprising to me that he went right to the heart of the matter. Dad was not one for political correctness. He told it like it was and it was his time. He knew it and so did I. We just wanted to be sure we both were ready for it and comfortable with it. I was heartbroken at the possibility of losing my father, my best friend and my confidant. He had been with me during all of my tragedies including the death of my first wife. He had been there during my breakup with Billy and he was especially upset by that one. He was fond of my first wife but he really loved Billy and the feeling was mutual.
"Let's just wait till we have some time to talk. It's late and you should be getting to bed. I'm still on Denver time so I think I'll make a couple of calls and then hit the sack myself. Can you make it to bed or do you want some help?"
"When I can't get myself in and out of bed, I'll just stay there. I'm fine and welcome home son."
With that, he walked down the hall to his bedroom and I watched him go with a heavy heart. It was one thing not to be surprised or shocked by his weakness but quite another to accept it without sadness. I just promised him I wouldn't embarrass him by showing it.
The first person I called was Mary, to let her know I was here and that I would be for the next few days at least. We chatted for awhile and I hung up, thinking that she had been a good friend to all of us. I wanted to make a couple more calls but realized the time difference and finally put my phone away and went into the small living room to sit on the couch and just unwind. I was exhausted by everything and just wanted some quiet time. I was more exhausted than I realized when the next thing I noticed was the sun coming in the window and the sound of the tea kettle in the kitchen.
I found dad in the kitchen making coffee. He wasn't supposed to be drinking it but since Mary wasn't there to check on him, he took advantage of me and my jet lag sleeping to have himself a cup. He just grinned at me when I came in.
"Don't bother boy. I'm old enough to have myself a cup of coffee. After all it ain't gonna kill me. Cancer's gonna do that. Fix yourself a cup and sit down."
"I'm not going to yell at you pop. And you're right. It isn't going to make any difference now anyway."
So we sat there in the kitchen drinking coffee and talking. Talking about things we hadn't talked about in years. It was catch up time and we both knew it was going to be the last time for us. It was bittersweet but precious to me. As I watched him talk, I wondered how he could be so calm, knowing the pain he was in. The doctor had given him morphine but he wouldn't use it until the pain finally drove him to it. This morning was no exception.
"So, tell me about your life there in Denver. You met anyone yet? It's been almost five years for you now ain't it? Man can't go that long without wantin a good woman."
"It's been just over five years for me and no, I haven't found a good woman. Met a lot of women, and dated quite a few more but none were what I might call 'good women' if you know what I mean. I'm not looking for a permanent relationship right now so casual is good enough for me."
"Don't make no sense to me. You're a good looking man if I do say so and you need a good woman to help you in your work and in your bed. Don't know why you can't find one. Damn shame if you ask me."
"Don't worry about that now, pop. You just worry about taking care of yourself. You aren't going to die tomorrow so you just relax and enjoy the time we have together. Any thing you want to do while I'm here?"
"Nothing I want to do but die in peace. Something you and Mary won't let me do."
We just sat there for a few minutes, the only sound the ticking of the wall clock that I gave mom one year for Christmas. Still worked.
"She stops in to see me at least once a week you know."
"I thought Mary was in every day. Have you been making her life miserable so she'll stay away?"
"Don't mean Mary. I mean Billy. Billy stops in at least once a week to see me. Has for the last two, three years. Always brings me something sweet to eat like chocolate or sugar candies of some kind. Mary don't know she brings it."
It was like a jolt of electricity going through me. The mention of her name was all it took to make me react. After all these years, I never thought of her here with my dad. I never thought of her or her new life at all. I fought for years to drive any thought of her out of my life. Memories of our past, things we did and places we had been. Never!
"Why would you let her in here? Why would she come to see you? I don't understand that at all. You know what she did to me. Why would you do that?"
"Didn't do anything to me. I always liked that girl. And she liked me. So she comes to keep me company. That's more than you do. Just visit once in a while. Sometimes only a phone call when you're in town. Billy comes without fail, every week. Brings me sweets too."
I had no answer to that. Of course it was his business. She was coming to see him and I knew that she always had a fondness for dad. She loved him more that her own dad. I knew that. Why hadn't I considered that she would visit him? I guess it never crossed my mind that Billy had a life of her own after our divorce. I really never thought of her at all in those terms.
Mark had mentioned her only once to me after I moved to Denver. That was on a trip back for business. We had been working together in the conference room when we stopped for a while to get some drinks and sandwiches. We were not friends anymore but we did work well together and that was all I permitted. But we had been getting along better so he must have felt he could take the chance.
"Have you spoken to Billy since your divorce?"
The mention of her name from his mouth caused my stomach to burn and my blood to boil. I tried with success to keep my mouth shut but I couldn't stand to look at him just then. So, controlling my anger, I walked out of the room and went down the hall to the restroom. I leaned over the sink and splashed cold water on my face until I calmed. I let my breathing slow and my anger cool.
I walked back into the room and without any reference to his comment started back on the subject we had been discussing. Mark was smart enough to keep his mouth shut and we continued on as if the whole thing hadn't happened. He never mentioned her again in my presence.
I slowly sipped my coffee while I tried to get some control over my emotions. I looked over at dad and he was smiling. He knew what he had done to me and it gave him some pleasure. So fine, it was good for him and I could take it.
"I didn't know she was coming over. I'm glad then. She always did like you, a whole lot more than she liked me. It's good then and I'm glad."
"I didn't need your permission anyway but I'm glad to see you can be calm about it. Want to know anything about her life here?"
"Not really. It's none of my business. She must have her own life now. I wish her nothing but the best. But it's none of my business."
Dad laughed at that. He knew I was dying to know what she was doing and how she was getting along. I don't know what I wanted to hear. Was she happy? Was she miserable? After five years she had to have a whole new life. Was it better than mine?
"Well then. She's workin now you know. She teaches fifth graders at that school over in Bridgeville. Been there going on four years now. Got her credits after the divorce and went back to teaching. Says she loves it."
I knew she had a degree and a teaching certificate but all she wanted to do when we were married was stay at home and go to her stupid meetings. Anything for attention. In the divorce, I had left her well off. Well enough not to have to work. I left her the house and paid it off so she wouldn't have a mortgage. And I set up generous alimony payments even though my lawyer had a fit about it. But I did it anyway.
"She told me she had a place close to where you used to live. It's a townhouse, a one bedroom townhouse. She sold the big house you know. Since you left it to her, she sold it: moved out almost right after you left. She rented the townhouse for a while until the big house sold and then she bought it."
That was news to me. I left it to her in the divorce because she always loved that house, and I had no desire to ever see it again. My lawyer told me that there were no further obligations on the house so I assumed she would stay there. Live there with her new lover or even Mark for that matter. I just didn't want to know.
"I guess she got married? Mark maybe? After the divorce, she would have been free to date whoever she wanted and someone as beautiful as her had to hook someone right away. Anyone I know?"
Dad just grinned at me. He knew he had me hooked now and he was enjoying it immensely. Actually, I was happy to give him this perverse pleasure.
"No husband, no boyfriend, no lovers. After you left, she never dated anyone. At least that's what Mary tells me. Seems Mary knows her mom and dad pretty good and she tells me they worry about her. Won't date and won't see any men. Has a few women friends but no men friends at all."
I was becoming agitated and I wanted this conversation to end. It gave me too much information, information I didn't want or need, information that I soaked up like a sponge. I took my coffee, got up and went outside to get away without giving dad the satisfaction of seeing the turmoil roiling in my chest. Billy working, living simply, not dating and coming to visit like a typical daughter in law. Too much too fast and nothing like I expected. It was all wrong! This isn't how it was supposed to be!
It was almost lunch time when I finally went back in. I had walked around the neighborhood for hours, just wandering without purpose while my head simply refused to forget again: refused to go back to that blessed ignorance. Billy was back in my head and she wouldn't go away. She wouldn't go back into that corner of my mind that she had occupied for the past five years. The fact was that I never stopped loving her. In spite of what she did, the love didn't die: it just retreated in the face of the possibility of her hurting me again. That I couldn't take. That was enough to force the love into the background.
Dad was sleeping when I looked in on him. I didn't like the color of his skin or the way he was breathing. I checked his supply of morphine and found he hadn't used any since yesterday. He had to be in pain and I suffered for him. When he woke, we would have to talk. He couldn't go on this way. The pain was stressing his heart and he needed the relief.
I fixed a light lunch for us and had it ready when he woke. I took a tray in to him but he pushed it away.
"I'll eat at my own table like always. If I can't, I'll stop eating!"
So I helped him in and let him sit down in has usual place. I sat the sandwich in front of him and a glass of his favorite iced tea. He took some tea but hardly touched the sandwich. After watching him pick at the fool, I spoke.
"Dad you have to let me give you an injection. You're in pain and it's too much for your heart. Please, if you don't want to take it for yourself, do it for me. I need more time with you. I don't want to see you go and mom wouldn't like it either, and you know it."
"Your mother understands. She's waitin for me, but you're right. We need more time. There's something her and me still want from you. So, get the damn needle and let's do it. Just half the dosage, understand? Just 15 ccs and no more."
I rose and got the syringe and filled it to the mark he indicated, then added a little more. It was about half the amount recommended by his doctor, but at least it was something. I took it to the kitchen, wiped his arm with the alcohol pad and gave him the shot. I had been instructed on the procedure some time ago by Mary in case she was unable to come. I watched the pain ease slightly from his face as the drug took immediate effect. Some color came back into his face and he visibly relaxed. As did I. Soon after he asked me to help him to bed since the medicine made him so tired. He slept for the best part of the afternoon.
It had been three days since I arrived and dad was getting weaker by the day. As we talked, it was clear that he was loosing his will to live. After that one conversation, he didn't mention Billy again for which I was both glad and a little disappointed. But it was clear to me that he was waiting for something. I didn't know if I was supposed to do something for him or what. I asked him on several occasions what it was he wanted me to do but he just shook his head and refused to talk.
Mary had stopped several times but saw that I had things under control so she stayed only a short time. Once or twice she brought over something to eat but dad ate little and I found my appetite lacking. The strain was becoming heavy and I had to do something to get my mind off of him. I decided to drive into town and check with Mark on some things that I had implemented some time ago. While I was technically on vacation, it wouldn't hurt. I asked Mary to cover for me and she came over to let me go. That was the only time I left his side.
As I was preparing his lunch a day later, I heard a knock on the door and expecting Mary, I hollered for her to come in. I heard the door open and then nothing more. I spoke without turning.
"I'm just fixing lunch Mary. Want anything?"
"It's not Mary. I'm sorry; I didn't realize you were here. I'll leave."
The sound of that voice brought so much back so quickly that the shock was almost enough to give me a heart attack. It was Billy! I had never forgotten her voice and I would have recognized it anyplace. I remained with my back to her while I caught my breath. I finally felt enough in control to turn and face her.
"No, please. He'll want to see you. He's spoken of your visits often. Please, stay."
She was more beautiful than I remembered. She had cut her long blond hair to almost a cap on her head. It seemed to bring out her deep blue eyes and her firm lips. She had strong cheekbones and an oval face that gave her a pixie-like appearance. She had on a plain white blouse tucked into a pair of jeans that fit rather loosely on her frame. She appeared to have lost some weight and it looked good on her. The expression on her face was one of apology and embarrassment.
"Thank you. I'll not stay long. I just want to see him and give him something."
As she walked around me to go into the small family room, I followed her with my eyes. I couldn't take my eyes off her. This was the first time I had seen or spoken to her since the day I left for Denver. I wasn't sure of my reaction. I searched for the anger and the pain but found it gone. It had disappeared over the last five years and the past was just that: forgotten and put to rest. I didn't know how to take that. As I stood there confused and trying to understand my reaction, she came out of the room.
She walked over to the table and leaned on the back of one of the chairs. She looked shaken.
"He was asleep so I just left his gift. To see him this way almost breaks my heart. He's going fast isn't he? Has he been taking his morphine? He looks in pain."
"He won't take it. It makes him so tired and he just wants to stay awake for the time he has left. I have given him a couple close to bed time and he sleeps good. That's all he'll accept. He's ready to go and it's what he wants.
"It has to be hard on you to watch him this way. Isn't Mary coming over? She could give you some relief."
"I'm fine. This is what I want. What we both want. I knew what I would find when I came home. It's his time and he knows it. He wants to go to my mother. That's what he's looking toward."
For some reason I broke down at that point. I don't know why it happened with Billy there but for some reason, her presence let me pour it all out. I just sank down onto the chair, my head between my arms on the table and cried. Deep breath catching sobs. I felt like a baby, unable to stop and unable to catch my breath. My shoulders were heaving and the pain of his impending death was almost more than I thought I could bear. I didn't remember when she put her arms around me but as I calmed down and the sobs subsided, I felt her cheek pressed against my head and her arms around my shoulders.
I raised my head and she immediately let me go. I saw that she had been crying as well. Her eyes were red and unshed tears made her eyes glisten. The grief was real as was the compassion I saw in her eyes. For some reason it embarrassed me. She must have seen that on my face and mistaken it for anger or disgust.
"I'm sorry. I have to go. Please give Edward my love when he wakes."
Before I could say anything, she was gone.
For a long time after she left, I sat there trying to get some idea of what I was feeling. It had been a shock to see her after all this time and a greater shock for the feeling of security she gave me to let myself go that way. Whatever it was, I was taken completely by surprise. I needed time to think but these conditions were not conducive to objectivity.



As I sat there, dad came walking slowly into the kitchen. He looked around apparently searching for Billy because he had a small bag of candy in one hand.
"She left this for me. Is she gone already? Did you make her leave? Damn you! Did you do that?"
"I didn't make her leave. She just said to give you her love and she left. That's all. I didn't say anything to make her not want to stay. I just think it was a surprise to see me here and that was too much for her. That's all it was."
"Well? How do you feel about seein her again? Was it OK? Did she look the same? I've been waitin for you two to get back together you know. That's what I've been waitin for. Since you let her go, I guess you're too damn stubborn to do the right thing. Damn shame, if you ask me."
Without another word he sat down to eat his sandwich of cheese and a bowl of tomato soup to go with it. While he didn't eat much, it was something. I guess her visit was enough to get him to take some food. I was grateful. We didn't talk much that day but I did tell him that I spoke to her and that she looked wonderful. That seemed to cheer him up.
Two short days later, he was gone. I went in to check on him that morning and found him lying peacefully on his bed with his hands holding the small bag of candy she had left. He went easily and for that I was grateful. I sat there, holding his hand, saying my private goodbyes. I was sad, but at the same time happy he had gone on to see mom. I know it's what he wanted and what he had dreamed of the last year. I took the little bag, tucked it in his shirt pocket and made him presentable before calling the funeral home. I called Mary to let her know and together we took care of the arrangements.
The funeral was held on a Friday morning and included a simple service by the local minister. His predecessor had married my parents and he had baptized me. Now he was completing the cycle. Since dad wanted to be cremated, the ceremony was completed at the church. I stood outside on the steps with the minister, taking the condolences of his friends. There seemed to be a great many of them, most strangers to me. Friends of his and my mother made over a lifetime. I accepted their words and tried to say something to each. After what seemed to be hours, it was over.
I went back inside to speak to the minister and thank him for a fine service. We shared a word or two and then I went back outside, heading toward the parking lot. As I reached the bottom of the stairs, I looked over to see her waiting. I was surprised at the pleasure her presence caused. She was dressed in a dark blue suit with a single white carnation in her lapel. She wore no hat or scarf and her short blond hair seemed to shine in the morning sun. She looked as sad as I felt.
"Hello Stuart. I'm so very sorry."
"Hello Billy. I'm glad you could be here. There is something I wanted to tell you. He died holding the bag of candy you left for him, and he spoke of you before he died. Your visits meant a great deal to him and for that reason, to me as well."
I heard the catch in her throat at my words and I was not surprised to see the tears start to fall. The closeness of these two was still a surprise to me, but one I was willing to accept as having been of great importance to dad. The genuine love between them was real and apparent.
"Thank you for that. He meant a great deal to me as well. He has been my best friend for the past several years even though I could only come once a week. But I looked forward to it and I'll miss him terribly.
I didn't know what else to say so I just stood there, waiting to see if she was going to say more. After a few moments, I finally started to move toward my car when she spoke.
"Stuart? Would it be possible for you to give me some time before you leave? There are some things I would like to say if you could. Not something important to you, but very much so to me. It's something I promised your father."
"Of course. Maybe we could have dinner tonight or tomorrow night? I'm going back Sunday. My flight is booked for early Sunday morning."
Why I was so ready to see her when she suggested it I couldn't say. It just popped out. But now it was done so I had to make the best of it.
"Tomorrow is best for me. Can I meet you somewhere? Anywhere you suggest is fine with me."
"Actually I would like to go to Maxim's if it's still there. I always liked that place. Is that alright?"
"Maxim's is fine and yes it's still there and still popular. You should call for reservations. Things have changed since you left."
"7:00 then? At Maxim's."
I moved away to my car before I could say anything else. This was all happening so fast. First seeing her just five days ago after all those years, and now going out to dinner with her. But she said it was something she promised my dad so I really had no choice. At least that's what I told myself. As I pulled out to head back to dad's place, I saw her still standing there at the base of the stairs watching me.
I was sitting at a table near the window at 6:45. I had gotten there early because I wanted to compose myself and get the upper hand. If I was there, cool and collected when she came in, I would be more comfortable while she would be trying to settle down. Point to me. As I considered this, I wondered what kind of game I was playing. This was her meeting and she had full control. I was just along for the ride, or so I told myself.
As I was trying to fool myself with these platitudes, she came in. She had on a simple black dress that came just above her knees. She had on low heels and her legs were simply beautiful. As my eyes moved up her body, clearly more trim than when we were married, I saw that she had on a single strand gold chain with matching gold earrings. Her hair was brushed to a golden sheen and her face was beautiful, needing very little makeup to enhance her natural coloring. One of her gifts was the natural golden tone of her skin. She had many eyes, both men and women, following her as she was led to my table.
As I waited for the waiter to bring her to my table, I thought of the difference time had made in Billy. The old Billy would have worn the same black dress but it would have been much shorter and it would have been tailored to follow the curves of her body. The neckline would have been cut deeper, her jewelry would have been more pretentious and her hair would have been long and wavy, emphasizing her face and the long graceful neck. Her makeup would have been heavier around the eyes and lips. Her heels would have been much higher to accent her calves. The new Billy was far more impressive.
I rose as the waiter seated her. She slipped gracefully into the chair and smiled up at me. Her smile was still the same: devastating!
"Please Stuart, sit down. You'll make me nervous standing there."
I sat, forgetting my intended calm and fighting for control.
"You look very nice tonight. You've lost weight. It looks very good on you."
"Thanks. I do go to the gym twice a week when I have the time. There's one close to where I live. It's a woman's gym, only girls allowed."
"Well, it's working. I was surprised when pop told me you sold the house and moved into a townhouse. I thought you loved that house. You couldn't wait till we could buy it when you first saw it."
"I saw no reason to stay there after the divorce. It was too big and had too many memories. Most of them were good but the bad were enough to make it hard to keep. I didn't think you would mind since you left it to me."
"Of course not. I was just surprised. I didn't know, that's all."
"Can we have dinner first and just try to catch up a little before I get serious? I'd like to hear about your life in Denver. How are you doing there? Do you like it as much as you thought you would?"
We ordered dinner, a steak for me and fish for her and we did exactly that. We caught up. I told her about Denver, my apartment, my job and some things about my life. I told her that I had been so busy I hadn't had much time for meeting anyone but that things might change in the near future. I didn't mention the promotion I expected and the possible move back to the area. I did find myself talking a great deal and I was childishly pleased at the attention she was giving me. She had never been a good listener in the past and this was a big change for her. It made me talk a lot more than I intended.
We finished our dinner and were waiting for dessert when I remembered that I knew nothing about her. I had been doing all the talking and it was time for her.
"Enough about me. Tell me about you and what you've been doing."
She smiled and looked away. She was quiet for a minute before turning back to me.
"I've been growing up. I've been trying very hard to become an adult. A responsible adult."
That was all she said. Nothing about her life, her job, her new place, nothing but 'I've been growing up.' What the hell did that mean?
"I'm not sure I understand what you're trying to say. What do you mean, grow up? Surely you don't want me to believe you were a child before. Your behavior was certainly adult."
"No it wasn't. I behaved like a willful child. Even before I met you and married you, I behaved like a spoiled, selfish child. Everything I did was childish. With you it was the house, the car, the jewelry, the clothes. Nothing but selfish pride and the betrayal was a simple childish temper tantrum. Nothing more than that."
"You aren't serious?"
"I'm deadly serious. You gave me everything a woman could want and I took it all and wanted more. Nothing meant anything to me unless it was new and different. You wanted a wife and you got a pretty, spoiled child. When I saw something I wanted, I pouted until you got it for me. If someone else had something I didn't, I had to have it too. If you didn't do what I wanted, I punished you. And like a spoiled child, I ruined everything for my own selfish reasons."
I watched the pain on her face as she said this. Up till then, she had been very controlled, very smooth and graceful. This was totally different. She paused and I could see that she was trying very hard to hold herself together. She shook her head as if to remember what she was doing and where she was.
"That's who I was. And it cost me everything. So, when you divorced me, I decided to grow up."
I was taken completely by surprise. Not by what she said but by how close she came to understanding the reason I divorced her. Not because of her infidelity: that could have been overcome by counseling or by hard work. But it was clear that Billy would never take our marriage seriously unless it was to her advantage. Childish? Maybe that was a good way to describe her behavior.
"That's what Ed made me promise to tell you. That I understood what happened and why you did what you did. He thought it was important for you to know that so you could get on with your life. He was worried about you."
"Why was he worried? I was doing fine. I have a good job, a new life and nothing to hold me back. My only worry was him: his health and the fact that he wouldn't let me move him closer to me."
She was shaking her head no. She had this sad smile on her face as I talked.
"He had this idea that you needed to know that what happened between us wasn't your fault. I tried to tell him you already knew that but he didn't believe me. He thought because you weren't dating or remarried that it was because you felt our divorce was somehow your fault."
I was surprised that he felt that way. "I never told him that or let him believe that. I think there was more to it. I think he wanted us to get together and this was his way of doing that. He always thought of you as a daughter and our divorce hit him hard. Probably harder than it did us."
"You may be right. He always asked me why I didn't try to contact you. I told him that our divorce was the right thing for you to do. He just didn't accept it."
We talked a little longer as we finished our dessert and coffee. I let further discussion of our problems die and we got back on simpler subjects. She did finally tell me where she was working and where she lived and she talked about her students. It was clear that she had found a new calling, the affection for the children was clear in her voice as she spoke of them. I enjoyed listening to her as she told me stories of her adventures. The next hour passed quickly and pleasantly.
"Heavens, look at the time. I do have to go. I need to be up early tomorrow morning to meet friends before church. I go to church now. I'm on the setup committee. We set up for the service and then put everything away afterwards. How about that?"
"I'm impressed. It seems you've found a place for yourself. But you were always very good at projects like that. I'm glad. I always wanted the best for you."
"I know that now. I wish I had known it then."
Before we could go any further, she stood up to leave. I stood as well.
"I'll walk you to your car. It's becoming dark and I would feel better if I saw you safely there."
Billy nodded and walked ahead of me outside. Her car was parked on the side of the restaurant and I followed her there. She stopped beside a small, compact car that looked like it had seen better days. Surprised, I asked about the sports car.
"I sold the roadster and the Jaguar. This is enough for me. It's cheap to drive and it gets me where I need to be. I don't have to worry about someone stealing it either. It is more at home where I go these days."
I bid goodnight and watched her back out and pull away. I stood there for some minutes after she left, just thinking about the changes I had seen in her. Changes for the better certainly but more profound than I would have believed. It made me wonder what she was doing. I had left her financially well off. She would be working only because she chose to do so. And the car? She could afford to have whatever she wanted.
I thought of those changes and while I saw them as good ones, in the back of my mind remained the thought of her betrayal and even though she might have changed, I still couldn't forget and forgive what happened. Perhaps I never would.
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Part 3
From Denver to Pittsburgh
I returned to Denver the following day and for the next three weeks, my job and my life such as it was took my mind off my father's death and my reconnection with Billy. I thought about her on the plane back and for several days afterwards, I couldn't get the changes out of my mind. I also couldn't get the way she looked and talked and smelled out of my mind either. But I convinced myself that I had to put her out of my mind. I was mostly successful until the meeting with Ryan Erinson on Friday, a month after my father's funeral. Ryan had flown in from Pittsburgh just to meet with me. I assumed it was about the promotion he had hinted at and I was excited at the possibilities.
We met that evening at Mario's, a restaurant that I knew Ryan liked. At least he always made reservations there when he came to town for a meeting. We started in the bar and had a couple of drinks to relax. I could hold my liquor fairly well and so could Ryan, but this evening we were called for our table quickly and we sat down to dinner. Ryan was not one to talk business when food was present so I relaxed and had a thick juicy steak with baked potato and a vegetable dish that went mostly untouched. The steak was excellent and I enjoyed it while Ryan polished off a nice lobster tail with drawn butter. We both quit with comfortably filled bellies.
"I wish we had this place back in Pittsburgh. The food here is absolutely the best and one of the main reasons I have so many meetings here in Denver. I think you're going to miss it when you come back to Pittsburgh."
I caught the inference immediately. I had worked with Ryan long enough to know that he did this quite often: threw in the main topic while talking about something entirely different.
"Am I going to be in Pittsburgh then?"
"You are if you take my job as I intend."
Now I was shocked. I expected a promotion to executive VP and maybe a board seat, but not Ryan Erinson's job. Not President of the company! There was no position higher than Ryan's unless it was the Chairman of the Board and that was more of a non-voting position. He had to be kidding.
"What are you talking about? I can't take your job while you're still here. Come on Ryan, what's the joke?"
"No joke. I'm retiring at the end of the month. I've tendered my resignation and the board has accepted it. I recommended you for the position and the board also accepted that too. It's yours if you want it. Effective the end of this month. Three weeks from now."
He was grinning as he leaned back with both hands crossed over his ample belly. He knew he had surprised me since we had talked about a promotion several times but never this. Never this!
"I don't know what to say except: Hell yes! Of course I'll accept. Damn you Ryan, how could you do this to me? You really enjoyed this didn't you? God, I'm completely floored by this. I'll have to find a replacement; I'll have to move back to Pittsburgh; find a new place to live, and. . . . I'm babbling aren't I?"
"That's OK. I know this is a complete surprise but you handled it very well. Just as you do everything else. With your dad's death, I had to postpone it for a while to give you time to recover but now: Congratulations! You've worked hard and you've earned it. The board was unanimous in accepting your name."
We talked for some time about the changeover and what was involved. I asked about my successor and he suggested I offer it to Mark Fletcher. I told him I would consider it but in my heart I knew I wouldn't. I had never forgiven Mark and I had no intention of doing so now. He had done an outstanding job where he was and he deserved consideration but now that I was President, he would go no further. I looked forward to telling him that when I took the job. Petty? Yes! But damn, it felt good to keep the promise I made to myself at the time.
Ryan left the next day and I set about making the necessary changes. I spoke first to Paula and asked her if she would like the job as Executive Secretary for the President of the whole damn company. I won't go into detail except to say she accepted the position. Otherwise things were easy to set up since I knew my people and knew who could do the jobs that needed filled. By the second week, I had things in Denver in good shape and was ready to go. I decided to take a week off and fly back to Pittsburgh. I could use the time to look for a place to live and finish some of the things from the funeral I had left behind when I returned. Paula decided to come with me and we left Denver behind.
I decided not to visit the offices that week since it would be nothing but congratulations and hand shaking. I needed the time away to get my mind around the changes in location and what it would mean. It was a major move for me since I had left under stressful conditions. Now, returning, things were more in control but memories were still able to intrude and take me by surprise at times. I decided to do first things first and look for a place to live.
I contacted a realtor and spent two days just driving around and finding the areas I wanted to consider. We found several that seemed appropriate. I had little interest in a house except as a place to sleep but the realtor knew my job and wanted to show me places that were suitable for an executive and one who would be entertaining. I tried to tell her that wasn't likely to happen but she simply told me to get my wife and let her do the selecting. Entertaining would be her job and she would know what she wanted.
The mention of my wife hit me hard. I had not thought of Billy now for the last several weeks as I was fully occupied with the upcoming move. Now, this inconsiderate bitch brought her back! But the more I thought of it, the more the idea of using Billy to help me pick a place seemed like a good one. The old Billy would know at a glance what I should buy. I made up my mind to ask her and I told the realtor I would talk to a lady friend tomorrow to set up some visits. With that, I drove back to my hotel and called Billy.
"Hello?"
"Hello Billy. It's Stuart. Do you have a moment?"
Silence from the other end. I wondered if my call had been disconnected just as she answered.
"Hello Stu. I'm sorry, I was just surprised. I didn't expect to hear from you again so soon. Are you calling from Denver?"
"No actually I'm here in Pittsburgh. It's a long story but I was wondering if you have some time to help me with something."
"Of course I'll be glad to help. What do you need?"
"I need to buy a house. My realtor seems to think I need a woman's perspective since she thinks I'll be entertaining a lot."
"Buy a house? Where? Not here certainly. You don't come to Pittsburgh that often do you?"
"No Billy. I've been offered the job as President of Allied Windings. It's Ryan's job. I've accepted it and I'll be moving to Pittsburgh permanently."
I heard a little squeal of delight and than "Oh my God! Stuart! I'm so happy for you. It's your dream job, the one you've always wanted. And now it's yours? Congratulations honey!"
My stomach did a flip-flop. Honey! She called me honey! It was probably a reflex but why did it hit me so hard?
"Yes, well, so I ah. . . I'd like you to help me pick a place. I really need a woman's perspective. I've looked at a lot of places and there are some very nice ones but I'd really appreciate it if you could give me your opinion. Would you do that? Can you get off work tomorrow?"
"School's out for the summer Stu. I'm not working right now. And yes, I would love to help you pick a place."
Good. I'll pick you up tomorrow about 9:00. Is that OK?"
"I'll be ready. Goodbye."
Well I've done it now. I had no idea of what would happen but I've made the first move.
Billy was ready when I pulled up at her townhouse right at 9:00. She was standing out in front, dressed in jeans and a sweatshirt, both loose and plain. She had on sneakers and her hair was brushed to its usual shine. She looked gorgeous to me.
"Ready for this? We have four houses to see and the realtor will meet us at the first one. It's a large two story with five bedrooms and five baths. I have no idea what I would do with five bathrooms but I promised her I would look."
She pulled the car door shit and said, "It sounds like fun. Let's get to it."
We found the first house with the instructions from the realtor and it was in an upscale neighborhood. All the houses around it were large and pretentious. Without going in, I already didn't like it and I could tell from the look on Billy's face that she didn't either. I told her to wait while I talked to the realtor. After a few frustrating minutes she nodded and I walked back to the car.
"I told her I didn't even want to look at this one. Too big and too much. I'd never want an area like this. Is that alright with you?"
"I agree completely. This isn't you, or at least it wasn't. I don't know if you've changed that much in the last five years. You're a big important man now and things might be different."
"I haven't changed that much. Let's see what the next one is like."
At the next house, we were at least inclined to look at it. It was still large with over 5000 square feet of living space, most of which I would never see. But at least we looked. After a reasonable time we were ready for the next one.
As we pulled up to the third house on the list, I was almost ready to buy it on sight. It was a large rambling ranch house with a beautiful lot, fully landscaped with mature shrubs and trees and blooming plants. It looked like it spread out over a large space and the roof line was multi peaked. The house screamed character from the first.
"This looks interesting. I already like the looks of it from the outside. I can't wait to see inside. I hope we won't be disappointed. How about you?"
All I got was a nod yes. Billy had not said a word from the minute I pulled up. I wasn't sure what to make of that but I got out and walked around to open her door. She did get out and stood looking at the house, still without speaking. The realtor pulled in and went to the front door, unlocking it and opening it wide. The door was double with both sides opening and the impression was one of welcome.
We walked together up to the front, paused to admire the entrance and then entered. The foyer was open to the main room and the impression was of wide open space. I could see the back yard through the back wall that was all glass. It overlooked a pool and a beautifully landscaped back. There was a small but nicely designed pool house and it faced a hot tub that emptied into the pool. This was the heat source for the pool.
Billy walked slowly into the great room, stood looking around and then without a sound walked into the hallway leading off to the left. There were four bedrooms down that hall with each having its own bath. I looked into the first one but just moved back to the glass wall where I could admire the pool and the deck. I did find a wet bar in the great room that caused me to stop and admire for several minutes. As I prepared to move outside, Billy came back and walked straight ahead to the right and into the kitchen. I followed her in. It was huge with a large center island topped by a drop down pot and pan rack. The appliances were all stainless steel and the overall appearance was of the control room of an ocean going vessel.
Past that was a large den/family room with a big screen TV and several game pieces. I saw a pool table, an air hockey table and several other pieces. On one side was a card table set up for any card game one could think of. I was beginning to believe I had found my house. I looked for Billy but didn't see her.
I walked back to the foyer where the realtor was standing, talking on her cell.
"Did you see the lady? Did she leave?"
"Yes she did. She went out to the car and she said to let you know she was there. How do you like this one? It's a great house, a good price and the owners will sell it furnished or empty. They can be out in one week if you want and they are motivated to sell. All you have to do is make a strong offer and we can close this deal."
"I like the house but I want to discuss it with my lady friend first. There's no reason to see any more. Can I call you later today? I'll probably be ready to make an offer."
"Wonderful! I'll start on the paperwork and we can fill in the money when we meet later. You've made a good choice. This area is great and very quiet. The association is very reasonable and leaves the owners alone for the most part. Just reasonable things like landscaping and road care."
"Fine. I'll call you later then. Goodbye and thanks for all your help."
I went outside and saw Billy standing by the car with her back to me. I walked quickly toward her not knowing what was wrong. Why had she left without a word to me? As I came closer, she must have heard me and turned with a smile, but I could see that she had been crying. She tried to cover it but it was clear. Her eyes were still bright with unshed tears.
"Billy! What's wrong? Are you ill? Is something the matter? Please, I'm so sorry that I was distracted. I'll take you home right away."
"No, no Stuart. It's nothing. I'm fine. Please don't be concerned."
I opened the door and waited as she slid in. I carefully shut the door and walked around to the driver's side. I was not going to budge until I found out what the problem was. If she wasn't sick or ill, why the tears? Once in the car, I turned to her and asked,
"OK, talk to me. What's wrong? It can't be the house because I know you liked it, so tell me. We're not going anywhere until you do."
Billy wiped her eyes with a handkerchief and leaned back against the headrest, a habit she had when she was angry or disturbed about something. It seemed that some habits were hard to break,
"The house was absolutely perfect for you. It has everything you will need to entertain and it is a house that is made for living. If you can get it furnished, the previous owners had very good taste. It is wonderfully decorated and I wouldn't change a thing."
"If it's perfect why did it upset you so?"
"Because it represents everything I threw away. If I hadn't been so selfish and cruel, I would have been looking at our house. Instead it is yours and I have no part of it."
She looked stricken and I reached for her but she backed away.
"I'm sorry! This isn't right. Please, forget what I said and take me home, please."
What that, she began to sob. Deep heart wrenching sobs of despair. I didn't know what to say or do other than to let her cry herself out. I understood what she said and I knew now that she was deeply sorry for her past life. While I saw the changes in her as positive, she saw only what she had lost.
After she had calmed down enough to let me know she was going to be OK, I took her home. I walked her to her door and waited until she assured me she was fine. When the door closed, I just stood there for several minutes thinking of the pain she was in. I wondered now how I could feel sadness for her when five years ago this would have given me such pleasure. I guess time does heal all wounds. I turned and drove back to my hotel.
Other than one phone call the next day to see if she was OK, I didn't talk to or see Billy again for the next three weeks. I had my hands full getting into the job and getting my hands on the reins of the business. And I thought that Billy needed the time away from me and the painful memories I evoked. Actually, I found that this job was far less demanding than my previous one and Paula, who already had things figured out, took control. I guess what they say is true: the higher you climb, the less you have to do. The only fly in the ointment was having to see Mark on an everyday basis.
He came in to congratulate me and welcome me back. I was now his boss in all ways and he knew it. He still stopped to ask Paula if he could see me and she continued to give him a hard time about it. She enjoyed it and so did I. As always, I had him leave the door open and our meeting was strictly business as it had been since that day almost five years ago.
Two weeks later, I invited Mark and a young man named Philip Waterman into my office to tell them that I was promoting Philip to take my position in Denver. Philip was younger than Mark and Mark had trained him when he came in. There was no question in either my or Mark's mind that Phil was good but not as good as Mark. This was the payback I had been waiting for. I wanted Mark to know that the decision to promote Phil over him was mine and mine alone. When I announced it, Mark gave me a long hard look but turned to congratulate Phil on his promotion. Phil would be relocating to Denver and Mark would stay just as he had for the past five or six years.
When Phil left, Mark asked to stay behind to speak to me. I agreed and actually let him close the office door. He came back in and remained standing.
"This is payback isn't it? This is the other shoe dropping. I knew that you were going to do something but not this. I thought that I had done a good job for you. I have given you and this company all I had. Apparently it wasn't enough to make you forget."
"No, I didn't forget. The one thing I prize above all else is loyalty. I always believed you were loyal and my friend. When you showed me I was wrong, I held my anger and my retribution all this time. But now, when it matters the most to you, I saw my opportunity. You are much better and more deserving than Phil. But he gets the job, not you."
"Is that fair to the company? How can you give him the job that I earned when you know the results will not be as good? How can you still hate me that much?"
"It's not hate. I never felt much at all for you after I found you with Billy that day. I even promoted you once and I've worked with you for the past five years and I've given you nothing but cooperation. Your raises have been based on your excellent performance. There was no hate: just the knowledge that you let me down and betrayed me. I won't give you the opportunity to do it again, because I believe that if an opportunity arose and you could benefit from it, you would betray me. That's all it is. So, Philip may fail and if he does, I'll replace him."
"That's not true and I think you know it. I kept my promise to you. I never spoke to Billy again after you left. We've never seen each other and I'm married now with a new baby. I've moved on and I've regretted what I did every time I see you. But it happened and I explained it to you at the time. I loved Billy but she didn't love me. She loved you but she was also a selfish person who used me to punish you and I let her. I never thought of it as a betrayal of you, but that's what you saw and for that, I'm sorry."
"Just do your job if you want to stay, or leave. I don't really care. I don't care what your reasons were. It makes no difference. Betrayal is the same regardless of the motivation and the pain to the person betrayed is the same regardless of the reason. That is the price you have to pay for what you did. It is your misfortune that I'm now in a position to exact that price."
Mark looked at me and saw the determination in my eyes. He shook his head as if in denial but finally turned and walked out of the office. I found the revenge that I had taken to be a hollow victory, absent any pleasure or satisfaction. But it was something I needed to do for my own preservation. Maybe now I could get on with my life without thinking about Mark and revenge.
I had been on the job for just over three months when I decided to have a party to gather together all of the top executives and their significant others to allow me to meet them. I had the perfect home for it, the weather was perfect and the pool was open and ready for people. In a few months, cooler weather would set in and it would go to waste. Now was the perfect time.



I asked Paula to hire a caterer for the food, talked to the HR director about the invitation list and asked him to put the invitations out, checked with the local association about any restrictions I needed to worry about and set the date for two weeks later. I asked Paula to coordinate the RSVPs and let me know the final count. She was excited about it since she knew a lot of the people who would be there. She was actually quite proprietary about the whole thing so I asked her to take over.
At home that evening I considered what I was going to do. I could ask Paula to act as hostess but a thought entered my mind. I went to the computer and looked up hostess responsibilities. One thing I found was that a hostess could be a professional person, a good friend or an associate. All were appropriate for someone in my position: single, highly placed and living alone. There was no requirement that the hostess be part of the company and her job would be to host the party and see to the guests. That was what I wanted to know.
Still, I thought about it and worried it to death for the next several days but the date for the party was getting close. I was sitting by the pool one evening after an easy day at work, having completed my ten laps and I was idly thinking. While all the arrangements were in place, I still needed a hostess. I finally decided to go for it and damn the consequences. It was still early so I pulled out my cell and dialed.
"Hello?"
I hadn't talked to Billy since that time with the house. I had been trying to forget her again but without much success.
"Hi Billy. It's Stuart. How are you? Busy?"
"No actually I was just finishing up a few dishes. How have you been Stu? Did you buy the house?"
"Yes I did and I moved in six weeks ago. I went furnished as you recommended and everything is perfect. I'm sitting by the pool now and it's great."
"I envy you. It's just hot here and our pool has ten thousand screaming kids in it. Too many for a poor teacher to take. After work is away from kids, not down among them."
"Well that's part of why I called. I'm having a party next weekend for the senior executives and their spouses or significant others I think they're called now. I have all details arranged: food, invitations, seats and tables and all that but I still need a hostess. Would you consider being my hostess? Just to be here, meet the guests, watch over things, in general be my right hand? You were always so good at it and I know you would be perfect. Would you consider doing it for me?"
There was no sound from the other end. As I waited I thought that maybe I had gone too far. Maybe she would see this as a slap in the face, or a way to rub her face in what she had lost. This might have been a huge mistake and I had really hurt her without thinking. I had to give her an out.
"Billy, I'm sorry. Maybe this was a bad idea. I didn't mean to hit you with this. I didn't think of how you would feel about it and I should have. I'm so stupid! Please, forgive me. I'm such an idiot! I'm so sorry."
"Stuart, wait please! No, it's alright. I was just surprised that you would think of me for your hostess. I would be honored to do it. I would love to host your party. I loved the house and it would give me a chance to see it again and to see some of your friends and coworkers. Yes, I would love to do it for you."
I breathed a sigh of relief. I was pleased, more so than I expected. As a matter of fact, I was very pleased.
"Great. Why don't you come over now and we can discuss it. Bring your suit and you can hit the pool or at least the hot tub. It's really great. You'll love it. I remember you always loved to swim."
As I hung up, I found myself waiting anxiously for her to arrive. It would be fun to share the house with her since she had found it so wonderful. To me it was a nice house but to her it was something more. An arrival and an expression of my success. I didn't think of it that way but so what.
I went inside to wait for her while I fixed some sandwiches and cold beers. I took the food outside to the small refrigerator that sat beside the built-in grill. Presumptuous, but so was the whole damn house! At least it was good for something.
When Billy arrived, I led her outside to the pool and showed her the food and drinks. I suggested she hit the pool first and I would join her. She agreed and moved over to one of the chairs and began to remove her jeans and top. Underneath she had on a one piece suit that covered almost everything. It was cut up the thigh a little but not too much. The back was open but the front was less revealing. Still, from what I could see, Billy had gotten better with time. She was leaner, trimmer and well tanned. It was clear she worked out and the definition in her legs and shoulders would give any man thoughts. While she wore her clothes cut on the loose side, her bathing suit revealed more. I preferred the suit.
She dove in and swam with strong strokes across the pool and back. She tossed her head and her hair shed water like a duck. She laughed and leaned back as she let go of the side. She swam for the next ten minutes while I sat and admired her skill. She always loved the water and she hadn't lost that. I finally joined her and we swam companionably for a while until she began to tire. As we swam over to the side, I suggested we hit the hot tub to warm up and loosen tired muscles. She agreed and we sat down across from each other.
"I'm glad you asked me over. But I admit I am surprised that you would want me to host your party. I'm thrilled that you asked me but confused as to your motivation. What are you doing Stu? Why are you being nice to me? I really want to know."
"Actually it's very simple. We had our problems but they're in the past. I always thought of you as my best friend as well as my wife. Now, I would still like to be friends. I don't have many close friends here and I haven't met many people. Honestly, I don't get out much so I don't have much of a chance to meet people. So, I'm taking advantage of you for my own purposes. I hope you don't mind."
"I don't mind at all. I'm glad you want to be friends. I've missed you. I don't get out much anymore myself so I have just a few friends, mostly teachers I work with. I have one girl friend, Penny Rutger, that I spend most of my time with. She's younger but a lot of fun. We go out to movies and plays together and she seems to like the same things I do."
"That's good. Why don't you invite her to the party? She could be there for you and maybe meet some nice people. I think there will be several bachelors there so maybe she could get lucky."
"I will. Now, can we eat and then you can show me the rest of the house. I didn't get much of a chance to see it all the last time."
We dried off and sat down at the table where we ate a lot of the sandwiches and drank most of the beer. I admit I enjoyed being with her. She was so different than I remembered and the difference was very appealing. I lost track of time before she reminded me of the tour.
We went inside and I showed her the whole house, she making comments while I watched proudly. She loved the master bedroom and the huge tub and built in shower. She moved to the great room and then to the kitchen where she took the time to examine all of the appliances and the setup. We moved to the office wing of the house passing through the family room and den with the play room. She walked out the back door to the small patio and then she went back across the yard to the sliding doors leading back inside to the great room. As she completed the tour she just nodded her head.
"OK I've got the layout now. I would like to meet with the caterer soon to see the menu and how they want to set up. Would that be OK?"
"Of course, but please, I just wanted you to be there with me. I didn't mean for you to have to work. I'm sorry you misunderstood."
"I didn't misunderstand. This is just what a good hostess does. If it were my party I would do the same thing."
"Well, actually Paula is handling a lot of it. She moved back here with me and she's now my executive secretary. She doesn't work hard either. We both have it pretty easy."
"Great! I'll call Paula tomorrow. I can work with her if it's OK with you."
"It's fine with me. I'll let her know you'll be calling."
Billy asked if she could use the shower and I agreed telling her that there were some clean towels in the linen closet in the bathroom. She went in and soon I could hear the water running and I imagined Billy naked in the shower before I caught myself. What the hell was I doing? This was my ex-wife, the woman that cheated on me and tore my heart out! I had to remember that.
As I mentally chastised myself, I found a part of me asking another question. If she were my ex-wife, then what was wrong with thinking of her as an attractive woman? No wife, no ties, no conditions. She couldn't cheat on me since we were no longer married and she couldn't hurt me if I looked at her as simply a beautiful woman that I might like to make love to. She was an attractive woman who looked very good in a swimsuit. And she was in my shower, naked.
I stood up and walked outside to watch the sun set. These thoughts were simply not appropriate and I had to stop thinking them. Why? What did it hurt?
As I was trying to make myself remember the bad times and failing miserably, Billy walked out the door and stood beside me.
"It's really beautiful here Stu. I'm so glad you bought this place. I love it."
I turned to look at her. Her hair was wet and slicked back, her makeup was gone and her face had that just scrubbed look. She was a beautiful woman and the lack of makeup couldn't detract from that. She had a peaceful smile on her face and it was too much for me to bear. I turned to her, put my hands on her shoulders and pulled her to me. As I looked into her eyes, I could see them cloud with uncertainty. She was trying to find the words she wanted to say but before she could, I kissed her.
I felt her stiffen as my lips caressed hers. She had both hands on my chest as if to push me away but there was no pressure. Instead, I felt her arms relax to allow her body to come against mine. I tightened my grip on her and pulled her tightly against me as I increased the intensity of the kiss. My tongue searched for an opening and suddenly found it. She opened her lips with a moan as she put her arms around my neck and pulled me down to deepen the kiss. Our tongues were now dancing with each other as we searched for that passion we once shared.
I pressed my erection against her stomach and she had to feel its urgency. The kiss was now more demanding and my grip was holding her tightly against me as my hands began to move down her back and over her firm behind. As I cupped her butt to pull her against me, she began to resist. I tried to overcome her resistance at first until my mind overcame my body's needs. With a curse, I pulled back and let her go.
"I'm sorry! That was unforgivable. I'm so damned sorry. Please, you deserve better from me. If you want to back out of the party, I'll understand. I'm sorry."
"Stuart, no! You have nothing to be sorry about! I wanted nothing more than for you to want me, but not this way. This is simply lust and I encouraged it. I'm the one who's sorry. I'll leave. I'll talk to you tomorrow. Thank you for a wonderful evening."
With that, she was gone. I just stood there stupidly, trying to understand what had just happened. Was she right? Was it just lust and brought on by her actions? No way. That's not what it was. That's what I had to think about. Something had happened and I wasn't sure what it was.
I had a sleepless night as I tossed and turned, trying to get hold of my feelings and my desires. It had been a while since I had been with a woman and maybe it was nothing more than that. A beautiful woman in a sexy bathing suit swimming in my pool on a beautiful evening. That was enough to make any man hot. That's what it was. Sure it was. Than why did it stop when she started to resist? Because she wasn't just a quick lay or a one night stand. This was Billy! No longer my wife but a woman I used to love.
Nothing was making sense. I finally got up just at dawn and went outside to sit and watch the sky lighten with the promise of another beautiful day. I considered a quick swim but decided against it. I didn't want to think about Billy diving into the pool, her blond hair shining and her face glowing with the bracing feel of the water. I didn't want to think of her graceful strokes or the way her suit followed the curves of her hips and breasts. I didn't want to think of her sitting in the hot tub, her breasts pushing against the suit and granting me a wonderful view. I didn't want to think of any of those things but I did.
I went in, fixed coffee and got dressed. I would go in to work early and try to get some things done. There was nothing that I needed to do but maybe I could find something.
At work the first thing I did was review the party list. HR had done a nice job with the invitations and RSVP list that Paula left on my desk showed an almost perfect turnout. Of course, since I was the boss, how many were going to refuse an invitation. As they say, 'It's good to be the king' So, we had approximately fifty people coming. Not bad. I was still reviewing the names, trying to see how many I could recognize when Paula came in. She was surprised to see me in that early but she simply raised her eyebrows and went for coffee.
"Here's your coffee. Can I ask why you were in so early? Problems I don't know about?"
"No problems. I just couldn't sleep. Nothing to worry about. And oh, by the way, Billy will be calling you today about the party."
Paula stopped fussing with her coffee cup and gave me a long look. I felt like a small child about to be quizzed on what I did wrong.
"Your Billy? And why would Billy be calling me about the party?"
"Well, I asked her to play hostess for me. She accepted. She wanted to know something about the caterer so I told her that you had been doing most of the work. I didn't want to ask you to be hostess so I asked Billy."
"You asked Billy to be your hostess? At your house? How did you think to ask her? I didn't know you even saw her since you were back in town."
"I saw her at pop's funeral and then I asked her for help in finding a house to buy. Since she knew the area better, I didn't think it would be a bad idea to get someone local."
"So your ex-wife helped you pick out your new house and she's going to be your hostess? And you just asked her to help you as a friend?"
"Yes, exactly! As a friend. She's changed a lot since our divorce. I thought it would be good if we could be friends again. You'll see, she's different now. You'll like her."
"I always liked Billy. It was too bad what she did but I still liked her. I didn't much care for Mark, but I liked Billy. She was a good person even if she did do a bad thing."
"Well good, then you won't mind working with her."
"Not at all. Not at all."
With that she walked away humming to herself. And during the morning I saw her smiling a lot. Maybe she was happy with the help. I guess I had given her a lot to do. But I thought no more about it until Paula buzzed me to tell me Billy was on the other line. I had forgotten she was going to call but I felt a small glow of pleasure when Paula told me.
"Hi there. Did you and Paula get things straightened out?"
"She's a real jewel. She had everything planned out and there's nothing left for me to do but be there. She emailed me the menu and the attendance list so I'll have that. It's really a done deal and all I have to do is greet your guests."
"Great. I bet Paula really appreciated the help. I keep forgetting how much I'm asking of you two. I just get to stand around and look important while you two do all the work. It's a great job I've got, you have to admit."
"It certainly is. Stuart, about last night. I wanted to make sure you knew that you weren't at fault. I don't want you to think you had done anything wrong. It was me, that's all."
"No, I was out of line. I just forgot for a minute. You were there and you looked so beautiful that I think I just reacted inappropriately. It won't happen again. I promise."
"Well, I'm not so sure that I like that last part. But it's forgotten. We can be friends and that's all I've hoped for. I appreciate your giving me a chance to be your friend again. I hope I've changed for the better."
Before I could say anything else, she said a quick goodbye and hung up. I held the phone, just looking at it for a minute. When she hung up, I felt a sudden emptiness. I put the phone down just as Paula came in. She pulled the door closed and sat down in the chair at the side of the desk where she sat when she was taking dictation.
"Stuart, I hope you know what you're doing. You know that Billy still loves you as much as ever don't you? She really screwed up but that didn't change that part of her. We talked a little but she's convinced herself that you two can be friends without any further involvement. I think that's a little unrealistic and I want you to think very carefully. You can hurt her this time, where before it was you that was vulnerable. The shoe's on the other foot now."
"Paula, I'm just trying to find a way for us to be friends and to put the hurt behind us. I never stopped loving Billy but now it's just as a friend. She knows that and we can handle it that way. We'll be fine. Just good friends."
Paula gave a big sigh and got up to look out the window. My view was pretty spectacular. It looked out toward the downtown area and I had a good view of boat house row and the art museum. Rocky would have approved. She seemed to be struggling with something but she finally turned and smiled.
"Well, you're both grownups now so I'll just butt out. Just promise me you'll take care?"
"You have my word. Now go home. It's past time."
As Paula left, I wondered. Was I moving toward heartbreak and trouble again? Could I just take care as she asked? Had I forgiven Billy? Mark? I knew in my heart that the answer was no. I hadn't forgiven them. Well then, just look at it as a fling with a good looking woman who also happened to be an ex-wife and just have fun! I could do that.
Couldn't I?
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Billy-Part 4
The Party
The week passed without any further word from Billy and it was finally Friday, the day of the party. I left for home at noon, thinking that I should be present to make sure everything was in place. Since I had little idea of what those things should be, it was a puzzle as to how I would even know if they were 'in place'. Well, so long as I was there, that was the important thing.
As I pulled in, I found myself weaving past vans, trucks and cars, all seemingly arranged to make my path to the garage as difficult as possible. I finally walked into the kitchen to find people with trays of food rushing around, opening the fridge, the oven and the microwave. Since it seemed they knew what they were doing, I made my way carefully out of the kitchen and into the great room. From there I could see people outside around the pool, setting up chairs, tables, and benches. Others were cleaning the pool, cutting the grass and generally cleaning up. There were two men on ladders stringing what appeared to be small lights around the various ornamental trees in the back yard.
As I watched what appeared to be organized chaos, it occurred to me to wonder how all of this had been arranged. I knew Paula had told me to sit back and enjoy, but I was still amazed to think that she pulled all of this together. I was impressed. Until I saw Billy walk out the side door to speak to one of the men dressed in white.
Billy was talking to him with eloquent gestures, stressing something. He seemed to understand her and he began to point around with his head bobbing up and down. She listened, smiled and patted him on the shoulder before moving away to watch the men on ladders. She again pointed and yelled and the men moved in a different direction. Once satisfied, she walked back in the side door.
I went in search of her and found her in the family room off the kitchen. She had a check list of some sort in her hand and was checking things off. I stood off to the side and just watched. She had on jeans, a light pullover top which left her stomach visible, and sneakers without socks. Her face was moist and her hair was mussed as if she had been running her fingers through it. The impression was one of a beautiful woman fully in control of her situation. She wore a slight smile and seemed to be keeping a secret, one that was a pleasure. My heart started to beat a little faster before I even noticed.
She turned just at that instant, looking directly at me as if she had felt me staring at her. Our eyes locked for a heartbeat before she smiled and waved. The moment was past and I wasn't sure what it meant, but I smiled in return and made my way through the hoards of people to her side.
"Well, it seems to me that you're unaffected by all of this. I have no idea who these people are or what they're doing. Do you?"
"Of course! Everything is under control. All is in order and right on schedule. And speaking of schedules, what are you doing home so early?"
"I had the stupid idea I might be needed. It seems that was a very stupid idea. No one even noticed me."
"They all have their jobs and they're very good at it. They don't need either of us but since I wanted to know how things would look, I volunteered to be here. Paula was happy to leave it to me and I'm having a ball."
"I can see that. I'm happy that you're happy. But if you don't mind, I think I'll take a shower and try to relax until later. I'm nervous about tonight but I don't know why. You have everything under control and Paula keeps telling me to relax and enjoy. Maybe that's why I'm nervous. I'm not needed."
"You'll be needed tonight. You're what this is all about."
We spoke for a few more minutes before I finally went into the bedroom for a shower. The noise and bustle was muted here and I soon forgot it as I let the hot water cascade over me. Paula and Billy were right. Everything was under control and I could just let it happen. I began to look forward to tonight. Since the party wasn't due to get underway until 6, maybe a short nap would be in order. Fresh from the shower and wrapped only in a towel, I fell across the bed and was soon asleep.
At just after 5:30 I was finally dressed in casual slacks, a cotton shirt with collar but no tie, a light sports jacket and sneakers. I checked once more in the mirror and was satisfied with my reflection. Tall and still solid, dark hair now with some grey showing and a well tanned face. I was glad I kept up with my workouts. I was still nervous but ready. I walked down the hall and into the great room where I was hit with a shock.
Billy was standing there talking to one of the servers. They were dressed in white jackets and black slacks. Very impressive, but more impressive was Billy. She had on a white dress, tastefully fitted, worn just above the knee. She had on low heels, but enough to emphasize her long shapely legs. As usual her makeup was understated but more dramatic because of it and her hair shined. Her earrings were long and elaborate catching the light and spinning off flashes of brilliance. The dress was low cut showing a lot of cleavage but she was wearing a gold chain with a dazzling stone that drew the attention away from her breasts. I recognized it as one I had given her many years before for one of our anniversaries. I didn't know how I felt about that.
I was speechless when I saw her. She was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen. Her easy grace was apparent and she moved with confidence. She stood sideways to me while I let myself enjoy the vision. I didn't want to move from there because I was content just to watch. But she turned, again as if she sensed me standing there.
"Well hello Mr. Executive. You look very nice and relaxed this evening. Casual but elegant."
She moved toward me and I remembered my manners.
"You look wonderful! Whatever you've been doing it really works. I doubt anyone will even remember me once they've seen you."
Her easy laugh was enough to make my breath catch in my throat. How could this woman have changed so much? She was always beautiful, but now she was more. The old Billy was beautiful, but the impression of a haughty standoffishness always prevailed. She was often classed as a 'stone cold bitch' by many who had to deal with her. This Billy was so far removed from that one as to be two different women.
"Thanks, but you need to be ready. The first cars are already arriving and the first guests should be coming in. You go out by the pool and greet them there. I've got the door."
With a blinding smile and a pat on the arm, she pushed me toward the back. As I walked out I heard her greet Paula.
"I'm so glad you're here early. Stuart is going to need some help out back. Will you?"
"Of course. And you look great. Has he seen you?"
I didn't hear the rest as I did as I was told and went outside. I was soon surrounded by people who wanted to say hello and make themselves known. Paula was ready with names of those I wasn't sure about and I did meet some of the wives and husbands of employees I did know and that was worthwhile. The only uncomfortable point was when Mark came up to introduce his wife. While I was polite to her and spent a few minutes talking with her, Mark was smart enough to just stand nearby and say little. She was a pretty thing but she seemed a little cold to me. Other than that, the party was pleasant.
There were several of the old timers, people that knew me from before that also knew Billy. They were cautious when they mentioned her and tried to get some indication from me as to the current status of our relationship, but I simply avoided any comment. The one prevailing opinion was that she looked marvelous. I agreed with that so there was no issue there.
I had invited Ryan Erinson to the party and he did accept. He was now retired and he and his wife were spending their free time traveling around the world. He was between trips now so he was able to attend. We talked a little about the changes and it was good to see him again. He pulled me aside.
"OK Stu, talk to me. I notice Billy is here and she seems to be the hostess for this party. Are the two of you back together?"
"Not together Ryan, just good friends. I thought it was time to bury the hatchet and make peace. She's been a lot of help to me since I moved back. She helped me find this house, and I thought she would be great as a hostess for this shindig. She's been a big help. She and Paula get along fine as well so it's all good."
"Just friends? You know as well as I that it can't stay that way. Men and women, especially with women that look like Billy, can't stay only as friends."
"Well that's all it is. You'll just have to trust me on that. Billy understands the rules and she has no trouble with it either."
"Yeah, that's why she dressed the way she did. Just for us guests. And that's the reason she kept your last name? Give me a break!"
Ryan threw back his head and laughed loudly. He was still chuckling as he moved away to find his wife. I watched him go with a grin but I knew he was wrong. Billy kept my name because it was easier all round to maintain the house, the accounts, just about everything. I made no stipulations about that in the divorce. Ryan was way off base with his assumptions. But I did look around to see if I could spot Billy. I hadn't spoken to her all evening and it was getting late.
I moved inside the house and spent the next ten minutes mingling and chatting with whoever I ran into but I was slowly making my way through the room toward the kitchen. I assumed that if she were still here, she would be there. I finally made it to the hall leading down to the kitchen and took it, quickly walking in.
Billy was there as I suspected. She was filling a tray of snacks for one of the servers. There were several more just waiting. It seemed that the supply of food was still adequate and the drinks were still flowing. Even this late, the guests were still filling up. I waited until Billy had finished and then moved over to talk to her.
"How are you holding up? Haven't you been able to mingle with the guests? I think the caterer can manage without you for awhile."
Billy ran the back of her hand over her forehead, looking surprisingly happy. She was smiling and the smile was genuine. That much I could tell from memory.
"I'm having the best time. This is good for me. I had forgotten how much I enjoyed entertaining. And the people have all been terrific. I saw Ryan and his wife, Mark and his new wife Sherri, Paula and Jerry and Steven and. . . ."
She stopped as one of the servers came up to ask a question. She answered without hesitation and he went off satisfied. She turned back to me.
"I have to thank you Stuart, for this. It's been wonderful. Thank you so much."
"Can't you take some time and come out back with me? It's really nice out there and most of the people have moved outside. Come on! Relax and enjoy."
Billy resisted but I finally got her to come out for a time. After a few minutes, she relaxed and began to mix with those she knew. I watched her with pleasure and pride until I began to question myself. Why would I feel pride? She was not my wife any more. She was simply helping me with a party. I was confused and suddenly uneasy.
I moved back inside to the bar there and fixed a strong scotch and water. I took it over to the couch and sat down by myself to think. As I tried to get a handle on my feelings, Paula sat down next to me.
"I know what you're thinking. It's written all over your face."
"What am I thinking?"
"That's she's perfect for this life. That she would be perfect at your side. That she's more beautiful than before."
I shook my head. That's not what I was thinking. I couldn't go there. I had tried once and I wasn't going to fall again. That last time was too painful. I didn't, no, I couldn't go through that again, not in this lifetime.
"You don't understand. I can't get hurt like that again. Not ever."
Paula patted my arm and smiled sadly at me before walking away. I sat there a while longer and went back outside to join the party.
By 11:00, almost all the people had either left or were making their way back out to the front where the attendants were getting cars. I had rented a vacant lot in the subdivision for parking cars and I had three young college students acting as attendants. They were making out pretty good with tips. I stood by the door with Billy and Paula as they left, saying goodbye and thanks for coming. I noticed that Billy seemed to know all their names as they left. They were also quite nice to her. Several gave me a thumbs up when she was looking the other way and most had grins on their faces.
Billy pulled my sleeve and introduced me to Penny, a pretty young woman. I remembered her mentioning a friend named Penny and assumed this to be her. I spent a few moments speaking to her, thanking her for coming and being a friend to Billy. As she replied, I noticed Will Haley, one of the younger managers standing behind her, looking slightly embarrassed. I took her hand and gave it a kiss, whispering something in her ear, causing her to smile at Will. He had the grace to blush but he smiled back. He was single, a hard worker and had a good future. Maybe now he had something more.
The caterers had things put away and the area bussed by the time the last guests left. The head caterer stopped to check with Billy before he and his crew departed. It was down to a few attendants and some custodial types and they were all gone by 11:30. It was now just Billy, Paula and me.
"Well boss, I think the party was a rousing success. Everyone I talked to had nothing but good things to say and they weren't just sucking up. Several hoped that this would become an annual thing. You pulled it off."
"No, you and Billy pulled it off. I was just here. I want both of you to know how much it meant to me that you did this. Neither one of you had to do it, so my thanks."
"You're very welcome boss and a raise would be a good thing to talk about now. But, I'll let you off the hook tonight. I'm getting up early tomorrow to go shopping. I have to find something new to wear for tomorrow night. I'm having dinner with a very nice man I met tonight. He works in Traffic. How about that?"
Laughing, Billy walked her to the door and watched her leave. The attendants had put her car in the driveway so she was quickly on her way. Billy watched as she disappeared around the curve and then came in and shut the front door. We were alone. I wanted some more time with her so I asked,
"Come outside with me. Let's sit by the pool and just relax. I think you've earned it. Can I get you something?"
"I would love an iced tea. Or even a cup of coffee. Nothing more. I'm stuffed from testing everything on the menu. God, it was good! That caterer Paula found was terrific. I got his name as if I could afford him."
I went inside to get the drinks and brought them outside with a tray of leftover snack sandwiches. I was starved even if Billy wasn't. I set them down between us as we each took a lounge chair facing the pool. I admired the little lights that had been installed earlier in the day. The effect was spectacular.
We shared a time of peace and quiet, each lost in thought. My thoughts were in turmoil. I wasn't sure what to say or do. Maybe I shouldn't say or do anything. That might be best.
As I was trying to convince myself that silence was the best bet, Billy rose and walked over to the side of the pool. She stood there, framed by the lights under the water and surrounded by the twinkling lights in the trees. As I watched her, I felt something stir inside me. Without thinking, I rose and walked up behind her. I put my hands on her shoulders, just resting them there. After a minute, she leaned back into me and let her head rest on my shoulder. I moved my hands up and down her arms until I felt her begin to shudder.
I turned her around, facing me. I looked into her eyes and saw acceptance, clouded with a trace of fear and uncertainty. It was what I wanted to see. I moved my arms around her waist, pulling her body against mine. She was trembling but willing. I bent down to place a kiss on her lips, lightly brushing her mouth and moving down to her neck, my tongue tasting her and then back up to her mouth. Her lips opened as I searched with my tongue, hers meeting mine in passion. The kiss deepened and became more demanding.
As I began to take, she responded, offering herself to me. I was careful, trying to delay the heat and the urgency, instead giving gentleness and control. She seemed to be confused, expecting me to take her, but instead I used what I could to bring on her arousal. She finally gave in and took what I gave. She began to move against me and I moved my hand down to cup the mound between her legs. She moaned into my mouth and she tightened her grip on me. As she began to move against my hand, I increased the pressure and the motion to give her pleasure.
"Stop, please stop. We can't do this here. Take me inside, please. I'll stay with you but let's go inside."
I took her hand and led her inside, locking the door and turning out the lights as I did. We walked down the hall to the master bedroom. Billy moving ahead of me. As I came into the room, she had already begun to remove her dress. She let it fall to the floor, stepped out of it and turned to face me. She had on a white lacy bra and matching panties. I looked my fill as she stood there.
Her body was lean, well muscled and tan. Her breasts were small but firm, probably a B cup. As she reached behind to unclasp the bra, letting it fall to join her dress, I saw that her nipples were erect, signaling her arousal. She finally pushed her panties down and stepped out of them. I saw that she was cleanly shaved and her lips were swollen and full. She looked at me, waiting for my reaction.
"You are absolutely breathtaking! You are magnificent!"
The smile I saw earlier returned. The happy one, the contented one. As it came, she raised her arms to beckon me to her. I went willingly.
"I want you naked. I want to see you and touch you and give you pleasure. Help me."
And I did. As she worked on the buttons of my shirt, I removed my shoes and pants, letting them fall where they would. She pushed the shirt back off my shoulders and I lowered my arms so she could slide it completely off. She knelt down in front of me, put her fingers in the waistband of my boxers and pulled them down. She remained on her knees taking my erection in her hands. I waited, holding my breath as I felt her begin to slide her hands up and down. I could feel her breath on my cock and I hoped. She never would before, but would she now?
Yes! She took me in her mouth and began to move her head up and down, replacing her hands. She looked up at me, her eyes wide and dark with passion. She reached around, putting one hand on my butt, pulling me closer. The other hand was caressing my balls as she moved her head. It felt wonderful, devastatingly wonderful, and my climax was not far away. I had to let her know before it was too late. But when I told her, she continued without slowing down. I was losing control and again I warned her but she didn't stop. As a matter of fact, she began to bob her head faster and faster while holding me close to her face. I had no control left and l let go, pumping my hips forcing myself deeper and deeper as the liquid splashed out. I was certain it would never stop but finally, I was done.
"I'm sorry Billy! I tried to warn you but it was too late. I'm so sorry."
"I'm not. And I heard you, but I wanted to do this for you. This is what you always wanted me to do but I would never let you. This was just for you."



"Thank you. It was great. I can't remember ever cuming like that before." I pulled her to me and kissed her tasting myself. I didn't care since I also tasted her.
She had a smile on her face, one of happiness and contentment as she stood to sit on the bed. I was glad because I had not planned this when I asked her to host my party. I truly wanted only to be friends but I found it hard to maintain that relationship, just as Paula warned me. I had no idea of what to say or do now that this had happened. I was concerned that she would do something like this to try to move back into my life, but this wasn't her. This was all me!
"Billy, I think we need to talk. I don't want us to confuse what just happened."
"Stuart, please. I understand what you are trying to say. This was just you and I having fun. There doesn't need to be anything serious about it. You're a good looking man and I hope I'm still good looking enough to attract a man so we did what comes naturally. That's all. It was just sex without strings attached. And I hope there is more coming right now since I have some needs here too."
Billy rolled over on her back and looked at me with a 'come hither' look that was pure sex. I smiled, moved over next to her and leaned down to give her a kiss. She locked her hands behind my head and pulled me down. I went willingly and put more into the kiss while my hands started to roam over her breasts, pulling the nipples gently. Her moans of approval gave me permission to do more so one hand went down over her firm stomach and between her legs. I cupped her mound and put pressure against it as I moved my hand over and down. I let one finger trail between her lips and I could feel the wetness. She was ready, but I was in no hurry.
As I moved over her labia, I let one finger enter her while my thumb engaged her clit. Now I was stimulating her even further and she began to move her hips trying to push my finger deeper. I added a second finger as I continued to rub my thumb over her now rigid clit. She was humping even harder and she was making moaning sounds that my kiss muffled. I began to move my fingers in and out which brought her to a raging climax. She let out one long continuous moan of pleasure and brought her hips completely off the bed as she came. She held herself rigidly until the wave passed and then she collapsed back onto the bed.
I watched her as her eyelids began to flutter again. When her eyes opened, they remained clouded with contentment, not focusing on anything. I continued to lightly caress her breasts as she slowly came back.
"I think I lost consciousness for a minute. God, that was so intense! I haven't felt like that in ages."
"It was just my hand. I remember you used to tell me that was for high school kids. How could it now be so intense?"
"You don't understand. That was the first time anyone has touched me like that since the last time you and I were together. And that's been over five years now."
"Do you mean you haven't been with a man since then? What about the time I caught you with Mark? Surely you remember that."
"I'll never forget it, but that was different. There was no foreplay, no kissing, no touching, nothing like that. It was just fucking! Nothing more! Nothing! The last time anyone touched me like this or made love to me was the last time you and I were together. The only time it meant anything was with you. The only times I remember were with you. What I remember that last time with Mark was you standing there, the pain in your eyes. That's what I'll never forget about that day."
"But surely you and Mark were together after I left. How could you not? I was out of the picture and you were free to do as you pleased. I just assumed you and Mark would be together."
"I never spoke to Mark again after that night. Only the phone calls that you knew about and only then to tell him to leave me alone. He and I never saw each other again until tonight. I didn't even know he was married."
I was totally surprised. I guess I always imagined them together and once the divorce was final, I don't know what I thought. I never discussed her with Mark and pop never told me she even visited him. Billy was out of my thoughts completely for years. Until I saw her again.
Billy got up and pulled on one of my shirts. Our conversation seemed to have ended our night together. She stood, uncertain of what to do next, but finally moved toward the bathroom.
"I'm going to take a quick shower and then I'll leave. I'll make it as quick as I can."
I heard the shower start up and the door open. I sat there, trying to decide how I felt. The information about her and Mark was good news surely. And the passion we both felt was real. And as she said, we were two adults, good looking and healthy. We had sex and it was fun. Why confuse it with anything else? I refused to consider that it was anything more and what we did was not wrong.
Mind made up, I walked into the bathroom, naked and still hard, and opened the shower door. Billy had her back to me as the water cascaded over her blond cap. She must have felt the cold air and she turned with a frown on her face to see where it was coming from. I shut the door behind me and moved behind her, my arms going around to grip those wonderful breasts. She tensed for a moment before relaxing and moving back against me. Her wonderful little butt wiggled against my still hard cock and that was all it took.
I rubbed my hand over her ass and pushed her gently away from me. She took the hint quickly and moved her legs apart as she bent over, bracing herself against the wall. She looked over her shoulder, a smile on her face. I leaned over her to kiss her mouth, reached under to grab her breasts and moved against her. She reached back, took me in hand and guided me inside. Once the head had found her opening, I stopped until I was ready and then began to push inside. I could feel her tensing and stopped.
"Does that hurt? Should I stop?"
"No, don't stop. Just take it slow and easy. Remember, I haven't had one of these inside me for a very long time. Just go slow, and I'll tell you when it's OK."
I pulled out until just the head was inside her and than slowly pushed back inside just an inch before pulling out again. I did this several times, each time going a little further until I felt her begin to push back against me. That was a signal to try to go further. As I pulled out, I stayed deeper than before and then pushed harder. She met my push without flinching so I continued. With two more strokes I was fully inside. She was so tight! I wasn't sure how much of this I could take.
"God damn Billy! You're as tight as a virgin. I don't know how much of this I can take without cuming. It may not be very good for you."
"Don't worry about me. I've already cum twice while you were trying to get it all inside. So go ahead and do it. Take me Stuart! Fuck me!"
That's all it took. I pulled out, slammed back in and repeated that again and again. As my hips pumped in and out, she was moving her hips back against me on each stroke. I had never fucked her like this before and I was lost in the sensation. I felt my balls tighten and the cum boil inside as it began to make its way out. I tried to resist it but it was too strong and I finally had to let it happen. I came again, more than I believed I had left in me. I felt it move down my cock and out the tip. I pushed against her ass as hard as I could, grabbed onto her hips and just held myself there, bending over her wet back. It took ages to completely drain my sperm and deposit it deep inside her, but finally it was over.
I pulled out and leaned back against the shower wall, trying to catch my breath. This was the second time I had cum in the past hour. I wasn't a young man anymore but Billy had brought out something in me that had been dead for a long time. I had sex many times before, but nothing like this: passion, energy, and pleasure all combined into one. I watched her as she let the water pour over her head and her smile gave her beautiful face an extra glow. I knew I had put it there and I was pleased.
"Wow! That's all I can say. Wow! I didn't know I could do that anymore. I feel like a horny teenager. All hormones and no control."
"I'd say your control was just fine. I can't remember when I came three times so quickly together before. This has to be a first. You must have been practicing. God, I'm tired and I need a drink."
"Get dry and dressed and I'll see what's easy to fix and quick to eat. I'll meet you in the kitchen."
I dried quickly, slipped on a pair of shorts without underwear and pulled on a T-shirt. I slipped into sneakers and headed to the kitchen. I remembered some of those chicken wings and a bowl of potato salad that would make a great snack. I got them out and put the wings in the microwave to warm them up. I put all on the kitchen table and got out some soft drinks. By the time Billy came out, I had the table set and waiting.
"Looks good and I'm famished. Let's eat."
We sat together and ate our fill, the silence between us comfortable. I watched her as she put away a good portion of potato salad and marveled at the beauty still there. If anything, she was more so than when we were married. Time seemed to have given her maturity and she radiated calm and control. She was not the Billy I knew before. And what we shared tonight was different in many ways. Sex, yes. Love, not really. Was there more there? Possibly.
"Will you stay the night? I would like you to."
"No, I can't. I have commitments that are important to me and I need to honor them. If I stay here, I might miss them. I don't want to do that."
"I would see that you got to where you needed to be. I could take you."
"Thank you but no. I have a life now Stu that is important to me and it's important that I remember that. Maybe we can see each other from time to time. You could call. I would certainly be available if you wanted to see me."
"You mean like a date? Go back and start over?"
"No, not start over. We can be friends and even friends with benefits if you know what I mean, but I don't think we should 'start over'. I'm not a good investment Stu. You of all people should know that."
"But you aren't the same person I knew before. You're different, more mature, more controlled and certainly more beautiful. Why can't we see if things could work out?"
"Because I won't let myself get into the position to hurt you again. I did it once before and I almost ruined three lives: yours, mine and Mark's. Just for my own selfish purposes. You don't want that again Stuart and neither do I."
"I can't believe you're the same person. I don't think you would do that to me."
"Did you believe I was capable of it then? Of course you didn't, but I was. People don't change that much."
Billy and I talked for a while more but it was clear that she had made up her mind. I wasn't really sure in my own mind whether I wanted to go down that path again, but she didn't give me the chance. She left soon after and I watched her drive away, still confused.
Over the next few weeks, not much changed. I went to work, listened to several people comment on Billy and how beautiful she was not knowing that we were divorced. Their memory was of Billy and I as a couple, but few knew about the divorce since I moved to Denver during the whole thing. But it was interesting getting the comments and people's perceptions. Other than a few of the more important executives, nobody knew any different and only Paula and a few others cared.
A week after the party I called and asked Billy if she would have dinner with me. She accepted and we made plans. I intended to honor her wishes and made a date at one of the more popular restaurants. I kept it simple and it went well. We ate, danced a little, finished with a drink at the bar and then I took her home. That was all. A simple date but I enjoyed it very much. I think she did too. We had several more dates, much the same and then I took the next step.
I asked Billy if she would spend a weekend with me in Cancun, Mexico. I knew of a small resort there that had three private cabins, had a private beach and was near all of the nightlife. I had been there before and it was quite spectacular. Billy asked for some time to decide and I let her take what she needed. I had reserved the cabin for the next three weekends just in case. Billy accepted after only two days.
The weekend went very well with wonderful sex, a lot of shopping and several outings with the jet skis and Para gliders. Billy was fun to be with and made few demands. It was as if she was there primarily for me and I could ask her for anything and she would agree. I enjoyed it of course, but I began to be uncomfortable with her agreeability. After one particular evening, I decided to confront her. I began with dinner and dancing.
We went out to dinner at a small but exclusive restaurant on a bluff overlooking the ocean. I had reservations for seven o'clock and we were finished eating by a quarter past eight. I asked Billy what she wanted to do and she said that anything I chose would be fine with her. We took a cab to a nightclub where there was dancing and we danced together for the next hour. Billy was asked by several men to dance and she always looked to me for permission. I agreed of course and enjoyed watching her. She would dance the fast dances with them but when the music slowed, she would excuse herself and return to our table. When I asked her why, she said slow dancing invited intimacy and she didn't want to extend that invitation to anyone but me.
We returned to the room late after dancing and enjoying the music both pleasantly relaxed after some rum drinks. Billy was humming and swaying to the music in her mind while I slipped off my shoes and jacket and lay on the bed watching her. She began to remove her clothing, a piece at a time, always looking at me as she did. By the time she was down to a skimpy thong panty, I was as hard as a rock. She moved over to the bed, still humming and swaying to her own music, and crawled up to me on her hands and knees. I expected her to keep coming and I waited to take her into my arms, but she had other ideas.
Billy stopped, smiled at me, and then took me in her hands. She stroked me several times to be sure I was hard and then dropped her head to take me into her mouth. The first touch of her warm, moist mouth forced me to concentrate on anything but what she was doing. The pleasure was intense and I moaned deeply and loudly. This caused Billy to continue, using her hand to hold me in position while she began to move me deeper and deeper into her mouth, almost swallowing all of me. As I gritted my teeth, holding myself in check with pure willpower, I felt myself sliding into her throat. This was a first, and the pleasure was intense. As Billy continued, now moving up and down, my cock sliding into her throat on each stroke, I told her that I couldn't hold back much longer. Her answer was to stroke faster and begin using her tongue as well. That was all I could take and I shouted to her that I was cumming! She never slowed down nor did she move away. I had no choice as I felt my balls contract and the fluid shoot up and out into her throat.
I didn't know what I expected as I came explosively. I only knew I had lost control and had no choice but to ride it through. My body arched off the bed and I felt the hot liquid splash into her warm mouth. I was unable to move while my body pumped shot after shot of semen. Billy was still moving both her head and her hand as I finally finished. When my body relaxed and my hips returned to the bed, Billy raised her head and smiled at me. She hadn't let me go yet, but she did let me slip out of her mouth.
I lay there, letting my breathing return to normal while Billy moved up and rested her head on my shoulder. She was running her hand over my chest and placing small kisses on my neck and shoulder. It was a very erotic time for me after one of the best blow jobs I had ever experienced. As I enjoyed the afterglow of fantastic sex, I began to think of Billy. I let my hand drop to her breasts and I began to rub my fingers over the nipple. I was rewarded with a small moan of approval. I continued with this until I could feel the nipple begin to stiffen and grow.
I moved away from Billy and dropped my head to her breasts and took the nipple between my teeth, gently nipping first one and then the other. I used my tongue to swirl around her mounds, bringing another moan of approval. I continued while I let one hand trail down over her stomach and then between her legs. I found her clit, already exposed and erect, and ran my thumb over it several times. In response her legs moved further apart, giving me greater access. As I continued with her breasts and that sensitive place just under her ear, I slipped one and then two fingers inside her. I found her to be wet and welcoming.
I had no intention of bringing her off with my hand but I needed the time to regain my erection. I could feel myself responding to the stimulation I was giving Billy and I knew that I could be ready for her when the time came. I continued with my fingers and my thumb, stimulating her as much as I could. She began to push her hips against my hand and I could feel her breathing increase into little gasps of pleasure as I continued. When she began to hump faster against me, I rolled over on top of her and positioned my now steel hard cock against her opening. It was very wet now and I slid in without any hesitation.
As I penetrated her, Billy raised her legs to her shoulders, making deeper penetration easier. I pushed against her and slid fully inside. Her head was back and her eyes were closed as I pulled almost all the way out before pushing in again. I slid into her deeply until my pelvis rubbed against her body and my balls were slapping against her ass. Once I achieved full penetration, I began a slow steady stroking, enjoying the feel of her wet warmth clamping onto me. Because of her earlier oral ministrations, I knew I was going to last as long as I wanted. I tried not to concentrate on the feeling of her wet warmth squeezing me, making sure I kept control when Billy screamed.
"Harder! Harder! Do it hard and fast! Please, do it hard! Stuart my love, do it hard and fast and make me your slut!"
Well there was no way I could refuse that request so I began to move in and out, faster and faster. On each stroke, I pushed as hard as I could and I felt her push back just as hard. Once we achieved a rhythm, her pushing up as I pushed down, my balls were slapping her ass with a loud smack on each stroke. I was panting and sweating but I was giving it all I had. The noise we were both making was enough to raise the dead but our cabins were far enough apart that on one could hear us. Because of the blow job I was able to give her a good ride but finally, with a loud grunt, I slammed one final time into her and then held myself tightly against her as I pumped out what liquid I had left. It seemed like a lot and it took forever before I felt empty. I relaxed and collapsed, letting my weight rest on her hot sweating body. She put her arms and legs around me and just held me as we both returned to some degree of normal.
As we lay there, I decided to ask her some of the questions that had been bothering me for some time now. Tonight was just another of those questions. I rolled over and off of her and lay on my side facing her. It took all my concentration not to respond to the sight of her naked body covered in a sheen of sweat, her chest heaving, her nipples sticking straight up and her hand rubbing my now flaccid cock.
"Billy, can I ask you something?"
"Of course Stu. You can ask me anything."



"Why did you do what you did tonight and the first night at my house? We were married for over four years and during those years I could count on one hand the number of times you were willing to give me oral. When you did, it felt like it was more of a duty than anything else. And you never swallowed. Now, I can honestly say that I have never had a blowjob as good as those you gave me. It's almost as if you've been practicing."
Billy didn't answer for a few minutes and I thought that maybe I had made her angry. But it was bothering me and I wanted to know. Just as I was about to ask her again, she began.
"There were a lot of things that you wanted during our marriage that I was unwilling to do. Most were things that you would expect a wife to do and some were things you wished your wife would do. Some of those were sexual and others were simply considerate things. I did neither. I was a selfish controlling bitch most of the time and I didn't realize it until it was gone. I thought that what you wanted was never as important as what I wanted."
She rolled over onto her side, facing me. She propped herself up with one arm and looked intently into my eyes.
"When you left me, I had a lot to time to think. Since I had the house and you left me with more than enough money, there was no pressure on me to have to take care of myself. I began to realize that all I gained by my selfishness was being alone and unhappy. I understood then what I had lost and it took me almost two years before I faced the facts. You left me because I was selfish, childish, self absorbed and completely focused on me and no one else. I never told you why my first husband divorced me but it was almost exactly for the same reasons you left me. I cheated, I lied, I betrayed him and my daughter. I did it in the same, selfish way I treated you. He was more vicious than you and he took it all away and left me with nothing.
"I learned after it happened the second time but by then it was too late. You were gone and I was alone again. This time it hurt because I loved you so much. Once the truth that you were gone from my life forever hit me, it was too late. There was a dark year and more for me then, understanding what I had done. But my father of all people began to talk to me, tell me what I had been doing and urged me to begin to change things. He and my mom argued about it but I knew in my heart that he was right. I decided that it wasn't too late for me to change and try to make a life for myself.
"I saw a shrink for a while but she was only able to help me so far. I did the rest on my own. I caught up on my academic credits and I began teaching. I found a new place to live and I began to try to live my life, concentrating on others rather than myself. It was hard at first but it got easier. My kids were great, they needed me and I loved teaching. I found that I could give to someone other than myself and I began to change. I had a few friends who knew my background and they helped. My dad was a lifeline that I held onto for strength until I was able to manage on my own.
"Now to answer your question. I did it simply because you always wanted me to. I didn't have to practice, I'm a woman and a woman knows how to please a man. I only had to do it. I could tell what pleased you and what you wanted. And I found I liked it because you did, so I did it as well as I could. I'm a fast learner. I can do lots of things if you let me."
Billy was smiling now and I felt more relaxed and able to ask more questions.
"But you were always so quiet and so reserved. I didn't think you actually liked sex. Even though we did it fairly often, it was more like a chore for you. Now, you seem totally different. Like tonight. You were yelling at me, telling me to do it harder and faster. You've never done that for me before. You did it once for Mark. I used to hear your voice sometimes in my nightmares. But never for me."
Billy looked away when I said those words about Mark, but she turned back with her lips compressed. Finally she said, "But you always wanted me to. I did it with Mark just to have more control. You wanted it so I gave it to him instead to punish you for not doing what I wanted. There was no pleasure with Mark, just control. I was in control and he was a tool that I used.
"But now it's different. I want to please you and you always told me what you liked so now I can give freely and I enjoy doing it. It's fun with you and the amazing thing is that now I can enjoy it simply because I know you do. We please each other."
I just looked into her eyes and I could see she was being totally honest with me. For the first time in all the years I had known her, Billy was being completely honest. I found myself believing her. It was a strange feeling.
We enjoyed each other that weekend and we were both sad to see it end. But I had to get back and so did Billy. Since I had chartered a plane for the return trip, we were in flight and arrived home within just a few hours of leaving. I drove Billy back to her place and watched her go into her small apartment. She waved goodbye and I drove home alone.
After spending two days and nights with Billy, I found myself lonely without her. We had fun and we had great sex and I wanted more. I found myself thinking about her more and more and decided then and there that I had to decide for myself what it was that I wanted. I needed to think this through.
For the next several weeks, I had little time to think of Billy and our time together, and other than a few phone calls, I hadn't seen her. She said she understood and told me not to worry about it. She would see me when things were quiet again. We were in the middle of a major acquisition, one even bigger than the Denver one that gave me the push to make me President. I had all the reports on my desk, I had discussed it with the board and we were in agreement to push ahead with the acquisition. It was a done deal.
On the few times I thought about Billy, the fear of committing myself again so completely began to surface. She had hurt me so much that I almost lost myself. Of course it also made me bury myself in my work and ultimately pushed me into my current position but at what cost? The more I thought about it the more I decided that being friends with benefits was the best course of action. My decision was reinforced each time I saw Mark. The sight of him still caused my blood to boil and the thoughts of what he and Billy did to me would resurface.
More importantly, I had still not forgiven her or him after all this time. When I was with Billy, I forgot for a time because of her beauty and the fact that I still loved her. But in between those times, I remembered the betrayal. It didn't hurt any more but it bothered me a great deal. I knew she had changed: she wasn't the same old Billy. But she herself said it: nobody changes that much. And she was right. I hadn't forgiven her, and I hadn't forgiven him. Could I? I worried this for weeks without an answer. I guess that was what I was thinking when Paula buzzed me.
"Yes Paula?"
"Stu, Sherri is here to see you. Will you talk to her?"
"Sherri who, Paula? I don't know a Sherri do I?"
"It's Mark's wife, Sherri Fletcher. You met her at the party. I think you should see her."
Sherri Fletcher, Mark's Sherri. What the hell did she want? I was going to tell Paula to have her make an appointment when my curiosity got the better of me.
"OK Paula, send her in, and Paula? This time, shut the door. This has to be personal."
"Right."
I stood politely as Paula showed her in. She was a petite woman, dark hair worn long, dark eyes, a pretty face with dimples when she smiled. Well built but certainly not Mark's usual type. I motioned her to a chair and stood until she sat.
"It's nice to see you again Mrs. Fletcher. Did you enjoy the party?"
"Yes and no. It was a very nice party and I appreciate your inviting me and some of the other wives. I met a lot of Mark's coworkers. And I met Paula and Billy."
"Good. Well, tell me why you're here? Did Mark ask you to talk to me?"
"Mark has no idea I'm here. I wanted to talk to you and let you know what I intend to do. Do you have a few minutes to listen to me?"
"I do. What is it you intend?"
"I intend to get Mark to look for another job with another company."
"May I ask why? Mark is well paid for his work and he does his job very well. I would hate to lose him."
"Excuse me for being blunt, Mr. Davidson, but that is pure bullshit! Mark is the best man for the job in Denver and you gave it to another who is less qualified. Mark told me that it was your revenge for his affair with your ex-wife. Is that true?"
It was, but suddenly I felt less than comfortable saying so to this woman. She was clearly not afraid of me and what I could do to her husband. If she was, she gave me no hint of it. And to be honest, I saw the strength in her face and heard the determination in her voice. How Mark could win a woman like this was a mystery to me. She had at least earned my respect so I would respect her question enough to answer honestly.
"Yes, that's true. I promised myself when I moved to Denver that someday I would pay him back for his betrayal. That time was now. I'm sorry if that bothers you."
"That's not what bothers me. That affair is in the past and Mark has tried to move on. He married me and we have a beautiful baby girl. But Mark is not happy and that is not acceptable to me. If leaving here will make him happy, I will help him do it. Revenge and retribution are not qualities that Mark needs to be exposed to every day. I won't have it, so consider this a warning that Mark will not stay any longer than it takes to find a job with a company that has a President that cares about hard work and dedication rather than revenge."
Damn if she wasn't a firecracker. If Mark had this kind of backbone, maybe things would have been different. As she spoke, I had a thought, one that took root and began to grow.
"Did Mark tell you about what he did to me? He was the one responsible for the breakup of my marriage. Did he tell you that? That he was one of my best friends and he stabbed me in the back? Did he tell you that as well?"
"Yes, he did. He also told me that he has worked as hard as he can to make it up to you. He told me that you won't talk to him other than here at work but that he continues to do his job as well as he knows how and never asks you for anything. Is that true?"
"Yes, it is. He had done an outstanding job and always has. I never questioned that. I questioned his loyalty."
"Again, that's just bullshit! Mark wants to stay even now to make sure that things don't fall apart when Phillip fails as he knows he will. He told me that he owes it to you to cover for Phil's failures so that you don't get the blame. That's why he's still here. Loyalty to you!
"But I have no such loyalty. My loyalty is to my child and my marriage so I want Mark out of here. I don't care whether you get blamed for putting someone unqualified in a position that should have been my husband's. Understand that! I will get Mark to see that we are more important than a bitter, vengeful man who cares nothing about him."
I was floored. The more she talked the more I liked this woman. She was the one to put Mark in his place and make him toe the line. He had to love her very much to marry her and she was proving to me that he made the right choice.
"Sherri. Pardon me but may I call you Sherri?" With her nod, I continued. "I have something to say and I would like you to listen. Will you do that?"
Sherri looked at me, waited an uncomfortably long time before agreeing.
"I hear what you are saying and I respect you for saying it. But, I'm going to ask one thing from you. Sherri, I'm asking you to forget you came here today and give me till tomorrow to make some changes that I've been thinking about. I promise you if you are not satisfied, I will respect your decision and let Mark go with a severance package and I'll give him time to find another job. Will you do that?"
"For the severance package I'll give you the time. I don't expect you to do the right thing but the severance is important to me and my baby and it will give Mark the time he'll need to find another job so, yes, you have the week."
She rose and I rose with her. I gave her my business card with my cell phone number on the back. "If you have any questions or want to change your mind, call me on my cell anytime." I put out a hand to her but she refused to take it. "Will you do that?"
She nodded, turned without another word and walked out the door. She never looked back. A strong woman! She had my respect. I wondered how she could have found anything good in Mark, but I knew it had to be there if she married him, stayed with him, and stand up for him as she did today.
After she left, I sat there in my huge office with the wonderful view and tried once again to decide what I wanted to do. I was almost certain but now that I had to make the final decision, I was unsure. I called up the chart I had been working on before Sherri came to see me and made several changes. I saved it, printed it out and called Paula.
"Paula, would you come in here for a minute? Thank you."
Paula entered and stood in front of the desk. I handed her the printout. She looked at it and her eyebrows rose, making room for her eyes which opened wider than I thought possible.
"Well? What do you think? Give me your honest opinion and don't hold back."
Paula smiled, looked at the chart one more time and laid it on the desk.
"Congratulations boss. It's about time!" She laughed, walked around the desk to give me a kiss on the forehead.
"Does this mean what I think it means?" She asked.
"I believe it does. Will you send him in?"
"Will do. And you have my blessings. For both."
When Mark came in, I motioned for him to shut the door. He looked worried, glanced at Paula, but did as I instructed. He stood until I told him to take a seat.
"Mark, I have something to tell you that you have to keep to yourself. We have made an offer to buy Triton Windings, a company that you know very well. The board of Triton accepted the offer and we completed the transfer of ownership. We now own Triton."
Mark looked both relieved and interested. He knew of Triton since he worked there before he joined our company. He always spoke highly of their management and I knew he still had some contacts there. I was mildly pleased that he had not already heard of the deal.
"That terrific! Triton's a great company and will make a good addition to ours. Who are you going to get to run it? I assume Jeffrey is retiring? He was looking for a way out for some time. I'm surprised he didn't say something. I saw him just last week."
I let him talk about his contacts but the question he asked was still laying there, waiting for an answer. I had made the decision and it was mine alone to make. The board had given me approval for three names. I had made my choice.
"Mark, let me ask you a question. When you had your affair with Billy behind my back, what were you thinking when you had to see me at the office the next day?"
I was amused to see Mark's face turn red and his eyes drop to the desk. I watched his mouth as it worked, tasting something bad. I just waited. I wanted to see if he had the balls his wife did.
"I tried to tell you both times afterwards. When I saw you here at work, I was sick to my stomach for days afterward. I avoided you as much as I could. When I did see you, I tried to get away without you noticing. I knew I had betrayed you and it made me physically ill. But I thought I loved Billy and I couldn't refuse her."
He stopped, his breath coming in gasps. This was making him ill right now, after all this time! He was actually sick!
"I knew it was wrong but I never thought of it as a betrayal of our friendship. I knew Billy would never leave you and that she used me only when she was mad at you. I knew that and it hurt and I thought the pain was punishment enough. All I can say now is, I'm sorry I ever did it and I wish you could forgive me. I think it's great that you and Billy seem to be friends again. She deserves your forgiveness."
I leaned back with my hands folded on the desk in front of me. I took the chart that I showed Paula and pushed it toward Mark.
"To answer your first question, look for yourself. That's the final organization chart for the incorporation of Triton."
Mark took the chart, wiped his eyes and read the names. His face twisted in disbelief as he read it again. He put the chart down on the desk and looked up at me.
"Is this a joke? Is this real? You're making me a Vice President and the Managing Director of Triton Windings? Me? Please, Stuart, don't do this if you don't mean it."
"I mean it. I'll ask you the same question I asked you five years ago when I promoted you to my position.: 'Don't you think you can handle it?'"
"I can handle it and I won't disappoint you. You have my word! Thank you for this. I hope it means what I think it means?"
I smiled to myself, thinking that this feeling I had inside was very good. I knew I had done the right thing, finally freeing myself to live again. I looked at Mark and gave in.
"Want to have a drink after work to celebrate?"
Mark left, hopefully to call his wife and tell her the news. I felt good about this move. Did I forgive Mark? Yes, I did, and the forgiveness made me feel wonderful. There was one more thing I wanted to do but I would wait till I got home to do it.
I kept my word and had a drink with Mark after work to celebrate his move. It was long overdue and I knew it. I wasn't ready to welcome him back into my private world but I could meet him socially as well as professionally now. That monkey was off our backs.
That evening at home, I took my time and had a cold dinner, then took my beer outside to poolside. I sat there looking at the twinkling lights I had the people leave up after the party. I loved those lights.
I finished my beer, picked up my cell and called Billy.
"Hello?"
"Hi Billy. I have some things I want to tell you. First, I promoted Mark Fletcher to Vice President and Managing Director of Triton Windings today and I had a drink to celebrate with him after work."
"Stuart! I'm so proud of you. I know how hard that was for you but I know Mark and Sherri will be so grateful. He must have been beside himself. How did it make you feel to do it?"
"Good. It felt good to do it and you're right: he was very pleased. But there's one more thing I want to do today."
"What's that Stu? What's left? That was a huge breakthrough. I'd think that would be enough."
"Just one more thing Billy. I forgive you. I forgive you for everything."
I heard the gasp at the other end. I heard the sobs and the fight for breath. I knew what she was feeling and I said nothing, allowing her time. I waited until I heard her take a deep breath then I said, "Goodnight Billy. I'll call you tomorrow."
"I'll be waiting. Goodnight Stu."
I hung up knowing tomorrow would really be the first day of the rest of my life.
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Present Time
It was time to go. I had to be home before Stan started to worry. He would expect me by ten at the latest and it was already past nine. I pushed myself up from the bed where we lay together, exhausted by our lovemaking, and looked down on the face of my lover. He was looking back at me, the look of satisfaction lighting his face. We had been at it for the past three hours and I was full of his fluids. I had to clean myself out, wash my face and somehow block the smell of sex without taking a shower. The smell of soap would be a clear signal that I had not been sharing my evening with the three women I told Stan I was going out with on this, my 'ladies night'. I went into the bathroom and began my preparations.
When I was finished I walked out to find Marty just beginning to dress. He was single, almost twelve years younger than me and in no hurry. He had no one waiting, no one to worry about lying to, no one to fear discovery from. He was free to do what he would and he was my lover. For the thousandth time, I asked myself why I was doing this. Marty was fun, he was energetic and imaginative and I enjoyed our time together but I didn't love him. I wasn't very fond of him actually. But I had been meeting him at least once a week for the past three months. Just like this, just for sex.
I didn't speak to him as I gathered up my purse, my shoes and finally my portfolio. I looked at him but just walked over to the door, opened it and left to go home. I considered what I was doing as I walked to my car, but by the time I reached home, I still had no idea of what I was doing, why I was doing it and why I hadn't ended it before this. I'd had this same argument with myself over and over but to no avail. I slammed the door in anger and walked into the house.
I knew something was wrong as soon as I entered. Stan's car was not in the garage where it should be and the house was dark, all the usual lights turned off. I flicked the switch near the door from the garage and the kitchen was flooded with light. I walked into the room, looking around. I stopped by the counter to feel the coffee pot and it was cold and empty. I looked at the wall phone but no lights were lit indicating a message from Stan. There were no dishes in the sink and no sign of dinner. I walked further into the room to look at the dinette where the table and chairs were. As I turned on the light over the table, I spotted something in the place where Stan normally sat. I put my portfolio down on the counter and walked over.
The first thing I saw was the ring. It was lying on top of a folded sheet of paper. I saw immediately that it was Stan's wedding ring and I felt the first thrill of fear. I picked it up and clutched it in the palm of my left hand. With my heart pounding in my breast and a roaring assaulting my ears, I reached for the folded paper, now dreading what I was about to read. It had my name on the outside printed in Stan's unique style. A picture fell out when I picked up the sheet. I was afraid to see what the picture showed so I turned it over hiding it from view. I unfolded the note and read.
Shannon,
I tried to decide what to do once I knew you were cheating on me with Martin Fletcher. Could I confront you and ask you to quit, then try to make things right again? Could I just divorce you and walk away, never looking back? Or should I ignore it, my love for you placed in the background until you decided to return to me? The answer to all of those was no. I could do none of them.
I don't know why you did it. I asked myself what I had done wrong but I honestly couldn't come up with anything. Did I let you down in some way? Did I fail you in some task that was very important to you? Was I not a good enough lover for you? You probably would have told me if I asked, but I didn't have the courage: because I still love you. That's what is killing me inside. I can't divorce you and I can't share you and I don't have the courage to confront you because you may tell me you don't love me anymore. So, I've made a decision. I'm doing what I have to.
I'm leaving you, taking only my clothes and a few things I need. I won't contact you in any way and I won't tell you where I'm going. I'm not filing for divorce so if you want one, it's up to you. In the safe deposit box I've left a power of attorney that will allow you to dispose of all of our possessions in any way you see fit. It gives you full control. I've taken none of our savings or checking so with your income, there is enough to see you through.
In a year, I will make contact with you. You can tell me then what you want to do or what you've already done. The choice is yours. In the interim, you decide how you want to live and whether I have a place in your life. If I do, it must be as I always thought it was before I found out about your infidelity. I can not and will not share you with another man or men.
I left you my ring as a sign of my faithfulness during our marriage. It is whole and unbroken, as is the promise I made to you on our wedding day. The wedding ring I gave you, I ask you to destroy. It no longer holds the promise you made to me and it can never be pure again.
Stan.
I sat down hard on the chair, my legs refusing to hold me, my heart pounding in my chest and the tears pouring from my eyes. He was gone! He knew and he walked out and left me! He was out of my life for at least the next year and I didn't know how I could live without him. Stupid thought now that I had driven him away. Driven him away with my stupidity and my selfishness. And for what? For what? Not a damn thing that meant anything at all! Just for a cheap thrill. The thrill of youth? The need for someone my own age? Stupid, stupid, stupid!
In the brightness of the fluorescent lights blazing overhead, I turned the picture over to show its message. It was a picture of me, on my hands and knees, my eyes squeezed shut while behind me Marty was driving himself into me. We were both naked on the bed upstairs. Our bedroom! Mine and Stan's. I had fouled it forever in his eyes and now in mine. I knew then that I would never sleep in that bed again. Never! I wondered how long Stan had known and if he had slept there knowing what I did. I prayed at that moment to a God that I had forsaken with my adultery that Stan never knew. To give me that blessing at least. But I expected no answer! When I promised Stan, in front of Him that I would be faithful, I had lied. He knew of my betrayal to my husband and to Him!
Three Month Earlier
Stan and I were celebrating our seventh wedding anniversary with a beautiful dinner party at Stetson's Chop House, a four star restaurant in the downtown Chicago Hyatt Regency Hotel where he also had a room reserved for afterwards. We invited some of our closest friends including Martin Fletcher, the agent that both Stan and I used; Art and Janet Williams, owners and operators of an art gallery where some of Stan's more important works were housed; Pete and Lois Archer, close personal friends of Stan and I. We all were close and had been for most of our marriage.
Stan was an artist like me, very highly respected, but Stan worked with paints, doing mainly portraits of famous people, commissioned works for those with money and some of his own impressions that he would sell at the Williams Gallery. I was a photographer, more commercial, doing photography for hire: weddings, bar mitzvahs, parties, personal sittings and other more mundane things. All paid well since I was also well known and always in demand. Money was never a problem for Stan and I and we lived well.
I had just turned forty my last birthday and Stan was fifty four. We were married when I was thirty three. I had no intentions of getting married ever until I met Stan Mallard. I had gone to one of his showing and we met there. I was mesmerized by him and by his talent. I couldn't get enough of him and I monopolized his time that evening until I believe he finally invited me to dinner the next night just to get rid of me. We found we shared so many things and I found myself falling in love with him. It took him longer to realize that he loved me and even longer to believe I was willing to share my life and my work with him. We were together for almost two years before he proposed.
We married and things were perfect. Neither of us wanted children and we both loved to travel and party. We had a large circle of friends and we were never alone. I continued to work at what I did best and Stan took on more well paying jobs until we felt we had enough stashed away to allow us to become more selective. We enjoyed that even more. We were a contented couple but as we both got older, I guess things began to change.
Stan began to turn down party invitations that I would have loved to attend. I was less and less content to spend our evenings at home, alone with each other. Our love life had always been satisfying but I began to yearn for more variety as my sexual needs changed as I matured. Stan began to want sex less, always willing when I indicated I had a need but initiating less and less. We still satisfied each other completely but the originality and lust was gone, replaced by a familiar contentment. I never thought much about it until that anniversary party.
We had moved into the lounge following dinner and there was music and dancing.
Martin Fletcher was there and he was drinking rather more than usual. As the evening progressed, Martin was more and more at my side, talking and laughing and in general making me laugh. Stan didn't notice, spending his time mainly with the Williams. As we were dancing, Marty kissed me, his lips pressing against mine, his mouth opening slightly and his tongue lightly running back and forth against my lips. I had enough to drink to let my mouth open slightly, enough to allow his tongue to enter. As his tongue entered my mouth, I felt a surge of lust that had my pulse soaring and a warmth spreading between my legs. I was shocked at the feeling but didn't pull back immediately. I let it grow until I finally backed away, looking for Stan, guilt pounding at me.
As we stood apart, neither Marty or I said anything, looked at anything but each other and finally wandered off in different directions. I avoided being with him the rest of the evening but each time I looked over at him, I found his eyes waiting. The lust that I felt during our kiss hadn't subsided at all and each time I looked into his eyes, it scratched to be let out. I finally found Stan and asked him if we could leave. He was concerned and wanted to know if I was alright. I just told him I wanted to take him up to the room and give him his anniversary present. He smiled and told me he would make our excuses to our friends. When we left, I glanced back to see Marty watching me.
I made love with my husband that night with a passion I hadn't felt for some time. I wondered as I mounted him and felt him slide inside me if what I felt was passion for my husband or lust for someone else. As I began to ride Stan, the feelings of lust grew, my climax approached. The intensity of my orgasm shocked me as I came, squeezing Stan between my legs until he uttered an oath of surprise. My orgasm triggered his and we both came with a violence we had not experienced since our first years together. It was only the first as I began immediately working on Stan to bring him back to life. He surprised me by actually getting hard with my mouth on him and then he took control, pulling me up and turning me over to push inside me from behind. I grabbed the sheets and held on as he plunged into me, his hips driving him deeper inside me than I could ever remember. I loved it and I began pushing back to meet his thrusts. He had stamina now and I had orgasm after orgasm before he finally came.
As we lay there, recovering from our bout of lovemaking, Stan leaned over me to ask,
"What was that all about? I've never seen you so eager. I liked it but I don't know that I can do that very often. It was something else."
I looked into his eyes and for a moment, I wanted to tell him that I was aroused by the actions of another man: that he woke a feeling of lust in me that I hadn't felt for some time. That that was what I was feeling when I did those things. But I knew he would never understand. No wife could ever say things like that to her husband. Not and stay married! I decided to lie of course.
"I was just thinking about how much I love you and how I love our life together. And this is our anniversary. Time to show you how much I do love you. Didn't you like it?"
"Of course. I just think that it may be our next anniversary before I recover enough to do it again. Just plain old vanilla sex for me for a while."
He smiled to show he was just kidding but I wondered. As I got ready for bed my mind wandered back to that kiss and the way Marty looked at me. I fell asleep thinking of his tongue in my mouth, sliding between my lips, once, twice. . . .
Stan woke me the following morning, telling me to get ready for breakfast and then to a meeting with Martin. We both shared the same agent and had for some time. Stan wanted to begin to slow down while I still wanted to do more. Stan was famous, known around the art world. People talked about owning a 'Mallard'. While I was well know around the area, I was local while he was world wide. I had no desire to become known around the world but I would like to do something special. That was the subject of our meeting. It was strained at first between Martin and I but that soon passed and our meeting became more typical.
We finished and caught a cab home. We planned to spend the weekend at home but Martin had scheduled a meeting with a very wealthy man in England that wanted to commission a work from Stan. Stan finally agreed to fly over that Monday to meet with him. I chose to stay home since I had a job scheduled for a wedding. It was a big affair and I would be the primary photographer. It was a plum job and I had accepted some time ago.
Sunday afternoon Stan was playing golf while I worked in my darkroom. The phone rang and I answered to find Martin on the other end. "Shannon?"
"Hi Marty. What's up?"
"I've been thinking about you ever since the party. I can't get you out of my mind. I want to see you."
I was caught by surprise. While I had also been thinking about him and the kiss at the party, I had done only that. I never expected he would want to go further.
"I don't think that's a good idea Marty. I'm married and it wouldn't be appropriate for me to see you without my husband present."
"Shannon please: I need to see you. Meet me at my place. Please, Shannon. I know you felt what I did. I know it! Meet me."
"Marty I can't! Stan is due home anytime. I can't leave now. He's expecting me to be here when he comes home."
"Then when?"
Without thinking, without my brain doing any censoring, I responded, "Monday afternoon. Remember? Stan is flying to England Monday morning. I'll meet you then."
"Good. I'll be waiting."
Before I could change my mind, he hung up. I did the same then sat there in my darkroom trying to understand what I was doing. The more I thought about it, the more I wanted to do it, but at the same time, my conscience was screaming at me that this was wrong! I fought with myself the rest of the afternoon until Stan came home. He was tired from playing eighteen holes and he wanted to take a nap before dinner. I watched him go upstairs. I knew he would be too tired to make love tonight and that he would be gone for two or three more days before he would be back. Then he would be exhausted from the trip and we wouldn't make love before the weekend. In that instant, I made up my mind that I needed to see Marty.
Monday afternoon, I stood outside Marty's apartment. I stared at the door and changed my mind ten times before finally knocking. When he answered, the flashback to that night with him answered all my questions. I was in his arms, naked and aroused before I even began to question what I was doing. Then it was too late. Marty took my nipple in his mouth and began to lightly bite, bringing me to a state of arousal that was so intense I almost came immediately. But before I could get my breath, he pushed me back against the bed and I sat down with my legs spread and Marty's mouth doing things that I could only experience. I know I came multiple times before he finally pushed me back, my feet still on the floor and entered me while he was still standing. I looked up in surprise to see him pushing inside me while looking down on me from above.
That was the first time but not the last time that afternoon. Marty fucked me three times, each time in a different position. Standing, from behind and in missionary. Each was wonderful and each was perfect. I gave him a blow job between the second and third times and he went down on me after each time. It was bizarre and it was dirty and it was wonderful! I couldn't get enough but I finally had to stop. I had to get home for Stan's planned call. Marty and I showered, our hands doing more than washing each other but neither of us could do anything more than caress the other. I dressed and left, but not before making plans to meet again soon.
That was the beginning of our affair and it continued for the next three months. I told Stan that some girls I knew wanted to begin a girls night out and he thought it was a good thing for me. I scheduled it once a week for Thursday nights. The sex was wonderful, imaginative and wild. It was intense and since Marty was even younger than I, it was often several hours before either of us wanted to slow down. It continued until that evening when I came home to find Stan gone.
Even now, months later I still don't know how Stan found out. I couldn't remember any evidence that he knew. Nothing changed in our life together and I never refused sex when Stan was in the mood. I continued to initiate it and I continued to enjoy making love with him. It was sweet, satisfying and filled with love.
But he did know and he did leave me. Now all I could do was exactly what he asked me to do. Think about what I wanted and how he fit into my life. I had done nothing else since he left but work and think. I hadn't talked to Marty once since then and I had no intention of ever doing so again. But that wasn't even important. Marty wasn't important. That I discovered in the first five minutes after I knew Stan had left me.
All I knew was that I had nine months left before Stan came home. Nine months! Two hundred and seventy four days, two hundred and seventy five nights, thirty nine weeks and one day. Then he would come home. But what if he found someone else while he was gone? What if he fell in love with them and out of love with me? How would I go on without him? I knew already what I wanted, what I needed in my life and where Stan fit. I knew but he wasn't here to tell. He didn't know how much I needed him.
Oh God! What have I done?
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Consequences-Shannon: The Promise -- Part two
I looked out the window of the plane as we looped out over Lake Michigan before making our final approach into Chicago O'Hare. It had been a long flight and I was just happy to see the end of my travel in sight. The week I spent in Frankfort, followed by three days in Brussels, four days in Amsterdam, back to Essen before flying to Frankfort again and then home had been fun at first, then less so as the days passed until finally all I wanted was to be home in my bed. Traveling was fun for a short time but nothing but work after that.
The trip had been part business, part pleasure. The business part was more than enough to offset the expense of spending sixteen days in Europe since I was compensated for my travel. Two weddings, both in old castles that had been rented out, one ceremony dealing with some kind of title given out, and one graduation ceremony: all for very well-to-do individuals. The rest of the time was spent haunting the art galleries looking for any trace of Stan: plenty of Mallards on display with high price tags but no hint of Stan. It had been almost ten months since he left and I was becoming nervous. No word, no calls, no letters, nothing. I had no idea where he was or what he was doing. If he was doing commission work, no one else would know of it.
When we landed, I found my car and headed back toward the home I shared with my husband Stan. Since he left I had been working almost twelve hours a day just to keep myself busy so as not to go crazy. I worried for the first six months, not believing he would continue to not contact me but after hearing nothing, I finally believed he would keep his word. After all wasn't that part of this? His word? My word? My word meant nothing as I had proved to him with my affair. His word had always been his bond and he was known as a man who kept his promises. He did, I didn't!
I unpacked, scanned the log to see who had called and with no call from Stan, I let it go till later. I fixed myself a small meal, drank two cups of coffee and tried to decide what to do with the time difference. It was after seven when we landed but it was well past midnight according to my body. I finally gave up and went to bed. Tomorrow was soon enough to begin to fit back into my limited world.
My first call was to April Woodard, my new agent. Marty was history and had been since that day ten months ago when Stan left. I assumed that Stan had fired him as well so I never even called him to see if he knew where Stan was. I was desperate, but not that desperate. Marty could die and eat shit for all I cared. Not that he was fully at fault but one of us should have been more responsible. I wasn't, so that left him for me to blame. Why the hell not! I knew my part all too well. Let him suffer like I was! But I knew there was no chance of that. He was probably living the life with some young piece on his arm.
This was getting me nowhere but it had been my habit lately to let my mind wander into areas it shouldn't. I was counting to ten to get myself back into control when April answered.
We talked about my trip and the jobs I completed, then she told me of a job she wanted me to take. It was a showing of a collection of sculptures owned by someone with connections in the collector's world. It was a strange request since these showings were usually private. That was because a lot of the works were obtained either illegally or by dealings with some very shady characters. Either way, ownership was hard to prove. I asked her more about it but she had limited details. She gave me a contact number and a name: James Bergendorf. I didn't know it. She also gave me the quoted price and I almost dropped the phone.
"What did you say? Twenty grand for a photo session? Who the hell is this guy?"
"All I know is that he's richer than God and he asked for you by name. Knows your work, mentioned several of your better ones and told me to have you call."
"You checked him out? He's legit?"
"Yes to all."
"OK, I'll call and set up a meet. I'll get back to you, and thanks April. Good job."
I stared at the contact number for some time before finally calling. I decided 'what the hell.' All I did was work so I might as well make money at it. Not that I needed it. When Stan left, we had almost $400,000 in the bank and over $50,000 in checking alone. Stan's paintings were still selling at the gallery and Janet deposited money almost weekly into our account. I had spent almost nothing the last ten months and made a whole lot more. I guess we were well-to-do. So what?
I finally dialed the number, waited through three, then four, five rings before someone answered.
"Yes? This is the Bergendorf residence. Who may I say is calling?"
"This is Shannon Mallard calling. I was given this number by my agent. I believe a Mr. Bergendorf placed the initial call."
"Of course Mrs. Mallard. Please hold for Mr. Bergendorf."
I heard the phone being laid down on a hard surface than the clicks of someone walking away. Must be a servant or butler or something like that. Meant money. Lots of money. I was wondering why someone would ask for me by name and throw a lot of money into the deal even before talking with me. Well, some people had more money than brains.
"Hello Mrs. Mallard. This is Charles Bergendorf. I'm glad you got back to me. I'd like to hire you for a showing I'm having in two weeks. It will be something that should be right up your alley. Could we schedule a time to meet and discuss it?"
Well OK. Sounds reasonable. I could meet then listen to the details and then make up my mind. Maybe someone who knew either me or Stanley or our works at least recommend me.
"That would be fine. Where would you like to meet?"
"Why don't you come here? That way you could examine the setting while we talk about the contract. I'll have a car come for you, say today at six?"
I hung up after agreeing to meet him but in the back of my mind was a small hint of doubt. This whole thing seemed strange to me but April had done her research and found this guy to be the real thing. I shrugged and went back to my work, letting tonight take care of itself. I worked straight through the afternoon and wrapped up with just enough time to get ready for the car. As I changed into jeans and t-shirt with sneakers I tried to remember if I had ever had a car sent for me. That answer was definitely no.
Right at six, a limo pulled up in front of my place and I went out where a suited driver waited with the door already open. I slid in, he closed the door and ten seconds later we were on our way. I tried to keep track of where we went but I soon lost all track of distance. I just settled back and waited. Twenty minutes later, we entered what seemed to be an exclusive suburb of western Chicago and pulled into the driveway of one of the large mansions that lined this street. The limo drove around to the back and pulled up under a covered portico. The driver hustled around and let me out, then led me up a short flight of steps and into what appeared to be the kitchen. I guess I was going to be treated as one of the help.
As I prepared to wait to be sent for, I was led to one of the chairs surrounding a very large table. I noticed a man already sitting there and wondered if he were the major domo, the one to get me ready to meet the great man. He rose as I sat down and than sat opposite me. I looked him over and was pleasantly surprised to see he was a handsome man, about my age with coal black hair, piercing green eyes, a strong jaw with a dimple in the center of his chin. He appeared to be tall and very lean with wide shoulders and a flat stomach. A man obviously who kept himself in trim. He gave off a slight aura of danger and intrigue. I admit I was fascinated with him but remembered that he was the help. Best to wait to see 'the man'.
He was watching me as I evaluated him. He bore it well, a slight smile on his face. As I was about to ask him when we could get started, he stood. "Welcome Mrs. Mallard. I'm Charles Bergendorf. I'm very glad to meet you in person."
"You're Mr. Bergendorf? I expected someone more. . . . "
"Older perhaps? More stodgy and weathered?"
I laughed at being caught out. "Yes, I guess. Please accept my apology and it's nice to meet you as well."
We introduced ourselves and talked together for the next ten minutes. I was fascinated with him and found myself listening and responding to his words, while a part of me was appreciating the package they came in. He was a very attractive man!
He finally rose to lead me around the mansion, starting with the library and then the second floor room where he intended to arrange the displays. He showed me the lighting, the area to be used for display and where the walkways would be, and in general the layout of the final setup. I took my measurements, recorded the light intensity at several locations and did most of what I needed. It took about a half hour and he watched while I did my job. I was very aware of him there in the background but I kept my mind on the job at hand.
When I was done, he led me back downstairs to what I assumed was the drawing room, or the room where guests were taken. He had me sit while he rang a bell sitting on one of the tables. When someone came in, he spoke to her, then joined me as she left. He took a chair next to mine and asked me my opinion of the room and the job he wanted me to do. We spoke of timing, intentions and general items and I got the idea of what he expected. I told him I could do it without problem. He seemed pleased.
Just then, the young woman reentered the room with a tray with glasses and a decanter. She placed it on a small table, then turned and left without a word. He rose, poured two fingers in each glass, added two ice cubes, and handed one to me.
"Scotch. One of my favorite blends. Please try one with me."
Scotch was one of my weaknesses. I loved scotch but drank it rarely. This looked marvelous: beautiful color, good cling and a wonderful aroma. I swirled it, watched the play of light as it flowed then sipped. Fantastic! I raised my glass to my host.
"Absolutely wonderful. Thank you. Scotch is one of my favorites as well. I rarely have any this good."
"You're every welcome. I'm glad to find a kindred spirit. Have a second, please."
I did, beginning to feel the warmth in my center and relaxed. We spoke of personal things then and I found him to be single, divorced for the past five years, with a son in college. He inherited his money but had built on the family fortune rather than diminishing it. He seemed to be involved in trading arts and valuables for a living. Thus the show.
Time passed so quickly and it was time for me to leave. He called for the car and then walked me back to the kitchen area. As we walked, I noticed his hand on my arm, on the small of my back, on my shoulder. He kept his hand on me as we stood waiting, and I found his touch to be gentle and warm. I enjoyed it almost too much. I was disappointed when the car came and the door opened. He walked me to the car and the driver left us alone.
"I enjoyed your company tonight Shannon. I may call you Shannon? And please call me Charles."
"Of course you may Charles. And I enjoyed it as well. Thank you for thinking of me for this assignment."
"You are the best and that's what I want." He paused for a moment then, "Would you join me for dinner tomorrow night? Here at the house? I have a marvelous chef who would be delighted to plan a meal for us. Please join me Shannon?"
"I'm not sure. I'll have to check my schedule. Can I call you tomorrow?"
"Don't call. If you call, it will be to tell me you can't come. I'll expect you unless you call."
"Fine. If I can make it, I won't call."
"Perfect. I'll send the car for you at seven. Dress casually please. It'll be just the two of us." I slid in, my heart beating a little too fast. He closed the door and we left.
Later at home, I cursed myself for not just saying no. I had no business considering his invitation. This was a job, nothing more. But I kept seeing his face, feeling his touch and I couldn't get his voice out of my head. He was so damn handsome, so charming, and I was so much alone. What could it hurt, an evening out with a man who was all the things that Stan was. I missed him so much but I needed company. I finally decided to go and just enjoy the evening. Just a pleasant evening with a fascinating man. Nothing more. In bed that night, I found myself getting wet just thinking about him. I used my fingers to get rid of the tingle, alternating who I imagined between my legs; first Stan and then Charles. I finally fell asleep, smiling.
The following day seemed to drag so slowly. I was thinking about Charles and dinner and more of that scotch. I reminded myself that I was still a married woman and that Stan was my husband and that I loved him so much. For awhile that was enough to bring me back to earth and calm my jitters. With Stan, I needed nothing more. But by late afternoon, I remembered that Stan wasn't here and Charles was.
As I dressed, I found myself thinking of both men. Stan was older, heavier, not as well toned as Charles, but he was also intelligent, smooth, loving and wise. Charles was younger, more buff, intelligent, and smooth. I didn't know enough to go any further but Charles definitely had possibilities. Not for anything but friendship and entertainment. Nothing more. I would make sure it stayed that way. Stan was coming home in just a few weeks. I had to remember that.
In a repeat of last night, the driver escorted me up the steps and into the kitchen where Charles, dressed in slacks, an open collar shirt and a light jacket, escorted me the rest of the way to a small private dining room. He seated me and then sat down opposite as the first course was served. We ate, shared a bottle of a red wine, talking and enjoying each other's company before moving to a small sitting room where Charles poured us both a scotch. I was pleased when he did so, looking forward to more of that delicious blend he introduced me to the night before. As he poured, I noticed again how attractive he was: the tight body, the wide shoulders, the coal black hair worn long, almost to his shoulders. He brought two tumblers back and handed one to me as he sat beside me.
"You look very beautiful tonight Shannon. But then you are a beautiful woman. That's one of the things that attracted me."
"Thank you Charles, but that has nothing to do with my ability as a photographer."
"But it does affect my choices. I want the beauty of my collection to come through and what better way than to have it photographed by a beautiful woman?"
"Charles, are you flirting with me?"
"Yes. And I would love to get to know you better, more intimately."
In the back of my mind, a voice was screaming at me to get up, move away and leave. I listened, but the voice had little effect on me. His closeness, the smell of his cologne, the touch of his hand on my bare skin, all combined to suppress that voice. I knew that I wanted this man to touch me, to hold me, to make love to me. It had been so long without Stan and I was hurting. The love I had for Stan was complete but my passions needed some outlet. I needed Stan but he wasn't here. Charles was.
"I don't know Charles. You know I'm married."
"Where is your husband? Is he here? I think not. I know he left you almost a year ago and he has not returned. Isn't that true?"
"Yes, but he promised he would return after a year. I have to wait. He'll keep his promise, I know he will. He's a man of his word."
"But you are alone now, and I am here. It's just you and I and no one around to see. You want me now and no one would know. Just you and I. His word will not answer that need I see inside you. I can fill that need. And only you and I will know."
I felt his hand on my bare shoulder and the touch was almost electric. His voice was almost hypnotic and the words he spoke were true. I was alone and I needed more than the promise Stan left me with. And if I fell, no one would know. No one but me.
When Charles rose and held out his hand, I hesitated only a second before reaching out. He pulled me to my feet and led me down a hallway into a bedroom with a large circular bed, complete with a light pink silk comforter. I saw it only for a second before my eyes were drawn to Charles who stood in front of me. He reached around to the zipper at the back of the short dress I wore and before I could react, had my dress pooled around my feet. I looked down, my mind not catching up with the events happening to me. As I looked, I felt my bra fall to join the dress. When I looked up again, Charles was removing his shirt and slacks. I watched as if I had no will of my own. I was fascinated by the fingers that deftly unbuttoned his shirt and then his belt and fastening. Like my dress, his slacks fell down to the floor. I reached toward him to help him with the shirt. I let my hands remain behind touching the soft skin of his shoulders and chest. He pulled me back with him and I stepped from the pooled dress to follow.
He sat down on the bed and motioned me to turn around, facing away from him. I did as he directed and then I felt hands on my hips as he pulled me onto his lap. I sat, feeling the hard shaft of his erection rest between my legs and the cheeks of my buttocks. His hands moved around to cup my breasts and I let out one long sigh. It had been so long! So very long! As I began to feel moisture between my legs, one of those wonderful hands, so strong and so talented, dropped to feel the heat there. I wiggled in the delightful sensation and began to move my hips when I felt his fingers enter me. I was lost! I had no will left! I came!
It was so sudden that the shudder that wracked my body was so strong Charles had to wrap his arms around my waist and hold me as my climax ran its course. I collapsed into his arms and this time he lifted me from the floor and laid me down on my back on the bed. I was limp but the feelings of lust had returned. I looked up at him leaning over me, his eyes glazed with want, and I lifted my arms, beckoning him to me. He came to me, his body lowering between my legs as he held himself up with his forearms against the bed on either side of me. I reached down between our bodies to feel his erection. It was hard and long and full and ready. I placed the swollen head between the lips of my sex and guided him inside me. He lowered his hips then to drive himself into me.
From then on it was just his body and mine, joined together in a haze of lust and wonton sexual frenzy. Charles brought me to the peak over and over before letting me drop into that pit of pleasure. I was drowning in a sea of unspeakable delight which went on for hours and hours. I came with abandon, two, three, uncounted times. I felt his fluids draining between my legs and down between the cheeks of my ass. I was saturated with his sex and still wanted more. It continued through the night until we both collapsed in exhaustion. We slept.
The following morning, Charles woke me and we showered together, once more joining our bodies in pleasure. This time was more relaxed and more pleasure than pure lust. It was enjoyable nevertheless. We dressed and then went in for breakfast.
Over eggs and bacon and ham and pineapple slices with syrup we talked as lovers do and I was disappointed when Charles told me the car was here to take me home. He promised to call as did I. He walked me to the car and stood there, watching as we drove away. I leaned back into the softness of the cushioned seats and dreamed of last night. I was still lost in the pleasure of it all when we reached my home. The home I once shared with Stan and hoped to do again.



It was two days later when I got the message from Charles. It was simple: "call me". That was all but it was enough to make my heart start to beat faster and my blood to heat. I dropped my work on the counter and called immediately.
"Charles, it's me. Shannon. I got your message."
"Can you come now? I'll have the car there in ten minutes."
"Yes, yes, I will. I'll be waiting."
He hung up and I raced around, washing my face and changing my clothes, ready for another wonderful evening of soul satisfying sex with a very attractive man. I had no hesitation this time and I didn't even try to fool myself into thinking it would be innocent fun. I knew exactly what I was going for and I felt no guilt. I had convinced myself that Stan would never know and when he came home, it would be him and no one else ever again. So this was a last chance to enjoy what Charles could give me. I heard that voice inside me that screamed to me to think of what I was doing but I buried it with my rationalizations. This was the last time!
I was ready when the car arrived. It seemed that the trip to Charles went by almost without thought. I was there! I waited for the driver to open the door and escort me back into that world of unbridled sex and unbearable pleasure. I almost ran up the steps and threw open the door myself without waiting. Charles was sitting there, almost exactly where he was the first time I entered. I ran to him to throw my arms around him and cover his face with kisses, almost like a teenager with her first love. But love was not on my mind.
I was surprised when Charles didn't return my caresses. I backed away and looked at him in question. He returned my look with one that I could only describe as sad. He refused to meet my eyes and stood, motioning me to a seat. I took one and waited, wondering what had gone wrong. Charles walked over to a drawer and took out an envelope. He returned to the table and sat heavily.
As he pushed the envelope toward me, he spoke.
"These are divorce papers from Stanley Mallard, your husband. I was instructed to give these to you tonight. They contain the terms of the settlement and the reason for divorce. In order to spare you any embarrassment, the cause is 'Irreconcilable Differences'. The terms are quite fair but come with a warning that if you contest the divorce, the terms will be modified to include Infidelity."
I was stunned! How did Charles get these papers and how did he contact Stan? What was this about? What had he done? I was shaking with suppressed fear and horror. What had he done!"
"Charles? What is this about? How did you get these? Have you talked to Stan? Where is he and why is he not contacting me directly? What's going on?"
Charles didn't answer. He sat there with his head hanging and said nothing. I had to know! This was not going to happen! I couldn't let this happen!
I leaned over the table and screamed at him. "Damn you Charles! Answer me! What is this all about and how did you get these divorce papers."
Charles slowly raised his face but wouldn't look directly at me. "I've known your husband for many years. He contacted me here at my home and was concerned about you and your honesty. We talked about it and he suggested I try to seduce you. If you could resist my 'charms', he believed he would be able to trust you again. I have a reputation of being,. . . irresistible; perhaps too much so. I am wealthy, good looking, or so I've been assured by many women, and I have a certain charm and grace. I agreed to attempt to seduce you since you are, as I said, a very beautiful woman. I'm sorry that we enjoyed each other so much since you have to pay a very heavy price for it."
I understood now what that little voice in the back of my mind had been trying to tell me. It warned me that Charles was dangerous. I didn't listen! I had no excuse except frustration with Stan. But I was married and I had made a promise. Twice! Once when we were married and the second time when I betrayed that first promise. I promised him before he left me that I would be faithful and never betray him again. I failed both times. It was my own fault that my marriage was over. I had betrayed my husband once and after learning the consequences, I did it again, in spite of them.
I was defeated. I had brought this on myself with my rationalizations and my lack of will. Charles was only a tool and a sharp one at that. "Will you please have your car take me home?"
"Wouldn't you like to stay now anyway? We could still enjoy each other. It won't affect your marriage now."
I was amazed at his gall, his absolute and utter gall. "No thank you. I just want to go home. Please let me go."
Charles nodded, left and the car arrived a few minutes later. This time I walked down the steps alone. The driver waited with the door open and no expression on his face. I entered and he drove me back to my empty house. I now knew it would remain empty, just like my heart. I had betrayed my husband and this was the price.
Exactly one year from the day Stan left me, the final decree ending my marriage arrived at my door. Stan was the one who delivered it to me. He handed me the package, smiled at me with sadness then turned and left without a word. Right to the very end, he had kept his promise.
Consequences are a bitch!
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When I finished the last chapter of Billy, I thought I had made it clear where I expected things to go. But I've had so many requests to finish it that I finally decided to do so. I hope this isn't a mistake and doesn't ruin the story for anyone, but I know what I intended for Stuart and Billy and this will make that clear. My appreciation for everyone who read and enjoyed Billy. I loved writing it and I'm glad so many of you enjoyed reading it. Just a note: if you haven't read Billy, this will not make much sense for you.
This is so short, I decided to chance it without LadyCibelle who is on vacation. All mistakes are mine.
I sat at the head table with several of the top executives of General Winding and Coil Inc, the parent company of True Wire and Triton as well as several others. We had finished the meal of rubber chicken, the overdone vegetables and the wilting ice cream concoction they called dessert and now it was time for the purpose of this gathering. I waited as the dishes were cleared away and coffee and tea were served. I watched as Phillip Anthony, the VP of HR rose and walked up to the podium. Finally, after a wild and often difficult journey, it was time.
Among those at this table, I was the man: the top guy, President and CEO of General Winding. I had held that position for almost ten years now, ever since Ryan Erinson had surprised me in Denver. That was the reason I found myself in Pittsburgh as the top man. And truth be told, I had enjoyed my journey but it was time for me to pass the baton as they say. I was trying to listen to the parade of well wishers making speech after speech about how much they were going to miss me when I officially retired. I listened with what I hoped appeared to be rapt attention, smiling and nodding as if I actually heard the words they were saying. I knew it was all for my benefit and I appreciated it but I was tired, and I was ready to let it all go.
Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, I stood amid great applause and walked over to the podium to take my turn at trying to express feelings that were so intense I doubted I could ever find the right words. I looked over the large group seated around tables in the huge ballroom and tried to pick out faces in that crowd. I saw Mark Fletcher and his wife Sherri; Paula, now retired and married to Wallace Grumman; Ryan Erinson who found time to come tonight to my eternal gratitude, Will Haley and his brand new wife Penny; and my own daughter Penny and her husband Luke, in from Germany to wish me well. I gave each a smile and a nod to let them know they were appreciated. Only one face was missing. My wife wasn't here and I missed her.
I waited until the applause had run its course then began my prepared statements. I talked about the company, how much I enjoyed working there, the many people I had met and found to be friends, the times we shared, some good and a few bad. General words that could never express what this company had meant to me. But I tried, and they seemed to understand the sentiment behind the words so it was all right. I looked at the faces that meant so much to me and to others who I never had time to meet but who still felt that they knew me and were here to wish me well. I tried to make eye contact with everyone. As I finished my prepared statements, I put down my notes, took off my glasses and looked out at this crowd who wanted to say goodbye. I had a few personal thoughts I wanted to express. I had to wait until the lump in my throat became small enough to let me go on. I looked out over that silent crowd, faces turned toward me, waiting.
"I want to say to you now, that this company, and the people who I have had the great privilege of working with and coming to know have been my family for the past ten years. I want to say a personal thanks to Ryan, and to Paula, to Mark and Will and so many others who have helped me along the way. Some have taught me lessons in business that helped me become successful for which I am grateful. Others taught me humility and compassion and for those gifts I say a special thank you. I will never forget any of you and all you have meant to me. To all of you, I say good night and good bye."
I walked back to my seat amid thunderous applause and slaps on the back from those seated around me. I was humbled once again by the outpouring of emotion from my audience. I didn't know whether I deserved it but I hoped it meant that they had approved of my tenure. I stood once again and waved my thanks and tried to get them to quiet. It took several minutes and I stood there, tears beginning to blur the crowd until one by one, they began to sit. There were one or two more speeches and then it was over.
I spent the next hour talking to people as they came up to wish me well and to say their personal goodbyes. I was proud of the fact that I could greet almost all of them by name and most of their spouses. I had tried to be a leader with humanity and compassion and I think I succeeded. I know I had help along the way. I spent some time with Paula and Wallace who she met at a party I gave when I first started back in Pittsburgh. Will Haley met his wife Penny at the same party. Penny was a personal friend of Billy. She was now also my good friend. Ryan said his peace but left early to fly back to Denver. Mark and Sherri stopped and I got a big hug from Sherri. She whispered a thank you in my ear and I winked conspiratorially at her, making Mark blink in surprise. I don't think he ever knew of that day Sherri came to see me.
My daughter Penny came back to see me to ask me when I was leaving. She and Luke were catching a late flight back to Germany and she wanted some time before they had to leave. I told her I was ready and we left together, waving at people as I did. I almost hated to go, since it was probably the last time I would see most of them. But it was time. And I was tired.
We drove back to my place, the house I bought when I moved back to Pittsburgh, the house that Billy helped me pick out. The house where Paula and Billy hosted the first party I gave and the one that meant so much to me and so many others. I loved that place and would never consider moving from there, even now with retirement meaning I was free to travel and do whatever I wanted. It was way too big now but I did love the place and the many memories it held.
I spent the next hour with Penny and Luke and we talked about my grandchildren and made plans for me to visit with them during the holidays. We said our goodbyes, then I walked with them out to the front door to wait for the limo that I had hired to take them to the airport. I hated to see them go but Luke had to get back to work as did Penny so I let them go reluctantly. I watched the limo until it disappeared around the bend leaving my neighborhood and some good memories behind. I stood there, looking around at my neighbors and their perfect yards. Actually, most of those yards were made perfect by gardeners or landscape people, who did all the actual work. With a feeling of some pride, I knew that my yard was made perfect by the loving hands of my wife.
I went back inside to work some more on packing up all my files and work related papers. I had many that I had accumulated over the years that I was President. While I did little real work, I did have to read hundreds of reports that told me the company was doing pretty good. Most of those reports were confidential and had to be checked into the company vaults. Since I was one of the few authorized to enter that lair, I was responsible to make sure they were checked in properly.
I finished what I could, made myself a snack from frozen pizza and cold beer and took it outside to my chair looking over the pool. I sat back, kicked off my shoes and sighed the sigh of the contented. Life was good. Life had been good to me and it continued right up to tonight. It had been good seeing all my friends, my daughter and her husband and those that had retired before me. Life was really just a series of friends, made and lost along the way. In my case, I had not lost many, for which I offered up a prayer of thanks.
It was almost midnight before I went back in. I looked around the house, all of a sudden feeling lonely. I had been content for most of the evening but now that all the excitement had worn off and everyone had gone home, I felt it. I walked slowly through the rooms, remembering that night when Billy had hosted my party. I remembered the dress she wore, the one that took my breath away. And I remembered the way she took control, how she made everyone she met remember her beauty. I remembered too the evening after everyone left and how we made love. I remembered at times like this. I swallowed the lump in my throat and tried to forget. Just for tonight.
I went in to bed and tried to sleep but it was impossible. So many memories, so many thoughts of tomorrow and the day after that. What was I going to do with all that free time once I turned the keys over to Mark. No more meetings, no more decisions with the fate of people riding on my word, no more responsibility. At one time, those thoughts were a pleasure but tonight, lying here alone in the dark, they were more of a worry. What the hell was I going to do? What was I going to do with my time now that no one needed me? The self pity was getting to me and I decided to get back up and do something to take my mind off of it.
I sat at the table in my kitchen and then decided: what the hell, I was going to do it. I had resisted all day and all evening but now it was too much for me to ignore. I checked my watch: it was only two thirty in the morning. Was that late enough? What time was that in Gravesend, a small village just outside London? It had to be almost seven thirty? Was that too early? Maybe. I decided to wait another half hour, until eight o'clock. That was plenty of time for people to be up and awake. I decided to fix some coffee since I was going to be up. No going back to sleep, since I never got to sleep in the first place. Damn that party! Why did it have to be this week? Oh well, it was over and it was great and I actually loved every minute of it. At least then. Now? I was lonely.
I had a cup of coffee, then another, watching the clock as the big hand slowly moved toward the twelve. I rinsed out my cup, set the cup in the drain board and waited. I picked up the phone, got the number from the bulletin board and waited. Now! I dialed the access code for England, then the local number and exchange, and then waited.
"Hello? Who's this so bloody early on a Saturday?" The person answering was certainly not happy to have a call this early. But it was eight o'bloody clock!
"Hello. This is Stuart Davidson. From the US of A. I'm trying to reach my wife. Is she available?"
"Oh well of course, Stuart is it. This is Franny, your stepdaughter. And it's good to talk to you. I'm sorry you couldn't come over but maybe some time we could all meet. That would be bloody jolly."
"Yes I would love that. Sometime soon. But is she there? Can I talk to her?"
"Well hold your bloody horses! Of course you may. She's already up and about but I'll go fetch her just you wait." I heard the phone clunk apparently on a table as Franny went off in search of my wife. Now that I had called, I felt much better. My loneliness had retreated into the background.
"Stuart, she says to tell you to wait by the phone and she will call you back. She's just getting out of the shower and she doesn't want you holding all that time. So, you hang up and she'll be back to you right away. Goodbye then."
Before I could tell her that I was willing to wait, she hung up. Damn! Step daughter or not, she sounded like a flake. But she was the reason for this trip. Franny had just had a child, and this trip was a chance to see the baby for the first time.
Just as I was about to call back, the phone rang. I picked up on the first ring.
"Hello?"
"Hello Stuart. Are you there? I can just barely hear you."
"Yes, I'm here. God it's good to hear your voice. I've missed you so much, and I'm so damned lonely here without you. I hate this, being away from you."
"But Stu, you know I had to come. I had to see my daughter and my granddaughter. You know how much this trip meant to me. And I have you to thank for it so don't you start complaining to me about being lonely. It's all your fault. And I love you all the more for it."
"I know. Now that I hear your voice, I feel better. I'm not so lonely any more. How is the trip going? Is it all you hoped? Did you meet both your daughters? And what's the baby like? Talk to me. Tell me everything."
We talked for an hour or more while she told me all about seeing her daughters for the first time in almost twenty years. Separated from them by divorce, she was forbidden to see them or speak to them and when they moved to England she gave up ever finding them again. I knew little about them but with some private investigators, found where they had moved and made the overture to them to allow her to visit. They were all excited to meet her and were overjoyed to hear from me. Their father had died right after they moved there and they lost most contacts back in the states.
I arranged the trip and made reservations for all of them to come together in London. I wanted to go but it was unfortunate that my retirement party fell just the same week that Fran was to deliver her third child. Since the parties were already scheduled both here and in London, I couldn't make this trip, and it couldn't be postponed.
"I'm so happy Stuart. This trip has been like a miracle for me. I've met my daughters again after so many years and I have four lovely grandbabies. You'll love all of them, just as you do your own. I have never been happier, except for the day you asked me to marry you. I love you Stuart Davidson. I love you more and more every day."
"And I love you too Billy. More and more every day. Please come home as soon as you can. We have a future to plan for and I want you with me every step of the way."
As you can see, I brought Billy and Stuart back together. They never stopped loving each other and time changed both enough that they could start over. That chance doesn't come to many, but since I control this world, it did for them. Thanks for reading.
The end.
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Consequences Joyce
Prologue
I came home from work that Wednesday a little early since I wanted to change into a fresh shirt before the dinner. It was business, a meeting with a couple of contractors that wanted to hire my firm to do some demolition. Since Joyce wasn't going to be with me, I didn't much care how I looked, but I wanted a clean shirt for comfort. I sweated a lot in my job.
I pulled in and saw Eileen's car and couldn't stop a moan of disappointment. Eileen was Joyce's sister. She didn't like me and I didn't like her and we both admitted it, so to see her there was an unpleasant surprise. Fortunately, I wasn't going to be there long. When I walked into the kitchen from the garage, I saw Eileen but no Joyce.
I threw my briefcase on the counter and just stared at her. She was a few years older than her sister and was a beautiful woman, I had to admit, but it was her personality I disliked. "What the hell are you doing here? Did you come to gloat with your sister? Make a big deal about the error of my ways? Rub salt in the wound?"
"Joyce asked me to come over to sit with the kids while you're both out for the evening. I didn't expect you home till after 9 or 10 tonight. Why so early? Dinner cancelled? You got fired maybe?"
"It's my fucking company dumb ass, so who the hell is going to fire me? I just want to get a clean shirt. And what do you mean both of us out? Joyce isn't going with me."
Just then, Joyce walked into the kitchen, all dressed up to go out. Her black dress, with its deep 'V' neckline, coming just above the knee was far too revealing for a casual night with the girls, and her makeup was far more than usual. I looked again and unless I was mistaken, she didn't have on a bra. Her whole countenance bothered me and suggested things I didn't like. She stopped when she saw me and her face clouded up. She hadn't planned on seeing me tonight, that was obvious from the way she looked.
She glared at me. "What are you doing here? You're supposed to be out to dinner with clients"
She seemed a little nervous, and the way she looked at me was just a little strange. What the hell was she up to? I didn't like what I was thinking.
I looked her up and down and then asked "What's the deal? You wouldn't go with me to dinner but now you're going out dressed like that? Who are you planning to go out with? You don't dress that way for the girls."
"None of your business. I have plans of my own." She was about to say more when the doorbell rang. She jerked in surprise and I noticed a frightened look as she quickly glanced toward the clock and then to me. "I'll get it. You just stay here."
Like hell! She headed toward the front door with me right behind. I was curious about the reaction when the bell sounded. What was she up to? I stopped just inside the foyer as she opened the door. She blocked the door and said something, motioning with her arms but then a man dressed in a suit and tie slipped past her into the foyer. He was smiling at her and he bent down, grabbing her face to give her a kiss before she could turn away. He seemed surprised at her reaction, but then noticed that she was looking in my direction. He saw me then.
I walked into the foyer where they were standing and asked Joyce, "Who is this and why is he here?"
"This is Ron Mason. I work with him and he's here to take me to dinner. We have plans. Ron, this is Russell, my husband."
"Good to meet you." I ignored the hand he stuck out. I looked at the grin on his face, the serious look on Joyce's face and put two and two together. This was a date and Ron knew the problems we were having. He was hoping to get lucky tonight and he wanted me to know it.
I looked at Joyce and the nervous flutter of her hands and knew that I was not going to let this happen. She had to know that. Now I knew why she was so worried when I came home earlier than she planned.
Ignoring the hand he still held out, I said "I'm sorry Ron that you had to come all this way for nothing, but my wife is not going out with you. She shouldn't have misled you."
Joyce was furious with me and lashed out: "I'll go out with whoever I please. You have nothing to say about it." She turned and went to the closet to get a wrap.
I walked toward Ron Mason, stopped in front of him and said very quietly and calmly, "Get out of my house right now. My wife is not going out with you tonight or any night. Not as long as she is still my wife. Leave now or I'll help you out the door."
"Damn you Russ! If you don't leave Ron alone, I'll call the police. I mean it!"
I reached into my jacket and pulled out my cell. I turned, handed it to her and said, "Call 911. Ask for an ambulance for Mr. Mason and then you can call the police for me."
I turned to Ron and said, "Is she worth it? Decide right now. You have ten seconds and then I'm going to beat the shit out of you if you're still here." Funny how even though he was taller than me and outweighed me by twenty pounds, his face registered uncertainty. I raised my wrist and looked at my watch, hoping he would try something, anything. Before I had a chance to see it change, Ron was moving toward the door. He was out within five seconds. I smiled to myself and then turned to Joyce.
"This is not an acceptable choice, Joyce. I gave you two choices: divorce or forgiveness. There is no third choice. If this is what you want, then I'll file tomorrow morning. Either way, you will not be dating. I will not permit that as long as you are married to me."
I walked past her and up the stairs to the bedroom where I changed my shirt. I was breathing hard and my heart was pounding. I knew if I had been forced to go one on one with Mr. Mason, I would likely have killed him. I was capable as Joyce well knew. For that matter, I was not too sure of my response to her if she had challenged me. I was glad I didn't have to find out. I went in to splash some water on my face and then a little aftershave and I was ready for the dinner. I was in no mood to socialize but it was business.
I went down the stairs to find Joyce and Eileen in the kitchen. Joyce was still angry and she was waiting for me. She started in on me almost before I entered the room. "You bastard! You humiliated me in front of. . . . . ." Instead of answering her, I stopped and looked at her, my hand raised in threat, my anger clear on my face. It was enough to shut her up. I stared at her with my fury barely controlled. I wanted to strike her, to hurt her but I savagely suppressed that desire. I took a deep breath, and lowered my hand. It had been years since I felt that kind of anger but I reverted so easily into the threat of violence. I shuddered as I gained control of myself. I wanted to yell, to scream at her, but I simply walked past her, picked up my briefcase, took my keys from the peg on the wall and walked to the door. I was almost there when I stopped and turned, still shaking.
My voice now controlled, I glared at her and said, "I will repeat what I said before. Once I am gone, if you choose to continue with your plans, I will take that as your choice and your answer. So decide what you want and act accordingly. Divorce or forgive. There is no third choice. You 'getting even with me' is not acceptable. That is the same as saying you want a divorce. Think carefully Joyce."
With that I left and drove to the hotel where I was to meet my clients. I was not looking forward to this dinner but it had to be done.
Once the evening was concluded and our goodbyes were said, I settled the bill, took care of the waiters and headed home. It was almost 9:30, later than I wanted but it couldn't be helped. The dinner had gone well, we had agreed on several proposals and I would finish up the details tomorrow at work. All in all, it had been worth it. The job would net me a good profit and would employ a lot of my guys. I was in a good mood when I pulled into the drive. I noticed Eileen's car was still there and shrugged my shoulders. I went in to find Eileen sitting at the table drinking a cup of coffee.
"Why are you still here? Did Joyce decide to go out anyway? Are the kids asleep?"
"Yes to both. She said to tell you that she was going to do whatever the hell she wanted to and for you to learn to live with it." Eileen said this but she didn't look happy about it.
I heard what she said, thought about it for a minute and then said, "Can you stay the night? Do you have to be home at any time special?"
She seemed surprised but then said with an evil smile on her beautiful face, "I can stay. What did you have in mind?" It was a sarcastic response but she could stay and that's all I needed.
"I'm leaving, so you'll have to stay till she gets home. You can tell her that my attorney will contact her and let her know where to reach me. I'll start the divorce first thing in the morning."
I moved away and up the stairs to our bedroom where I pulled down the suitcases I kept for trips for business. I needed only enough for a few nights since I could get the rest of my things during the day while she was at work. I got my toiletries and enough clothes to manage and closed the cases. I was ready. I sat down on the bed and gave myself a minute to cry. I was heartbroken now that I knew my marriage was over. I had hoped and prayed that Joyce would understand how I felt and how terrible I felt over what I had done. I was truthful when I said that it was a horrible mistake and I regretted it but I couldn't take it back. All I could do was prove my love in the future.
I wiped my eyes, stood up and made my way out of the bedroom, maybe for the last time. I walked down the hall and looked in on my children. I was leaving them as well. That part was harder to do but for now, I had no choice. I stood looking at them and felt a tear begin before I swiped it away. This was not the time!
I turned and went down the stairs, carrying my suitcases and trying to forget leaving my children. I had no idea where I was going but I could get a room for the night and then look for a place later. I grabbed my computer from the den and took everything to the kitchen. Eileen was on the phone, I assumed trying to reach Joyce, but she didn't seem to be having any luck. Too bad.
"Tell Joyce that I'll have someone call her at work tomorrow to get the name of her lawyer. And tell her to be sure she has a good one because she'll need it for the divorce. I intend to fight for custody of the kids. I have no intention of being kind or fair now. She's made her choice and by God, she'll have to live with it! Good night and I'm sorry that you have to be in the middle. But then, this is what you wanted all along isn't it? So, enjoy."
"I'm really sorry Russ. No, this is not what I wanted, but you probably don't believe me. I tried to warn her, but she wouldn't listen. Please don't do anything crazy. Please."
With that surprise, I walked out of my house and out of my marriage.
Chapter 1
You probably want to know what my story is. Well, it began almost fourteen years ago. I was young, brash and full of myself, and I had just returned home from the army where I spent eight good years learning to kill with my bare hands. To make it even better, I learned to wire explosives to kill more of the enemy at one time. Later, I modified them so they could be set off by any idiot, especially officers hiding out of sight and out of danger. I was damned good at both and my Captain begged me to re enlist but I wanted to get out and start earning a living and have the good things that money can buy. I came home to Youngstown Ohio, the city of my birth.
With my training fresh under my belt, I went to work as an explosives expert with a mining company in southern Ohio, where they still dug for coal the old fashioned way: strip mining. It was a good paying job, mainly because the so-called experts didn't last very long. Most blew themselves and anyone near them to kingdom come. But like I said, I was full of myself, very good at it, and immortal. Nothing could happen to me.
I did my job and in a few months was making damn near $2,000 a week setting charges for the company in three different mines. I moved around, going where I was needed and I was always in demand. The bosses knew I was safe and could blow the rock with less explosive than most. Even though I was making good money, I was too smart to continue to do this kind of work, so I put almost everything I earned aside. When I had a nice stash of over $20,000, I decided to look for greener pastures.
I went to work for a construction company knocking down buildings, and was making at least as much as before, only now it was under blue skies rather than in a trench of dirt and rock. I found this work to be fascinating and learned all I could from the guys who had been at it for a while. There was a pattern to setting the explosives and for some reason those patterns seemed to jump out at me when I saw the blueprints for any building. I quickly became one of the leading experts at setting charges.
My dream was to have my own company, one that specialized in demolition of all kinds. You'd be surprised how many kinds there are. I knew all of them and I knew how to do what had to be done. I worked for over two years before finally taking the plunge. I got a license and talked to a lawyer who told me how to incorporate myself and I was in business. Cranston Demolitions, Inc. That was me! I was Russell Cranston, I was thirty years old, and I finally had my own damn company!
Within three more years, I was solvent and making money faster than I knew what to do with it. I hired some good men, all with military backgrounds in explosives and demolition and started to expand. We picked up work around the state and then all over the country. I began to use my guys more and more to travel and take over jobs. I was an ex master sergeant: I knew how to delegate work. So I had free time and I began to frequent the local watering holes. Not to get drunk. I never liked the feeling, and I couldn't hold my liquor, so what I generally did was have a beer and watch the girls. That's when I met Joyce Kenyon.
Joyce was one of five girls that came into Clancy's Bar and Grill where I was holding court one evening. I couldn't tell you what the other girls looked like since I only had eyes for Joyce. She was beautiful. Tall, slim figure, nice boobs, long blonde hair worn straight, blue eyes that took your breath away and a face like an angel. She held herself in a way that said money. One look and I was hooked. I swallowed my beer and asked her to dance.
For some reason, she seemed to like me and we danced together most of the evening. Some other guys broke in once or twice but she always came back to me. I got her name and phone number before she left and called her two days later. We made a date and I picked her up at her house. That was the first surprise. Her family was well to do and lived in a very upscale section of town. Not my part of town by any means. Remember, I didn't even go to college and spent most of my time in the military blowing shit up. So, I had my doubts right off about the two of us going anywhere.
But Joyce and I continued to get along great and after two very hot dates, she let me get her clothes off in the back of my car and we did it parked out by the lake outside of town. It was the best sex of my life and she seemed to like it too. Fortunately I had a lot of experience and I knew how to make a girl feel good. I found out later that she was a virgin and that was her first time. Good thing it was a good one. She liked it and after that we did it as often as we could. She was on the pill and I used protection just to be safe.
After a whirlwind courtship of almost a year, I asked her to marry me and she accepted. I went with her to tell her parents who took the news better than I expected. I knew I had earned her dad's respect when he found out I owned my own company and it was well known around the city. But not her sister Eileen. She hated my guts for some reason but it made no difference to me. Joyce said yes so that's all I cared about.
I had a good amount of money in the bank so we bought a nice home in a good part of town and settled in to start a family. Joyce had no problem with getting pregnant and we had Jason, our first, almost immediately. He was perfect and Joyce was a good mother. She wanted to have another baby as soon as possible. She said she wanted to have two children and have them early so we could raise them while we were young. Julie came along twelve months later and we now had one of each. Both of us were satisfied with our new family so Joyce went back on birth control and I continued to use condoms.
For the next seven years we had a perfect life. I loved my kids and my wife and she seemed as happy as I. My company continued to grow and we began to take on work outside of the country. I hired several more ex military types and they did most of the travel and set up the work. I reviewed and signed off on all the plans and went only to those jobs that were highly sensitive or exceptionally difficult. Business grew and I made more money.
When both kids were in school during the day, Joyce decided to take a job with a real estate company as a receptionist and general secretary. She just wanted something to get her out of the house and give her some exposure to people, rather than other mothers who talked about nothing but children. She enjoyed the job and the hours were good, allowing her to be home when the kids got done with school.
Five years went by and it was in the summer of 2006 that I took on a job in Brazil. It was leveling a mountain to open up land for a few very rich Europeans who wanted the anonymity that Brazil was famous for. We had done that in California so it was really a piece of cake but I was asked to attend to it personally. For the amount of money I was promised, I would give them my first child. It seemed that I was enough, so I went to Brazil. Joyce decided to stay home rather than go with me, so I took one of my guys instead.
My only condition was that I wouldn't stay away for more than a week so I stayed there during the week and flew home on a chartered jet provided by my hosts on Friday. I spent the weekend with my family and flew back on Monday morning. Joyce understood so I continued this for the next two weeks.
The third week I was there, the work was finished, and my clients threw a celebration party. I wanted to attend to say goodbye to several of the men I had come to know during my time there. We had a good time, I found their local wine to be much to my liking and by the end of the evening I was drunker than I had ever been in my life: so drunk that I ended up spending the night with a young woman that had been making moves on me from the very first. I wasn't too drunk to remember what we did and it was outstanding. I apologized to her that morning but she simply told me she had no regrets. I did, and the thought of what I did kept me in the bathroom all morning, heaving my guts out.
Back home, I tried to forget about the whole thing but the guilt was really giving me fits. I began to lose sleep. I lost my appetite and finally found myself making mistakes at work. I decided I had to tell Joyce what happened and beg her to forgive me. If I had talked to someone who had been through this, maybe I would have done things differently, but I didn't. I went home that Friday and told her after the kids were in bed and asleep. It didn't go well.
"Joyce, there's something I have to tell you. It's been hard for me trying to keep it secret so I have to be honest."



"What is it Russ? Is something wrong with the company? Did someone make a mistake or something like that?"
"Well, it was a mistake but the mistake was mine. When I was in Brazil, the last night I was there, I went to a party and got pretty drunk. I was just drinking wine but their wine is really stronger than I realized. I ended up sleeping with a girl at the party. I didn't know what I was doing until I woke up the next morning. I hardly knew her but she had been after me when I was there and she saw her chance. Honest, I'm sick about it, and it meant nothing and I was too drunk to remember much about it. I'm so sorry. But I had to tell you."
Joyce was looking as if I had slapped her. She stood up, crossed her arms over her chest and looked at me with tears pouring out of her eyes. I panicked! I tried to take her in my arms to comfort her but she slapped my arms away. She backed up, her eyes blazing through the tears before she spoke.
"You son of a bitch! You cheating bastard! How could you do this to us? How could you do this to me?" She was furious now, her anger wiping away the shock and the tears.
"What about the children? Do you ever think of them while you were fucking that slut? Or me! Did you even remember you had a wife and kids? No! No, you never thought about us!"
"But I told you. I was drunk! You know I can't drink and that's why I hardly ever do it. This was just wine but I didn't know it was so strong. I got drunk and I didn't know what I was doing. You have to believe that. I didn't mean to do it. You know that. You know I love you and the kids more than anything in this world."
"No you don't. You couldn't and still do what you did." She was crying and pacing the kitchen. She was angrier than I had expected. I knew she would be mad but not like this. This was beyond anything I would have thought possible. I was to remember that some time later.
"I'm going to bed. You sleep in the spare room. I don't want you anywhere around me. Good night!" She ran for the steps and the bedroom upstairs. I listened to the slam of the door and then silence.
The weekend went very badly. Joyce wasn't speaking to me and she and the kids left early Saturday morning for God knows where. I wasn't invited. I puttered around the house and did my share of 'honey dos' while waiting for them to return. I was just putting things away when they came home.
"Where were you all day? You didn't even leave me a note telling me where you would be. What if I needed to get hold of you?" I was just a little pissed.
"Why would you care? Seems you didn't think much about us when you were doing your little slut." She smirked before turning and walking away.
So, this is what it was going to be. I guess I had to spend my time in purgatory until she either forgave me or something else. I deserved it I guess so I decided to try to keep busy and not give her any excuse to yell at me.
Joyce continued her punishment for two more weeks before finally breaking down and talking to me. It was again after dinner and the kids had gone to bed. I was sitting in the family room, reading some proposals that Jerry, my head man had written up. They concerned a job to take down a fifteen story building close to the downtown section of New York City. It was a good proposal and had an estimate of cost that I fully agreed with so I had just initialed it when she came in and sat down in front of the desk where I was working.
"We need to talk." She looked angry still but at least she wanted to talk to me. So I responded in kind.
"Fine. I agree with you. We need to talk. I think I told you what I needed to say. The next step is up to you."
"I've made some decisions. I'm still angry with you and I need to find some way to forgive you. I don't know what that is but whatever it is, you may not like it. I just want to warn you beforehand." She had a smile on her face but the look she gave me was not pleasant. It made me angry but I wanted to see what she had in mind.
"I'm not sure what you mean. I don't mind you doing something to get over the anger you have but there are some things that I won't consider, regardless of what you want. You certainly know what I mean."
I wanted to get it out into the open right now. There would be no getting even or punishing me if it meant going outside our marriage. I did that and it was wrong, but it wasn't deliberate or intentional on my part. I told her that. I wouldn't tolerate her doing it deliberately.
"You're in no position to tell me what I can or can't do. Anyway, if it was OK for you to do it, why isn't it OK for me? Tell me that!"
"What I did, I did without knowing what I was doing. And it was not OK then and it's not OK now for you. I would never have done it deliberately. I was drunk and I made a mistake. That's why."
"I don't accept that. If you want me to forgive you, you may have to accept that I might do what you did. It's only fair. You have to admit that."
She still had that smirk on her face and it frightened me. She was seriously considering cheating on me. I had to make her see that I couldn't accept that. That it would be so wrong.
"I understand that you are hurt and angry. I know you want to hurt me in some way to get back at me for hurting you. But two wrongs don't make a right and if you do what I think you're planning on, that would be wrong. Let me put it to you this way. If what I did makes you this angry it must be important to you, so if you do it, what does that say to me? This much I do know: if you deliberately cheat on me with another man, our marriage is over. I will not accept you doing that."
Joyce glared at me and said, "You hypocrite! You want me to forgive you and do nothing to make you see how I felt?"
"If I understand what you said, you are telling me that you would cheat on me deliberately, thinking that would make me hurt like you. Well, hear me good. If you do that, we are through. You either have to find a way to forgive me and forget what I did and let me get on with proving to you that I am a good husband and father, or we get a divorce and we go our separate ways. I would hate that, since I love you and this family with all my heart. But, I will not tolerate you being unfaithful for the sole purpose of punishing me. I can never accept that."
Joyce's mouth was closed and her lips formed a straight line. She was furious and about to burst. She struggled for a few minutes before standing up and glaring down at me.
"You can't tell me what to do. You screwed up and now you're going to have to pay. So you'd better get ready to suck it up and accept whatever I do. You have no choice in the matter."
I stood to face her and I looked her directly in the eye. I wanted her to know that this was not for discussion.
"I do have a choice. It's called divorce. Your choice is whether I do it. And don't kid yourself. I'll never accept you cheating on me for any reason." I glared right back at her. Inside I was churning with anger but also with a deep dread that things were not going to get better any time soon. As she turned and walked away, I again thought of her anger and the depth of it. I suddenly wondered if Joyce had something she felt guilty about and this was her chance to try to either hide it or turn the situation to her advantage. That thought made my stomach flip over.
That's how things went for the next few weeks. I hoped it was calming down so I asked her to come with me to a dinner I had set up with two clients that wanted me to take down several buildings. I told her it was a good business deal and that it would make us a lot of money. I thought that might get her interest, but that was quickly shot down.
"I have no desire to go to dinner with you and your construction pigs. You'll just talk about blowing things up and I'll be bored out of my mind. Go, and have a ball. Maybe you'll get lucky and find some tramp to go home with."
"Those construction pigs as you call them paid for all we have. Seems it was OK when you wanted that new kitchen, or that vacation we took to Cancun, or that new dress you bought last week. I didn't know you thought so little about my business."
"I never liked what you do: blowing things up. It's embarrassing to have to tell people what you do."
That shut me up. I never knew she felt that way. We had always worked hard to get ahead and we had dreams of retiring when the kids left home. We planed on moving to a place on the beach somewhere along the Eastern Coast. We were going to buy a boat and sail up and down the coast just stopping when we found someplace interesting. That was our dream: but now?
My face a tight mask, the blood rising up my neck and into my face, I replied very softly. "I'm sorry you think so little of my company. I'll go without you then. You don't need to worry about it."
I walked away from her and went outside to cool down. I knew she was angry but why did she have to say what she did? To hurt me? Well, she succeeded. In a big way! Obviously she was ashamed of me and now she was angry enough to tell me for the first time. Restless, I got in my car and just drove around the city for the next three hours; ending up in one of the parks I had a hand in clearing. I got out and walked around, looking at the new trees, the benches, the tables, the walkways and the covered area that served when the rains came unexpectedly. What I saw gave me a feeling of pride, not shame.
I came home late that night, pulled in the garage and shut the door. I sat in my car, trying to decide what I was going to do. This had gone on too long. I had to do something soon or our marriage was finished. I just had no idea what. I finally went in to face Joyce and her vitriol.
"Where the hell have you been? It's after eight and the kids were asking where you were."
"I was out. Not that you give a damn!" I was too angry to stay and do this. "Ah, fuck you! I've just about had it up to here with this shit!" Furious, I walked away from her to find the kids. I sat with them until bedtime and then took them up myself. Maybe I had best get used to this. It might get to be a way of life.
It was well past midnight when I went up to bed. Joyce had gone earlier but it made no difference. Even though I had moved back into the bedroom, we hadn't made love since I told her what I did. I had no expectations now, and I hoped if I waited long enough, she would be asleep. Tonight was not one of those nights. She stopped me as I went past, heading to the spare room.
"Russ, I'm sorry for what I said earlier. I'm not embarrassed by what you do. I just said that to make you mad and to hurt you. I'm sorry."
"Actually, I do believe you meant it Joyce. I see the way you act around my workers. I see the way you turn your head when someone I know sees me in public. I hear you and your sister talk. And I listen to you tell your mother how crude some of my friends are. I just never paid attention before. I had no idea you were so embarrassed by me in front of your friends. Now I do."
"That's not true. I'm sorry Russ, and I didn't mean it."
"Fine Joyce. Let's just forget it. I'm very tired tonight, and I don't want to fight with you anymore. I'll stay in the guest room." With that, I walked past, down the hall to the spare room we kept for her parents when they came to visit.
We were cold to each other the remainder of the week until that night of the dinner. I had given up on trying to appease her and just accepted that she was no longer a part of helping me with the business. Not now that I knew how she felt. But you know what happened that night which brings us back to the present. Me leaving!
Leaving Eileen frantically trying to reach Joyce, I drove away and found a small, out-of-the-way motel with a vacancy sign. I checked in, taking a ground floor room with a king bed and a small kitchenette. It was $80 per night or $500 for the week, cash only. I took a week. I unpacked my clothes, hanging them up and using the drawers for the rest. Not too bad. At least it was clean and dry and the sheets looked decent. I checked out the bathroom and found it to be clean. I didn't need more.
I sat on the bed trying to decide what to do next. I was curious what Joyce would do when she came home. Actually, I was more than curious. Since I was still keyed up and restless, I decided to drive toward the house and wait just out of sight to see for myself. I left and drove over to the house, parking just down the street from my home. I saw that Eileen's car was still there and I could see the driveway and the front door, and the light from the streetlamp would let me see who was in the car when she came home. Her car was in the garage when I left so she had to be with someone. I settled down to wait.
It was only ten more minutes when I saw a car coming. I ducked down so the car appeared empty and allowed them to get past before rising back up. I watched the car pull into our driveway and come to a stop. The lights went out and I saw Joyce in the passenger side and a man in the other. I couldn't see clearly enough to see if it was Ron Mason but the car looked familiar.
Nothing happened for the next several minutes but I did see the curtains in the house pull back several times. Eileen must be waiting to talk to Joyce. Then I saw Joyce lean over and kiss the man. He put his arms around her and then they engaged in a kiss that seemed from my perspective to be more than a friendly goodnight. It continued and I wondered what was going to be next. I watched them, my anger building to a point that I was considering confrontation when the front door opened and Eileen came running down the drive.
She ran up to the car, pounded on the window until Joyce was forced to break the kiss. She turned to see Eileen and put the window down. Eileen was shouting at her, waving her arms, clearly agitated. Whatever she told Joyce finally got her excited and she pushed the car door open and ran toward the house with Eileen right behind, the man in the car forgotten. He got out of the car but simply stood there watching the two women. He appeared to be laughing but then got in his car and drove off.
It was less then a minute later when my cell phone began ringing. I looked at the caller ID to see it was Joyce calling from our home phone. I let it go to voice mail. It rang again a minute later and I saw it was Eileen's cell phone. How dumb did they think I was? Like I didn't know her number? I decided the best thing to do was just to turn the damn thing off. I sat there, my mind going back to what I witnessed and I felt the first tendrils of doubt in my love for Joyce. Only a few more and it would die.
I drove away and headed back toward the motel. I remembered seeing a lounge just across the street and that seemed like a good plan. I ended up staggering back to my room well past two in the morning feeling no pain. Joyce was just a faint irritation but nothing more. I slept the sleep of the just that night.
Chapter 2
The following morning I called my office and talked to Jerry McCain, my number two. I told him where I was and had him come over to the room. I asked him to bring the contracts that I had started the day before concerning the clients I met last night. He was curious but smart enough to just do as I asked. I called my attorney next, and asked for a meeting with him today if possible. He set it up for 1:30. Perfect for me.
When Jerry arrived, I filled him in on my personal problem and the meeting from the night before. He could handle the second and the first was none of his concern, but I told him so he would know why I wouldn't be around for the next few weeks. He agreed to handle everything for me as he had in the past when I traveled or went on vacation. He was good enough to forget what I told him about Joyce.
As he was leaving, he paused and then, "Boss, how about we blow up the bastard's house? Just a small gas explosion, happens all the time. Nobody but you and me would know anything."
"Thanks Jer, but not just yet. Maybe it'll come to that, then it'll be just you and me. Like before. Those were good times." Then I had a thought. "Why don't you have someone check the records to see what properties this shithead owns: might come in handy."
He smiled and left. He was serious and so was I.
My meeting with Saul Steinberg didn't go as easy. He was not happy with the plans to file for divorce. He had the stats on my business and my income and her income and he didn't like the way the figures added up. Any divorce would be filed as no fault. The state didn't care what my reasons were and they had no interest in infidelity. As a cause for divorce, it was a loser. Maybe I could cause her some distress if I went after her lover for alienation of affections but that was iffy at best. What if the lover had no money? A big loser. Saul wanted to know if we could patch it up and save me a whole lot of money.
I finally told him to prepare something and we could work on terms later. I asked him to set up two trust funds for the kids and the best way to fund them. I could file for custody or course. There infidelity would play some part but only if I could show she had terrible morals and exposed the kids to sex stuff. Not likely. I told Saul to call her and get her attorney's name just to let her know I kept my word. He agreed and said he would call later in the afternoon. I left to go back to my motel.
I went back to the lounge across the street and ordered a burger and a draft. I would stay sober now, my anger sated by the night before. From now on, I would be cool. I took a booth, turned on my cell and checked my call log. Seventeen calls from Joyce. As I scanned down the list, deleting them all, my cell rang. This time I answered.
"Hello?"
"Russell? Where the hell are you?" Screaming in my ear. I looked at the cell, snapped the flip closed. I'll be damned if I'll listen to that shit. I saw her last night. I know what she did and she knew exactly how I felt about it. I told her in no uncertain terms before she left that night. No doubt!
The cell rang twice more before I answered. "Yes?"
This time no screaming. "Russell, please tell me where you are. You didn't come home last night and I was worried. Where are you honey? Please tell me."
"Where were you last night Joyce? I told you what would happen if you did it and you went ahead and did it anyway. So, I left you, just as I promised. I told you Joyce, there were two choices. No third choice, but you didn't listen."
"Russell, honey, no. I just went out with some friends. Some girls from work. I was angry and just wanted someone to talk to. That's all. Honest babe. Now please just come home."
"Sorry Joyce. Lies aren't the best way to start this thing. I was sitting down the street when you came home. He was no girl and the kiss you gave him was not what you give the girls. It looked to me that it wasn't the first time either. You never were very good at lying Joyce. Saul will be calling you sometime today. Tell him who you want to represent you in the divorce."
With that, I hit end and held it long enough to turn off the phone. I was done talking to her lying face. My burger came then and I enjoyed it and the beer. I had another draft before heading back to the room. I called Jerry and got the rundown of what was going on. He told me about a job in Rio that someone wanted us to look at so I got the name and the number and made a call.
For the next day and a half, I just checked in with Jerry and Saul and found that Joyce was panicked and had been calling both almost hourly. She was now convinced that I was serious and she had no way to contact me. I hadn't given anyone my number at the motel and only Jerry knew where I was. I knew he would never tell Joyce. He didn't like Joyce much and never had. Never told me why, just avoided her as much as possible. Seems he was clairvoyant.



It had been four days since I walked out of the house. One of those days was spent with Saul and Jerry and the next three days were just me driving around the city, scoping out jobs and past work. I enjoyed the free time and the idea of retiring became more prominent in my thoughts. Saul and I had worked out a value for the business and it was well into seven figures: enough to let me retire in good shape even if I had to split it with Joyce. And Justin and Julie, our kids were taken care of with a trust fund Saul set up and funded. They would be fine regardless of the fight between Joyce and me.
On the fifth day, I decided to call Joyce and try to set up a time to talk to her. We had things to decide and we had to settle on custody of the kids. I was worried about that. I had called them twice and let them know that I was OK and just very busy. While I told Eileen I would file for full custody, I wasn't serious. Joyce was a great mother and they needed her more than they needed me. And Joyce would never put them in jeopardy. So I placed the call.
"Russell. Please don't hang up again. Please, I need to see you. Won't you let me talk to you and see if we can't put this behind us? Please Russ, come home."
"Actually Joyce, I think we do need to talk. I was wondering when would be a good time for me to stop by? Whenever is best for you."
"Anytime is fine with me. Now? Tonight? Anytime is good with me. I'm not working for a while. I've been here at home just waiting for you to call."
"Has Ron been there with you? Are the two of you still a thing?"
"Ron has never been here at the house. Except for that night you made him leave. And we're not a thing. That was my mistake and I'm sorry for that."
"Fine. I just don't want to run into any of your lovers when I stop by. How about tonight? Can you have your parents take the kids tonight?"
"Of course. About six? I could fix dinner."
"How about seven and don't fix dinner."
"OK, that's fine. Seven o'clock then."
I hung up, sat down on my bed and let the tears fall. Regardless of what she did, I loved her and that was not so easy to turn off. It couldn't be ended that easily.
When I arrived right at seven, she was waiting. The door opened even before I reached for it. She was standing there, looking a little frightened and nervous. She stood back and I entered. I walked into the kitchen and took a chair at the table. Joyce followed me in, walked over to the counter and fixed us coffee, mine plain with a touch of sugar, hers white. She set the cup in front of me and than sat down opposite me.
I noticed that she wasn't handling things very well. She looked tired, her hair brushed but without that luster it usually had. Her face was swollen and puffy: probably from crying. Sadly, I felt very little as I looked at her. I decided to start and then let the conversation go where it would.
"I've contacted Saul on the divorce. He has worked up some preliminary figures we should go over. I'd like to send them to your lawyer first though."
"No Russell! I don't want a divorce! I love you and I admit I made a big mistake. I'm sorry Russ, but don't let that mistake ruin our lives and our marriage!"
"I saw your mistake. That was no mistake! You initiated that kiss and from the looks of it, you were just finishing an active evening together. That was no mistake! You promised to get even with me and you used him to do it. I told you when I left what would happen. You told Eileen to tell me 'you were going to do whatever you wanted to and for me to learn to live with it'."
"I didn't do what you think I did. I was just angry with you and I wanted to teach you a lesson. I have been furious with you for what you did and I wanted to get even, but it went too far. I'm sorry! All that happened was the kiss. I didn't do anything else. Not what you think! Nothing more."
"I don't believe you Joyce. You had plans and I interrupted them, but after I left, you decided to go ahead and you called him. You 'got even', just like you promised, and now I'm doing exactly what I promised you I would do."
"No Russell, no! I'm sorry! I forgive you! We have to move past this for the sake of the kids. They don't deserve to pay for my foolishness. You were right: I have to forgive you and move on. I do, I forgive you. Please, drop the divorce and come home. Please!"
I watched her and I saw that she was frightened but I didn't believe her about her time with Ron Mason. Joyce was not the forgive and forget type. If she promised to get even, she got even. I saw some of it but not what really happened. I had my suspicions but no facts. And I had started this all with my foolishness, so, what should I do? I had to have time to find out what really happened.
"All right Joyce. Let me think about this. I'm not sure I believe you but I did start it. I'll tell Saul to hold up on the divorce while you and I try to work this out."
"Thank you Russ. You won't be sorry. We can work through this and get back to where we were. Come home now. Please?"
"Not tonight. I have some thinking to do and some decisions to make. I gave you two choices and you tried to make a third. Now I have to make my decision. I know I screwed up but I told you I was sorry and that I never planned it. You didn't believe me and you refused to listen to me until you 'got even'. Now you want to forgive me and have me come home. That makes me wonder just what you really did."
"No, I didn't do anything other than give him a kiss and I told you I was sorry about that. I just realized what it would be like to be without you. This week taught me a lesson. I don't want to be without you. Please, come home and let's start over."
"I'll call you. But tonight I don't want to be here. I have to go."
I left immediately before she could start another round of pleas. I had to think. I had to decide whether I believed her. I needed time alone. I headed back to my lounge and a few cold drafts to help.
It was two days before I decided to move back home and give it a try. Maybe Joyce had cheated on me but I didn't know for sure and that wasn't enough to make me give up on my marriage. If I screwed up and so did she, well maybe we were even. She defied me and pushed the limits but so what. I did love her and I didn't want my marriage to end, so in the end, I decided in favor of my family. Maybe I was wrong, but sue me.
Joyce was as good as her word. She didn't mention my cheating and went out of her way to make sure I knew she forgave me. I moved back in and the first night was almost like our honeymoon. We made love, had sex, made love again and finished with sex. The sex was wild and the love making was sweet. And that night was not the only one. We made love three times that first week back and for an old married couple, that was something unusual.
I went back to work and Joyce surprised me by quitting her job at the real estate firm. She told me she wanted to quit and I asked her why. She said she didn't want to see Ron Mason again and if she stayed she would see him every day. She said the memory of what almost happened was too much for her. I agreed but wondered if that was the real reason. The thought that kept running through my mind was that Joyce had given up too easily. I knew her well and I knew once she decided to do something, she would do it. Hell and high water would not stop her. She threatened to cheat on me to get even and she never made idle threats. I began to believe even more strongly that she had already done it.
With that in mind, there were a few things that I worked on after I moved back home. First was the value of the company. Saul and I put out a few feelers and got some firm estimates of what others would pay. The figure was well over four million dollars for the business, the guarantee of all open contracts and the good will we had established in the industry. We didn't have a lot of mortar and steel but we had knowledge and experience. Those were things money couldn't buy. But they did raise the price.
Next I met with Jerry and a few other top key people and discussed a possible sale. We worked out a leveraged buyout with Jerry and seven others becoming the new owners. We even went so far as to obtain letters of intent from several financial institutions. The price was lower than our best estimate but I would prefer to sell to Jerry and after all, he was as much a part of this company as I was. He was worth the difference. And loyalty was a part of it as well
Finally, I talked to Buddy Saragossa, a top security expert that we worked with occasionally. There were often instances where security was necessary to be sure the buildings we wanted to take down were empty and stayed that way. Vagrants liked to wander back into an empty building and were not very good at reading signs. Security had most wired for sound just before we were ready. We could hear someone breathing in some of those places. I made some arrangements with him.
It had been almost a month since I moved back home and I had to admit, things were going very well. Joyce had continued to be a loving wife and wonderful mother and being home helped her both in the kitchen and in the bedroom. Our sex life was still averaging three to four times a week with a lot of new stuff. Meals were more fun now with the kids and us talking and having fun.
I was feeling more secure but I had doubts and I wanted to be certain. I made arrangements with my security contact to come to the house one night when I took Joyce and the kids out for a meal. We went to a Pizza place and had pizza and cold drinks for all. The kids loved it and Joyce was glad of a night without having to cook. We were gone for almost two hours, more than the time needed by Buddy. Once we were home, I spent an hour or more just trying to spot what Buddy did but saw nothing. He was good, that's for sure.
It was almost two weeks before Buddy called me at the office. He wanted me to come over to his place. He had something I needed to hear. I told him I would be there in an hour. I sat at my desk, my heart pounding with fear. What did he have? Was it what I feared? Had she done it again? More thoughts like that ran around in my head and by the time I left, I had a stomach ache as well. But I had to go and I had to know for sure.
When I got there, Buddy led me into a small conference room equipped with several monitors and two large speakers. He had me sit at the table and walked over to a small control panel where he did something and then sat down next to me.
"What you are going to hear is a conversation your wife had with her sister. Eileen I believe her name is? That was from last night. Before that, there is nothing of interest. I had hoped that would continue but listen for yourself. We tapped your phones as you agreed and we have both ends of the conversation. I can move forward so that you can hear the important parts."
With that, he pointed a remote at the console and pushed a button.
"…and then after dinner, when we got in the car, he asked me to take a ride with him."
"What did you say? You didn't go with him did you?"
"Yes, I did. I was so angry with Russ that I just wanted to stay away longer. Dinner was fun and Ron is a great listener but it was over so quickly. I just wanted to stay away."
"Well, nothing happened did it? You didn't do anything with him?"
"We drove to the park on fifth and Concord. You know the one we take Justin and Julie too? We parked behind some empty cars. Ron and I just talked for awhile and then he pulled me against him and he kissed me. Hard! It was a great kiss!"
"Oh shit sis. Tell me you stopped there. Just a kiss? Nothing more? I hope you didn't risk your marriage over that asshole."
"No, we didn't stop there. He put his hand under my skirt and before I knew what was happening, he was fingering me. God, I was so wet and his fingers were driving me crazy. He had two of them inside me and I was having an orgasm with just that. I hadn't had sex with Russell for so long and this felt so good."
"Shit! Go on, what happened next?"
"I had an orgasm from his fingers and while I was still woozy from that, I found my hand on his thing. He had unzipped himself and pulled it out. I had my hand on it and God was it big! And hard! I couldn't stop myself. I started to jack him off right there."
"What did he do?"
"He made me stop, then he put his hand on the back of my neck and he pushed me down and I gave him a blow job. He was so strong, holding my head down on his cock. Honestly Eileen, it was mind blowing!"
I stood up and Buddy stopped the recording. I was feeling sick to my stomach. Buddy didn't say a word but took me by the arm and pulled me toward a closed door. He opened it to show me a bathroom. I went in, spewed my guts into a toilet and stayed there long enough to get the cramps to stop. I splashed cold water on my face and leaned over the sink trying to calm myself. I didn't want to listen to any more but I knew I had to. I walked back out to face Buddy and the rest of my wife's betrayal.
"Well Russ, need to listen to any more? It goes on and they do the whole thing. They end up in the back seat and stay there for over an hour. Just more of the same."
"I'll just take the recording and listen to it when I'm alone. I don't need to humiliate myself in front of you any more."
"Well no, but there is one more section you need to hear. No sex in that part. OK?"
"Sure. Fine! What the hell ever. Just do it."
Buddy put on a pair of ear buds, listened for a few seconds and then stopped. "Here it is. You need to hear this."
It started with Eileen talking to Joyce. "But why did you do it? Why the hell would you do that after Russ threatened you? Did you want to end your marriage?"
"No but see, that was the whole reason. He cheated on me and it made me so furious that I couldn't stand it. I know what he said: it was an accident and he was drunk and he didn't mean to do it. But so what? He did and I had to get even. Then he humiliated me in front of Ron that night so I was even madder. I was furious at him and I knew that I had to do something to get even with him.
"The only difference was that he couldn't know. But see, I would. I would know that I had fucked Ron Mason behind his back and he would never find out. I would have that secret for myself. Actually that's why I can accept Russ now, because of the first time in his car."
"But what if he finds out? What then?"
"What's he going to do, divorce me? He loves me as much as I love him. He would never do that. We love each other too much for a divorce. Anyway, he wouldn't do that because of Jason and Julie."
"I don't know sis. I heard him that night when he came home and you were gone. He didn't look like he was afraid of losing you. He was furious and he wanted you gone! Trust me. Don't ever let him find out."
"He won't. That's why I quit, so I wouldn't have to see Ron every day. I couldn't do that."
"That's good that it's over. I'm really worried for you if he finds out. You're going to lose an awful lot. Just let it go! Please! That's best."
"Who says it's over? The sex with him was absolutely fantastic. Probably better than with Russ. At least Ron is bigger. I'll probably do him at least once more."
Buddy stopped the recording and sat back. He was watching me for my reaction.
"Well, that about sums it up doesn't it? It's worse than I suspected."
I got up, testing my shaking legs and found that they would hold me up. I asked Buddy for the recording and he handed me a CD. I put it in my briefcase. I wanted to take it to Saul after I duped it at home.
I drove back to my office, spent a little time with a few more ideas and then drove home. I had some thinking to do, and some plans to make. As I listened to the words of my loving wife end our marriage, I knew what I wanted to do. It was all so simple now. Those words were the beginning of my acceptance that our marriage was over and that I didn't love her any more. Not really. I was still attracted to her but now that I knew the depth of her deceit and her betrayal and how she thought of our marriage, I felt the love die.
I pulled into the garage and walked into the house to be with my family. I would treasure these next few weeks knowing there would be no more. There would be no change in my behavior until I was ready. Until I was, I would play with my kids and spend as much time with them as I could and I planned on having sex with Joyce, but I would no longer make love to her.
Chapter 3
Joyce and I went on as if nothing was different. If she noticed the difference in the bedroom, she didn't comment, perhaps because she was trying very hard not to get into any discussions of her evening out. I also let it be since I didn't want to discuss it either. In that way, we spent three months as husband and wife, mother and father, but not as lovers. At least not from my part: I just treated her as I saw her now: a slut.
I continued to monitor the phones in the house using the equipment Buddy left for me. The only difference was that the recorder was now hidden in the garage in the corner of my tool rack. Joyce never went near the tools and Jason was forbidden to use them so it was safe there. And I could monitor it during my evenings pretending to be working on some project or other. After three months, Joyce had not mentioned Ron Mason again and I began to wonder what she was waiting for.
Then one evening as I reviewed the daily calls I found one that was more interesting. She had called Eileen to see if she could sit one day next week. She had plans to meet Ron Mason for dinner. When Eileen asked her if that was all, Joyce acted coy, giggling and making suggestive comments but she never came out and said she was going to let him screw her again. What surprised me the most was that Eileen tried so hard to convince Joyce to give up her idea of being with Ron again. I wondered why she would do it myself, since she always seemed to hate me. And what about Joyce? She had been walking on eggshells all this time. She never mentioned any of her coworkers from before and she never mentioned Ron by name. Why now? I decided to use this information to prod her a little.
My chance came during dinner the next evening. It was a Friday and I was home early for a change. I had been working very hard on some proposals and I had spent several evenings working at home. But now those estimates were almost complete and I could take some time off. Dinner was finished and Joyce and Julie were working on the dishes and Jason and I were drying. It was a routine we tried to maintain with the kids, making them part of the process. They didn't mind and we often talked about our plans and our days. This was what happened that night.
"Russ, do you have any plans for next Wednesday? I wanted to go out to dinner with some of the girls from Striker. I called Eileen and she can sit until you get home. I wouldn't be late and I would be leaving around 4:30 or so. Would you mind?"
"I didn't know you kept in touch with your old co-workers. What's up that you suddenly want to go to dinner with them? Some special occasion?"
Joyce seemed jumpy and apparently didn't care for answering questions since instead of answering, she struck back.
"Why is that a problem for you? I haven't been anywhere for the past three months since I quit my job there. I just wanted to see some of my friends. Do you have a problem with that?"
"No, I don't have a problem with it. Will Ron be there?"
Her reaction was just a little bit too quick and too angry to be convincing.
"Of course not. I said it was with the girls!" Her face was angry and she was looking down at the sink and the water, anywhere but at me.
Enough. She was just going to continue to lie, and thanks to the recording, of that I was certain. Joyce was a terrible liar and she got jumpy and fidgety when she did. This was a classic case and I had what I wanted to know. Even though I pushed her and made her nervous, she didn't consider stopping. I decided to give up. It just wasn't worth it.



"That's fine with me. I'll be home about the same time as usual and I'll relieve Eileen. You go and have fun."
I finished drying the dishes and went in to watch the news. I knew she planned on meeting Ron for dinner and then spending the evening with him. If he was smart, he would have a room waiting and he would take her there. I expected her to meet him at either the Ramada or the Holiday Inn: both had fairly nice restaurants and lounges. And rooms for rent. I wanted to check the recorder tonight since she would probably make a call to him soon, probably right after I went out to the garage.
Joyce came in after the kids went off to play video games in the playroom and sat down next to me. She leaned her head on my shoulder and rubbed my arm. I let her just to see what she would do.
"I'm sorry Russ. I know you still don't trust me much now, but honest, honey, it's just dinner with the girls. Ron will not be there because he wasn't invited. You can check if you want. The reservations are at the Ramada. In my name."
"It's not necessary. I don't want to have to check up on you every time you go out. If I have to do that, we don't have much of a marriage. I know I screwed up and I know you were angry so it's my fault you did what you did. I'm just happy it didn't go any further than that kiss. I can forgive that: especially since you've forgiven me. You have, haven't you?"
"Of course I have. I told you that and I hope I've shown you. We've had a lot of fun lately in the bedroom. I can tell you've forgiven me the way you make me feel."
"I have and I know that you would never betray me that way. You have too much love for your family to throw it away like that. I made a mistake but it shouldn't cost us our marriage and our life together. I just wish I had the strength and integrity you showed by controlling what you did with Ron. I trust you completely now."
The immediate tensing of her body would have been a dead giveaway but when her hand stopped rubbing my arm for that split second, it was enough to convince me that she was definitely going to cheat on me. All I had to do now was wait till she made it a reality.
"Thank you for your trust. I won't let you down." Her hand resumed its rubbing but she was quick to lean away from me. It was so obvious she was lying to me, and I wasn't sure how she could act so loving after the words I said. She had to be one cold hearted bitch. Why had I never seen this before?
I let it pass and just let her feel she had put my worries to rest. It's too bad Joyce wasn't smarter. We might have been able to save our life together and make our marriage last. But she was too self centered and too dumb to understand that what I did and what she did were two different things. While I was sorry and would never do it again, she was pleased at what she did and planned to repeat it. Her anger made her blind to her actions. She justified her actions by blaming me.
As I suspected, Joyce got on the phone right after I went into the garage and shut the door. I watched the light come on, the recorder start, and waited. It took just five minutes before it went out. The call was finished. Joyce would be putting the kids to bed right about now so I pulled the recorder, rewound it to the beginning of the call and listened.
"Hello?"
"Hi Ron. It's Joyce."
"Hi babe. I've been waiting for you to call. Are you ready to get together again? I can't wait to see you again."
"Well that's what I was calling for. I'll be free from 4:30 or so Wednesday. I've made reservations at the Ramada for dinner and I was hoping you could meet me there."
"Why bother with dinner. I'll get a room and we can spend the whole evening in bed with each other. I have some ideas how we can pass the time."
"Sounds like fun to me. Last time was fantastic so I hope you can top it Wednesday."
"Don't you worry. You'll be taken care of. Trust me. I'll make you scream just like last time."
"I'll hold you to that. I'll meet you in the lobby at 4:25 or so. We'll have about two hours or a little more. See you then."
That was the conversation. There was little more, confirming the date and reminiscing about that night she committed her first adultery. She lied to me about the dinner and about Ron, and she did it deliberately, knowing what she planned to do. This wasn't payback. This was just Joyce planning to make me the poor cuckold waiting at home with the kids while she fucked her lover. This was Joyce getting the upper hand on me and making her feel better about herself. She would feel superior now, having something secret from me. This was Joyce at her worst. I knew her well, but I never suspected she had this kind of anger and viciousness inside her. This was way too much for a loving relationship. If this was what I could expect if I made her angry, we had no future.
I slid a CD into the end of the recorder and pushed the copy button. Her conversation was copied directly to the CD, the time and date added and when it was completed I ejected it and put it in a sleeve to add to those I already had. Saul would get a copy Monday.
The weekend passed with no more phone calls and no more lies. Except when she said she loved me during our Saturday night fuckfest. Again, there was no love involved from my part, but she didn't even notice. She was probably thinking of her upcoming tryst with Ron so she was so hot she didn't even notice that I shot my load not even caring if she climaxed. When I was done, I just rolled over and went to sleep. She did the same.
Monday I arrived at the office, called Jerry in to review our plans. I had established an identity and bank accounts in the name of Juan Ramirez, a Mexican national. It cost me over ten thousand dollars but I had all the identification records I needed, including a Mexican passport and identification number. I even had a fake identity card and drivers license in that name and since I spoke fluent Spanish, no one questioned me. It's amazing what you can get with money. All funds in that account would be with the Bank of Mexico branch in New York City. Mr. Ramirez would have access to those funds in the lovely land of Mexico. Using the fake identity, I opened the account and deposited the sum of $1,000 to activate it.
On Tuesday I called Saul, and Jerry and I went to see him. Saul gave me the name of an attorney who would take it from here. This was necessary since I didn't want Saul involved in what was going to happen. I had made arrangements with Jerry to sell the company to him for a price, but the price was to be kept in a separate file, available only to him and his partners. There would be two transaction records, one going to Saul and one going to Jerry who would keep it private for the immediate future. We had worked out the deal some time ago and now just had to activate it.
Jerry and I went to the office of the new attorney. Once there, we transferred money from a holding account set up for Jerry and the seven others I had offered the company to, to the account of Juan Ramirez. The amount was two million, five hundred thousand US dollars. The attorney prepared a receipt for the transferred funds and gave it to Jerry along with a signed transfer of ownership from me to Mr. Ramirez for 80% of Cranston Demolitions, Inc.
Once that was completed, we went back to see Saul who then transferred money from the same account to an account in my name in a local bank. That transfer was for $350,000, the amount on those ownership papers. Buried deep in the paperwork was a statement that this transferred 20% of the company in my name to Jerry. This time, the receipt was attached to the deed for the building housing my company and all stocks and funds in the corporate accounts. My name was removed from the ownership records and was replaced with Jerry's name and his articles of incorporation. Jerry and his new corporation were now the owners of Cranston Demolitions, Inc. Saul actually knew only about this transfer so he could swear that this was the amount of the deal.
I gave Saul the CDs I had prepared and left with Jerry to return to the plant and make the transfer final. We called in the top men and told them the transfer was complete. As of that moment, I was unemployed and no longer boss. It was sad but it was also time. I built this company from nothing, but now it was someone else's responsibility. After a quick round of congratulations, I left to finish my plans.
I checked with the Bank of Mexico branch in New York and got my balance. It was all there and would be confirmed by end of business today. Tomorrow, Wednesday, Juan Ramirez would be a multimillionaire. He already owned a beautiful home in Puerto Vallarta, a 1987 fully restored 45' Gulfstar Hirsh sailboat, and a staff of three was waiting for him to fly home. I fully intended to do just that as soon as possible.
I felt good as I drove home that night. I had sold my company to Jerry and his corporation for $2,850,000 but only $350,000 would show on the second set of transfer of ownership records that I now had. The remaining money was in another person's name with no way to trace it to me. Jerry was covered since he had the receipts for 100% of the company at the full sales price. So as far as all records were concerned, the $350,000 was the amount I received. I had openly deposited that in my account.
The remaining money was out of the country legally and not traceable in any divorce actions. Saul was preparing my net worth for the upcoming divorce so he counted the $350,000 as my share of the business. That was added to my share of the home and properties. The rest of the money was gone and Joyce would never see it. The way I saw it, since it was part of our plans for retirement and she had decided to go her separate way by cheating on me with Ron Mason, she had no claim on that money any longer. I offered her a choice: divorce or forgiveness. If she had chosen divorce, I would have given her a fair share of all we had. I was at fault and I would have accepted that. But not this way. She threw it away by her decision to screw someone else, just to get even with me. And she had lied to me about the first time anyway and wanted to continue it. So, our plans suddenly became my plans and no longer included her.
I truly made love with Joyce that night, knowing it would be the last time for me. I had loved her for far too long to just forget and I gave it my all and brought her to a screaming climax four times. I did it all thanks to that little blue pill I got from Jerry earlier. It was a night she wouldn't soon forget and it would give lover boy Ron a goal to shoot for. One he wasn't likely to get the chance to meet.
Wednesday morning, Joyce was especially loving as she got me off to work. I knew what made her so happy and I felt a wave of sadness wash over me. I had loved her for so long that the end was more difficult than I expected. But she left me no choice. While I could stop her by disclosing what I knew, it would change nothing. The intent to cheat was clear and she would do it eventually just to get even with me for stopping her this time. Joyce had made her position clear in the calls to Eileen and Ron.
I dropped my car off with Saul and would take a cab to the airport where I made my reservations in my own name for a flight to Rio for later that evening. Once there, I planned to take an undocumented private flight back into Mexico and to my new home. I had time to kill so I spent it with Saul to review the final documents. The divorce papers were finalized and would be delivered to Joyce first thing Thursday morning. I went over the terms, making sure Joyce got all of the money in the bank accounts, now over $400,000. The trust funds for the kids were already fully funded and the money I left Joyce would satisfy any and all requirements for raising them. She would probably have to go back to work with her lover to remain comfortable, but so what. In addition, I would place money in an account that would pay Joyce $5,000 a month in child support that would continue as long as all needs for my children were met and she remained single. Once she married again, or the kids turned 18, the support would stop.
It was hard to do that and I struggled with it until it was all final. The worst part was leaving my kids, but I had little choice. I wrote a letter explaining what I was doing but not why. I just told them that their mother and I had decided that we could no longer live together so I had to leave. I promised to stay in touch with them and that sometime in the future, we would visit and they could stay with me for a while if Joyce permitted.
My real problem was that the money was in Mexico and in Juan Ramirez's name so that meant I had to stay away in order to enjoy it. Maybe some time in the future, I would find some way to visit them and even to have them come to Mexico to spend some time on the boat and at my villa. Some way existed and I would find it. If I let Joyce know where I was, she would be so bitter she would come after me somehow. That I couldn't chance.
I had lunch and made some calls to friends, telling them I was going to be out of the country for a time and letting them know I would call them later when I returned. Not likely but that established my planned absence. I spent the rest of the afternoon in a small bar and grill and had enough to make me loose but not enough to make me crazy. I bided my time. I had one more thing to do before I left for the last time.
When the clock behind the bar showed 5:00, I walked into the phone booth at the back of the bar, closed the door and dialed the Ramada. I asked for Mr. Ron Mason's room and told the operator that he was hard of hearing so to let the phone ring. She confirmed that he was there and put the call through and I waited.
Finally it was answered on the eighth ring. "Hello! Who the hell is this?"
Oh shit. His voice was hard to hear since he was breathing so hard. He sounded out of breath. Poor Ron was pulled off from fucking my wife and he was pissed. Too bad.
"Hi Ron. This is Russell Cranston and I'm warning you right now not to hang up. If you do, my ass will be up to your room and you don't want that. Now, I believe you're fucking my wife Joyce right about now. I want you to put her on the phone please."
There was silence from the other end until I heard the angry voice of my wife in the background ask Ron who it was. He hissed something to her and I waited.
"Look, I don't know what the hell you're talking about. I'm here by myself. I don't have any fucking idea of where your wife is. You're making a big mistake asshole!"
"No, you're the one who made the mistake, asshole. Ask my wife about my background. She'll confirm what I'm going to tell you. Now, you listen very closely and listen good. If you don't put my wife on the phone this fucking minute, I'm going to come up to your room and break your fucking neck. I warned you once before what would happen and you didn't listen that time but trust me, I'm angry enough to do both of you now. So put her cheating ass on the phone and hope to hell I don't come after the two of you anyway."
Again silence but I could tell he was covering the mouthpiece while telling her what I said. I just waited, knowing Joyce would know I wasn't joking. I thought I heard a muffled scream, then I heard sounds of clothing and rustling bed springs before Joyce came on.
"Listen Russell, this isn't what you think it is. I know it looks real bad but we're just talking, catching up and that's all. I'll come home right now and we can talk. It's not what you think honey, so please believe me, OK? I'll be home in a few minutes Russ and we can make this all go away. It's not what you think honey, it's really not."
"Oh I'm sorry Joyce but it's exactly what I think it is. I tapped our phones and I heard you making plans with your asshole lover to meet at the Ramada. I heard you telling Eileen about the first time with him and how fantastic it was. Remember when you told her it was even better than sex with me? I know it all Joyce and I told you what would happen. Now it's too late for any more of your lies."
"No Russ! Please baby! I'm sorry, so sorry. I'll come home right now and I'll never do this again. Ron is nothing to me. I love you, just you. Please wait for me. I'll leave right away and I'll be home in a few minutes. Please Russ, wait for me."
"Sorry Joyce. Saul will contact you tomorrow morning with the terms of the divorce. As for me, you won't see me again. I want nothing more to do with you. I tried Joyce, I really did. I apologized for my mistake and promised it would never happen again. I did all I could do but it wasn't enough. You had to get even with me. Well, congratulations. You did and in a big way. You win Joyce! You win it all!"
"Russ! What about the children? Can you leave them? You can't walk away from them. They love you and they'll miss you. Can you be that cruel?"
"I don't see you worrying about them now Joyce. Did you think of them while you were fucking Ron Mason? Did you call out their names when he rammed his cock into you? Don't try to blame me Joyce. You fucked up our marriage. All you had to do was forgive me. That's all. But you couldn't do it. Your temper made you crazy."
I heard her now, crying hysterically as she tried to stop me from saying what she didn't want to hear. I heard her screaming at poor Ron, telling him to get out and stay out. Poor guy. He just took what she offered and risked nothing. He thought he was the only smart one in the whole bunch of us. But he forgot that he was warned and didn't listen. He would pay for that mistake.
"I'll call the kids and tell them why I left. You tell them whatever you want. But I promise you that you had best take very good care of them Joyce, or I'll come back to see you and you won't like that. And I want none of your lovers in that house. I've made arrangements to have someone keep an eye on you, so don't make me mad, Joyce. Don't! You know what I'm capable of doing. Remember it.
"I'm leaving the country tonight and you'll not hear from me again. All contact from this point forward will be through Saul. Goodbye Joyce."
As she was screaming at me to wait, I hung up. One final phone call to Jerry, then I was finished with Joyce and all of this shit. An hour after my call to Joyce, I was on my way to the airport and three flights and less than ten hours later, I was in my new home.
A week later, I received a copy of the local paper from home in my villa in Puerto Vallarta detailing the explosion and complete destruction of several buildings in the north part of town which happened two days after I left the country. According to the paper, each appeared to be a gas leak which was somehow ignited, setting off a huge explosion. Fortunately, no one was injured in any of the explosions. The article went on to say, 'The buildings were owned by Ron Mason, a local realtor and foul play is suspected. When asked for a comment, Mr. Mason considered the acts to be a deliberate act by a local demolitions expert but had no proof that was the case. According to investigators, the man in question was out of the country and could not have been responsible. The explosions have been ruled intentional by arson investigators and Mr. Mason is the only suspect. Charges are expected to be filed today by the District Attorney. If convicted, he faces thirty years in jail.' I read the article several times and couldn't help laughing each time. God bless Jerry!
Saul contacted me several times with requests from Joyce to have me call her or give her a means of contacting me but I told Saul to let her know I had no desire to talk to her. She threatened to fight the divorce but Saul told her he had possession of several CDs of conversations confirming her intent to commit adultery and if she persisted in fighting the divorce, he would make those records public for the courts and change the reasons for divorce from irreconcilable differences to infidelity and alienation of affection. He also mentioned a plan to sue her company for failing to enforce morals violations. She and Ron Mason would be named as co-conspirators. She dropped her resistance and the divorce went through. It took only 60 days uncontested. I counted each one of them.



Epilogue
I drove to the small private airport a few miles from my villa to meet the plane which was due at 2:00 that afternoon. I parked my car, walked into the small building that acted as a terminal and checked the time. I nodded to several of the patrons who knew me. I was just a little early but that was fine. I got a Corona from the bar and found a seat near the window where I could watch for incoming planes.
The kids were on a private flight booked out of Mexico City and bound for this little private airport. This was the third time they made this trip and Joyce understood the rules of my visitation specified she not be present. As far as she knew, they were in Mexico City where I was supposed to live now. I would pick them up and spend the week with them. Jason and Julie were aware of where I actually lived and why I had to play this little charade. Jason was almost eighteen now and could actually live with either of us but he wanted to go to school in the states and I understood. Julie was sixteen and really wanted to stay with her mom. I had no issues with either of them. I just wanted them to know me and know I still loved them. But I didn't want Joyce knowing anything about me or my life here.
The first time they came, Joyce's sister Eileen was with them. At first I was angry and worried that she would find out the truth and ruin my first visit with my children but after talking to her, I changed my mind. She was not angry with me and didn't blame me for leaving Joyce as I did. She told me that she was glad I had, that Joyce needed the shock of losing me to make her see what she was doing. After talking privately with my kids, I decided then that she should be a part of these visits from then on.
After the first visit, when I swore them to silence after bringing them here to my villa, Jason and Julie were delighted to keep my secret from their mother. Part of that was because they knew why I divorced Joyce and resented her for it, but I knew it was also that they loved the boat, the horses that I kept nearby, the villa with its staff of three ready to please two teenagers, and the fact that their dad was a wealthy gringo. At home, they were sworn to contact me only by cell and only when they were away from Joyce. We made a pact and we all kept it. As for Eileen, she also agreed but we had a special agreement, one she seemed happy with.
The plane landed, they departed and ran to the terminal where they knew I was waiting. It was great seeing them all and I stood, ready to give them hugs and kisses. I met them at the door and it was as if time simply melted away and it was just yesterday that I had them here with me. That was if I didn't notice that Jason had grown another two inches and added ten pounds to his lean frame and Julie looked more like a young woman rather than a child. They greeted me and ran to grab their simple luggage. I kept clothes for them at the villa and they could buy what they needed for their week stay. I watched them go with the pride of a father.
I turned to their traveling companion. "Any trouble on the trip? Joyce is still convinced you are in Mexico City?"
"Yep. I told her we would be out and about so to call me on the cell. It's the only number she has and while she hates it, she knows she has no choice. That way, she'll have no idea where we really are. Satisfied?"
"Perfect. Although I doubt it would make any difference now that it's been almost two years since I left. How's she doing by the way?"
"Not much better. She's still trying to convince herself that you'll be coming back soon. She's going to wait for you Russ, you know that. She doesn't date, she goes to work at that new place and comes home and spends all her time with the kids. She never goes out and has no real friends. She has no life."
"This is the life she chose. This is what she wanted when she decided that Ron's cock was bigger than mine and she liked it better."
"She knows that was a huge mistake and she has been going to counseling for the past two years trying to learn how to control her anger. Revenge was what she wanted, not Ron Mason. Or his big cock."
"Maybe, but how about you? What do you want? What's on your mind?"
"You know what's on my mind. I know for a fact that it's big and hard and much better than Ron Mason's. And I fully expect you to give it to me after the kids get to sleep. Am I sleeping in the same room? The one next to you with the connecting door?"
"Absolutely! And I'll try to meet your expectations. And you probably won't be sleeping much tonight or the next few nights. That's a promise."
"I'll expect you to keep your promise."
Just then the kids came running back carrying three overnights. Jason set one down for me to carry.
"Here's Aunt Eileen's bag pop. You get to carry this one." With a wink and a knuckle rap, my son Jason let me know that he was fully aware of our little secret. Mine and Eileen's. It seems she never hated me as I thought, she was just jealous of her younger sister. I never knew.
Am I happy now? I don't know yet. Time will tell. Even though I see them as often as I can, I do miss my kids and I do miss Joyce. After all, she was my only love for almost eighteen years. And Eileen? She and I are just together for the sex and our relationship isn't going anywhere. She knows it and so do I. She wants me to go back to Joyce but she knows I can't do it, at least not now, if ever. And there are some very cute women here who would just love to meet the handsome gringo who lives in the villa on the hill and help him forget the American woman. I just might let them.
Ask Joyce: Consequences are a bitch!
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Consequences-Maxine
Prologue
I checked the parking lot from the steps of the city/county complex where I stood once more, to be sure his truck was still there. I knew that he had arrived a few minutes ago and he should be good for another ten to twenty minutes before leaving, but I wanted to be sure. Her phone call to him just said she wanted to talk to him about my trip. He was probably bellied up to the counter and talking to her right this minute. Making plans for tonight when I would supposedly be out of town for two days. Two days for them to get it on. Yes, he would stay and talk to her: I was just nervous, and if truth be told, also a little excited. I just wanted this thing to go as planned.
It was important for it to be just right since I had been planning this now for almost two weeks. I looked again for John's car and this time was rewarded with the sight of his classic Mustang convertible pulling in to the parking lot, the smoke from the exhaust signaling its presence. It was a piece of junk to me, but a beloved classic to him and now the bearer of important news.
John parked, pulled his massive bulk awkwardly out of the too-small car, reached back inside to grab a worn briefcase and then, slamming the door twice to get it to stay shut, walked toward me. The blinding white teeth in his coal black face showed him smiling, and it was all I needed to see to allow me to return it. He raised the briefcase in triumph as he climbed the steps to where I was standing. He reached me, pulled out a sheaf of papers and, handing them to me, laughed.
"It's cooked: her goose that is. It's all here and just what you wanted. Junior is right behind me with his copies. The cops are right behind him and they agreed to follow his lead. Just a few mo' minutes and you get what you wanted."
I took the papers he gave me, checked to be sure they were what I expected, and then smiled back at him.
"Perfect! Junior has the official copies? For both of them?"
"He's got 'em both. Just as you wanted. Relax Bob; it'll be over very quick."
As I nodded, he took a last chance to ask me "Are you sure Bob? Are you damn sure this's what you want? There's still time to change your mind. Be sure!"
"Yes, I'm sure. I'm very damned sure!"
Our Life Till Now
Maxine Gray and I were married sixteen years ago this month. We met and fell in love in high school and then dated off and on through college. I went to Ohio State and she went to Mount Union near Youngstown. We both dated others during college but we always reconnected during the holidays. We both graduated in 1989 and moved back to our home town of Toledo. Maxine had a degree in accounting and got a job working for the city in the auditor's office. I was an engineer and I went to work for my dad in his construction business. My degree was in civil engineering so I began to slowly take over his job with the idea of him retiring and me eventually running the whole thing. That was fine with me, since I had always wanted to do what he did: run my own company and build things.
My name is Bob Underhill. My dad's business is Underhill Construction and he concentrates mainly on industrial construction. He rarely bothers with small jobs and bids only on those that will keep him working for years. Those were the big ones and there were plenty of them around. When I graduated, he started me working on the bids: the part of the job that made us successful. A good bid was necessary to making a profit and to getting a foot in the door: too high, no chance in hell, too low, good chance to work but a sure loss of profit. A good bid would open the door for the job and for a lot more down the road. I learned from a pro.
Maxine and I were dating and as we both settled into our jobs, talk of marriage was inevitable. We danced around it for several months but I finally asked her to marry me one sunny day in May. She accepted, we planned for a September wedding and our life as a couple began the day in 1991 when we pledged our love and devotion to each other for the rest of our lives. We took a week long honeymoon in Hawaii where we learned that sex was something we both enjoyed. I was surprised to find she was fairly wild in bed. Once she found out that she liked it, she was anxious to try everything she had read about or heard from some of her friends at work. I was happy to go along with her exploration and we did everything I could imagine at least once.
When we returned and started our life as a married couple, we continued to have sex as often as we had the strength and things became comfortable to us. We were in love and our lives were almost perfect. We planned on a family later once we felt secure in our lives but in the meantime we had fun.
We had been married for five years when one night as she was riding me like a cowgirl in bed, I reached up to pinch her nipples between my fingers as she liked and asked her a question. "Do you want kids? And if you do, how many?"
She looked at me, her eyes glazed over with lust, and nodded her head affirmatively. She grabbed the hands pinching her nipples, pushed them hard against her breasts as she began bouncing harder and faster. "Oh God, I'm cuming. I'm cuming so hard!" I watched her face as it twisted in pleasure and humped my hips up to assist her orgasm and to urge my own which was just on the verge. She threw her head back, let out a small scream of pleasure, and I felt her muscles squeezing my cock as her orgasm roared over her. That brought mine on and I let go, pulses of semen flooding her insides.
She stayed that way for several minutes as her orgasm peaked, then began to subside. She loved this position since it gave her full control. I was along for the ride but it was a ride I thoroughly enjoyed. I loved to see her this way, her face flushed with pleasure and contentment and her eyes glazed with passion. She looked at me, a smile on her lips as she finally moved off me to collapse beside me.
"God, that was wonderful. I love you Bobbie. I truly love you." She reached over to kiss me tenderly, one hand sliding down my body to take my cock in her hand and the other gently placed on my cheek. Her eyes told me she was being truthful.
"And yes I want kids. I think we should begin as soon as possible. Your job is secure with your dad and I have my choice of a lot of assignments. I could work till I got pregnant, take time off to have our baby and then go back when he or she was old enough to put into day care. That's what you were thinking?"
Actually it was exactly what I was thinking and I told her. As I was telling her how much I wanted kids, she was working on my suddenly aroused cock and bringing it back to life. "Well, it's too late tonight since I'm still on the pill but I can stop in two weeks. Till then, we have to practice. And practice. And practice."
Each sentence was punctuated with her hand squeezing me until I was almost as hard as if I had never cum. She continued with her hand, bringing me off that way as she kissed my face, my neck, my chin, my chest. She brought me to a second climax that way that was as intense as any I had earlier. When I recovered and indicated I would do the same for her, she just laughed and said she was so tired she just wanted to sleep in my arms.
Max stopped her pills on schedule and we began our quest for the all American family. It took almost five months but finally she was pregnant. Our first child, Tiffany Ann, was on the way. We named her Tiffany after Max's mom and Ann after mine. Max did all the right things to make sure she and the baby were healthy and when Tiff was born, she was perfect. And Max made a super mother. She took care of all three of us and life was wonderful. Tiffany grew quickly and when she turned three, Max began to look into daycare. She found a great place: she and I vetted it and pronounced it OK. Tiffany started soon after and Max went back to work.
When Tiffany Ann turned four, we decided to go for a second child. Our sex life had climbed back to where it was before Max got pregnant and I hesitated to give that up but it was time. We began, practicing as often as we could until Max announced that we were going to have our second. I was pleased and excited and told her that we had to get as much sex in before she started to get uncomfortable. She agreed and we made love as often as we had before, but now with a little more urgency. That was when we discovered several new things that we enjoyed and added to our repertoire.
We found out that this one was going to be a boy and that made both of us quite happy. We wanted one of each and had decided to continue until we had both boys and girls. Now we would be the perfect family: husband and wife and two children; one of each. We waited for our new addition and were delighted when he came, healthy and happy. We named him Leif Thomas, after my father and hers. Life was perfect!
As Leif grew, Max stayed home and took care of both of our kids but after Leif turned two and a half Max was ready to go back to work. I had no problem with that and she began to get things ready. It was about that time that my perfect life got just a little less perfect. We got new neighbors. Tom and Christine DeMint moved in next door and for some reason, Christine and Max quickly became good friends. I liked Tom but he and I never got to the point of best friends. Tom was a banker and he and I shared few interests. But Christine and Max became close and soon Christine would be at our place when I came home or I would find Max next door, talking and drinking coffee with Christine. It wasn't like it was a problem but for some reason, I found Christine to be someone I distrusted on sight. I had no reason for that but it was true nevertheless.
Maxine went back to work at the City complex and was now working in the building permit department. That wasn't too bad since I would see her fairly often when I went in for some permit or other requirement. Things settled back in, Max was back to her sexy self and our love life was full and rich. We celebrated our fifteenth wedding anniversary and life seemed great. For a while.
Unbeknown to me, trouble started when Christine talked Max and me into giving a party to invite some of our friends over to meet her and Tom. I had no problem with the idea and I agreed to invite some of my construction friends over. Christine had a short list of people she and Tom knew and the party was arranged. We set aside one Saturday afternoon and planned a barbecue. I took the kids over to Grandma and Grandpa for the afternoon and the party was on.
We had a good turnout and I introduced Christine and Tom to many of my friends. I took the time to include Max since she had not met a lot of them. Things were going great until I noticed Sam Fontaine, a trucking contractor that I worked with sometimes. I hadn't invited him so I wondered how he got here. I didn't care much for Sam. His reputation for working around the law was pretty well known and I knew he had the reputation of a ladies' man, not caring much if they were married or available. He was talking with some of the ladies and I figured he would be taking names while here.
It was some time later when Max came over to me and pulled me aside to ask "Who is that good looking man in the leather jacket and tight jeans? He's hot!"
"That's Sam Fontaine and stay away from him. He's never met a woman he wouldn't screw. Married or single, makes no difference to him. He's a real piece of work."
"Why'd you invite him if you don't like him?" She didn't seem to believe me. Not surprising since she didn't know him.
"I didn't and I have no idea who did. But he's here." I started to go back to the grill but Max was having none of that.
"Introduce me and Chris. I want to meet him and see what's so hot about him. See what the ladies see in him. Come on." She pulled me toward Chris and once she got there, she corralled her as well and started toward Sam. I had little choice but to follow.
"Hey there Bob. Heard you were throwing a party. Connie invited me to come along. Hope you don't mind?" Sam was talking to me but looking at Christine and Maxine. His smile was pretty big and I wanted to punch his face in but I had no reason.
"Sure Sam. No problem. I want you to meet Maxine, my wife, and her friend Christine DeMint from next door. Ladies, meet Sam Fontaine."
Introductions made, I moved away and went back to my grill. I watched them from the corner of my eye as I continued to provide the burgers and hot dogs while Tom took care of the drinks. Things were going pretty well and I forgot about Sam and the ladies as I got dragged into a conversation. It was almost an hour later when Max came back to stand beside me and help with the food. I noticed that she kept looking over toward Sam frequently but gave it little thought. The party was in full swing and I had little time.
Later that afternoon when people were stopping to say thanks as they left, I looked again for Maxine and found her standing off to one side talking with Sam. They seemed to be involved in something rather serious as they were talking quietly and standing very close. I didn't care much for that and called over to Maxine to come help me.
Max looked at me, stepped back away from Sam and then said something more before walking toward me. I was distracted by another couple leaving and when I looked again, Sam was gone and Maxine was talking to Christine. I saw nothing much after that and the party broke up with people heading home to pick up their kids. Tom and Christine were helping to clean up and we were able to go inside before it got dark. The party seemed to be a success and Tom said he had met several people who he thought would be worth inviting over. We said our goodnights and they went home while we went inside.
Maxine said very little the rest of the evening, cleaning up leftovers, washing dishes, filling several trash bags with paper plates and cups. I went in and sat down in my chair to relax my feet. Standing at that grill all day had done a number on my feet. I think I fell asleep almost as soon as I sat down since I remembered nothing much until Maxine woke me later to go up to bed. I followed her, dragging but contented.
I went to bed, thinking Max would be as tired as I was and would want nothing more than to sleep for hours but I was wrong. As soon as the light went out, she attacked me, her hands all over me and her mouth working its way down my body, promising a warm wet haven for my quickly hardening cock. Before I knew what was happening, Maxine had me hard and raging. She threw one leg over my body and raised herself up directly over my now throbbing erection. She lowered herself down, already wet and ready. She sank down all the way, then rose back up and began the process of fucking me. I reached for her breasts as I always did in this position and she grabbed my hands to crush them against her chest. Her head was thrown back and she was moving rapidly up and down, up and down, moving faster and faster, her breath coming in gasps. She was ready, not wasting any time with foreplay. I held on as her climax approached and watched her as her body reacted in pure lust.
When she came down from her high, her breathing slowing and her chest no longer heaving, I looked at her face. Her eyes were still closed, her face still showing signs of passion. I was confused, not understanding where this surge of sexual lust had come from. I wasn't concerned at that time, just confused. She often reacted this way to some of the things we did, but tonight she was already aroused before coming to bed. That was what was bothering me.
"Max, baby, what was that all about? Where did that come from?" I was laying there, on my back, my own climax forgotten when she came. She had not bothered to wait for me or to ask about me. That was unusual as well.
She looked at me in surprise and then her face turned red in embarrassment. She slid off me, rolled over and sat up on the side of the bed with her back to me and I was surprised to see that she was crying. I sat up myself, reached for her only to have her stand up and move away from me. She didn't reply but went into the bathroom and closed the door. I sat there confused and worried. I decided she wouldn't welcome me if I tried to go to her so I just rolled over and lay back down. It must have been twenty minutes or less before I was asleep.
Sunday morning came and I woke to the sound of Leif and Tiff playing one of their games. I looked at the clock to see it was almost ten in the morning and I had slept straight through. I pushed myself up and went in to take a shower and try to get my legs under me. Half an hour later, I walked downstairs to find Maxine and Christine sitting at the kitchen table talking quietly. As I walked in, they stopped and Maxine rose to get me a cup of coffee. I sat down, Christine watching me but saying nothing. Ordinarily I would welcome that but this morning, it seemed ominous.
Max put the cup down in front of me, looked over at Chris who then rose and left. Max waited until she was gone before speaking. "I'm sorry about last night. You must have thought I was crazy. It was all a big mistake." She walked around the table and sat down opposite me.
"What do you mean, mistake? I'm lost." I needed the caffeine but I doubted that would give me any enlightenment.
"Chris and I and some of the girls were having fun and making jokes. We were being silly and talking about our husbands and about sex. I just got a little horny and jumped you when we went to bed. I just sort of lost it and never even thought about you. I'm so sorry honey, I really am. I was so embarrassed I just went in the bathroom and tried to calm down. When I finally came out, you were asleep."
I thought about that, decided there was more to it but that Max obviously wanted to forget it so I let it go. "Aw, that's all right Max. It was fine. I was so damned tired I don't think I would have enjoyed it anyway. No harm, no foul."
"Good. I'll make it up to you tonight. You can count on that big boy." She was now happy that whatever it was no longer seemed to be a problem. Maybe not. Then again maybe it was.
Nothing more happened until a week later when Max asked me if I would have any objection to her going out with Chris for some drinks and conversation. They were going to invite a couple of the other women Chris met and just try to establish some contacts. She said they would just be gone a couple of hours and if I could watch the kids she would be so grateful. I didn't understand it then of course, but that was the day my life changed for the worse.
"Sure honey. It might be good for you to make some new friends." Other than Chris is what I was thinking to myself. I still didn't trust her.
"Good. I think I'll call Chris and set it up for Thursday night. Is that OK?"
"Fine with me. I'll do something with the kids to keep us occupied while you're out having fun." I smiled to show I was just kidding. She returned the smile but not with the enthusiasm I expected. Maybe she was worried at how I was taking it. Well, OK then. It wouldn't hurt to let her know I didn't have to like her going out without us.
Thursday night came and Max dressed conservatively for her evening out. I don't think I ever described Maxine. She was cute, with short dark hair and green eyes. Her face was sort of round with high cheek bones and a small dimple in her chin. She was short, only about 5' 2" and never wore heels. Her body was OK, just a little on the heavy side but still nice to look at. She was no beauty but I loved her just as she was. That night she dressed in slacks and a blouse, with a sweater jacket over that.



We were talking in the kitchen when Chris knocked on the door. Maxine said goodnight to me and the kids and walked out the door to meet Christine. So began the end of my life.
The night out with Chris and their friends became a routine that happened once or twice a month at first then increased to once a week. I still watched the kids and we had found several nice places to go for fun. One was an indoor recreation place with soft inflatable slides and tunnels and that bed of large balls that they jumped into. They both loved that one. We also found the zoo, the aquarium and Chucky Cheese. I began to learn more about my kids than ever. Actually, I loved the night out for that reason.
The first difference I saw was that our love life began to change. At first, Max would come home and jump me, anxious to make up for her absence. Then slowly, I noticed the lack of sex on those nights. Then the frequency began to decline to three times a week, then two and sometimes even less. Maxine also seemed different: more quiet and less apt to want to try new things in bed. And she stopped doing some of the things we used to enjoy. When I tried to talk about it, Maxine would get angry and defensive. I tried to be as kind and loving as I knew but it made no difference. Something was going on.
I began to try to listen in on phone conversations between Max and Chris. When the phone rang, I would wait a few minutes and then pick up one of the extension phones to listen in. I think Max caught on early and I heard nothing out of the ordinary. But if I walked into the room when she was talking, she would stop, then begin again, louder but saying nothing unusual. She knew I was listening. That gave me an idea and I determined to try something.
The next day, I took some time and found a Radio Shack. I talked to one of the young men working there who seemed to understand the crap they sold. I told him I wanted to tap my own phone to see what my daughter was saying to her boyfriend or girlfriend. I made up a story about drugs and he bought it. He showed me some equipment that he said would do the job. He showed me how to connect it and how to use it. I bought what he recommended. Now to install it.
I went home one afternoon when I knew Max was working. I found the phone wire leading into the house from the garage, had a moment of panic when I had to cut it and reconnect it to the small panel on the back of the recorder, but succeeded. Damn those wires were small! I connected the device as the young man instructed and put the recorder behind a shelf that held old magazines. We hadn't moved those boxes in years. I set the device to record all conversations onto a digital memory stick. Mr. Radio Shack told me that tiny little stick would hold up to five hours of conversations and that the recorder would turn itself on and off based on sound. I could play those conversations back using the recorder or on any computer with a USB connection. I finished the job and headed back to work.
Although I checked the stick several times, the only thing I heard was routine conversations with Chris. I was around most of the time so I knew she was being very careful. I decided to make myself visibly scarce that evening so she would feel free to talk to Chris. She had not been coming over as often lately. I wondered why.
After dinner that evening, I announced to Max that I was taking the kids to the indoor gym so they could bounce some energy off. When I asked her if she wanted to come, she declined, pleading work around the house. That was fine with me and we set off, planning for at least two hours away. I enjoyed my time with them as I had been doing lately and wondered if times like this would become a part of my new life, one without Max. We came home almost two and a half hours later, both kids exhausted and ready for bed. I took them up myself and got them put down for the night.
When I came back downstairs, Maxine was sitting in the den, watching some movie on TV. I decided to check the stick that evening after she went up to bed. All I had to do was wait her out. That was not hard to do lately. She often went up now before I was ready, hoping I believed to be asleep before I came up. That way, she could avoid making love to me. I walked into the small room where we kept the computer and began to write some emails to contacts I had been avoiding. I was still working when she stuck her head in the door to say goodnight. I grunted, waving to let her know I was busy. I continued for the next ten minutes knowing that she would be in bed now and trying to fall asleep.
I walked into the garage, pulled away one of the boxes and shut the recorder off. I pulled the stick from the slot and took it back into the room where the computer was waiting. I slipped the stick in one of the USB slots and clicked on 'Computer'. Sure enough, it showed the little stick as a removable hard drive. I double clicked on the stick and then on an icon that looked like a music symbol. That opened a program I didn't even know I had and a screen that looked like a movie screen opened up. Almost immediately, a voice began to play. Surprised, I looked closely and found a volume control. I adjusted that so that I could hear clearly but too low for much to be heard outside the room.
"Hey girl. Can you talk?" That was clearly Maxine's voice.
"Sure can. What about you? Where's that husband of yours?" Definitely Christine.
"He took the kids to some place to play. I have some time now."
"Good. Tom's out again with one of his buddies. As usual, he leaves me all the damn time. We need to add another night to our girls night out."
"God no. It's hard enough now with Bob having to take care of the kids after working all day. We always did that as a couple. I hate this but I won't give it up."
"The last time was something else wasn't it? God, you were really going at it with the two of them. I was going nuts just watching."
"And I loved it. I just wish it was something I could do with Bob. It would be so much better."
"But you know he wouldn't buy into something like that. He'd never go for it."
"I know. He would never accept it and if he found out it would kill him. I'm so damned confused."
"Well, just be careful and enjoy it. I'm so glad you asked me to join you when Sam asked you out that first time. Why'd you decide to go?"
"Damned if I know. I guess he's just so good looking and when we talked at the party that first time, my pants got so wet that I had to find out what he was like. Stupid, I know."
There were more comments, not definitive but very clear if I made some assumptions. I had no proof of what they were talking about but I knew that both women were involved. I fast forwarded enough to know that it was just more of the same. Toward the end, I ran it at regular speed.
"Shit! Shit! I have another call coming in and I have to take it. It could be Bob. I'll see you tomorrow when we go out. Don't call me tonight, OK?"
"OK. Bye."
I was confused since there were no other calls coming in. It sounded like Max was getting nervous on the phone even though I wasn't there. I copied the file to my hard drive and erased the stick for use again. I went back to insert the stick and replace the box. Tomorrow was another day.
As I went up to bed, I replayed the conversation over in my head. Nothing definite but Chris' comment about the two of them was making my stomach twist in agony. I had an idea what it meant and the visions that put in my head were making me sick. It was plain to me, but not real proof. That would have to change. I slipped into bed, Max making it seem she was sleeping but I knew better. Her breathing speeded up when I turned toward her but I just snuggled down and closed my eyes. She seemed to relax slowly as I made no moves toward her. I fell asleep, my mind overloaded.
The following day, I went through the yellow pages and found an ad for a PI. I called and made an appointment for later that afternoon. I finished some outstanding work and completed one bid that was due but begged off discussing it with my guys until the following morning. I left for my appointment, my stomach a wreck, my body in a full panic attack. I drove to a section of town that had seen better days and found the building housing the address I wanted. The building was not much better than the neighborhood it was in but I paid that no mind. I just needed the PI, not a fancy office.
I entered the office on the second floor and found an empty desk where a secretary should sit. In her place, I saw a small sign on the chair that simply had an arrow pointing toward a second door further back. I walked over to that door and knocked.
"Come on in. It's open!"
Inside I saw a huge black man, probably weighing in at over three hundred pounds and filling the small room we were in. His skin was coal black but his smile showed teeth whiter than any I had seen. In spite of the overall appearance of a less than successful investigator, I was struck with a feeling of competence. I moved in, held out a hand which he took, and decided this was a man I could trust.
"You must be Mr. Pattern. My name's John Spalding and I run this here establishment. Sit down, take a load off. As you can see, I need to sit a lot."
"Please, call me Bob. Thanks for seeing me so soon. I have questions that I want answers to and I'm hoping you can help me."
"I'll do what I can. Why don't you tell me your questions? Then we'll see if'n we can find your answers."
I laid out my concerns and fears and told him I needed proof that my wife was doing what I thought she was doing. I gave him background, the names and address of Christine and Tom, and briefly mentioned Sam Fontaine as a 'probable' person I wanted investigated. He listened, watching my face carefully the entire time. He made me nervous but at the same time, optimistic. Strange combination.
"So, can you help me? Find out what I need to know?"
"Seems simple 'nough. But I have a question. What about this Fontaine guy. Seems you want more'n to catch him with your wife. That 'bout right?"
"Yes. Sam Fontaine has a bad reputation in a lot of things, not only screwing other men's wives. I want as much dirt on him as I can get. Can you do that?"
"Believe it or not, I can do damn near anythin' you want me to do. It'll cost you though. How you want to pay: by the day, or a complete job? Complete job's cheaper in the long run, dependin' on what I find. I'll do your wife, Mr. Fontaine and the other two for a flat $5,000. Otherwise, I work for $300 a day plus expenses. Your choice."
I was taken by surprise by the amount but decided quickly that my life was worth more than that. And we were talking about my life. I opted for the full payment and told him so. He appeared to not care much either way but he asked for a 'retainer'. I wrote him a check for $2500 which he glanced at, then threw in a drawer.
"OK. Here's how it works. You give me all the details you have now and then I'll take it from there. I'll want to stop by your place in a day or so to install some equipment. You need to find a reason for me to go upstairs to your bedrooms and in your garage. Can you do that?"
"Should be no problem. I've been wanting to install an alarm system. You could give me an 'estimate'. How's that?"
"Perfect. Now, let's get some info'mation so I can start today."
I left an hour later, feeling more confident now that I had taken the first steps to find out what was happening. I was still thinking about John's last statement before he let me go. He looked very serious when he asked me directly "Bob, are you very sure about this? You can talk to your wife, tell her your suspicions and try to convince her that an affair is a bad idea. If you never know the truth, you might be able to move on and work it out. But once you know for sure, and see evidence of what she's doing, there is rarely any turning back. Your marriage will be over. So, I need you to tell me you want me to go ahead. If you say no, I'll give you back your check and we're done."
I told him to go ahead and get my answers. I was certain in my own mind that this had to be done. Why I didn't face her and talk to her I can't really say for sure. Maybe I should, but I had made promises to her when we were married and I had been faithful to her ever since. No one had to talk to me and convince me that my vows were important and should never be broken. Why would I have to talk to her? There was no reason if she loved me. And if she did, John would find nothing.
When I got home, it was earlier than normal. For some reason, I went in the back way rather than my normal side door and when I walked in, I saw Christine sitting in our kitchen talking to Max. Neither of them had heard or seen me as I entered and I made no noise as I carefully walked into the hall leading to the kitchen. I was in stealth mode after my visit to Mr. Spalding's office so I decided to listen in to their conversation.
I leaned back against the doorway and listened. I got more than I wanted.
"Come on Max. You know he doesn't know or suspect anything. He thinks we just go out to have a couple of drinks with the girls. That's all. Tom doesn't know anything either but he just doesn't care. So, don't sweat it girl."
"I can't help it. I just get the feeling he knows something is different. It's partly my fault. I've been less loving with him lately and our sex life is different. I still love making love to him but he seems different now. It scares me."
"It's in your head Max. Bob doesn't know anything. He trusts you. You know that."
"Yes, so I betray him. That's what I give him for trusting me. Oh God Chris. I have to end this. I love Bob so much and I don't know what I would do if he found out."
"But if you do, you'll never be happy again. He'll never go for what you do with Sam and Joe. You know that. And you'll miss it. I can tell that. Anyway, I need you to get Joe and Sam for myself too.
Chris let out a little laugh and then continued, "What if you invite me over to have a little romp with you and Bob? A real threesome for him to make it even?"
"God, no! It would kill me to see him fucking you or any other woman. God, what a hypocrite I am! I'm going to end it. I have to."
"Sam won't let you. You know that. He'll use those pictures he took that first time to show Bob. So, any way you look at it, you're better off going along with it for a while until Sam gets bored."
"Well yes, I guess. It's not like it's a hardship. God, I don't know what he does to me but I can't walk away. I just can't!" Here she laughed and Chris joined in. Sick to my stomach, I walked quietly back to the back door, went outside and then came in the side door as always making noise.
As I walked into the kitchen, Chris passed me with a pat on the shoulder as she left. I watched her go with a wish for her to drop dead before turning back to Max.
"Where are the kids? I didn't hear them when I came in. Are they home?"
"No, they're with your mother. She wanted to take them out and buy them some new jeans. She's always buying them something. I wish she wouldn't do it so much. She'll spoil them." She had her back to me as she pretended to be washing some dishes.
I didn't want to have any kind of conversation now so I just said "Mom has too much time on her hands since dad died. You know that!" Why would I have to remind her of that? Before I let my anger show, I walked away to go up and change.
I went into the bathroom, shut the door and turned the lock. I turned on the water in the sink and then sat on the commode and let the tears come. This whole day I had held onto what little control I had but after talking with John, listening to the conversation with Chris, and seeing her having to avoid facing me, it was too much. I cried as if my world had come to an end, and in a real way, it had. The grief was too much to hold in and I sat there crying like a child for fifteen minutes. I hadn't cried like this since I was a child myself. I couldn't stop. By the time I was done, I was gasping for breath and my face was wet and sticky. I rose, went to the sink and splashed water on my face until I felt almost normal.
When I finally came back down stairs, my mom was there and she and the kids showed me what they bought. Tiffany had a new skirt that she loved and Leif had new tennis shoes that were autographed by someone making them cost double what they were worth. I made appreciative noises to the kids, pulled mom aside and chastised her for spending too much and spoiling them and then thanking her for doing so. She was pleased and invited us over for the weekend for a grill out. I told her I would check with Max and call.
Once she left, I avoided Max and spent some time with Leif and Tiff. They were playing with their toys and were happy to have me join in. I played with them until time for bed. They made the usual noises but Max would not allow that so they went off to bed. I sat down in my chair and turned on the TV. I just stared at it, not even knowing what I was watching until much later when Max came in, snorted as she saw what was on and changed the channel. She settled down and began watching some show or other while I watched her from the corner of my eye.
I tried to see the changes in her that must have been there. I failed to see them. She looked like the same Maxine I had been married to for fifteen plus years but she no longer acted like her. She was different: more moody, less talkative, her eyes rarely meeting mine for any time, her manner more abrupt. She was much less active in bed and rarely initiated sex now where before she was always in the mood and usually took the initiative. More than I did. And I enjoyed that. I got tired of always having to be the aggressor. None of that showed when I looked at her from the corner of my eye. And since she no longer trusted herself to look me in the eye, I was unable to see it then.
By eleven, I was tired and I needed sleep. Actually, I wanted the forgetfulness that sleep would bring. I told her I was tired and left to go up to bed. I took a shower to wash the stink of betrayal off and crawled into bed sad and depressed. I closed my eyes and sent a prayer to God to make all of this nothing but a bad dream. I prayed with all I had but felt nothing different. I felt the tears again but this time I fought them. No more.
I was almost asleep when I felt Max climb in beside me. I controlled my breathing to make her think I was asleep and tried not to tense up as she moved against me and put one arm over my hips. I felt her breathe on my shoulder but stopped any response. She whispered my name but again, I let my breathing continue unchanged. She tried to wake me by moving her body tightly against my back, her breasts pushing against me and her hand sliding down to my crotch. I began counting to a thousand by twos, and was able to control any response from my flaccid cock. It remained in control and stayed soft. She finally gave up, rolled over onto her back and became quiet. I was almost asleep when I heard the soft crying. At one time that would have brought me out of a sound sleep to rush to her aid. Tonight it simply made me go cold.
The following morning, I mentioned to Max that I had a guy coming to give us an estimate on installing a security system. We had talked about it for some time so Max was OK with that. I called John and told him to come ahead and he said he would be there right after lunch. I told Max I would drive home to let him in so she could stay at work. Now, all John had to do was install whatever stuff he wanted. I just wanted it done. This was killing me and so far, I had nothing but suspicions based on conversations between Max and Christine.
The next few nights were similar to that night when I resisted. Max was becoming anxious but I just told her I was too tired and too involved in a big new job at work. Since dad died, I was running the whole company but I had trained several men to do the important jobs leaving me with a lot of time. Now, I preferred to work rather than take the time to be with Max. That was the strain I was feeling but I didn't tell her that. I either went to bed early so I could pretend sleep when she came up or I waited till she fell asleep and then either slid into bed or stayed downstairs on the couch. My life was now a living hell but I had to know the truth.



John called on a Friday to tell me that so far, nothing had showed up on his equipment. He asked me if I could schedule a trip out of town for at least three days and nights. I said I could so he said to set it up. I did as he requested. I came home the following Monday night and waited till after the kids were asleep to spring it on Max.
"Max, I need to tell you something. I've got to go out of town for a few days to meet with some clients on a potential job. It's big and could keep the place working for almost a year. I'll fly out tomorrow evening and then be able to come home on Friday. I'll just be gone three nights."
Max looked angry at my words. She seemed to be trying to decide how to answer me and finally looked at me. Actually looked directly at me, something she had not been doing for some time. I guess she had a basis for anger directed at me and felt justified. That almost made me laugh but I resisted the urge.
"Well, it's nice of you to give me some warning. A day? What am I supposed to do with Tiff and Leif? Did you think of that?"
"Well, I've been taking care of them now on Thursday's when you and your girlfriends go out and stay out till after they go to bed. I work all day then take care of them at night, but I don't see you doing the same for me. When have I ever asked you to watch them so I could have a night out?"
I was rewarded with a pained look when she realized the position she put herself in with her complaint. I saw the flush of blood to her face before she turned away. Let her handle that!
"You're right. I guess I have been unfair to you. I'm sorry. I'll be fine when you go. It's important I know or you wouldn't do it. I'll get your mom to help out. She'll love that."
"Good. I'm glad you're OK with it. I have to pack tonight so I'll leave directly from work." I was afraid my sarcasm would start an argument I didn't want to have but Max didn't seem to notice.
That night was the hardest so far. Maxine wanted to make love before I left but I had to plead fatigue and worry. I told her to give me this week to make the decision on this job and then I would be able to stop worrying and be my normal self. She took it hard and again I heard her crying after she thought I was asleep. Her tears didn't make any impression on me now. I decided that if I came back and John told me things were OK and Max did nothing while I was gone, I would end this whole thing and get my wife back. If he found nothing, that was a big if in my mind.
I left the following day as planned. Actually, I checked into a hotel fifty miles away and stayed there for the next three days. I called Max on my cell phone several times a day while I was gone. I particularly called her on Thursday when she would be out doing whatever she and Chris had been doing but her cell was strangely quiet. All I got was a voice mail message saying 'not available' and 'leave a message for me to return'. I left a message telling her that she must be doing something very important not to take my call. Maybe I had gone too far but somehow, the anger reached out and grabbed me by the throat.
John told me not to call him, he would call me. So I waited and worked on some estimates that were actually fairly big. The time dragged by. When John finally did call, it was the day before I was to fly home. He wanted me to come in to the office as soon as I could. I checked out of my hotel and drove the fifty miles back to see John. I wish now that I hadn't. What he had for me was worse than I could imagine. But, now the truth was mine. I knew what she was doing, who she was doing it with and I was shocked.
As I sat in John's office, he showed me pictures of Maxine with Sam Fontaine and another man I didn't know. There were pictures of her with each of them, each man fucking her from behind and with her on top. There were pictures of her between them, one on the bottom and one behind, fucking her in the pussy and in the ass. She was lying face up and I could see the lust and the pleasure on her face. In several of the pictures, Christine was also present, doing different things. John also had pictures of Christine taking both of the men at the same time. There were other pictures, each showing both of the girls doing things I had only dreamed of, even with our active sex life. I had never done some of the things I saw her do with Sam Fontaine and it made me sick. Sick with anger, sick with rage.
John said nothing as I ran toward the bathroom to get sick. He sat behind his desk as he listened to me retching into his sink. He stood as he saw me stagger back into the room, my face pale with the remaining sickness of watching my wife's betrayal. He sat down as I slumped into the chair. He said nothing as I gathered my courage to ask.
"Where were my children? I know these were taken in my bedroom. Where were my children?" I feared the answer but held out hope that she wasn't that evil.
"With your mother. They wasn't there Bob. Rest easy on that. They wasn't there."
"When did this happen? Thursday night? Did she do it on the other nights as well?"
"No. This was the only time she had them to your house. That was the second night you was gone. I listened to one of 'em tell the other she'd never allowed him to come there before. He was so damn happy to be "fucking that bitch in her husband's bed." I got that on tape. That was from that Sam guy. He's a real piece of shit. He's a real bad ass."
"I want his ass John. I want his ass bad. What can we do to nail him? I know adultery isn't a crime so what can I do to nail his ass?" I was furious and wanted to kill Sam Fontaine but I didn't want to do time for killing a son of a bitch like him. I just wanted him gone.
"I know some guys. Just leave it to me. It'll cost you an extra two grand. That OK?"
"Not a problem. I'll pay what it takes to get that son of a bitch. Just do it John. Please get him."
"Gim'me a week. Talk to your lawyer if you're going to and have your shit ready to serve in one week. I'll take care of the wiseass. Leave it to me. Just get me the cash in small bills so's I can buy what I need. And Bob, you's got to trust me. Can you do that?"
"I trust you John. More than I trust the woman I loved. The mother of my children."
I stayed with John that evening and the two of us finished off a bottle of Johnny Walker whiskey. I woke the next day lying on the floor of a one room apartment. I gathered it was John's as he was snoring away in a pull down Murphy bed. I got up; washed as best I could and woke him long enough for him to tell me my car was downstairs. I drove to work, spent a few hours there and then when it was time, drove home. I was rumpled enough to convince Max that I had spent a few hours on a plane after meeting early with the clients.
John convinced me that I needed to back off my avoidance and spend the next week with my wife, treating her as my loving wife, not as a cheating slut. She couldn't know I was on to her because she might tell Sam and that would wreck his plans. It was hard but when I thought about it, I decided I would use the time to remember what it was like before. The problem was that I still loved her even if she had betrayed me. That love would die slowly over time but for now, it was alive and well and punishing me for finding out the worst. It hurt. God, how it hurt! The love I had for her still was so strong the pain of betrayal was excruciating.
That first night home was the hardest. I played with my kids, helped her to put them to bed, then spent the evening with my wife telling her about the job and then going up to bed with her to make love for the first time in three weeks. And I did make love to her. I still loved her and I had been faithful to her for all of our marriage. I had no guilt to hold me back. I made love to her like it was the first time. This time when she cried it was because it had been so beautiful. I made love with every touch, every kiss, every stroke of my cock. She responded. Her body gave her no choice. I worried at first about STDs and even AIDS but as I thought about it, for some reason, I didn't care. So what? I might die? What was I doing now? At least it felt like death: the death of my marriage and the perfect life I thought we shared.
As the week progressed, I thought more and more about my life without Max. What about Tiffany and Leif? What would they think when we were separated? How would we arrange visitation? Who should have them? That part was easy. When she brought two men and another woman into my home for sex, that made the decision easy: I was going for full custody and I would use the pictures John had for leverage. I began to accept the end of my marriage but what it brought with it was sadness. I found myself crying for no reason during the day and often at night. I was listless at work, got angry for the stupidest reasons, and dreaded going home each evening. I had begun to spend more and more time at work, getting home well past dinner. Max noticed, but between my renewed vigor in the bedroom and my strange behavior at other times, she was just confused.
I had been working with my lawyer to get the terms of the divorce worked out. I wanted to be sure that whatever we did, the kids would not suffer. I planned for college funds, medical coverage, support and all the things that went into raising children. I had planned originally on both of us working together to do what was best for our kids. Now I had to plan for joint decision making and how to make it work. The joint bank accounts and savings accounts were of little consequence. We weren't wealthy by any stretch so those accounts were small. We each had our own 401k plans and while mine was funded, as was my social security, I would accept no claims from her on any of my own investments in my proposal. She gave up any claims to my future with her betrayal.
I made considerably more than Max did, and I accepted I would have to provide some alimony, but I tried to make it as small as possible. Not to make her life miserable; I just didn't want to pay her for fucking other men. Let her work to earn the money to pay for her sex life. I wanted no part of that. And maybe she could go into partnership with Christine and the two of them could run an escort service. They could make a bundle doing that.
That brought up another thing. What to do about Tom? Should I give him what I had that showed Christine? It seemed to me he should know the truth about his wife. I talked to John about that and he suggested an anonymous envelope dropped off at Tom's place of business. It was probably likely that he would know who sent it but I liked that idea and told him to arrange it. He had all the details now and told me to sit tight until the following Monday. That was 'D' day.
I finished the week out, Maxine and I making love three times that week. The interesting thing was that she didn't go out on her girls night with Christine that week. I was curious so I called John and he told me she met Sam twice during the week at lunch time. He said they left to go to a motel on Tuesday but nothing since. I thought back to that Tuesday and we didn't make love that night. Max pleaded a headache and I accepted that. When we did make love Thursday, I thought no more about it. I knew now that regardless of what she did, Max was not going to stay faithful to me in the future. She had made a life for herself of deception and betrayal and that was now part of her life. I determined that I would allow her to make it all of her life. I would not be a factor for her anymore.
I told her Sunday evening when we were in bed that I had to go to Chicago Monday. It would be a short trip, leaving Monday afternoon and returning Tuesday evening, just the night, no big deal. Max made a small fuss but nothing major. She accepted it and then we made love for the last time. I knew it but she didn't. I gave it all I had, knowing this was the end of my time with Max. She had at least four climaxes and she was sobbing with pleasure by the time I was done. I had made love to her, putting all of my love and desire for her into it. I gave her my whole self that night, just as I always had. All she could give me was what she had left after her other lovers. It didn't matter: I still won. I had been true to her for our entire marriage and I was going to end it with a clear conscience.
That brings us to that Monday when I stood outside the city/county complex where she worked and waited with John for Junior and the police. This was it. The children were already with my mother. I had spent an hour with her, letting her know what I was going to do and why. I showed her one picture to convince her but nothing more. I wouldn't do that to mom. Max's parents were far away and her dad had Alzheimer's and her mother was not well so neither of them would know anything unless she told them. That left only me, Tom and Christine. Tom's envelope was being delivered at this very moment. Christine was at home as she always was.
John pointed and said "There they come. There's Junior and there's Sheriff Turner. It's show time!" John looked at me once more, his eyebrows raised in question. I simply nodded to him. He smiled and then went to work.
Junior walked up, spoke briefly to John and then walked into the complex. He was carrying two envelopes and he knew where to go. I followed behind, but stayed out of sight. The Sheriff waited outside. His job was to come later.
Junior quickly walked down the hall, turned into an alcove where a waist high counter separated three women from the area in front. A sign above them stated "Building Permits". There was a man leaning against the counter talking to one of the women. Junior walked up to that women, stood beside Sam Fontaine, and asked her if she was Maxine Pattern. She said she was, and he handed her one of the envelopes. "You have been served." She looked at him in confusion but took the envelope.
He stepped back, looked at Sam Fontaine and asked him if that was his name. Sam nodded, also slightly confused. He pushed the remaining envelope at Sam and said "You have been served." He turned and walked rapidly away, nodding to me as he passed.
I watched Maxine's face carefully from my position just out of her sight. She opened the envelope, pulled out the documents and read the first page and looked at the picture attached with a paper clip. Suddenly, her face paled, her hands began to shake and her mouth opened in a silent cry. She fell forward onto the counter, the envelope and its contents falling to the floor. I watched as tears began to fall and she continued to try to scream. Finally she found the breath and an ear splitting "NO!" blasted the quiet of the area. No sooner then that happened, she slid slowly down behind the counter.
Sam Fontaine had also looked at his document. It named him as co-respondent in an Alienation of Affections suit and also had a picture attached. It made a claim on his business and included a restraining order barring him from contact with Maxine, my home or place of business. Maxine would find a similar restraining order in her documents, barring her from our home and the children until such time as a visitation schedule could be worked out.
Sam's face grew dark with anger and his arrogance showed as he pushed the documents back into the envelope and turned to stomp out of the building. I stayed back as he passed, then I followed him at a distance as he walked down the hall and out through the front doors, right into the hands of the Sheriff. I moved quickly to the open door to hear the Sheriff say "Sam Fontaine, you are under arrest for grand theft. Anything you say can and will be used against you in a court of law. You have the right to remain silent and to have an attorney. If you can't afford an attorney, one will be appointed for you. Do you understand these rights?"
Sam struggled but finally said he understood. The Sheriff and his deputy hauled Sam down the stairs to their patrol car and pushed him in back. Funny they didn't protect his head which hit the top of the door rather hard. I heard a "Oops!" from the Deputy. John later explained to me that there had been a series of thefts from several of the local shops. Strange thing was that all of the stolen merchandise was found in one of Sam Fontaine's trucks. It had been verified and would be returned to the places from which it had been stolen. A warrant was issued for his arrest and one of John's contacts was able to tell the sheriff where Mr. Fontaine could be found.
I walked back inside and down the hall toward Maxine's section. I stopped in front of the counter and looked around for her but didn't see her. Then I saw several of the girls clustered around a chair where I assumed she was sitting so I walked around the counter and went back there. I pushed my way past several of the women to see Max sitting with her head down and her shoulders slumped in defeat. It was a bittersweet sight, and not one I wished for anyone to have to see.
In a cold voice, any emotion I felt savagely suppressed, I said "Don't come home tonight. There is a restraining order included with your copies that forbids you to come anywhere near me, the children or the house until conditions are changed by the courts. Let me know where to send your things."
At my voice, Max looked up at me but I gave her no chance to say anything as I gave her my planned speech. Her face was pale, her eyes bloodshot with crying and her mouth was partly open, her lower lip quivering. I loved her at that moment as much as I ever had but I was also sick at the sight of her.
She listened to my speech and then spoke in a voice strained and on the verge of collapse. "I'm so sorry Bob. I love you more than my own life. I'm so very sorry."
I looked at her now, after I had done all I planned. I was numb at that point so all I said was "So am I." As my control threatened to fail me, I pulled off my wedding ring and dropped it on the floor in front of her. "I kept my promises."
I walked quickly away before I lost it and went back outside to find John. He was standing in the same spot, watching the Sheriff and his nephew Junior talking together. They turned, waved and then left.
As they drove away, John turned to me and asked "Well? Was that what you wanted?"
I looked at him. "Yes it was, and I didn't enjoy any of it. How about that?"
"I'm not one damn bit surprised." He looked at me, laid one huge hand on my shoulder, then walked away. I watched him get into his little Mustang and drive away.
Epilogue
Less than a month after it all came down, Tom and Christine put their house up for sale. The day before a moving van came to take their furniture away, Tom stopped to speak to me. I went out and stood with him, watching Christine as she directed the movers. He hesitated than spoke.
"I know it was you that sent me the envelope. Was there more?" He was not looking at me but I knew he was waiting for my answer. I remembered John's advice. I looked at Christine and just then she looked over, meeting my eyes. She couldn't hold them. I decided what to tell him.
"There was more, but I won't give it to you. You need to decide what you want to do. As someone once told me, if this is all you know, there is a chance for your marriage to survive."
He nodded once, turned and walked away. I never saw or spoke to either of them again.
Sam Fontaine was indicted and found guilty of grand theft. Because he refused to admit his guilt, the court sentenced him to ten years. He began serving his sentence a month ago. He continues to claim he had no idea where that stuff came from.
Six months later, I received the final divorce papers. It was on a Thursday of all days, the night Max and Chris went out for their 'girl's night out'. It seemed like so little to end so much. Just a set of papers, stating that the marriage was dissolved and that an equitable distribution of assets had been agreed to by all and that custody of the minor children was to be shared. Just like that, one part of my life was ended.



I sat in my office and considered the end of the last fifteen years of my life. Maxine had a small apartment across town and had seen the kids every weekend until we finally agreed on shared custody. With the divorce final, I had them during the summer months and Maxine had them during the school year. In order to make things better for the kids, I took Maxine's apartment and she moved back into the house with the kids. Tiffany was in third grade now and Leif was just starting in preschool. Mom lives with me during the summer to help me take care of them. Mom also volunteered to help Max whenever she needs help, but I had no idea who else Max had to help her.
Max and I do talk occasionally and we try very hard not to discuss the past. She still tries to get me to let her explain what happened but I get angry when she does so she finally stopped. She tried to talk to me before the divorce became final but I refused. I couldn't do it. I knew I would break down and give in if I did. It was harder on me than she knew to let her go, but I had no choice. Marriage is based on trust and mutual commitment and Maxine had broken those vows and destroyed our marriage. I still loved her of course. Nothing would change that. Unconditional love was in my genes apparently: I couldn't stop loving her regardless of what she did. So, I had no choice but to avoid her as much as possible.
I look back on our years together and I remember the good times. That was easy when I was with my kids. They represented all that was good and pure. I try not to think of the bad. I remember also the words of a very smart man: John Spalding. He told me that if I took the path I chose, I would have no chance to save my marriage. I wonder still why I chose to go the way I did. What if I had confronted her? What if I had forced her to choose? Would she have chosen me and our marriage? Even if she had, what would have stopped her from doing the same thing sometime in the future? I just knew that I would always wonder what she was doing every time things weren't just right. But still, I wonder. I wonder every night as I go home to be alone.
The question I keep asking myself is simple. "Now that I got exactly what I wanted, why am I not content?"
Consequences can be a bitch! For both sides.
Note: For those of you who have wondered where I am, my old email address was dropped by my carrier. If Jennybear and Mr. Knox from Texas and some others I was communicating with want to contact me via Feedback I would be grateful. I lost a lot of addresses and I miss my companions.
thecelt
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A child will forgive his parents almost anything, and given enough time most will forgive all. Not this child.
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A Child's Punishment
I watched her walk up the four steps to the entrance of the building, stop on the landing and speak into what I suspected was an intercom, then reach for the entrance door. Even from where I was standing, I could hear the buzz releasing the lock. She went inside still carrying the tube, stood in the foyer and pulled out her cell phone. She made a call, surprising me when my own cell didn't ring. She spoke for several minutes, then walked over to the stairway and began to climb. His room was on the second floor. Her step was quick, indicating she knew where she was going. Now, it would finally be over.
As I watched her disappear up the stairway, I thought back to that day when everything I thought was good in my life changed. It happened so long ago, and I was surprised that the sight of my wife cheating on me would bring it all back again, so clear that it seemed it had only happened yesterday. But that wasn't true. It happened almost twenty three years ago but the lessons I learned then have guided my life up until this point. As a matter of fact, what I had done up to this point was assured by that event so long ago. I really had no choice and Laurie should understand that. Well, maybe she did and she was just playing out her role in this little drama. Let me tell you about it and then maybe you'll understand.
When It Began
I was eleven years old, and I lived with my parents Rachael and David Harris in Columbia, South Carolina. My name is Peter after one of the disciples; my grandmother's influence I think. My dad owned a new car dealership and he did well enough that we lived in a nice home in one of the many suburbs around the capital city of South Carolina. Mom was a school teacher and she taught English to junior high kids. It was the summer, mom was not working and I was out of school and playing softball with the pee-wee leagues.
We had a game scheduled that afternoon but the team we were to play had to forfeit for some reason. A win was a win so the coach took us all out for milkshakes and then sent us home. I was about two hours early so I decided to go home and maybe find my best buddy Gary Hobbs and see what trouble we could get into. Gary didn't play sports because he had a bad knee but he was my best friend. All I had to do was change out of my uniform and then I would go find him. I went into the house, thinking of what I wanted to do when Gary and I got together and ran up the stairs to my room. As I pounded down the hall, I glanced into mom and dad's room and saw mom on the bed, naked, a man I had never seen before on top of her. I stopped in shock and just stared.
Yeah, I knew what sex was. I had seen some porn already and I knew what men and women did and Gary and I had experimented a little with ourselves. I had listened to the sounds that came from my parent's room late at night when I was supposed to be asleep. It was all just stuff kids did but it was enough for me to understand what mom was doing and that she was doing it with someone other than dad. As I stood there, shock just holding me in place, mom must have heard something and raised her head. As she saw me, her eyes widened, her mouth fell open and one hand came up to cover her exposed breasts. Our eyes locked and she could see the surprise and the hurt that came into mine. Somehow, my eleven year old brain understood that our lives were going to change forever. It also understood that this change wasn't going to be a good thing.
"Oh God, Petey. Please honey, just wait there till I can come out. Please wait for me OK?" She pushed the man on top of her to the side and scrambled off the bed, trying to cover herself as she flailed around looking for a robe or something to cover her nakedness, never letting go of me with her eyes. The man was yelling at her, not understanding what had happened. He grabbed her and she slapped him with a loud crack, yelling "Let me go! Let me go!" As she turned away from me, the spell was broken and I turned and ran down the stairs and out the door, never pausing or looking back, the sight of my naked mother lying under another man burned into my eleven year old brain.
I ran and ran until I had no breath left to run. I found myself walking slowly along a single lane road that led out of town and I stopped, trying to locate where I was. I saw a small gas station and convenience store just ahead and realized I had run for almost five miles before stopping. I went in, bought a coke and a bag of chips and then began the long walk back. I had no idea what I wanted to do but I was sure I didn't want to talk to my mother. She had cheated on my dad and I loved my dad more than life itself. He was my hero, my mentor and my rock. What she did made me mad, madder than I had ever been at either one of my parents. We had the usual little spats that meant nothing but this one was different. Things would never be the same and I knew that. And it was her fault!
It was dark when I finally walked up the walk to my home. I stopped at the door, hesitating to go in, not knowing what I would find. I opened the door and walked in to find my mother and father sitting in the living room, waiting for me. I stopped in the entranceway and looked first at her, than him. He was the first to speak.
"Where have you been young man? You've had both of us worried sick about you. You know you're to be in before dark. Do you have an excuse?" He was angry but only at me. I made the connection in my young mind that mom hadn't said anything to him.
I looked at her, my eyes accusing but silent. She looked back with eyes that pleaded with me to keep her secret. I went cold at her look, but told myself that I would not say anything that could hurt my father. I just loved him too much to do that. "I'm sorry dad. I was just walking and found myself pretty far away before I realized how late it was. I've been walking home."
"Well, consider yourself grounded for the next two days young man. Maybe that will help you remember not to worry us. Understand?" He looked at me and the disappointment on his face hurt.
"I understand, and I'm sorry." I walked away and up the stairs to my room. I went in and locked the door behind me, something I hardly ever did. Only when I wanted to be alone to do something embarrassing. I sat down on the edge of my bed and did something else I hadn't done for a long time: I cried. I cried because I was a kid and I didn't know how to handle this secret I had. I cried because I knew someone was going to be hurt and I couldn't stop it.
It must have been an hour or more when I heard a tapping on my door. I didn't respond and I heard my mother's voice. "Petey? Petey please open the door and let me in. I have some dinner for you. You missed supper." Nothing more for a moment, then "Please? Peter, please let me talk to you."
I had no choice. She was my mother and she said please. What could I do? I turned the lock and than moved quickly back to sit on my bed. She opened the door and stood there, a tray in her hands and a smile on her face. The tray was welcome; the smile seemed forced and insincere. Even as a kid, I could tell that. She seemed nervous as she came in, put the tray on my desk and then moved over to sit beside me on the bed. As she did, I got up and moved to the desk chair and sat down.
She let out a gasp as I did, and I saw the tears begin. She wiped her eyes and then seemed to come to a decision. She looked at me, her face closed and blank. "I have to ask you to not say anything to your father. This is something he should not have to know. The pain of my actions would hurt him terribly. It was a mistake Petey, and one I made without thinking. It will never happen again. You have my word."
Keeping my voice low so dad wouldn't hear me I said "I don't believe you. You cheated on dad and you did it right here in our house. Why shouldn't I tell him? Why should you be allowed to do something like that and not have to pay? I was just a little late and I'm being punished. Who's punishing you?"
Then she put her face in her hands and started to cry. I watched her shoulders as they moved with her sobbing. I sat there, unmoved even at the age of eleven. I wonder, now that a great deal of time has passed, if I believed even then that she was acting for my benefit. The art of betrayal demands superb acting skills and apparently my mother had learned well.
"I'm sorry Petey. I'm truly sorry and I promise you that I will never betray your father again. I'm being punished by my own guilt. I have to pay for it that way. I love your father so much and I've done something that would hurt him if he knew. It's tearing me apart inside. So please, don't say anything. OK?"
I made the decision at that instant that I would not say anything to my father. She was right: it would only hurt him and he didn't deserve that. So, I raised my eyes to meet those of my mother and told her "I promise. I won't say anything to him ever."
She stood, came over to me and kissed the top of my head. "Thank you Peter. And I promise you, never again." She waited for me to say something but I remained silent. She seemed uncertain of what more to say and I said nothing so she finally made some noises about eating some dinner and walked out, closing the door behind her. One thing I didn't tell her then that she would come to understand later: I promised to stay quiet but I never promised to forgive her. And I never did.
Life went on for us. I had no idea what my mother did when I wasn't around, but from that day forward, I treated her as a cook, a maid, a companion for my father but never again as my mother. She came to understand and it slowly took its toll on her. She became quiet, she began to go to bed earlier and earlier and sometimes she failed to get up until late morning. She resigned her teaching job and stayed home. The only time she seemed active and alert was when dad was home. I watched as she treated my dad as a king, always asking what she could do for him, trying to please him as often as she could, in general working to keep the house perfect for us. When we were home alone, there was no communication between us other than what was absolutely necessary. She tried: she tried very hard to get me to open up to her and talk to her and treat her as a mother but I refused. I never mentioned why but she knew. She knew!
I didn't know then whether it was my attitude that finally pushed her over the edge but I came home one day to find dad sitting in the living room, alone. I walked in, sat down beside him and asked him what was wrong. He had been crying; that I knew by his face. That bothered me because my dad never cried. He was strong! He didn't say anything for some time but finally he seemed to notice me sitting there. He pulled himself together then and told me.
"Your mother has left me. She packed a few bags and most of her things and left. She didn't say anything before so I had no idea there was any problem. She left a letter and in it she said to tell you she loved you and she was so sorry. Do you know what she meant?"
I wasn't going to give her the satisfaction of leaving me to do her dirty work. I thought very hard and finally said "I have no idea either dad. She never said anything to me about leaving or being sad or anything. I don't know why she would do this to you. No idea at all."
"Are you very sure? Nothing you want to tell me?"
"Nothing dad. Honest! I didn't know she was going to leave us."
My father looked back at me, an expression on his face that I never would understand. He seemed sad, but there was also a deep seated anger that burned just below the surface. I assumed it was for mom's actions and I felt I understood. How wrong I was.
We never talked about mom after that. Dad put her out of his mind at least around me, but I watched him and saw the toll it took on him. He began to run down, as if he had nothing left to live for. Her cheating was one thing, but to leave him the way she did showed me she was a coward and a cold-hearted bitch. Nothing I didn't already know about her. I thought to myself that it was better for him that she was gone. I believed that. I just wished dad could see it for himself.
It was almost eight years later when I was in college and dad got very sick that I found out what mom said in her letter to dad. I was cleaning his room one day while he was in the hospital and I found the letter. It was worn; folded and unfolded so many times that it was almost in pieces. There were bleached spots on it that indicated water stains, probably tears I guessed. I took it and carefully unfolded it and laid it on the table to read.
My darling husband David,
I can't go on this way any more. I have to tell you something and it breaks my heart to do it. I was unfaithful to you with Walter Hodges. It was only once but that was one too many times and I must pay for my sin. The only time was here in our home in our bed and to make my shame so hard to bear, our son saw me. He came home and saw his mother betraying his father. It was the same night he came home so very late and you were so angry with him and I was so ashamed that I allowed you to be angry with him and to punish him. I know he was torn by what I did and that's why he was away.
He ran away my dear David, because I compound my sin by asking our son to lie for me; to say nothing to you. And he promised because I told him that to tell you would cause you pain. I never considered the pain he was in by having to lie to his father. For that also, I must pay.
Our son hates me to this day and his hate has made my life a living hell. Every day he looks at me with eyes filled with accusation and contempt. He never speaks to me as his mother, and when you are not there, he speaks to me not at all. His hate is justified but it is also more than I can bear. For that you must forgive him as I have since my actions made him do this. But his hate pales in comparison to the hate I have for myself. I betrayed both of you David and that is more than I can stand.
Please know that nothing you did caused me to be unfaithful to you. It was my own weakness and base desires. You were always my love and I needed nothing more. My sin was curiosity. I simply wanted to know what else was out there in the world. Walter had tried over many years to tempt me and he constantly gave me compliments. When he came to our house that day and made his suggestions and plied me with his flattery, I was weak and finally gave in to his urgings. Know that I found nothing that day that equaled what I already had, and that is so sad. I destroyed our home for nothing.
I set you free. I set Peter free as well. Please give him my love and please don't look for me.
With all my love,
Your wife always,
Rachael
I read it again and carefully refolded it and placed it back where I found it. I had mixed emotions about what she said. I wasn't sure how I felt. It was clear that she paid a terrible price for her cheating, but her weakness allowed it to become so much worse that it finally destroyed all of us. Why she never admitted what she did to my father continued to bother me. It would have made the whole difference. If dad had forgiven her I would have as well. If she were stronger and told the truth, we would still be a family. Now? Dad and I lived alone and we had no idea where she was. Our family was fractured by her actions and finally broken by her selfish weakness. There was only one thing that bothered me. I was confused by her asking dad to forgive me. What did I do? It was her!
Dad died that summer and I buried him in the cemetery where he had plots for the three of us. Mom's hadn't been used of course and I doubted I would ever use the third. The ceremony was short and attended by a very few of his friends. Dad had withdrawn after mom left and the many friends he once enjoyed had slowly dwindled. As the last mourner left, I stood there over the hole that would soon hide his earthly remains. I said a silent goodbye and moved back as I glanced up at the horizon. I saw a lone woman standing there, the sun to her back blocking any view of her face. I watched her for a few seconds before the knowledge exploded in my head. That was my mother! She had come to his funeral!
I was uncertain of what to do. Should I go to her, ask her if she would like to pay her respects? I started forward, then stopped. What could I say to her? How would she respond? I began walking towards her again only to see her turn and walk rapidly toward a waiting taxi. Before I could say anything, she had entered the back and the cab pulled away. The tinted windows blocked any view of her as the cab passed by me, heading out of the cemetery.
I never expected to see her again and I was not sure how I felt about that. But after dad died, I put it all behind me, sold the dealership, sold the old house and moved all my stuff into a small duplex that I bought. I was still in college on a full ride and I had a year to go before graduation. I went back to campus and finished out my senior year.
I graduated with a degree in business and I felt somewhat alone as I milled around with my fellow graduates. I was introduced to several of my friends' families and tried to be charming and engaging but the loneliness was painful. Dad was gone and I had no siblings: it was just me. I stayed as long as was polite than started back to my room to finish packing. I was paying no attention when I heard a voice say "Congratulations." I turned and searched the milling people before noticing her. She was standing aside, out of the crowd, dressed in a dark suit with sunglasses. I almost didn't recognize her but then she stepped forward to face me. It was her! Rachael! My mother!
"Congratulations Peter. You must be very proud." She held out her hand.
Without thinking, I took it and held it for several seconds as my mind processed the fact that she was here. She had changed a lot. She was still as I remembered her but her face was more mature, more lines around the mouth and eyes but still a beautiful woman. I noticed that I still held her hand and released it. She seemed almost sad at that.
"Thank you. I didn't know you were here. I had no idea how to contact you to send you an invitation." That last was said with a trace of sarcasm. It was out before I knew it.
"I've tried to be aware of the important times in your life since I left Peter. I was there at the funeral and I know you saw me. I've always known what you were doing."
"Why didn't you call or write to tell us you were OK? Dad worried about you until the day he died. He never forgot you, and I know he forgave you so why didn't you come back?"
"Because of you Peter. He forgave me but you never did. Never once did you think to give me a chance or ask your father to ask me to come home. He knew how to reach me Peter. He always knew but because of you, he let me go."
That was news to me and something I never heard from dad. Could it be true? I didn't want to believe that so I pushed it out of my mind and changed the subject.
"What about you? What are you doing now? And where are you living?" Just polite talk, no real interest. Right?
"I've remarried. My husband Steve is a very sweet man and we have two children now. They are your half brother and sister Peter. Maybe some day you can meet them. Would you like my number? You could call anytime and I would be delighted to see you."
I was stunned to hear I had two half siblings. The information was too much for me to take in on this day of days. I stumbled through an excuse that I had to rush to pack and catch a ride home. I turned and ran toward my apartment without waiting for her number. I knew it was cowardly but I had no control then. Now, I realized that I should have done more to heal the wounds that still hurt me. But I didn't.



After graduation, I went back home to go to work for Harold Slasser. He had an investment counseling business and he handled several of the larger local business's financial affairs. Many people would be surprised to find how much money is invested by large companies for tax purposes and for long term growth. In addition, he had hundreds of individual accounts that his staff managed and that's where he started me. I managed ten of the middle sized accounts with oversight from Harold and other senior accountants. I learned and my accounts increased. With each account, my base salary increased until soon I was making acceptable money.
I worked during the days and began to look for excitement at several of the clubs in downtown Columbia. I was a pretty good dancer and I drank moderately, never getting drunk and losing control. I rarely drank past midnight and by the time I headed home, I was sober enough to avoid trouble with the cops. I restricted my late nights to Friday and Saturday and rarely did much during the week. I still went out but it was usually locally.
I met Laurie Saunders at one of the clubs I frequented. I had seen her several times before, usually in the company of a man and she seemed to love to dance. She was one of those girls who looked perfect on the dance floor: long legs, perfect calves, short skirts that showed them off to their best advantage. Her waist was small and her breasts were large, usually displayed with a lot of cleavage. She was blond, of course, and wore her hair long and straight. Her face was pretty; well, more than pretty; almost beautiful. What I could see of her eyes told me they were green. She seemed so sure of herself, always in control and always laughing. I watched her with pleasure.
It was one Saturday night when she came in alone. She looked around, saw me sitting at the bar and walked over. I watched her approach with curiosity. I had never spoken to her nor she to me. So, what was she doing now? I looked at her as she approached, my eyes holding hers. She came directly over to me, slid onto a stool beside me and spoke.
"Buy me a drink?" She met my look with a smile and what seemed to be a knowing look.
"Of course. My name is Peter. What'll you have?"
"Just a beer please, and my name is Laurie. I've seen you here lots of times. I thought it was time we met."
Well that was the beginning. We stayed and danced that night until time to leave. I asked her if I could give her a ride and she accepted. We went to her place, talked until the small hours and I left happy. We simply talked and I wanted nothing more than to do just that. She was fascinating and I loved to watch her mouth as she spoke of her self. I learned that she was the same age as I and she worked in a gallery in town that sold paintings, art of all kinds and took work from artists on commission. She had a degree in fine arts and got into this work by accident. She loved it.
I told her about myself, my work, my life in general and she listened so intently, I felt she really wanted to know. She certainly knew how to win my attention. We talked about all kinds of things and were completely unaware of the passage of time. It was almost four in the morning before I looked at my watch. When I discovered how long I had been there, I apologized profusely but she just smiled and said she had the best time. She walked me to the door. I kissed her once, very softly and asked her if I could see her again. We made plans to go out to dinner next week.
As I drove home, I couldn't get Laurie out of my head. I told myself it was silly since I barely knew her but my heart didn't agree. It was already lost. The next few days were torture and I wondered why I hadn't thought to get her phone number. I finally looked her up in the book and found it. I called Tuesday and talked to her again. It was almost a continuation of Saturday night. I never wanted to hang up. Neither did she. I couldn't wait till tomorrow night and dinner.
Laurie and I began to date and soon it became exclusive. After being with her for less than six months, I proposed and she accepted. We decided to get married as soon as possible since she had no family to speak of and neither did I. We flew to Vegas and got married in a small ceremony, neither of us knowing who stood for us or who performed the ceremony. We spent a week there as our honeymoon. We rarely got out of the room for the first four days. Our sex life was one of the things that made us want to get married. She was insatiable in the bedroom and she was up for almost anything. She loved to give and receive oral and she was comfortable with sex in any position. She would do anything I asked except anal and I had no problem with that. She was so tight I needed nothing else to help me get off.
As we began our married life, we talked long and hard about what we each expected from the other. Neither of us wanted children, at least not for the foreseeable future. Maybe some time later. I spent one rainy afternoon telling Laurie about my mother and what she did. I let her know that infidelity was a non starter for me. If she wanted to consider an affair, I told her to let me know and I would free her of her marriage commitments immediately. She would then be free and I would let her go. I told her that the pain of losing her would be infinitely less than the pain of her betraying me. She listened, told me she understood perfectly and she assured me she felt the same way. We promised each other again that we would remain faithful unless, God forbid, we decided to end our marriage. Then we would do so first before a betrayal could occur.
Our marriage was strong and Laurie and I did many things together. We traveled the world, went sky diving, deep sea diving and fishing, and learned to ski and snowboard. We went camping and spent many nights out under the stars in our sleeping bags and a tent. Our life was filled with each other and many adventures. We matured together and learned each other's desires and secrets. We shared everything. We had friends by the dozen and we did things with them when our common interests matched. We had no special friends however, always keeping those we liked close but not intimate. It seemed safer to both of us that way.
We had been married seven years when the first problems occurred. Laurie had been running the gallery for the past two years and the owner wanted to sell. Laurie talked to me about buying the gallery herself and I listened to her proposal. We had the money and she seemed so sure that I of course agreed. She made the offer and the owner accepted. Three months later, we owned the gallery. Laurie began working there more and more hours and I began to see a change in her. She was more intense now and she seemed to be more and more involved with buying and selling. I was pleased that she was so happy running the place but I was not as happy with the amount of time she was spending there. It continued for the next eighteen months before I finally had to say something.
We talked one Sunday when Laurie was home. I told her of my concerns and she listened but told me that she felt I was overreacting. She agreed that she had been spending a lot of time there, but she promised to slow down and begin to delegate some of the work to Paula, the woman who worked with her. She also promised to hire another sales girl to free up more time. I was happy with these plans and told her so. We spent the rest of the day in bed, something we hadn't done for a while. Laurie was her old self and I welcomed her home. I felt things would return to normal soon.
My job was less stressful. I was now a full partner in the business and I had fifteen people working under my direction. Unlike Laurie, I spent less and less time at the office since my job was mentoring and monitoring which I did while I was there. With good training, my people were able to work without my constant direction leaving me free to make cold calls and deal with specific problems, all things done during working hours. Money was no object to Laurie and I and we had made all the arrangements for our retirement and funding for the things we planned to do.
We had now been married for nine years. Laurie had cut back on the Gallery hours and I was spending more time at home. We settled into a routine that included going out to dinner several nights a week, spending weekends at our cabin up in the mountains where we had four wheelers and snowmobiles, depending on the season, sometimes with friends, sometimes alone. The only thing I began to notice was that our lovemaking began to change. At first, it was very subtle: Laurie would sometimes claim to be too tired to do anything. Sometimes it would be a headache that seemed to occur more often now than before. At other times, when she was willing, her involvement in love making was less than enthusiastic. Before she had been very vocal and very active; now, much less so. Except on weekends when she seemed to be more like her old self.
At first I chalked it up to fatigue from working too much. I decided to mention it one night when she claimed fatigue.
"Laurie honey, what's going on? You've changed over the past few months. You're tired a lot, you have headaches way too often and you seem to be so distracted during the week. And you've been spending more and more time at the gallery again."
"You're imagining things again Peter. I'm tired, yes, but only because we have been trying to get more artists to show their works. And the headaches are from stress and tension. I'm OK, really. Please don't worry so much."
"I have to worry when you seem so distracted and distant. It makes we wonder Laurie. It makes me afraid that you seem to be drifting away. I don't know what to do except worry."
"Please don't Peter. I'm OK. I promise you. And I'm not drifting away. I love you Peter and only you. There's never been anyone else for me."
To make her point, she changed her mind and we made love. It was more like old times and I began to relax and accept her assurance. That was a mistake. I told myself later that her actions were more from guilt than from any attempt to try to get back to where we were. I began to think back to the actions of my mother. She tried to make up for her indiscretion by treating my father like a king, doing what she could for him and always being there for him. Much like Laurie was beginning to do.
Since our lives had become so predictable, Laurie and I both did the same things we had been doing with one exception. I began to work less and less and spend more time watching my Laurie. I would drive downtown to the gallery and sit across the street at a small café. I would watch the front door for a while, knowing that the back door led to a dead end alley and only the garbage trucks used it. It was not safe for cars or people to be back there since it was home to drug users and alcoholics. All deliveries came in the front door as did visitors or employees. I watched from my seat especially after closing time. Laurie never left until an hour or so later.
Several times, I watched Laurie come out accompanied by a young man I had never seen. He was usually carrying a large display satchel, one designed to carry sketches or small painting. He must be an artist. They would walk together, him carrying the satchel, Laurie with her hand on his free arm. I would watch them until they were a short distance down the street, then I exited the café and followed them. They usually stopped, talked intently for a few minutes then she got in her car and drove off. He watched her go, then walked away, heading for what I knew to be his flat. I had followed him twice to the same place.
After a few weeks of this behavior, I determined to meet this young man. I left work one afternoon and drove down to the gallery. I went in, just about closing time and greeted those employees I knew. They said their goodbyes as they left, leaving me standing there, alone in the store. Except that Laurie should be there as should the young man. I walked toward the back where I knew there was a large open space sometimes used as a display area for works to be marked for sale. As I entered that area, I saw Laurie and the young man standing closely together looking at something. I walked over slowly, making as little noise as possible until I was very close to them.
"This one is exquisite. I love it. Are you sure you want to sell it?" Laurie was standing with one hand on his arm, both looking at whatever was on the easel in front of them.
"I do not want to sell it; I had hoped you would accept it as a gift to show my affection for you." He put his hand over hers where she had it on his arm. It was a very tender action for someone who was supposed to be a client.
"I couldn't accept this Rafael! It's too precious. You'll get a fine price for it."
Rafael, if that was his name, moved his arm to place it around her shoulder. Laurie moved toward him and that was the moment I made a noise. Both of them jumped in surprise and turned around to find me standing immediately behind them. I watched his face as it showed surprise and irritation, while Laurie's surprise turned immediately to shame and embarrassment. Her face flushed red, and then slowly paled. "Peter! I didn't hear you come in. What are you doing here?"
I looked at her for a moment as I collected my thoughts. I was angry but not ready to let this young man know that I was. My delay was making her nervous and I decided to speak before she did. "I didn't know I needed a reason to visit my wife. Perhaps I should call ahead? Would that be more appropriate?"
"Of course not. This is your place as much as it is mine. Peter, I'd like to introduce you to Rafael Sanchez. He's showing his work with us this month and it's doing very well. We were just discussing his latest work." She pointed to a soft pastel painting of a woman, silks flowing around her body as she stood on a balcony. It appeared she was nude beneath the silks and there were tantalizing glimpses of her pale skin where the silks fluttered out. I looked carefully at the face and what I saw was an amazing likeness to my wife painted by someone who obviously felt more than a passing fancy for her. I felt my own blood rise up my neck and to my face as I slowly turned to face Rafael.
"Set your price for this one. I'll buy it from you. I do not want it on display. Do you understand?" I looked directly into his eyes, showing him my displeasure. I only hoped he was smart enough to see it and understand it.
He returned my look with his lips beginning to curl in arrogant amusement. He nodded as he acknowledged my intent. "I will allow you to make the offer. I will accept whatever you feel it is worth." That answer was a challenge to me and he expected me to fumble with my reply. I think not.
"The work is priceless. We both know that, but I will pay you $100 for your time and effort. That is far less than you would get if you put it out for display and far less than it is worth." I heard a gasp from Laurie but interestingly enough, no reaction from Sanchez. I continued, now raising my voice in anger. "But it is more than you deserve for the disrespect you show me." With that, I lifted the painting from the easel. I walked over to the worktable on the side of the room, picked up a knife designed to slit canvas with no tearing and sliced the painting out of the frame. I threw the frame away then rolled it up, turned to Laurie who was watching me with a look of horror on her face and said "I'll see you at home. Goodnight Mr. Sanchez."
With that I walked out of the room and out the door to find my car. The ride home was a blur of confusion. What had I witnessed tonight? I knew what I saw in his painting: his infatuation with Laurie, if that's what it was. But what did I see in her reaction to my appearance? That was more confusing. She reacted in guilt and embarrassment which indicated her thoughts were not those she would want me to know. That was a concern. I pulled into my driveway with no clear indication of what was happening.
Inside, I unrolled the painting and looked again at its subject. It took no imagination to see Laurie's face in the girl. The tilt of her head and the way her eyes looked back at whoever was behind her showed a coy awareness of her beauty, and the way she was dressed and the way the wind moved her garments cried seduction. But in Sanchez's mind, who was being seduced? It was clear to me. I took the painting into the living room and, using some tape, secured it to the painting over the mantle. I stood back to admire my work. Once again, it was clear to me that Rafael Sanchez was in love with my wife and saw her returning his love.
I was sitting in the same place when I heard the door open and Laurie's voice calling for me. I didn't bother to answer, my mind still trying to cope with the new directions open with my revelations tonight. I could hear her moving through the house, still calling my name until she walked into the room where I was sitting. She stopped, a small gasp indicating she had seen the painting. She walked slowly in to stand next to me where I sat in a straight backed chair facing the mantle and the painting.
"It's not what you think Peter. It isn't! It is just a work of art and one that I wanted him to hang in the gallery. That's all it was. I don't know what you thought when you said those terrible things to Rafael."
I looked up at her, to see if she really believed the words she was saying. She met my eyes only briefly before looking away. So! She was not telling me the truth and she knew I was aware of it. What else was she not telling me?
"Look at the painting! Look at the face! If you don't see it, you have no business owning an art gallery! The man is obsessed with you! He is in love with you! And you were aware of it and you were not discouraging him! Tell me I'm wrong!"
"You're wrong! You're wrong! He is an excellent artist and that's all. So it looks like me, so what? That doesn't mean anything. You're taking this out of all context!" She spun around and almost ran from the room. I remained where I was, my heart beginning to accept the hurt I knew was coming. Hadn't I lived through this once before? Hadn't I seen the betrayal? Hadn't my mother asked me to lie for her just as Laurie was asking me to accept her lies? Where was the difference?
As I walked into the kitchen to find a drink and something to eat, I felt the depression begin to take over. Again, I had experienced this before so it was all much like déjà vu'.
I was sitting at the table, holding an open bottle of beer and a cold sandwich of some mystery meat I had found in a tray in the refrigerator when Laurie came in. She had changed into jeans and a sweatshirt and her face showed determination. She apparently was determined to try to force the lie down my throat. Well, my mother tried that before and she was only partly successful. I would accept the lie but I would not accept the liar. We would live as I had lived before with my mother: she comfortable in her lies, and me comfortable in my shell. So be it!
So began three weeks of hell. I was firm in my commitment to accept her lies, but I was also firm in my commitment to not accept her. If she chose to live a lie, then I would live with her lies, but my way. She knew how I felt. We had this discussion before we were married and she had agreed that living with a lie was not acceptable in a marriage based on trust. She agreed! Now, she had betrayed me with her support of young Rafael Sanchez and his obsession with her as borne out in his painting! I knew the inevitable outcome of this and I simply waited for proof of her breaking her vows, just like my mother. She fell just as Laurie was heading for a fall.




I was sitting at the table one morning, drinking a cup of coffee before heading in to the office to pretend to be working. I had been doing this now for the past three weeks, staying as late as possible before coming home. I knew Laurie was doing the same and spending long hours with her young artist. I wondered where they were meeting to consummate their lust. Maybe it was time to follow her again to end this charade. I decided tonight to do just that. I felt a little better at the thought of finally doing something. I was smiling to myself when Laurie came down. She saw the smile and mistook it for something other than what it was.
"Well, it seems you are in a better mood finally. It's been a while since you've done anything except grunt at me. Do you feel like talking to me this morning?" She sat down across from me with a cup of her own.
"What is it you want me to say? It seems to me you made it very clear that I was mistaken and that you want me to believe your story rather than the truth." I sipped my coffee, looking up at her. As usual she wouldn't hold my gaze. She lowered her eyes to the table before answering.
"Why is it that you are so convinced that something is going on? Can't you trust me? Don't you believe that Rafael is simply a talented artist and that he used me as a model for his last painting? Honestly Peter, I don't see what you do." She did raise her eyes this time and I held them with my own.
"No, I don't believe that, and neither do you. I just wish you would tell me flat out that you want out of this marriage and that you want the freedom to do what you want. Why is that so hard?" I was becoming angry at her insistence that I was in the wrong.
"Damn it Peter! I don't want out of this marriage! Why do you insist on trying to make something out of nothing? Why? I've done nothing wrong! Nothing!"
"And what did I see the night I took the painting? What would have happened if I had not been there? He put his arm around you and you were moving closer to him. I saw you! And I know you! I saw you and I knew that you were going to let him kiss you. Deny that! I dare you to deny it!"
"All right! Maybe I would have, but it would have meant nothing and I would have immediately stopped it! You have to believe me that I know how to control myself. And I feel nothing for Rafael Sanchez except respect for his talent. That can be intense but it is nothing else. I don't believe Rafael feels that way about me and I certainly don't have those feelings for him. That is the truth!"
"That's where we disagree. He does have feelings for you and I believe you return those feelings. I know what I saw and I know the hours you are spending at the gallery every night are not spent alone. Tell me I'm wrong about that!"
"You're not wrong but it's not what you think. We are working on a major showing of his work in New York. It's going to happen next month and our gallery is going to be the sponsor. It will mean a great deal to us and mean more publicity and the increased business that will bring. That's what I've been doing."
"Congratulations. Will you be going to New York with our Rafael? Spend a few nights with him? Just the two of you?"
Laurie looked at me in fury, threw her coffee cup against the wall behind me and then ran out of the kitchen, sobbing loudly. I watched her go with mild interest. I had my plans and I would get the proof I needed this evening. Then I could end this fiasco.
I left for work, knowing Laurie would be getting dressed for her own plans. I knew what I was going to do now and I felt better than I had in some time. I spent a few hours with my top staff going over some new clients and some new business and left it to them to carry it out. They had been working independently for some time anyway and I thought about finally making it permanent. I could retire and the money from my commissions would continue to flow in. I could go back to doing those things we used to enjoy together: surfing, camping, cycling. Lots of things a man still young could do. Hell yes! I had just turned thirty six. Plenty of time to do other things, meet new people, maybe some new women. Why not? My life was still ahead of me.
Right at six, I left the building and drove over to the gallery. It closed at six thirty during the week so I sat down in the little café across the street and watched. I noted that several people came out and walked away. I paid little attention to them until I noticed one woman walking away, her back now to me. I thought I recognized her but couldn't place her. As she got further and further away, my brain continued to process what I saw and it finally dawned on me. It was Rachael, my mother! I started to rise and follow her when I saw Rafael Sanchez exit the shop, Laurie stopping in the doorway and talking to him.
I sat back down and watched the exchange. It was obviously something they were disagreeing on since there were several gestures indicating emotion. I couldn't tell what it was about until Raphael drew his hand down in a dramatic sweep and stood there holding that pose and my wife's eyes. She finally dropped her head and looked down at her hands. Raphael strode rapidly away and Laurie watched him go. She shook her head as if in frustration then walked back inside. I ordered a coffee to go and waited for Laurie to close up. I was going to follow her to her car, and then to wherever she went.
It was only five more minutes when Laurie exited the gallery carrying a rolled tube. She locked the door behind her and then started down the street. I was taken by surprise when she walked past the lot where she was parked. She was going further down the street: she was going to his apartment! While I had expected something, some sign of her planned betrayal, this was more than I had expected. I thought she would be more discrete. Apparently her disregard for me was so complete that she had no need for subtlety. At least now I could follow her keeping out of sight since I knew her destination. I followed her the three blocks to where he lived and watched her walk up the steps to his building's entrance.
Enough of remembering! I jerked my attention back to the sight before me. She had disappeared up the stairs to his second floor apartment. I had my proof. She was having an affair with him just as I assumed. And she had made a choice without keeping to her word: to tell me in advance so I could set her free. Just like my mother! Just as I expected! I knew when I asked her for her promise to tell me before betraying me that she would do just as my mother had before her. I knew it. Mother betrayed dad and asked me to lie for her. Laurie betrayed me and asked to accept her lie. Where was the difference?
I walked back to my car and drove home. I took my time, knowing Laurie would be very late tonight. I had time to make some decisions, to make plans. I walked into my house, feeling the silence, the emptiness. That feeling was new but I knew it was going to be the feeling that prevailed from now on.
I had no appetite so I just grabbed a beer from the fridge and went in to the family room. I sat down in my chair, stabbed the remote at the TV and sat back to let the mindless drivel soak into my weary brain bringing oblivion with it. She would be gone now at least two or three hours so I couldn't expect her back until close to midnight. It was strange that she didn't even leave me a message, telling me she would be late. Was she so callus that she felt it would make no difference to me? Of course, she was just like my mother. Hide your sin at all costs to protect yourself. Laurie probably felt if I had no evidence, she could continue to expect me to buy into the lie.
I remembered the anger I felt when my mother asked me to lie to my father. It was a slow burning anger that slowly consumed my heart and soul. I treated her like the tramp she was, giving her no kindness or respect. When dad was around, I acted as if nothing was wrong but when we were alone, I would ignore her and refuse to speak to her unless asked a direct question. She was angry at first, then she slowly began to stop talking to me and finally to accept that I was not there for her. Neither of us let dad know anything was wrong but I knew and she knew. She never did tell him and finally she left.
I guess she was such a coward that she couldn't stand it. Well, dad was better off without her, wasn't he? Wasn't he? As that question circled around and around in my brain, I began to feel a warmth creep up my neck and into my face until finally it burned in panic! Was I wrong? Had my father really been happier with her gone? Was I lying to myself to justify my own anger and feelings of betrayal? Oh God! What if I had been wrong?
I told myself he was better off for years but I never questioned it. God, I had refused to face the answer to that question all this time. The answer was right in front of me all that time. The answer was NO! He was miserable and it was my fault, not hers. I remember the look on his face when she left. He asked me if I knew what she meant when she said she was so sorry. I lied to him and said I didn't have any idea. I remembered that look on his face. Was it anger? At me? I finally knew that was exactly what it was but he forgave me as she requested. I drove her away and I lied to him about that as well.
What was it she said? "You must forgive him. I have." How could she? How could he? God, I was miserable! I was going to ruin my life like I ruined my father's and my mother's. I was doing exactly the same thing to my wife Laurie, driven by my obsession with my mother's infidelity. And in the end, she had paid a greater price for it than she deserved because I couldn't forgive her. Eleven years old and I had the wisdom of the ages when I refused to see weakness as a human condition rather than a sin not worthy of forgiveness. And who was I, a child, to make that decision for my father? He and my mother both paid a price for my stubbornness. I suddenly realized it was too high a price to pay.
All of this ran through my mind in those first minutes. Had I already driven Laurie away with my insane jealousy and my overbearing moral superiority? Only this morning I had accused her of infidelity but allowed her no chance to defend herself.
It was just seven thirty, a half hour after I saw my wife climbing the steps to meet her lover when I heard the front door open and close. I stood up and turned to face whoever it was, my heart pounding in my chest in both fear and hope. I knew what I wanted but did I dare hope? Could I make this right or was it too late? I watched as Laurie stepped into the room.
"Hi. I'm glad you're here. I have something to say to you. Please wait for me: I want to change first and then get something to drink. I won't be but a minute." She waited, then when I didn't answer, she walked up the stairs to change. I sat back down, my surprise increased by my pleasure and relief that she hadn't stayed at Rafael's apartment for more than a few minutes. That meant more to me at that moment than I could ever have imagined. Maybe it wasn't too late, but then again it may already have happened.
I got a second beer and returned to the room to wait. My mind was trying to cope with all I had come to understand this day. There was too much information, too many mistakes and too much blame. Nothing was as it should be. My simple life and the simple truths I had clung to were no more. They were false: truths of an eleven year old boy, not those of a man. Truths that had destroyed the lives of two people I cared about. Two people who deserved more than the contempt their son had heaped upon them. The shame I considered due my mother was more mine than hers. She was an honest woman who made a mistake and I was the self righteous son who refused to forgive her.
Laurie walked into the room, a cup of coffee in one hand. She took the chair across from me where she normally sat when we were in this room. She looked tired: her face was drawn, lines around her eyes and mouth were more pronounced and there was a lack of color in her cheeks and lips. She was beautiful: how could she not be. It was who she was, as much a part of her as her skin. As I gazed at her, I felt a lump form in my throat, indicating my grief. I nodded at her to begin.
"First, I want to say you were right. Rafael is in love with me and I was the woman in his painting. The painting said it all. And you saw it. You saw what he felt and what he wanted me to see and for that I feel ashamed. You saw it and told me and I defended him. I was so wrong."
Laurie looked now at her hands folded on her lap, the coffee forgotten,
"This past week has been very busy, getting the arrangements for the New York showing set. We have been working long hours together and I failed to see what was happening. Rafael was reading things into my actions that I didn't mean. He took my admiration of his talent too far and made assumptions that were false. But again, I didn't see it but you did. And you tried to tell me and I ignored you. I disrespected you in this and for that, I am sorry.
"It came to a head today. I finally heard you this morning when you accused me of planning a trip with him to New York. That you could possibly think that of me meant I had somehow given you doubts. Somehow you were able to come to believe that of me because we were drifting apart and I was the cause. I paid more attention to him than to my husband. And today, when I looked at the painting with that understanding, I saw me as he wanted me to be and I was ashamed."
I listened to her words and I began to feel the weight of the world lifting from my shoulders. It wasn't too late. Regardless of what had already happened, she was still my wife and still my love. She understood what I saw and it reminded her of the promises we made to each other. Perhaps she had strayed once but she would stray no more. I could live with that as I should have allowed my mother to live with her indiscretion. If I had, my father would have been happy. His life would have been worth living. Instead, I took that away from him and I was ashamed.
I looked at her face, her eyes, and leaned forward to show her I was serious. "Then I can forgive you for what you have done. If you come home to me and tell me that you will not stray again, I will accept that and love you as I have."
She was shaking her head, smiling now. "But you don't understand. I've done nothing but forget that you were only trying to warn me. I should have seen the danger earlier and not caused you to worry about something that would never happen. You don't understand that I could never do anything to hurt you, regardless of who tempts me. I went to Rafael's apartment tonight to return the painting to him and to tell him that I will no longer work directly with him. I feel nothing but admiration for him but his feelings for me are not the same. I can not allow him to think things could be different. They can't. You are my love and my only love."
My heart overflowed with joy. She was true to me and I was the one who was blind. We rose together and embraced. "I love you my wife. I love you with all my heart."
We spent the evening talking and reconfirming our love. It had been too close this time. We lost our ability to talk to each other and we lost that thread that held us together. That was a danger that we had to avoid. To that end, I made a suggestion to her.
"Laurie, I would like to find my mother and try to make amends to her. I've learned too much about myself and what I did to her and my father. I need to tell her and ask her to forgive me. She said she did but I have to hear it for myself. Would you mind?"
I didn't know whether she knew who she had been seeing in the gallery but she surprised me when she said, "Of course I don't mind. Would you like me to invite her over the next time I see her?"
I smiled at her and told her I would be delighted.
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Consequences-Janet
The End of Hope
Janet Temple swore under her breath as she pulled into the closest parking space she could find. It was at least a hundred feet from her door and while normally that wouldn't be too bad, today she had two bags of snacks for her daughter Alison's sleepover. Well, it couldn't be helped so she parked the car, climbed out and moved around to the back to unlatch the hatchback. It creaked as she lifted it, the two cylinders that were supposed to make it easy both corroded and useless. She pulled out the two plastic bags and set them down on the ground while she used her weight to pull the hatchback closed. She made sure the stubborn catch was engaged and then carried the two bags into the stairwell to make the climb to her third floor apartment.
Once she had unlocked the door and let herself in, she set the bags down and fell heavily into one of the three chairs that surrounded the small table she found and refinished to use as a combined dining/kitchen table. She slumped back in the chair and waited until she caught her breath. She was tired, of course, since she had just finished a full shift at 'The Bistro', the small café where she worked as often and as many hours as she could. Ally stayed with her mother during the day and that saved a lot of money that she desperately needed to keep them housed and fed. But this was Friday and since she worked late, Ally was going to stay overnight with Charlie, her father. He picked her up after he was done work and would bring her home tomorrow for her sleepover Saturday night. Maybe he would stay and talk to her when he did. She looked forward to those times. She had hope then.
Since the divorce, Charlie did what he could to pay her child support but she knew that what he gave her was almost as much as he made working at the Midas garage. He was living on the rest and she knew he was struggling. Even with his brother's help, Charlie was just making do. He and Jeff lived together in the small trailer where they were born. Their father had died soon after Charlie moved out and the two of them were now pooling their recourses. She felt the tears begin to well up and stood up, cursing herself for thinking of him. Foolish hope! Just let it go! Just do what has to be done to make sure Ally's sleepover went as well as possible. She angrily wiped her eyes and got up to get things put away.
As she made sure the spare room floor where the girls would spread their sleeping bags was clear of boxes and bags and other stuff she stored there, she thought back to the divorce. It was her fault, all of it. She was the one that screwed everything up and made Charlie have to divorce her. He was not very smart and he didn't make a lot of money but Janet loved him. She had as long as she could remember. Charlie lived with his dad and older brother, just the three of them after his mother died. Charlie's father was a drunk and not worth much but Charlie and his brother took care of him. Janet also came from a single parent home, her mother taking care of her. They grew up together and they graduated high school together and they dated through it all. When they were both eighteen, Charlie proposed and in spite of the warning from her mother that Charlie would never amount to anything, she accepted and they were married by the pastor of their local church.
Charlie took what little money he had saved and bought a tiny two bedroom trailer and they moved in. Janet was handy with things so she began to find and restore old pieces of furniture to use and slowly they furnished it. Charlie was proud of the job Janet did and he never failed to praise her. They were as happy as if they were rich: and if happiness was a measure of wealth, they were as rich as anyone could be. The only thing that would make them happier was if they had a baby and so when Janet told Charlie that she was pregnant, he was sure he could never want for anything again.
Alison was born in their second year of marriage. She was perfect in every way and they both loved her with all their hearts. She grew like a weed, happy and healthy and life was perfect. She learned fast and was a joy to Charlie. He had never considered himself smart but as he watched his daughter, he took pride in her ability and said a prayer of thanks each night that she had the brains he lacked. Ally thought her parents were the end all and be all of everything that was good. She was happy, Charlie was happy and Janet was happy. But as with all things, change was guaranteed. And change did come.
When Allie started first grade, Janet told Charlie that she needed to go to work. They needed the money and they could certainly use it to move to a bigger trailer or even a three bedroom apartment. Janet wanted to work during the day while Allie was in school and be home for her in the afternoon. Her mother volunteered to help and watch Allie when Janet had to work over. While it hurt Charlie's pride to see his wife have to work, he agreed that it would be nice to have the extra money. He agreed and Janet started at a café in town called The Bistro, although her hours were later than she wished.
She worked as a waitress and made good money with her tips. She was a very pretty girl and she had a sweet personality so she was always getting extra money from the businessmen. The only real problem was that Janet started work before Charlie got home and it was late when she finished. Janet was tired when she got home so their sex life suffered. The weekends were the only time they could be together and they both wanted that time to be with Ally.
Together Charlie and Janet started saving money from every payday, doing without as much as possible, and they were excited to watch the savings grow. Charlie talked to a friend of his who worked at the bank and he suggested a savings account that invested in the market. He urged them to invest twenty five percent in a high risk fund that would pay them well if things went alright. If things got too bad, they could back out and he would watch it for them. They agreed and their savings grew faster than they had planned. Things were good even with their forced separation.
Janet had been working almost two years when he started to come in to the Bistro for dinner. His name was Simon Butler and he always sat at table 7 which was in Janet's section. She noticed him at first because he always tipped well. She began to talk to him when he came in and she soon knew a lot about him. He was a businessman, working in the financial district. He was almost thirty, divorced, well dressed and seemed to be well built. His shoulders were broad, he was handsome with deep blue eyes and coal black hair. His voice was pleasant and he had a good sense of humor. He always flirted with her and soon she was returning his banter with a smile and some racy comment. He seemed to enjoy it.
As Janet came to know him, he also began to ask about her. Slowly she told him about her life with Charlie and Allie. She told him how hard it was for them and how much they wanted to make their way out of the simple life they shared. Money was the issue she explained and she told him where Charlie worked. She probably told him too much and she knew it but he was so easy to talk to. As she came to know him and look forward to his visits, she found herself sad on those days he failed to come in. And for some reason, she never told Charlie about him. She didn't understand her reluctance to mention Simon to Charlie but she forgot it as time passed.
Over the next month, Simon became a regular and Janet looked forward to seeing him each day. They laughed and talked and shared personal information and stories about their respective jobs. Janet found Simon to be a good listener and she often asked his advice about things that she and Charlie were concerned about. He gave her the benefit of his knowledge of business and all his advice was sound. As a matter of fact, Simon became so much a part of her life that Janet found herself thinking of him outside the café. She sometimes imagined living with him in a grand home with lots of lawn and flowers and other luxuries she could only dream about. She knew his lifestyle would be grand and she wished that she could experience it, if only for a time. She had a dream about him one night that was so intense, she blushed when she saw him the next day. She had several more that were just as pleasant. She tried to put him out of her mind but sometimes that wasn't possible.
It was almost November and Charlie's birthday. Janet knew what she wanted to buy him and she had been saving some of her tips to buy him a CD player. He loved music and he listened to it at work. He collected music at home from his computer and made some discs he liked to listen to but at work, there was no way to play them. She knew he would love one of his own and Janet wanted to do this for him. Janet knew little about them but planned on going shopping in a week or so, just in time for his birthday. She mentioned this to Simon one day while he was in and he said he thought it would be a nice present. She asked him for some advice and he said he would think about it and let her know. They talked as usual; she brought him his dinner and stopped as often as she could while he was there. As usual, he left her a sizable tip.
Janet thought no more about the CD player until two days later when Simon handed her a package when he came in to dinner. Janet was surprised but he told her to open it after she was done with her shift; he would talk to her about it tomorrow. She took the package back and placed it in her locker to keep it safe. She finished her shift and changed out of her uniform before leaving. When she put her uniform in the locker, she saw the package, pulled it out and decided to open it. Inside was a box containing a CD player. The label said it was a Sony, and from what little she knew, it had to be very expensive. She set the box down, stood still and just stared at it. What did this mean? Why had Simon given her this? It was meant for Charlie but Simon had never met Charlie and anyway, this was to be her gift to Charlie. She couldn't afford this! She put the box in her locker, set the combination and went home.
The CD player bothered her that evening and she tried to put it out of her mind. She would return it to Simon the following day and that would take care of it. It was too expensive and she couldn't afford it. Simon had no business buying it for her since he knew what she could afford. As she thought more about it, she felt herself beginning to weaken. It was a grand thing and she would be so proud to give something that nice to her husband. But then reality reared its ugly head: it was stupid and that's all there was to it. She went in to kiss Ally goodnight, took her shower and crawled into bed with Charlie. He was half asleep so she spooned against him with one arm on his hip and her head on his shoulder. She signed in contentment as she fell asleep.
The following day was Friday and she normally worked a few extra hours to get a share of the tips that were typical of that crowd. She was well into her shift when Simon came in and she had little time to talk to him as busy as she was. She did take his order, scold him for the player, telling him she wanted him to take it back, but rushed off without hearing his reply. She was so busy, she never noticed him leave. That bothered her but it made no difference. She would get it back to him soon. She forgot in the heat of the evening crowd and worked straight through until almost nine. She clocked out and changed into her jeans and exited by the back door as always.
As the door closed behind her, she saw Simon standing there waiting for her. She blinked, nodded and walked toward him. She could now make arrangements for him to pick up the CD player. As a matter of fact, she could go back inside and collect it now. She would ask him to wait.
"Hi Simon. I'm glad you're here. If you wait a minute, I'll go back inside and get your player. Then you can return it and get your money back." She moved close to him to make her point. Simon reached out and put his hand on her arm.
"Janet, please wait. I don't want to take the player back. I bought it for you. I don't want your money and you don't need to worry. It's for you to give to Charlie for his birthday." Simon was smiling, trying to convince her that it was just a gift.
"But Simon, it's too much. I can't afford anything like that and Charlie would know that I spent too much. He would make me take it back anyway. So, you see, it won't work." Janet had moved closer to Simon to make her argument.
"If that's the problem, I can get a cheaper one. I just want to do this for you Janet. It's not much for me. Why can't I help you with this?"
"Because he's my husband and I want to give him this gift with money I made by myself. If you give it to me, that's not the same. And why would you want to give me something like this anyway? We're just friends."
"You're more than that to me Janet. You have to know how I feel about you. I come in just to see you and that's why I sit at your table." He was now standing very close to Janet, his hand now rubbing up and down her arm, and she hadn't moved back.
Janet didn't know what to say but her heart was pounding and there was a rushing in her ears that made it hard to concentrate. Simon was so close he was all she could see. He filled her world at that moment and when he bent down to press his lips to hers, she didn't, couldn't, move. As his lips touched hers, she sighed, closed her eyes and let the kiss develop. She wasn't aware of putting her arms around his neck and pulling him down to her. She wasn't aware of his arms going around her waist and pulling her body against his. She felt the urgency of his erection through the mist that seemed to be surrounding her and making her mind move so slowly. She pressed against him with a groan of pleasure that told him what he needed to know. She felt lost but safe in his arms.
Her lips opened to accept his questing tongue and she molded herself even closer when she felt one hand move between them to grasp her breast. Her own hand moved down as well and rested on the impressive bulge between his legs. She felt him jerk when her hand grasped him through his pants and she smiled through the kiss. His tongue was demanding and hers answered. She lifted one leg and put it around his waist to allow him access to her warm center. When his hand dropped and pressed against her mound, she also groaned in pleasure. They were both lost in lust and would probably have groped each other longer when the door behind them opened and light spilled over them. Janet seemed to come to her senses then and pulled back in guilt. For the first time, she thought of Charlie and what she was doing. She felt the guilt begin to build and her face flushed in shame.
Simon had stepped back as well and the two of them stood apart, panting and looking down at nothing. There was a loud bang as a bag of garbage was tossed to their left and then the door closed, bathing them in darkness again. Apparently no one had noticed the two of them clutching each other in lust. Janet looked up then at Simon and his face was still flushed from passion. Her knees almost buckled at that but then she turned and almost ran toward her car parked close by. She was at the car with her hand on the door when she felt Simon grab her shoulder and spin her around to face him.
"Janet, please. You can't just leave now. What about what just happened? You had to feel what I felt." He was bending down to look directly into her eyes. His face had determination and his voice was firm and commanding. She felt herself begin to weaken again and tried to find the courage to push him away. She was a married woman, with a husband who she loved and who loved her. This was wrong and had to stop before it went too far. She wanted to tell him that but just as she was about to say the words, he once again pressed his lips to hers and his body against hers. He backed her against the side of her car and the contact between them increased as he pressed harder. Once again she felt herself losing control. But what about Charlie? What about. . . . . . When his tongue slipped between her lips again she sighed and threw control away. The sensations were too strong and his body felt too warm and solid. She had no choice now.
Simon moaned into her mouth as he slipped his hand under her blouse and pulled it out of the waistband of her slacks. He moved quickly to cup her breast through her thin bra and she gasped into his mouth with pleasure. He pushed the flimsy bra up over her breasts freeing them both to his greedy hands. When he rolled a nipple between his finger and thumb she felt herself quiver in need. She spread her legs wider when his other hand moved down inside her slacks to cup her mound again. This time she reached for the zipper of his pants and pulled it down frantically. She wanted to feel him, to take him in her hand and know what he felt like. She reached inside his underwear and pulled him out into the open. He shivered with feeling as she moved her hand up and down the long length of him. She wanted more.
Simon released her breasts, pulling a moan of displeasure from her, but then roughly pushed her slacks down off her hips. He quickly dropped to his knees to pull them down and off one foot. Immediately, she moved her legs apart in freedom. He rose up, kissed her warm thighs and moved to her wet center. His warm breath brought a surge of lust to her already hot face and then his tongue washed over her causing her knees to buckle. She grabbed his face and pulled him up. This was too intense and she wanted him inside her. She reached down to take him in her hand and as he rose to his full height, she positioned his cock directly between her wet lips and pushed her hips forward to take him inside. She leaned her shoulders as far back against the car as she could and pushed her hips against him, taking the head inside. Simon groaned with delight before pushing his own hips forward, driving his rigid cock completely inside Janet. They both stiffened at the complete penetration before Simon pulled back and began to pump into her with slow strong thrusts. Janet dropped her hands down to his hips and pulled him toward her with each thrust. Their bodies met at each stroke and both felt their climaxes rushing forward. Janet was panting and moaning with each thrust and Simon was grunting with animalistic sounds. This was lust, pure and primitive, satisfying a demand that had been building between the two of them for months. As Simon's own climax approached, his thrusts increased in frequency and power. As his lust crested, he growled out loud and thrust powerfully inside Janet's body and held himself against her as his semen flowed up and out into her waiting warmth. As the first touch of his liquid splashed deep inside her, Janet's climax crashed over her, lifting her up on a crest of passion. She threw back her head, her mouth open in a silent scream as the force of it drove her momentarily insane with pleasure.
The two of them were frozen in a tableau of intense pleasure, his semen pumping into her waiting reservoir. As the climax subsided, Simon pumped into her several more times, making sure all of his seed had been deposited before slowly pulling back, releasing Janet from her rigid position between him and the cold steel of the car. As he slipped out of her body, she dropped down from her toes onto her feet again, the strain in her calves and thighs beginning to be felt. At first all she felt was the warm glow of contentment as it flooded her tense muscles; then she began to feel the embarrassment of standing almost naked in front of a man she knew only slightly, but one with whom she had just made love. Almost immediately, she bent down to pull her pants back on and to pull down her bra covering her breasts. Once again dressed, she said nothing as she pulled open the car door, slid inside and then closed the door essentially blocking Simon off. It seemed crazy but at that instant, it was all she could think to do.



"Janet! Janet. Roll down your window, please. Janet, please, we have to talk." He was holding the door handle, one hand rapping on the window. She pushed the button to lower the window.
"I have to go Simon. Please, we'll talk tomorrow. I really have to go; Charlie will be wondering where I am." Janet couldn't look into his eyes. She was embarrassed, crushed with guilt and frightened of what she had just done. The only thing she could think of was to get home where it was safe.
"Fine, but we will talk. I don't regret what just happened and I hope you don't either. Go home, but we'll talk again." He backed away, letting her go. She started the car, backed out and pulled onto the highway leading back to her own home.
Janet drove home, thinking now only about what she had done and what she had to do. It is typical of those who do wrong that when they finally back away from the deed itself, they begin to think of what they should have done and what they need to do to cover themselves in innocence. Feelings of guilt and remorse are present but suppressed by the need to cover their guilt, and hiding any evidence of their crime was paramount. That was Janet's thought process as she drove home: self preservation. Cold, calculating and devoid of remorse.
First she had to get into the house, avoid any contact with Charlie until she could get into the shower and rinse all signs of Simon off her body. She was filled with his semen and it was beginning to leak onto her panties. It would be too obvious to Charlie if he were to see her that way. She had to rinse herself out and change underwear quickly.
Next she had to examine her body for any signs. She didn't think there would be anything to hide since their passion was contained to pure sex. Simon had handled her tits roughly but they didn't seem to be sensitive so there was very little likelihood that there were any bruises or redness. As for her vagina, there was no chance that she could let Charlie anywhere near her tonight. She was sore and her outer lips were swollen still.
As she pulled into the driveway, she felt she was calm enough to spin the story for Charlie that she had spilled some leftovers on her clothes and she wouldn't want him near until she could wash. She rubbed her hands over her face to make it uniformly pink and used a comb to quickly brush her hair into place. She was ready to face her husband.
She walked into the trailer and threw her purse onto the small table next to the door as usual. The entrance opened directly into the front of the trailer with the kitchen and the main part of the trailer to her left, and the open end of the trailer comprising the combined living room/family room to the right. She smiled at Charlie as he sat in one of the two chairs that face the TV.
"Hi babe! I have to hit the shower real quick. I got dumped on with a tub of leftovers and I smell pretty bad. Let me wash up and I'll be back quick as I can." She waved and turned to the left to the master bedroom and the small shower inside.
She moved down the small hallway and slid the door open to go inside. She looked back once but Charlie was sitting still where he was. She breathed a sigh of relief, stripped her clothes off, grabbed the underwear and stuffed it into the small hamper she kept for dirty things. She made sure her panties were stuffed down out of sight just in case. She went into the small bathroom, looked at herself in the full length mirror attached to the sliding door to check for signs. She breathed a sigh of relief as she saw nothing to worry about. Even her lower lips were no longer swollen and red. She moved quickly into the shower and let the water soothe her jangled nerves. She attended to business and made sure she was clean inside and out. Five more minutes to say a small prayer of thanks then out to dry off and don a clean pair of pajamas.
She stuck her head into Allie's room, watched her sleeping face for a few seconds, then went down the hall to face Charlie. She took a deep breath before sitting down in the other chair.
"How was Allie tonight? Any problems?" Janet was surprised at the calm way she was able to ask that question.
"Nothing out of the ordinary. Seems you're a little late tonight aren't you? Must have been busy. Good for tips, I'll bet." Charlie glanced over at her and then back to the TV.
The comment about being late was like a bolt of lightning striking her out of the blue. Up to this point, the guilt she felt about cheating on Charlie had been lurking in the background, overwhelmed by the need to cover her actions. From the time she pulled up her pants and got into the car, she hadn't once allowed herself to think of him. Now, with his simple, innocent question, she was grabbed by the cuff of the neck and thrust directly into her betrayal. As Charlie watched some mindless drivel on TV, Janet's mind tried to block out what she had done without success. Visions of her standing naked, her hips jutting forward in lust swam before her eyes. She felt herself getting sick and she jumped up and ran toward the bathroom, getting only into the entrance before everything came up. She fell to her knees, one hand on the doorjamb holding her up as she lowered her head and spewed her stomach's contents over the bathroom floor. She heaved steadily for the next few minutes until there was nothing left but bile which burned her throat and mouth. She was gasping and shuddering as her muscles clinched and unclenched, the dry spasms subsiding painfully until they were gone.
Charlie had become aware of her condition when she began to cough and sputter. He was standing behind her, unsure of what to do. He watched her, his own stomach heaving in sympathy. As she slowed down, he bent down to put one hand on her back and ask, "Is there anything I can do honey. Are you alright? Should I take you into emergency?"
Janet was sick, unhappy and frightened, all at the same time. She wanted Charlie's comfort but couldn't accept it now. Not after what she did. Not after betraying everything she had promised him. She had cheated on her husband and that was enough to make her afraid to look into his eyes or talk to him. He would say something kind and she couldn't stand that. She didn't want him to be kind: she didn't deserve that. Not now.
"No Charlie, I'll be fine. Just something I ate today at the café. Maybe the fish, it could have been bad. I'll just clean this up and go in to bed. You go back and finish watching your show. I'll be OK." She waved him away, pretending to be embarrassed and Charlie took the hint. Anyway, he would be no help in trying to clean up after her. He was never much help with stuff like that. A typical man. Her man, she thought, which brought on a bout of crying. Angrily she went into the small laundry room and got a bucket which she filled with water. She spent the next few minutes on her knees, tears pouring out of her eyes, cleaning up her mess and after putting everything away, went into the bedroom and lay down.
She thought about telling Charlie what she did but she didn't know how to explain to him how it happened. She couldn't even justify to herself what happened: she wasn't able to even do that. She thought back to what happened and in spite of her guilt and remorse, the memory made her body react and she became wet again. She clamped down on the memory, trying to wrench her mind away from it but it was no use. She knew it was wrong, that cheating on Charlie was wrong and bound to cause her great harm if he found out, but it made no difference to her rogue body. As she remembered Simon's hands and mouth, her hand dropped between her legs and she began to pleasure herself. She was rubbing herself when she heard Charlie coming down the hall. In guilt she pulled her hand back and rolled over onto her stomach. She stayed still as Charlie looked in on her before turning and walking back down the hall.
As she lay there in bed, she felt the tears squeeze out of her closed eyes; she was confused and frightened. What was happening to her? She loved Charlie and Ally with all her heart but Simon kept interrupting her thoughts. She felt intense guilt about what she did but she also had to admit that she enjoyed it so much. He was wealthy, handsome, distinguished and powerful; all the things that Janet envied. She had always looked on people with money as different, somehow better, more appealing. As she drifted off to sleep, she thought about what it would be like to spend some time with him alone.
The weekend came and Janet spent that time with her husband and her daughter. They drove to the park and had a picnic with Allie. She rode on all the contraptions there for the children and Charlie was so patient with her. He helped her onto all the bigger rides and was there to catch her when she swung, tumbled, or slid too far. Janet laid out the spread, filled their plates with food she had prepared and watched the two people she loved most in this world enjoy. She was content; her thoughts completely on Charlie and Allie. No thought of Simon intruded on her contentment that weekend and she had hopes that it had been only a moment of insanity that she could leave behind. Until Monday.
On Monday morning, Charlie went off to work, Allie went to school and Janet did the housework. She went about doing her chores in good humor, a wonderful weekend giving her peace. She thought no more about Simon or her transgressions. She lay down for a short nap before changing for work. She always left at two thirty to go to work, her normal hours being three to seven or seven thirty, depending on the volume of business. Allie would go to her mother's place when school was out and stay there till Charlie picked her up on his way home. They would be together then until about eight when Janet got home. Allie would go to bed soon after and that would be their day. It had been her world now for the past several years and she loved it just as it was.
At work, things became routine, and Janet quickly lost herself in her job. People came and people went and the world was as it should be. She was doing fine until he came in just about dinner time. He took his usual seat in her section and she almost didn't notice him until she came around the corner and saw him sitting there. He smiled at her and her heart began to pound in her chest. She swallowed, took out her pad and walked over to take his order. She stood beside his chair and waited.
"I'm glad to see you Janet. I couldn't wait until dinner time to come in; I almost left work early just to be here to see you." He was looking up at her, his face the one she had seen in her dreams so many times. Now, she didn't know how she felt except that she was happy he was here. Her face was flushed and her heart was pounding so loud she was surprised he couldn't hear it.
"I'm glad to see you too. What can I get you?" It was all she could do to get the words out.
"Wait a minute. I have something I want to give you." He reached into his jacket inside pocket and pulled out a small rectangular card. He looked once at it and then handed it to her. She took it without asking what it was and slid it into the pocket of her apron.
"You can use that anytime you want. When you do, just tell me 'tonight'." He smiled at her, then looked at the menu and ordered something. She wrote it down out of habit and walked away. She handed the order to the cook, then walked quickly to the back room, telling one of the other waitresses she had to use the restroom.
Once inside with the door locked, she pulled the card out and examined it. It was a keycard for apartment A-25 at the Bennington Apartments, an upscale apartment complex nearby. He was telling her that all she had to do was say tonight and he would be waiting for her. The thought of that made her angry at first, then pensive, and finally she began to feel excitement. What if she did meet him for sex? After all, the first time in the parking lot was so exciting that she thought about it all the night. She had jumped Charlie that Saturday afternoon when Ally was off playing with her friends and then again that night. Even Sunday night, she had enticed him into making love after getting him in the mood with her mouth. Charlie loved that and she only did it on special occasions. She explained herself to him by saying that she was just in a playful mood after a great weekend. On top of that was a desire to see where Simon lived, how he lived. She had imagined his life in luxury and style and this was a chance to see it for herself, and maybe enjoy it, if only for a short time.
Janet left the bathroom and went back to the floor. She passed Simon's table a few times before stopping, pretending to check to see if he needed anything else. She whispered that she needed time to think about this. He nodded, smiled at her encouragingly and told her to take her time. He didn't want to push her into anything but he desperately wanted to see her alone. She walked away, nervously thinking about what he was saying. She felt herself getting moist at the thought but stopped herself with an angry expletive. This had to stop! These thoughts weren't proper and she had to get control of herself.
Simon finished and left without receiving any more attention from Janet. She finished out her shift, left for home with mixed feelings. She spent that evening with Charlie and Allie before she went to bed. Afterwards as Charlie watched TV, Janet sat quietly examining her feelings. As she watched him sitting there, her love for him rose and caused her eyes to begin to fill with tears. She loved him so much! He and Allie were her life and she was happy with them both. She wanted nothing more and regardless of the cramped quarters the three of them were forced to endure, these were happy days for her. At that, she decided to give the card back to Simon the next time he came in. She smiled to herself, walked over and sat down on Charlie's lap. He smiled at her, put his arms around her and held her tight. She was happy and content!
It was with some guilt that Janet gave Charlie the CD player that Simon gave her. She had struggled with the decision, but finally rationalized it by considering that Charlie would love it; she loved him completely; Simon would not even miss the money it cost; and if there was some guilt associated with the gift, it was a deserved penance as a way to make up for her cheating. Charlie loved it, raved about how much it cost her, pretended to want to refuse it but his joy was too much. He told her how much he loved her and thanked her for the sacrifice he knew she made to give it to him. She made it through the birthday without more than a small niggling by her conscience. After all, some good can come from bad actions. Couldn't it?
Her contentment lasted almost a week until the following Thursday. She still had the keycard and hadn't given it back to Simon; she had been wrestling with her emotions ever since the following day when Simon came in for dinner. Janet wanted to give him the card but when she saw him and his smile, she hesitated. He said nothing to make her nervous and just smiled and joked a little with her as a typical customer. She relaxed and the keycard stayed in her locker. Neither of them mentioned it that day or the next, or the day after that. Until Thursday. Janet had been nervous all day and she wasn't sure what the problem was until Simon came in for dinner. He had on a casual shirt that exposed his muscular arms and his broad chest. He had been working at home that day, taking a day off from work. He looked tanned and relaxed and Janet's stomach rolled over at the sight of him. She took his order, exchanged pleasantries with him before bringing his dinner. As she took away the main course dishes, preparing to bring him his dessert, she made her decision, not even taking the time to consider. As she set the dessert in front of him, she leaned down and whispered, "tomorrow." Simon hardly reacted when he simply nodded.
The rest of the shift flew by as Janet's heart soared with the thought of spending an hour or more with Simon alone. She knew what she was doing was wrong but she suppressed her guilt with the thought that this was just for her: a few hours living in luxury with a strong, powerful man. Living as wealthy people did, in style and grace. The price for that was letting him have her body. Not love, just sex, admission to his world for just a short time. Charlie couldn't be angry if he knew that she only wanted a small bit of time for herself. Allie wasn't being hurt and neither was Charlie. They didn't need to know about this and she would never tell them. And Charlie would benefit, just as he did the day after the first time with Simon. This was just a tryst, meaning nothing.
That night, she made love to Charlie, making sure he was happy and satisfied. She gave him oral again, knowing how much he loved her doing that for him. When he finally mounted her and penetrated her, she wrapped her arms and legs around his body and joined him in making love. They climaxed together and she told him how much she loved him. He seemed startled by her emotional response but reveled in the pleasure of Janet's attentions. As he rolled over and fell asleep, exhausted by their physical exertions, she laid there herself contemplating what she was going to do the next night. Strangely enough, she still felt no guilt, rationalizing her act as just a tryst with no meaning. Her marriage was secure and her love for Charlie was strong. And anyway, he would never know.
Fridays were always busy, the evening dinner crowd heavy and late. Normally she quit around seven but on Fridays it was more like nine or nine thirty. She clocked in, went looking for the evening shift manager and when she found him, told him she had to leave no later than eight to make an appointment. When he complained, she told him that there was no way to change it and she had no choice. He grumbled but finally said it would be OK. She promised to work extra hard while she was there to make up for it.
As she went about her job, she kept telling herself that she could only give Simon an hour or an hour and a half. That was more than enough time to enjoy what he had to offer and short enough that it wouldn't get too messy. She could shower in the room afterwards and she would put on the cologne she normally used since she had brought it with her. She smiled to herself, thinking how mature she seemed. Planning for her tryst with Simon as if she did this every day. For some reason, that made her uncomfortable: she wasn't supposed to be this blasé about something like infidelity. Suddenly she had second thoughts: could she do this? But she knew that she had made up her mind and it was going to happen. She had to try this. Maybe it would be only this one time. Yes! Just once and then, never again. Charlie was her love and her life. She wouldn't do anything to jeopardize that. Just this one time.
When Simon came in, she was as busy as she had been all day but she took a second to tell him she would be there by eight or eight fifteen. He smiled, tried to take her hand but she moved quickly away and immersed herself into her job. She dropped off his check with a smile and a nod then he left. By then, business was solid and she had no time to consider what she was about to do until it was almost eight. Her boss tapped her on the shoulder as she went by to remind her about the time. She wiped her brow and thanked him as she finished the order she had. As she walked back to the locker room to change, she considered changing her mind but continued to get ready. She clocked out, got to her car, turned the key and sat there, her mind vacillating between going to Simon's apartment and going home. Simon won.
She pulled into the parking lot and sat there with the engine running, still on the verge of turning around and going home. As she considered, she saw the door to his apartment open and Simon step out. He watched her for a few seconds before motioning with one hand for her to come. She switched off the ignition, pocketed the key and exited the car. She started for his door slowly at first then with more confidence until reaching his open arms, she moved into him without hesitation. His arms enclosed her, his scent filling her nose and his hard chest chasing away the last of her reservations. As she pressed herself against him, she sighed in surrender as he pulled her inside and closed the door.



Once inside she looked around and saw what she expected: richness and luxury beyond her experience. Simon lived well and his apartment reflected that. She saw a huge leather couch; an oversized recliner, also leather; chrome, glass and black metal end and coffee tables; the hardwood floors that gleamed where they showed around expensive area rugs. On the walls were paintings, some original and some prints: she couldn't tell the difference but they were beautiful. She walked into the room and saw the kitchen. The appliances were stainless steel and all were gleaming and impressive, standing ready for a gourmet cook. Further down the hallway were the bedrooms and she looked in each one. The master bedroom was very large, probably larger than the combined living room, dinette and small kitchen in her trailer. She walked into the master bathroom and saw a huge corner Jacuzzi tub, a separate glass enclosed shower, and a huge vanity that covered one entire wall. Over it was a full sized mirror that reflected the bathroom, making it seem even larger.
She walked back out to where Simon stood waiting. "It's exactly what I pictured in my mind. It's beautiful; absolutely beautiful."
"I'm glad you like it. It's home to me but it's nice to see it through someone else's eyes." He smiled and asked "Would you like something to drink? An iced tea, a soft drink?"
"Yes, thank you. Remember, I have to be home by nine thirty at the latest so we don't have a lot of time." She walked over to the couch and sat down, feeling the buttery soft, supple smoothness of the leather. She settled back in contentment, pushed off her shoes and tucked her legs under her. The feeling was so wonderful, she hugged herself with glee. She turned to see Simon in the kitchen, getting drinks from the refrigerator. She rose, walked in to watch him, marveling at the size of the refrigerator. It was almost as large as her own combined with her stove and counter top. It was huge! She walked over to the oversized recliner and settled down in it. She found a button on one arm and pushed it to feel the entire chair begin to vibrate softly. She moaned in contentment as she felt the wonderful motion soothe her tired muscles. She laughed, but rose from the chair to accept a drink from Simon, who had walked in to watch her. She took the drink, took a few sips and then moved to where he stood, took him by the hand and started back toward the master bedroom. He followed, turning out the entrance light as they moved down the hall.
This time they were more patient and took time to carefully undress each other. Standing beside the bed, Janet was thankful she wore a lacy bra and panty this time, enjoying Simon's obvious admiration when he removed her slacks and top. She watched him remove his own shirt and pants and when he was down to his boxers, she reached behind herself to unsnap her bra. She was pleased with his reaction when she allowed it to fall away, revealing her breasts with the nipples already aroused. He immediately reached out to take them in his huge hands and she leaned into him as she tweaked the nipples making them stand out even more. She felt him slide her panties down over her hips and then she was naked. Simon lowered his boxers and she looked down to see his erection pointing up at her. She had a second to notice it was no larger than Charlie's before he gently pushed her down on the bed as he moved against her. She understood immediately what he wanted when he moved close to her, his cock almost hitting her face.
She did as he asked, sucking him to full hardness, even though she didn't want to do this for him. She felt him grow and when he was fully hard, she moved back on the bed, her arms reaching out for him. As she scooted up the bed, she opened her legs invitingly. He moved toward her on his knees and made to stop to give her opening his attention but she reached down to pull him up. "No, not this time. Make love to me now Simon. Put it inside me now. I'm on the pill so you don't have to worry. Make love to me."
Simon needed no further encouragement. He moved between her open legs, placed his cock against her lips and pushed. He slid in easily due to the wetness of her opening and she lay back, her eyes closed, her mouth open in wonder, her legs going up and around his waist as he pushed all the way inside, pulled back out almost completely before again plunging in all the way. Janet moaned in pleasure and used her legs to encourage him to greater effort. She felt his penetration and his strokes but she felt little else. As Simon began to gain a regular rhythm, she began to move her hips along with him to assist him to reach as deeply as possible. While this was pleasant, Janet was disappointed that it wasn't all she expected. But then she was not doing this because she was unsatisfied with her own sex life. She wanted the time for herself and to enjoy the life that Simon lived. That was the purpose. Sex was the price she had to pay, so it was no surprise that it was not as wonderful as she hoped.
As she lay there, pulling Simon against her on each stroke, he began to increase his pace and he was plunging into her as hard as he could. She enjoyed it as he began to grunt in his passion and she waited to feel him come. Suddenly, he groaned, stiffened against her, his cock buried inside her as deep as possible and let go. She felt the warm liquid splash against her walls as she clinched her legs holding him fast. He shuddered as his climax ran its course and then he slowly relaxed, pulling back and finally out of her. She loosened her legs, her feet resting on the bed. Simon held himself off her with his arms until he finally rolled over onto his back.
Simon made comments about how wonderful it was, how great she was, and more compliments that were intended to let her know that he had enjoyed it. She made similar comments to him, intended to let him know how wonderful he was as a lover. He meant what he said: she didn't. But this was what she wanted. She had enjoyed his body, his cock, his passion, but she hadn't climaxed. There was none of the excitement that she felt the first time in the parking lot. No return of the lust that she felt then. This was more planned, more scheduled; there was a purpose to her being here, and sex was only a small part of it. For Simon, it was all.
As Simon went out to fix coffee, Janet used the shower to rinse her body of his scent and to flush his semen out of her vagina. No trace of him would remain when she went home to her husband and her daughter. She brushed her hair, using a spray she brought with her, used the cologne sparingly and checked her makeup. She looked normal, not like the slut she was. That thought came unbidden to her as she stared at her reflection. Slut! Tramp! Harlot! Stop this! Stop this now! This was what she wanted, wasn't it? Now was not the time to second guess herself! Angrily, she walked down the hall to see where Simon had gone.
She found him standing at the stove, waiting for the water to boil for tea. She stopped, looking once more at the luxury surrounding her before saying "Simon, I have to go. Thank you for a wonderful evening, but I do have to go. Charlie will be waiting for me and I don't want him to wonder where I am."
Simon turned in surprise and said "Are you sure? Can't you stay a while longer? I really want you to stay." He was sincere and his face was pained. He did want her, she knew that.
"No, I have to go. I'll see you at the café. Goodnight Simon. Thank you." Janet walked quickly toward the door but not before Simon got to it first. He opened it and held it for her, but as she started to leave, he took her in his arms and kissed her passionately. Before she could stop herself, she was responding and when he pushed his tongue against her lips, she opened. She felt herself becoming aroused again and suddenly knew she had to stop this. She pulled away, her hands on his chest making it clear to him she was serious. He pulled back but kept his hands on her shoulders. "Are you sure you can't stay just a while longer? We don't have to do anything but talk if you want. I just want you near me."
"No Simon. I have to go. My husband will be waiting for me. You know that and you know this can't be a regular thing. I love my husband and my marriage is too important to me. If you can't accept that, we have to stop. Now!"
Simon pulled back, nodded once to let her know he accepted her conditions and then held the door wide. She walked through, reaching up to place her hand on his face to let him know she did understand. Her heart was pounding with both passion and uncertainty. What was she doing? What was she risking by this insane behavior? She shook herself once before walking out the door.
Janet walked to her car without looking back. She knew he was disappointed as was she, but to stay would only be uncomfortable. She would rather be home now. It was only nine forty five; the entire visit had been just over an hour: just like a prostitute, the thought coming unbidden to her mind. She got in her car, slamming the door in anger for her thoughts. She started the car and drove out, never noticing the man that exited his car, watched her leave before walking toward Simon's apartment.
She drove home, thinking to herself that she had done everything she planned to make sure Charlie would suspect nothing. She was less than pleased by her evening but not entirely sure she wouldn't repeat it at least once more. Simon's apartment was wonderful. If she could just spend more time enjoying that without having to repeat the session in the bedroom it would be perfect. She just wanted to know what it was like to sit on soft supple leather, drink from fine crystal, set her glass down on coasters protecting beautiful beveled glass tops, watch TV on fifty inch flat screens. Just to see what it was like. Nothing more.
When Janet pulled into the parking lot next to the trailer that was home, she was surprised to see the lights off. She walked up the three steps to the covered porch that Charlie built three years ago to allow them a place to put their barbecue grill, a soft couch with outdoor cushions, several lawn chairs and a table just perfect for the three of them. They had several parties here with friends that were quite popular. She smiled as she straightened one of the lawn chairs. She opened the door and walked in, her purse going to the table as she looked at the empty room. The TV was off, the quiet letting her know that no one was home. She checked her watch to see it was only ten fifteen. Allie should be in bed and Charlie should be here, settled in his chair and watching TV. Why weren't they there? She walked into the kitchen area, looking for a note or a card or something telling her where they were. She found nothing. She walked back to the bedroom, not expecting to find Allie or Charlie and she wasn't disappointed. No one. No note, no Allie, no Charlie. She walked to the phone mounted on the wall by the refrigerator and called her mother.
"Mom? Are Alison and Charlie there?" She listened to the answer with a growing suspicion.
"No honey, he isn't. Allie is, and she's already in bed. Charlie just this evening asked me to keep her tonight. He has some kind of surprise for you, but I don't know what. He didn't tell me."
"He didn't say anything more to you? Nothing about what he has planned? I'm scared mom. I don't know anything about this. How was he when you talked to him?"
"He was fine honey. Just anxious to get doing what he wanted to do. He didn't say anything more to me than would I watch Allie for the night. That was over an hour ago."
"OK mom. I'll call you once I find out what's going on. 'Night." Janet hung up the phone with a small frisson of fear running up her back.
She turned on the lights, wished once more that Charlie would agree to cell phones for the two of them just for times like this. He refused because of the money but she decided they would get them. This was not good: being out of touch and not knowing what was happening. She changed from her clothes into her pajamas, got a glass of milk from the refrigerator and warmed it in the microwave. Taking it, she sat down in the chair she favored and waited for Charlie to come home. She was prepared to wait all night if that's what it took.
By three in the morning, without any word from Charlie, she was almost hysterical. Her tired mind had become obsessed with the idea that Charlie knew what she had done. She told herself over and over that was not possible but her mind insisted. Why else would he not come home? Why else had he not called her? Why leave Ally with her mother for the night? None of those made any sense unless Charlie knew! But that was not possible! It couldn't be! Oh, God, what if it was? She rose and paced the room for the tenth time in the last hour. She was going crazy, that had to be it.
By five, she was so exhausted that she fell asleep sitting in the middle of the floor, a pillow from the couch her only padding, her head resting on the side of a chair. She didn't sleep long for she woke, screaming from her dreams. She dreamed that Charlie left her without a word and she was alone, her husband and her daughter gone. She was covered with sweat and her heart was racing out of control. She staggered to her feet, weaved her way to the kitchen where she splashed cold water on her face. The shock brought her back to reality, but nothing had changed. She was still alone with no word from Charlie.
At seven, she pulled down the phone book, opened it to the Bs and looked up Simon Butler. There was only one listed and she saw the address and knew it to be the correct Simon. She dialed his number and waited.
"Hello? This is Simon. Please leave a message and I'll call." An answering machine! She had to get in touch with him now. She decided to leave a message and wait for a few minutes then continue to try until he answered.
"Simon, this is Janet. Please call me as soon as possible. My number is 555-9653. Call me right away." She hung up the phone, then sat staring at it waiting for a ring. As she was about to reach for it to call again, it rang. She answered before the first ring had died away.
"Hello! Charlie?" She held her breath for his answer but it was Simon.
"No Janet; it's Simon. I think I know why you're calling. Charlie stopped to see me last night, right after you left. I think he was waiting. It's not good Janet. He's very angry and he threatened me if I ever talked to you again. He said some things that were hard for me to hear but he was right. He called me a thief: taking something that didn't belong to me. He meant you."
"Oh God, Simon. What did you tell him? Did you tell him the truth? Please tell me you didn't tell him what we did. Please Simon. Please?"
"I'm sorry Janet. I told him everything, even about the parking lot. I'm sorry, but he had to know I'm in love with you. I love you Janet and I don't care about him. I don't want to lose you. Regardless of what happens, I'll be here for you."
She stared at the phone in horror. He told Charlie? He told him he loved her? Oh, my God! What would Charlie think? That she loved Simon? No! No! He had to know the truth, that she loved only him. Never Simon, never any other man! She slammed the phone down, not bothering to answer Simon. There was no need. It was over! Done with! All she could hope was that it wasn't too late. Where was Charlie? She had to see him, to speak with him. She sat down at the small kitchen table and held her head as she cried.
That's how Charlie found her when he came home. It was about an hour after she talked with Simon and she had been crying ever since. Charlie walked into the trailer to see her sitting there, her head on her arms, her shoulders moving ever so slightly, her crying almost done. She had no more tears to shed. She was so deep in her thoughts that she hadn't heard him come in. She finally raised her head to see him sitting across from her, watching. She started, tried to find the words to say something, anything. But nothing came to her. She was so tired, so beaten that nothing came to mind that could make it not to have happened. That was the only prayer she had said that meant anything and it was not granted. That was the only thing that could save her marriage and it wasn't to be.
She watched him with eyes red from crying, face sticky from hundreds of tears, hair mussed by hands pulling it in grief. She said nothing; just waited for his judgment, hoping for the best but expecting the worst.
Charlie was a kind man, easy to like, friend to many, father to Alison, husband to Janet; but that was going to change. One flaw in Charlie's character was his fierce pride; pride that had often led him to make mistakes that cost him dearly. Now that pride had been severely wounded by Janet's behavior and his conversation with Simon Butler. There was no way he could forgive and forget. He made his decision almost before he left Simon's apartment but he spent the night in his car, driving around, trying to find some way he could accept what Janet did and find a way to go on with his marriage. Hour after hour, he argued with himself but always came up with the same answer: he was not able to forgive her. As the sky lightened and daylight arrived he called his friend who was a lawyer. He spent the morning going over with him the conditions for divorce. By the time he returned to the trailer, he was ready.
Janet and Charlie talked for the next two hours. Charlie talked about conditions of their divorce; Janet begged and pleaded with Charlie to forgive her. She pleaded her love for him, her love of the home they shared and begged for his understanding and promised that this could never happen again. Charlie listened, told her he believed her but that it was too late. He made sure she knew he had given her as much as humanly possible in the proposed settlement but that it wouldn't be a lot. Janet knew the end had arrived when he told her he would split the investment account and give her half of the value. That fund represented their future and Charlie was going to dissolve it. It was over.
She didn't fight the divorce, knowing that Charlie's pride would never let him forgive her or her actions. She had custody of Alison, with Charlie having unrestricted visitation. She agreed to that without hesitation. In her mind, that kept Charlie close, the tie between them never broken. That was a source of hope that things would be better. She made up her mind that she would never stop trying to win Charlie back. She always looked her best when he came to pick her up; she always made it a point to speak to him and ask about him; she made baked goods to give him when she visited to pick up Ally and she always spoke nicely to Jeff, his brother. She never asked for anything more than what was agreed to in the divorce and when expenses were more than she expected, she found a way to absorb the difference. She hoped he would notice and approve.
The sleepover she was planning now was one that Allie had asked for and she and Charlie had agreed to. She would host the party, making sure the girls all had places to sleep and that there were snacks and food available. Charlie would keep Allie until it was time so that she could get everything ready and he would provide rides for those girls who needed one. They had discussed it over the phone and she was pleased at the way the conversation had gone. They laughed together about Allie, they discussed her plans and they agreed to some of her requests and agreed to refuse some others. It was a good talk and she felt progress was being made. She felt they had made a connection that held possibilities for more. At least she could hope.
The day of the sleepover arrived with Janet as prepared as she could be. She was ready but more excited about seeing Charlie than anything else. She made herself up as nicely as she could and put on the skirt and top that he always loved. It did make her legs look good and it showed off her ample breasts. She hoped he would notice.



Right on time, she heard Charlie's car pull in and she walked to the door to watch them as they came up the walk. She held the door open as Allie ran inside, her excitement bubbling over. Charlie was more reserved, but smiled as he came up to the door. He smiled and said "You certainly look nice."
She was pleased! He had noticed, and that was a good sign. She blushed, nodded at the compliment than asked, "Can you stay for a while? Everything is ready and I have some time. We haven't spent any time together for a while." Janet smiled and hoped.
"I'm sure you have everything just right. Allie is lucky to have you for her mom. But, I have plans and I'll be late if I don't leave now. Good luck with the sleepover. If you need anything, just call Jeff." With that, Charlie turned and walked back to his car. Janet watched him go with her hopes dropping. Once again, he just walked away. She sighed and closed the door.
Allie was finished checking everything and seemed pleased. She was excited since this was her first sleepover. She grabbed a coke from the refrigerator and sat down at the table.
Janet tried to put her disappointment out of her mind as she asked her daughter "What did you do at dad's yesterday?"
"Nothing much. He and Joyce took me to the park and I met some kids that I sort of knew from before. We just played on the swings and things. You know."
Joyce? Who was Joyce? Janet had never heard of a Joyce before. She had to know.
"Oh. Who's Joyce? You never mentioned her before. Is she a friend of yours?" Hoping she was Allie's friend and not Charlie's. Hoping that she wouldn't hear what she feared.
"No, she's a friend of daddy's. She's been staying there a lot lately. I think she comes to see dad a lot when I'm not there. Uncle Jeff told me that. He said she's always there and sometimes stays over night. I don't think he likes her much. But she seems OK."
"That's nice honey. She sounds real nice. Well, you make sure you have everything you need for tonight. The girls will be here soon."
She stood and kissed Allie's forehead and smiled at her daughter, her one tie to a life she had lost forever. Janet walked into the bedroom, closed the door and cried once more. It had been some time since she had cried but this time it would be the last. This time she cried for the loss of hope.
Consequences can be a bitch!
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*
Angie makes a discovery.
Angie Harmon sat on the floor of the laundry room, holding one of her husband Cliff's T-shirts in her right hand. The perfume was the first thing that caught her attention, but then she noticed the lipstick stain she found around the collar. The color was called Passion Pink, one she was familiar with from shopping with her daughter. It matched the shade she found on the white dress shirt she held in her left hand. Both were in the laundry she collected this morning and were on top of the pile, indicating they were placed there last night before Cliff took his shower.
Shaking with anger, Angie stood up, threw the offending articles of clothing across the room to land on the floor beside the ironing board. "That son of a bitch!" she thought to herself. "That dirty rotten selfish son of a bitch is cheating on me!" She stared at nothing in particular as she digested that painful fact.
Angie and Cliff Harmon had been married twenty one years. They had one daughter, Sophie, now twenty, who still lived at home with them. She was 'finding herself' before heading off to college. Right now she was working at a local clothing store catering to young people. Sophie was a beautiful young woman and never gave her parents trouble. She was saving as much as she could for later, when she did go to college.
Angie and Cliff had what she once believed was a happy home. She and Cliff met in college where they attended the Kokomo branch of the University of Indiana. She was majoring in education while he was pursuing a degree in engineering design. She lived nearby in Marion and had family there while Cliff lived further away in Ft. Wayne. They dated their senior year and their relationship became exclusive by mutual agreement. When they graduated, they continued their relationship and worked hard to find jobs where they could be together. Cliff found a job working at the Chrysler Delco plant in Kokomo and she was able to land a teaching job in the city schools there. After a year of living together, Cliff proposed and Angie accepted. They were married soon after in her hometown with a beautiful ceremony planned by her mother and sister.
Angie's family was a close one with her mother Cecile Walker, her sister Rachael and a younger brother Paul. Her father had been killed in a car accident when Angie was just starting college but fortunately, there were extenuating circumstances and there were lawsuits. Cecile was awarded a major payout which allowed Angie to continue in school.
Rachael turned down the offer of college to go into a beauty salon business with one of her friends. Paul graduated college with Rachael and Angie helping pay for some of the expenses. Paul was now a practicing attorney and had his own practice specializing in family law. They continued to stay close, even after all the years apart.
Cliff's family was more traditional. His father was a doctor, a surgeon specializing in cardiology. His mother was a full time society maid, hosting all kinds of charity affairs. Together, they were in the society pages most of the time. Cliff did not share their refinement and tended to be more conservative in action and needs. His degree in engineering was a small rebellion against his father but there was no animosity between them.
All of this ran through Angie's mind as she walked out of the laundry room toward the kitchen. She went to the pantry, moved some cans aside and pulled out a bottle of Scotch. She took the bottle to the counter, grabbed a water glass from the cupboard, walked to the refrigerator for ice cubes, then back to the counter where she poured a good three fingers of the scotch over the ice. She swirled the amber colored fluid over the ice, just chilling it before taking a healthy swallow. She waited for the inevitable, and shuddered as the grimace overtook her. The heat scorched her throat and mouth, even as it settled in her stomach. She hated scotch: she really, really hated it, but it had the kick necessary to drown her pain. She looked at what remained in the glass, then drained it with one more swallow. She almost threw the glass into the sink, but pulled it back at the last minute. She carefully set the glass aside and put the scotch back where she found it.
Thus begins the story of Angie Harmon, pudgy housewife, angry woman, vengeful spouse and scorned lover.
With the discovery of Cliff's cheating, Angie's life was about to change. The first thing she did was ask herself what she felt. Did she love Cliff, even with his cheating? Could she live the remainder of her life without Cliff in it? Could she divorce him? Did she even want to divorce him? And what did she need to do? Should she confront him and demand he stop? Should she continue to monitor his activities and gather evidence? Should she get even by having her own little fling? All excellent questions.
There was more. It seemed so easy in the stories in the magazines when she read about infidelity. It was just a matter of confrontation, apologies, sometimes revenge and then move on stronger than ever. It seemed like a lot of bullshit to Angie. She had so many questions it would take her weeks or months to figure out all the answers. And she wanted those answers. To divorce Cliff was not an answer since she really loved Cliff with all her heart. That was something she couldn't change. It made her hurt when she found out about his cheating but she couldn't help herself. A divorce would hurt her as much as it hurt him.
Angie went through a lot of turmoil, blaming herself, blaming Cliff, wondering why he would do this, wondering what it would be like to have her own lover. But to make her story a lot shorter than it actually is, we'll skip a lot of that useless crap. Let's see what she does first.
Angie went upstairs after finishing the scotch; shaky and unhappy. The scotch had filled her with warmth and some liquid courage so she walked into the bathroom, took off all her clothes, stood in front of the full length mirror embarrassed but determined, and looked hard at herself: body and face. After a good long, piercing look, one word escaped her mouth: Yuck!
Angie had to face facts. She was drab! From head to toe, she was drab; dull, overweight, slump shouldered and slovenly. Her hair, once a deep reddish brown was now just drab brown. No luster, no shine, no body. And there was some gray beginning to streak it. That had to change. And her body: where had all those folds come from? That was just fat, plain and simple! And her breasts: her breasts were sagging, even more than they should at her age. They were large enough, but now that they were unrestrained by her support bra, they sagged! Who would want a woman who looked like this? Certainly not her husband! That was clear as shown by the proof. Certainly not a lover who would be repulsed by what she saw.
Angie was ashamed at how she had let herself go over the past few years. The mirror didn't lie! It was there to see, and it was no wonder that Cliff had strayed. And she had allowed it to happen! Wasn't that why he looked elsewhere? If she was a guy, would she want to have sex with her if she looked like this? Hell no! While that didn't excuse what that asshole Cliff did, she could certainly see how she had made him look elsewhere. The important thing was her body was not something that she could use as a weapon to lure him back home where he belonged.
Angie sat there on the bed that fateful day after seeing what she had become physically and thought of herself as a wife. What had she done to fulfill her role? She tried to think of the last time she and Cliff had made love. It was. . . . . . Interesting, she couldn't remember the last time. It was more than a year at least. That thought drove the heat from the scotch right out of her stomach. It replaced that heat with a chill so cold it frightened her. Over a year since she had made love with Cliff! My God! No wonder he had run from her to the arms of another. And one much younger by the looks of the lipstick. Over a year!
The knowledge of what she had become was almost enough to destroy Angie's self confidence. But thanks to the recent warmth of the scotch, and the inner strength forged from the early trauma of losing her father at a critical time in her life, she was able to pull herself back and decide on a strategy of change rather than one of surrender. Of all the things that our Angie did, that was the most important and the one that makes this story worth telling.
Angie first began a careful accounting of Cliff's times. She knew his work schedule and knew when he took lunch. She also knew where he normally went and who he was with, so that was the place to start. She set up a diary and every day, she wrote down the time he left for work and the time he came home. Any discrepancy was noted. Next, she began to call him during the day at work just to say hi and check to be sure he was in. He seemed confused at first but came to expect the calls and look forward to them. That was perfect for Angie. And it gave her the first hint of hope. Hope that her husband still loved her.
On at least two days during the week, Angie drove herself downtown to sit across the street from the café where Cliff normally took his lunch. His habit was to go with one or two of the guys that worked with him, but now she noticed a woman there as well. She was a young blonde who seemed quite comfortable with the other guys, and she noted that she seemed to sit close to Cliff more than the others. On one occasion, when the others left, Cliff and the girl remained for a while longer, their heads close together, talking. When they came out, they walked closely together back to the office, Cliff's arm around her waist. There was nothing more than that, but it was apparent they were closer than employer/employee. She returned several times over the next month, finding nothing more than she first noted. She made note of that for her records, and at the end of the first month, found no evidence that Cliff had done anything more. But she knew there was a woman and she knew what she looked like.
From the day Angie put all of her plans into motion, she also began her membership in the body building classes at the local Y. She met and signed on with one of the trainers, a young man named Will who promised to give her back a body to be proud of. He was said to be very good by some of the other women. He was also quite good looking so that helped considerably to make the pain more tolerable. Angie began a very aggressive diet and exercise routine and within six weeks, had lost over fifteen pounds of pure fat. With the exercises Will suggested, she could feel her thighs and calf muscles firm up and slim down. She lost three inches on her waist and she noted that her breasts had gone from a 38D to a 36C and they tended not to sag as much.
While all this was happening, Angie had begun to make some overtures to Cliff at night. The first real effort was two months after she began her exercise program. She was feeling good from her workout and fresh from a shower, she snuggled up to Cliff, putting her arms around his waist. She felt him tense up, then relax and turn toward her. All he said then was that he would love to respond but that he hadn't taken a shower and he had to stay up for another hour or so to finish some work. He suggested she hold that thought until the weekend. As she went up to bed, Angie was disappointed but noted it down in her diary. First contact!
That weekend, Angie waited until after dinner to move over to Cliff where he sat on the couch and sit herself down beside him. Sophie was out and wouldn't be home for hours. She leaned her head on his shoulder and smiled as his arm came around her shoulders. She stayed that way for a minute more before she let her hand slide down to lay on the inside of his thigh. She moved her hand up and down his leg, each stroke becoming longer and moving higher. Finally she slid her hand over his swelling erection and squeezed her prize. To her delight she found him already getting hard. She began to move her hand up and down his shaft, squeezing as she did. It took only seconds before she knew he was fully engorged.
She turned her face upward to look at him and was rewarded with a huge smile. His hand dropped down from her shoulder onto her breast and he returned the favor with a squeeze of his own. At that, her nipples became hard and rubbed against her bra as his hand began a circular motion over her blouse. In order to make sure this continued, she reached up with her free hand and unbuttoned the blouse completely, letting it slip off her shoulders down to her waist. Cliff then deftly moved his hand behind her, unclasping her bra, lifting it off her breasts and pushing it down to join the blouse. She sighed in contentment as he now began to kneed and squeeze her nipples and the soft flesh of her breasts.
While she was helping Cliff free her breasts, she had also been busy with his belt and his zipper. His cock was now exposed and was being stroked by her hand. She heard his sigh as she began to move her hand faster and faster, but she modified that with a reduced pressure, making it pleasant but not overly stimulating. She didn't want to waste a perfectly good necking session with sex. That was for later. Now she wanted to make him feel good and to feel good herself. Just making love to each other without the ultimate joining. Cliff seemed content to follow her lead and together they stayed this way for almost ten minutes. Angie felt her own climax growing inside and let it grow, knowing that she could be ready again almost immediately. Cliff was good for one, maybe two climaxes and she didn't want either one of them to be in her hand.
She decided to make it happen quickly by taking his hand and moving it down between her legs. When he cupped her mound, she took her hand away and used it to cup his balls while she continued to stroke him steadily but loosely. Cliff understood her unspoken request and began to bring her to a climax with his fingers. He slid his hand inside her jeans and slipped two fingers inside her, bringing a loud groan of approval from her. Once inside, he began to finger her to a strong climax, her legs squeezing his hand until he almost complained. But this was what she needed and she slumped back against the couch in contented exhaustion. Cliff watched her face, a smile on his own.
Once she recovered, she stood up, holding her blouse with one hand and taking his hand with the other. She pulled him toward the bedroom as he followed. She moved directly to the bed, sat down on the edge while removing her jeans and underwear, then leaned back, naked and waiting. Cliff had removed his pants and shirt and now stepped out of his boxers, his erection standing proudly on display. She dropped her eyes to it and licked her lips, reaching for it as he stepped forward. He stopped in front of her, his cock now only inches from her face. She opened her mouth and leaned forward, taking him fully inside in one motion. As she knew, he fit perfectly, almost as if he were made just for her.
Angie wanted this one to be special for Cliff but also to be quick. She really wanted him inside her, but she wanted him to have some staying power. To do that, she wanted to bring him off first with her mouth. Cliff loved that and she rarely let him cum that way but tonight was special. As she began to move her head up and down, her hand twisting the shaft on each stroke, she took his hands and placed them behind her head. Cliff took the hint and began to use her mouth as she liked. As Cliff's hips began to move, Angie moved her hands to his butt to pull him in. Cliff was groaning in pleasure and the motion of his hips increased as he held her head stationary. As he felt his balls tighten and the incredible pleasure of a climax approaching, he tried to push Angie's face back but she resisted. She held on tightly and continued using her mouth and tongue to bring on the climax she was waiting for. Cliff gave up and suddenly went rigid, his hips jammed against her face and his hands holding her head tightly against him. She felt the spurts of liquid hit the back of her throat and she swallowed as fast as she could.
When it was over, Angie was sitting on the edge of the bed, a huge smile on her face as she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. Cliff was standing in front of her, his legs bent at the knees, his face covered with a sheen of sweat and his eyes glazed. He finally collected himself and sat down beside her.
"Holy Shit! Where the hell did that come from? My God Angie, that was fantastic!"
"I'm glad you liked it. I just realized we haven't made love for a long time. I thought it was time we got back to it.
"You're right it has been some time. I should have mentioned it myself but I've been so busy. And it seems to me that you have been doing something different lately. You look different and you feel different. I mean that in a good way."
"Thank you for noticing. I've started working out. It makes me feel good and I have more energy."
Cliff sat down on the bed beside Angie and they began to kiss and touch each other like lovers once again. Before too long, Angie felt Cliff's cock come to life and this time she wasn't going to waste it on foreplay. She pushed Cliff back onto the bed, smiling at his surprise. As he lay back, she moved up to her knees, swung one leg over his hips straddling him. She rose up over his now engorged cock, took it in her hand and guided it into her waiting labia. She rubbed it a few times to wet the tip and then sat slowly down taking him inside. It felt gloriously tight and she had to stop to accommodate its size. She remembered how big Cliff was now: how had she ever forgotten that? She rose up, waited a breath and then lowered herself again. This time it slid fully inside without discomfort.
Cliff was amazed at the tightness and how wet Angie was. And she was riding him! This was a night for surprises but they were pleasant surprises. He felt her slide fully down taking his whole length inside her. He groaned in pleasure as she began to ride him, up and down, each stroke massaging his cock like a warm, wet glove. God! How had he not missed this? How could he have forgotten what she was like?
Angie was pleased with her night with Cliff. She had given him something to think about and it seemed to be working. All weekend he looked at her with renewed interest and they made love again that Sunday night, this time waiting till they were in bed together since Sophie was home. It was good and both were satisfied. Angie felt she was beginning to recover her marriage and get her husband back. Maybe this was all it took: taking pride in herself and pleasing her man. That was until almost a week later when she was again doing the laundry and found the same lipstick stains and the perfume on his white dress shirt and undershirt. She was furious! How in the world could he make love to his wife at home and then fuck around with some floozy from work?
Angie spent a few days checking up on Cliff as before. Again, he was with the same young woman and they were acting very close as they walked back to work together, the girl bumping her hips against his in a suggestive way. She decided they had some way of doing it during the day, probably in a locked office somewhere. So be it! Cliff would have to understand that there was a price to pay for cheating. She loved him still so she had to give him something that would get his attention.
Up to this point, our Angie has been very controlled and sure of herself. She made great progress in her quest to win back her husband, but now she was going to make some decisions that would be better off not made.



The following day, she completed her exercises and decided to stay and talk to Will. In the six months since she started, she had come a long way. Her body was toned, her breasts were once again firm and not sagging, her stomach was flat and her hips were narrow. Her legs had always been one of her best features and now they were really gorgeous: long, shapely and toned. Her ass was now smaller and more shapely and more than once she had seen Will checking it out as she worked. Maybe he would like to do something more?
She showered and put on her slacks and top and went out to see Will. He was putting away some of the loose exercise equipment and she watched his muscles ripple as he moved. Not only that, his ass was nice and tight and when be bent over it was a wonderful sight. She felt herself becoming more interested as she watched. When he was almost finished, he stood up and saw her watching. He smiled and moved over to where she stood.
"I didn't see you were still here Mrs. Harmon. Is there something you wanted?" His smile was more than friendly now that it was after hours. Angie had to be very careful how she handled this. It was too soon for what she planned.
"Not really. I was just wasting some time until I had to leave. I wanted to ask you if you were satisfied with my progress. Maybe we should add some other moves to what I'm doing now?" Well now, if that didn't sound suggestive.
"You are doing very well Mrs. Harmon. I wouldn't suggest any changes. Your hips and thighs are perfect and your muscle tone is very good. No, I wouldn't change anything. Your husband must be very happy with how you look." His smile was designed to make a girl's heart throb with desire but all Angie could think was that she had to get away before she got herself in trouble.
"Thank you Will but I think you can call me Angie now. After all, we've been working together for over six months." Angie smiled but began to move away. There was a small trickle of nervous sweat dripping from under her arms. God, was he hot!
"OK Angie. I'll see you Thursday. Good night." She hurried out, relieved that things hadn't gone any further. At least not yet.
She and Cliff made love again three times that next week. They were like young lovers Saturday night when Sophie was out on a date. Cliff surprised her when he was able to bring her to a climax four times. And he was able to stay hard after two times in less than four hours. She wondered if he had gotten a prescription for those little pills they advertised on TV. Whatever, she liked it.
It was Monday when she found the undershirt with the lipstick. She held it up, the smear of color making her face flush with anger and she began to shake. This was it! No more! He had to learn a lesson that she could not be taken so lightly. He was either going to stay faithful to her and stay married or she would divorce his ass! She had to force his hand.
Tuesday was her regular day for the gym and she went in late in the afternoon. It was late enough that she would be finishing just at closing. She made sure Will was there and that he saw her. She asked for his help twice during her workout and took the opportunity to lean against him with her breasts pressing against his arm. She was sure he noticed. She made sure by doing it again. She put a great deal of effort into her exercises that afternoon to burn off some of the anger she still harbored.
After her shower, she slipped on an extra large T shirt and a pair of slippers: nothing else. She waited in the locker room till she was sure the place had emptied out. She knew Will made a check of the building before he left and she intended for him to find her like that. She moved over to the lockers and placed the video camera she brought from home inside one of the open empty lockers and pointed it so that it covered the entire locker room. She intended that whatever was going to happen would happen there. Her heart was beating hard and she felt warm all over as she made sure the focus and distance were set. She pushed record and walked over to the bench and sat down. She counted to three, walked back and rewound what the camera had recorded, playing it back just to be sure: it was perfect.
She sat down on the bench and waited. Her heart was still pounding in her chest and she felt flushed. She had to do this to save her marriage. Damn Cliff! This was his fault! As she was arguing with herself, Will walked into the locker room. She looked up just as he rounded the lockers and saw her sitting there. The look on his face was one of speculation. He smiled at her, that smile the one that was for after hours.
"Well, well, well. If it isn't Angie. What are you doing here? Don't you know it's past closing?" He moved toward her, his hands in his pockets. See looked down out of instinct to see a bulge forming in his pants.
Angie swallowed, stiffened her shoulders and mentally steeled herself. Now it was for real! "Hi Will. I've been waiting for you. I knew you'd be back here sooner or later."
Angie stood, the T-shirt falling just below her hips and her nipples, already stiff, poked through. She smiled at him, giving him the sexiest smile she knew. As a woman, it came naturally but for her it had been a long, long time since she had to use it. She held out her arms to beckon him to her. "Damn!" she thought. "This is harder than I remembered."
Will now smiled the smile of the predator who knew his prey was not going to resist. He walked to her and took her in his arms, pulling her body against his. As she pressed against him, she felt his erection and just had time to think to herself that it didn't feel as large as she expected. He pressed his lips against hers as his hands slipped under the T shirt to slide up to her breasts. She instinctively started to resist but remembered why she was doing this. Cliff would see the recording and then she would give him an ultimatum: stop his affair and come back to her and she would stop hers. Even if this was to be a one time thing, Cliff wouldn't know that. Instead of resisting, she moaned into his mouth, letting him know this was alright. Will stepped back, reached down to the hem of the shirt and lifted it up. Angie raised her arms straight up to allow Will to pull the shirt completely off. She was naked now, wearing only a pair of slippers. Will licked his lips as he saw her body completely on display for his pleasure.
Will dropped to his knees and grabbed her hips to pull her pussy toward him. He began to lick her thighs before working toward her pussy. This was more that Angie wanted and she began to panic. She didn't want this to become a love fest: this was punishment for Cliff! Damn it, what Will was doing felt awfully good. Maybe she could enjoy this a little more before. . . . . No! She grabbed his head and pulled him up by the ears.
"Stop that! I want you inside me, right now! I don't want you to make love to me; I want you to fuck me! Come on big man! Fill me up if you can!" Angie moved back to the bench behind her, sitting down with her legs on either side of it, looking at Will to make sure he was directly between her and the camera. This way when he climbed between her legs, the camera would catch her face and his ass pumping into her. Will grinned, wiped his face and then unbuckled his pants and pulled them down to his ankles then stepping out of them. She was surprised to find he wasn't wearing underwear. His hard cock popped out as his pants dropped and she had only a few seconds to look at him before he walked over, straddled the bench and positioned himself. She looked him in the eye and reached for his cock to assist him.
Will slid inside her rather easily and she wasn't even that wet. As he pushed inside her, only the second man to ever do that, Angie compared him immediately to Cliff. He was much smaller! Will was a big man, heavily muscled but in the cock department, her husband was superior. She smiled to herself as she felt Will begin to pump into her. She was surprised to find she didn't feel much as he fucked her. Will was beginning to move faster and faster and Angie felt she should say or do something. As he grunted, plunging his cock into her, Angie began to make small encouraging noises. She wanted to say something but nothing came to mind. Finally she just said, "Oh, Oh, Oh" over and over, thinking this would convince him she was enjoying it.
As he continued, making those grunts of his as she tried to keep up the "Oh" sounds, she was beginning to be uncomfortable with this whole thing. She felt enough guilt to make this whole affair cheap and tawdry, and as she was being banged against the hard wooden bench, she offered up a small prayer hoping to be forgiven for doing this. After all, it was to save her marriage wasn't it? Even so, she was considering telling Will to just stop when he grabbed her hips and started to stroke her rapidly. Well now, she thought; this was more like it. Just as she began to feel something, he tensed up and unloaded his semen inside her with three quick pumps. She felt it as it jetted into her and had a moment's panic before remembering she was well past her prime time. Cliff had a vasectomy several years ago so she had stopped with the pills. She was safe.
Will pulled out, smiled at her and made some inane comment about her being a super lay. She reached out one hand to pat him on the cheek before asking him to leave so she could clean herself up. He seemed surprised at her dismissal but he did leave, telling her he would wait for her to lock up. He walked out, Angie watching him go. She got up, went to the camera, turned it off and then went into the bathroom to clean herself out.
Fifteen minutes later, Angie walked out to find Will waiting by the door. He started to say something but Angie stopped him with a finger to his lips. "Just forget this ever happened. I enjoyed it but never again. I forgot that I'm a happily married woman and this can never happen again. Do you understand?" At his nod, she walked to her car and drove home.
Now she had done it! This was probably over the top but to win Cliff back from his young lover Angie was convinced she had to shock Cliff into seeing what he could lose. Was she right? We'll see.
She reviewed the video at home and made a few modifications before pulling the CD from the camera. She erased the beginning and the end and kept only the actual fucking part. In it, her face was clearly visible but only Will's head from the back was visible. There was no need for Cliff to know who she had fucked, only that she had. She decided to show it to Cliff tonight after dinner when Sophie would leave for the evening. She almost reconsidered but decided that her marriage was too precious not to do everything she could to save it. If this didn't make Cliff stop his affair, she had no more ideas. She would have to accept that her marriage was over.
She changed clothes into something nice for dinner. She had ordered Italian for delivery so she had little to do. She loaded the CD in the player, checked to see that it was ready to play and then went in to wait for Cliff and Sophie. She was tense but hopeful. Maybe this would be the beginning of a new period for them: a good one. She smiled to herself thinking of the things they could do together. She was in a good mood when Cliff got home and she stayed that way through dinner. Sophie even noticed and made mention of it but Angie just pleaded innocence. Dinner was a pleasant affair with conversation and discussions of plans for the summer.
Sophie went upstairs to change and Cliff went in to sit down with his paper. Angie joined him and waited until he put his paper aside. She wanted to set the stage before she did anything.
"So, how has work been lately? I haven't asked for some time." She smiled to show him it was a casual conversation.
"Work's just work. Nothing new and nothing different. You know how it can be. Why do you ask?" Cliff seemed puzzled but unconcerned.
"Well, I just thought you might have found some entertainment there to make the day go faster. Maybe a new friend or something? Some young thing to make you feel young again?" The smile remained in place but she had made the first step.
"No, not that I know of. That's a strange thing to say." He was still confused. Angie took the remote and turned on the TV.
"I have a new CD that I wanted to play for you tonight. It's a little risqué so I thought we would wait until Sophie leaves. Then it'll be just the two of us for a little fun." Angie smiled again and Cliff returned it, his tongue swiping along his lips in anticipation.
Angie handed him the CD remote. "As soon as she leaves, just push play and then we can have some fun. Ready 'Tiger'?"
Cliff grinned in anticipation. "I'm ready." He was tapping his shoe showing his eagerness. Just then Sophie came pounding down the steps.
She stopped at the doorway to look in. "OK family, I'm heading out for the evening. I've got my key so don't wait up."
Cliff stood up before she could leave. He motioned to Sophie that he wanted to say something.
"Hey little girl. I just wanted to tell you for the tenth time: Stop wearing my undershirts and my white dress shirts after you take your shower. You've gotten your lipstick and that damned perfume all over them several times and I have to have them washed or dry cleaned all over again before I can wear them. I'm surprised your mother hasn't said something to you."
"Hey, OK pop. I'm sorry and I'll quit. It's just that they feel so good after a shower. I 'specially love your cotton undershirts. They feel great! Mom, I'll wash them if you set them aside 'cause it's my fault and I'm sorry. OK, gotta' go. Bye!" She flew out of the house and into her car leaving Angie stunned.
"Seeing Sophie reminded me. The boss put his daughter Emily in my charge a few months ago. She's married now you know but she wanted to learn the business, so Pete put her in my department. She's a real worker but awfully friendly. I've had to make her back down a few times. It's all innocent and she's happily married so there's nothing to worry about there. So, finally! Let's see what you've brought me lover."
As Cliff sat down and pointed the remote at the CD player, all Angie could say was,
"Oh, shit!"
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There is a quote from someone I can't place who said that plans are what we make until reality happens to us. A second quote is 'Men Make Plans and the Gods Laugh'. This is a story about one day in the life of a woman who has everything she wants. Her life is going according to plan and then reality intervenes. The consequences are more than she ever anticipated.
Edited by Lady Cibelle and made better by her comments and suggestions.
The Day Begins
My Thursday began perfectly. Cal and I had sex one last time before he slipped out of my hotel room before I had to get ready to return home. He took me from behind as I stood in front of the bathroom vanity watching him in the mirror as his lust took hold and he slammed me against the counter top. I grabbed onto the edge of the top and braced myself as his thrusts became harder and faster. I felt my own orgasm approaching and I used my fingers to stimulate my clit. His grunts of pleasure matched my own as our climaxes roared toward completion. We came together, his fluid coating the walls of my vagina and adding to the pleasure of my own climax. He slumped over my back, his hands grasping my breasts, his breath coming in gasps as we came down from our high.
"God, I miss you more each time. That was incredible. Are you sure you can't get away more often?"
"You know better Cal. Only when we're scheduled and that's just three or four times a year. Now get off me so I can take a shower. You need to get going before it gets later than it already is. Remember to check the door before you go out?"
"I remember. Are you sure I can't call you once in a while? Just at work?"
"No! No contact until the next time I'm here. Now go; leave!"
He checked himself in the mirror, rolled my nipples between his fingers causing me to sigh in contentment, kissed the back of my neck and then was gone. I waited until I heard the door close and then went into the room. I thought about last night and as always, felt a shiver of delight. This was one of the best nights with Cal I could remember. I know I had at least four orgasms. Must be his new wife, teaching him new tricks. I laughed to myself and then took my shower. It wasn't long until I had to meet Penny in the lobby for our return flight to Newark.
When I went down, Penny was already there and waiting. She had no idea what I did with Cal last night or any night over the past two years we had been coming to Chicago together. She rambled on about nothing in particular and I listened, half of my attention on her and the other half on last night's activities. I was also going to miss my night with Cal but another one would come soon. Just as it had been. We took the shuttle to the airport and boarded our plane home. It was on time so that just added to my contentment. This trip had been very pleasant and I thought back to it and the others as I dozed in my seat.
----------------------------------
Monday evening, Penny and I landed in Chicago and caught a cab to the Hilton where we were staying. We made this trip usually once a quarter, meeting with the Consumer Affairs personnel; the ones that answered all the correspondence sent into the company about our products and our services. We manufactured disposable medical devices; bandages, creams, rubber products, surgical trays, and other small devices that the FDA considered medical. We were there to update them on all of our products; the testing we did and the results, any new products about to be introduced and just general knowledge. We also gave them answers to questions they received so that there was a common thread of information.
My name is Sharon Mills, and Penny Larson and I were design engineers with Baxter Healthcare, a large manufacturer of medical and hospital products. My husband Jason was a senior manager in the design section of Walters Power Generation Systems and he rarely had to travel. He didn't mind my own need to go and always encouraged me to do what I felt was necessary to further my own career. We planned on a family but that was for later. I wanted to see how far I could go before I made the decision to quit and become a mother. Jason was disappointed, wanting to begin sooner, but he never begrudged me my dreams or my ambitions.
When Penny and I went to Chicago, we flew together and generally stayed two days and three nights, leaving New Jersey on Monday and flying home on Thursday. Our meetings began Tuesday morning and ended early Wednesday afternoon. The Consumer Affairs, or CA department, scheduled the meetings and arranged our days and typically Tuesday night when we had dinner with the major players in CA and some of the other Managers that were tangentially interested in what we had to say. Mainly new products for the Sales and Marketing folks.
One of the managers in Sales was Cal Proctor. He and I met several years ago and I found him to be very interesting. He was younger than me by a few years, but he was charming and always hitting on me. I asked him one day why he would be interested in a woman so much older. He bluntly said that he found me to be exciting and very sexy. His words awoke something inside me and I found myself beginning to entertain the idea that we could be more than just friends. Penny always chastised me, reminding me that we were there on business and that I was a happily married woman. I assured her that it was completely harmless and that I had no intention of doing anything about it.
I had been married to Jason Mills for five wonderful years when Penny and I made the trip to Chicago for our third quarter meetings. We arrived as usual, spent the evening together with dinner and a few drinks in the lounge, than up to our rooms to get ready for the next day's meetings. On Tuesday, things went as planned and the evening was pleasant with Cal and the rest of them making us feel welcome as always. Wednesday was a repeat and we finished rather early, the CA people satisfied that they had all they wanted. We caught a cab back to the hotel, dressed for dinner and relaxed, our work done. Penny was tired so we went back to our rooms for an early night.
I had just finished talking with Jason when my phone rang again. I answered to find it was Cal. He was in the lobby and asked if I would join him for a drink in the lounge. I hesitated, thinking that this might be a bad idea but I accepted and joined him. He was dressed casually and looked quite relaxed as I ordered a mixed drink. Once again I told myself that this was a mistake but I reasoned that nothing could happen so long as I was in control. Well, the road to hell is paved with good intentions and after two or three drinks, not enough to make me lose control but enough to lower my inhibitions, I found myself unlocking the door to my room with Cal's arms around my waist.
The next several hours were filled with intense pleasure as Cal showed me a world of sexual abandon I had only imagined. I found myself doing things for him that I had never considered doing for Jason. I was on my knees with Cal's cock in my mouth and delighting in swallowing his cum, something I had never done with Jason. And I had multiple orgasms with Cal, being fucked from behind, slammed against the wall and taken standing up, missionary style and finally, in the shower, bent over holding my ankles as he pounded me. It went on all night and I never wanted it to end. The only thing I refused was anal sex. I had never done that and I didn't have any desire.
I would like to say I was filled with remorse and guilt the following morning when I watched Cal slip out of my room just before dawn. I would like to say I told Cal that this could never happen again. I would like to say those things, but I can't. All I could think of was that it was over and I had to wait another three months before I could enjoy it again. Cal and I made promises to see each other the next time I came to Chicago and I meant every word. After the way I behaved that night, I could only assume that Cal would want to repeat it. After all, I was his personal slut, willing to do most anything. As I dressed for the trip to the airport, I began to remember that I was a married woman and what I did was not something that Jason could ever know about.
On the plane back to Newark, I found myself able to push the night with Cal into a separate category that was removed from my life with Jason and which had nothing to do with the love that he and I shared. This was sex: wild, wanton sex without rules or boundaries. The type of sex I couldn't share with Jason. He would see me as a slut, a tramp, a woman without morals or standards, exactly the way I behaved with Cal. I loved Jason and I couldn't stand for him to think of me that way. But Cal wasn't my husband and I had nothing to prove to him. What I did, I did for myself and he was just a tool to allow me to experience something different. As we prepared for landing, the last thought I had was that so long as Jason never found out about Cal, there was no danger.
At home that night, I gave Jason the loving time that he came to expect when I had been gone for a few days. We made love; real love, totally unlike what I gave Cal. I was a little more adventurous that night and Jason seemed to like it so I decided that from now on I would ask him if he had any fantasies. That should let me introduce some of the less offensive things Cal and I did without suspicion. Jason and I began to be more open after that and I enjoyed it. Jason gave no indication that he suspected anything at all and I relaxed. I was safe and I had my love. For the next three months, I thought about nothing but pleasing my husband. Cal was forgotten until the next trip.
As time passed, Cal came to my room on each trip to Chicago without anyone becoming the wiser. I would call Jason on Wednesday evening and talk to him until late and then Cal and I would have sex until the early hours of the morning. On several occasions, Cal listened to my conversation with Jason but I made him stay away from me and silent as I did. I loved Jason and my conversations with him were between he and I. Nothing Cal did was going to detract from that and he understood. I was surprised sometime in the second year of our infrequent meetings when he told me he had met and married someone the past year and I was afraid he would discontinue our meetings but he never missed once.
-------------------------------------
The plane landed; the trip was over and it was time to get back to my life as Jason's wife. When we got to the luggage area, I looked for my husband but couldn't see him anywhere. Jason normally met me at the airport but this time, I saw a uniformed driver holding a handmade sign with my name as I came down the steps. I checked the time to confirm that I was on time. It was just past ten thirty in the morning so we arrived as expected. I walked over, identified myself and asked where my husband was. The driver shrugged, said that he had been hired to pick me up and asked where my bags were. Penny and I stood as the bags came down and then, once I had mine, I waved goodbye to her and her husband and left with the driver.
I was anxious for this trip to be over and was relieved when the car pulled into my drive, but when I came into the house I noticed almost immediately the silence and the emptiness. As I walked through the rooms, I could see something wrong in each one. Something was missing and it took a few seconds to realize that all the things that were gone were things Jason considered important. I finally walked into the kitchen, slumped down into one of the chairs at the table and tried to imagine what was going on. That was when I noticed the envelope attached to the refrigerator. I got up to pull it off and returned to my chair to open it. It was addressed to me:Sharon. Nothing else, no little hearts, no little endearments.
I suddenly felt cold, a shiver running down my back. I had a premonition that inside this envelope was something bad, something I didn't want to see. I believe my subconscious mind had already put everything together and had reached a devastating conclusion, but my conscious mind was not willing to accept those conclusions yet. Unless it was proven, it wasn't true. As long as I didn't open this envelope, nothing was real. I put it down and just stared at it for the longest time but finally, knowing I had no choice, I opened it.
Inside were three pages, typed and double spaced. I looked at the top of the page and saw the name of a private investigation service located in Chicago. The bottom of the last page was signed by someone and there was a list of attachments. I put this report down without reading it and looked inside the envelope. I saw several pictures and pulled a few of them out. They were pictures of Cal entering and exiting a room. There were additional pictures of the room number and a copy of my credit card receipt showing the room charged to me. So far, I began to hope that all he had was circumstantial evidence of my affair. If I tried very hard I could make up a story that should offset this flimsy evidence. I had no choice but to call Cal and between us we could work something out. I began to breathe again as some of the fear subsided.
I looked again inside the envelope and pulled out another couple of pictures that were left inside. As I looked at these pictures, my heart plummeted. Somehow, these pictures were taken inside my hotel room. It appeared someone had installed a camera in the smoke detector mounted on the wall directly above the bed. There was no longer any doubt. One of the pictures showed me with my ass in the air, my face pressed against the bed, and Cal plowing into me from behind. Both our faces were clearly visible. I threw the picture away as if it were on fire but realized the action was futile. It made no difference now, my plan to fabricate some stupid story was dead before it began.
I rose and got myself a glass of water. My throat was dry and parched, my face was flushed, and I was shivering. I sipped the water, looking out the window over the sink, trying to get a grip on myself. I had no idea what I was going to do but I was not going to go down without a fight. My marriage was my life and I couldn't lose it. I loved Jason with all my heart and although I had done something stupid, I was going to make him see that it was separate and had nothing to do with him or my love for him. He would understand it if I could just talk to him and explain.
I went into the den where we kept the phone directory. I thought he might be with his sister in Delaware. She lived in Dover and they kept in touch. She was married and had two little ones, a boy and a girl, just as Jason and I hoped we would have when I decided that I was going to quit my job. I just wasn't ready to do that. . . . . .! I decided not to go there. That way led to danger and a trap. As I turned on the desk light, I found another letter addressed to me. It was hand addressed and I recognized Jason's handwriting. I grabbed it in excitement and tore it open. Inside were two pages, written in Jason's loopy handwriting. I offered up a prayer and began.
Sharon,
Not my dear wife, or Sharon my love, just plain Sharon. My heart skipped a beat as I read on. There was nothing to do now but read what Jason had to say.
By now you have seen the pictures and the investigator's report. So you know that I know you have been seeing Cal Proctor when you went to Chicago. I'm sure of the last two times and I assume it's been going on longer, every time you went there, spending your last night with him. The pictures I left for you were just some of the ones that my investigator gave me. Most were too hard for me to look at and I burned them. The betrayal was almost more than I could take, but it was important for me to know the magnitude of your cheating. I had to know and now that I do, I wish I didn't.
I had hoped that it was just a simple fling; a one time thing that I could have found the strength to forgive; but that wasn't the case. It was planned, a continuing thing, and awful in its detail. The pictures I did look at convinced me that I could never forgive or forget what I saw. The things you did with him were things that you and I never did or even discussed. Now I know where the suggestions to try new things came from: they were things you did first with him.
I don't know why you would do this to us. Why you had to have another man in your bed and in your life. And a life that I had no knowledge of and no part in. I wonder how often Cal Proctor was in our bed when I was making love to you. I was with only you, but you were with both of us. That was the worst betrayal of all. When I made love with you, who were you thinking of? Did you even know? Were you comparing me to him? I know you were and after what I saw you do with him, the thought of it emasculates me.
I made arrangements with Walt Seymour to represent me in our divorce. The papers have been filed and I chose to go with no fault. I have no desire to tell the world of your infidelity and no desire to publicly humiliate myself any more than you already have. So from this point on, please tell Walt who you want to represent you. I have already moved my things out of the house so you can stay there until it is sold as part of the settlement.
Know only that I loved you with all my heart. I wish you the best.
Jason.
I sat there as the letter fluttered to the floor, my eyes filling with tears and my heart breaking. I admit to surprise; surprise that it happened at all and surprise that I was surprised by it. But why was I surprised? I never considered myself naïve; never blind to what was going on around me. I was a great driver for example, always aware of my surroundings and what other people were doing, especially when it affected me and my life so how could this have caught me so completely unprepared?
I looked around the room and noticed little things now. The picture of Jason and I on the cruise we took last year on our anniversary was still there, hanging over the mantle, but the picture of Jason preparing to dive from the cliff in Maui was gone. There were other things missing: the pictures of his parents, the award he won for a cost savings for his company, several mementos that Jason treasured; all gone, leaving only those things with my picture or things that meant something only to me. Jason had taken his life and removed it from our home.
I knew if I went upstairs to our bedroom, I would find the same thing. In a sudden rush of optimism that this wasn't actually happening, I ran upstairs and looked first in his closet: empty! Then I hurried into the bathroom and checked his side of the full length vanity: empty! His end table was the same, all the things he kept in his drawer gone. The book he was reading; the cream he used to soften the callus on his elbow; his nail clippers; his pills for sleeping; and finally the little things that he treasured. Nothing of Jason remained in this room, the room we shared for the last seven years.
I stripped off my clothes, lay down on the bed and buried my face in the pillow, letting the tears come now without trying to stop them. I cried for the loss of my innocence, the loss of my naivety. I cried for my ignorance of what could happen to me when I made my choice to betray my husband and my marriage. I asked the heavens why this had happened to me and was chagrined when the answer came that my own selfishness and base desires were the culprits. Both things under my control and both things that I learned as a child to control. How had I allowed them to cloud my judgment now that I was an adult? How could I have been so blind as to believe I could continue this behavior without consequences? I cried for the loss of everything I held dear.



It was almost noon when I finally got up and washed my face to restore some degree of sanity to my life. I was cried out, no tears left to wallow in. I was beginning to think again, to make plans to fight. To fight like hell for my marriage and my husband's love. I might fail; I might fail completely, but it took more strength to fight for a losing cause than to just walk away: and I wasn't weak! I made a huge mistake and I made a very stupid choice in my life but I wasn't ready to give up yet.
I went back downstairs and called Penny, telling her that something had come up and that I wasn't going to be at work tomorrow. She wanted to talk and get details but I told her I had to hurry and would talk to her later. She finally agreed and I hung up. The next number I dialed was for Shannon, Jason's sister in Dover. When she answered, I asked her if Jason had contacted her lately and she replied in the negative. I talked a while and when I hung up, I didn't think Jason had told her what he was doing and certainly wasn't there with her. That left only his office. I dialed his work number and got Hilda, his secretary. Hilda and I were close friends, having known each other my entire marriage. I asked her about Jason and where he was and she hesitated before telling me that she would call me back within the hour.
It was almost one in the afternoon when she called. I answered hoping it was Jason but it was her. She said she had to leave the office to call me since Jason had made her promise not to answer my questions when I called. She decided that if she called me outside the office, her promises didn't apply. What she told me set me back but it was information I had to have if I was going to fight. She told me the following:
Jason had tried to resign but was persuaded to stay when his boss understood his reasons for wanting to leave. He offered him a transfer to Tennessee, doing the same work but in a larger setting. It was a promotion and Jason took it gladly. He was moving within the next two weeks.
He also made it clear to Hilda and the receptionist that he would not accept phone calls from me at any time. They were to tell me that he was not available. He didn't tell them why but Hilda found out from his boss's secretary. She asked me what the hell I was thinking of but I ignored her. I had more important questions to ask.
I got his private number at the Tennessee plant, I already had his cell number and I had his new current address. Hilda gave me two further pieces of information that were important: Jason had a dinner meeting at the Savoy tonight with his boss and his boss's wife. They were to meet at seven. And finally, she gave me the address of his new apartment. I knew where it was.
I had as much information now as I needed. Now I had to make a plan to contact Jason and make him listen to me. I just wanted time to talk to him and convince him that I loved him and that I understood how much I hurt him and that I would make it up to him if I had a chance. I decided that going to his place when he was getting ready to go to the dinner was the best way to accomplish that. I was going to be there and Jason was going to listen to me even if I had to make a scene. I drove down to his office building and waited outside where I could see his car. It was almost five now, and time for Jason to be leaving to go back to his apartment. When I saw him coming out the door, I slumped down in my seat so he would not see me even though I was out of his line of sight. I waited before looking over to see him start his car. When he pulled out, heading in the direction of his apartment, I was close behind.
I pulled in behind him, stopped while he parked and walked inside. Once he was in, I did the same and walked up to his apartment door and knocked. I knew he would see me if he looked out the peephole but I was going to stand there all afternoon if I had to. I was going to talk to him even if I had to wait for him to come back out. I shouldn't have worried because he simply opened the door to find me standing there. The look on his face was one of surprise, quickly replaced by anger. He started to close the door but I pushed past him, slipping inside before he could stop me. He turned, looked at me for a few seconds, then shut the door.
"Why are you here? You have nothing to say that I want to hear. Why can't you just go back to your lover and leave me alone? Haven't you hurt me enough?" He was glaring at me and I could see his chest heaving in anger.
"Oh no, Jason please don't say that He isn't my lover; you're my only lover. The man in Chicago had nothing to do with love: it was just sex. He could never replace you and you have to know that. I love you Jason and I never stopped. You have to believe that. I never stopped loving you even when I was with him. And I never compared you with him. When I left Chicago I came home to you and I never thought of him. I never talked with him, or wrote to him or communicated with him by phone or email. Nothing once I left Chicago."
"Really? You never thought of him at all? How can I believe that? And you say you love me? We made a promise to each other when we were married and I kept my promise to you. There was never anyone else in my life but you. You can't say the same can you? Forsaking all others? You've been screwing him for years!
"And you came back to me? Let's just see about that! Do you realize that once I found out about you and Mr. Cal Proctor, I stopped making love with you? Do you know how long ago that was? I'll tell you: it was almost nine weeks ago. You never noticed because you had already begun talking about your next trip to Chicago. I heard about it over and over and when you were home in the evening you were talking to Penny about it. You had already begun thinking of your sexual liaison with Cal Proctor. That was on your mind, not me or making love with me. Just your fuck sessions with Proctor. You forgot about making love to your husband because you were thinking of fucking that son of a bitch!"
The shock of what he said was like a bomb going off in my head. Nine weeks! Nine weeks since he knew and stopped making love to me? How could I not have noticed that? How could I have not seen my husband shut me out? The only way was as he said: I had already begun to value my time with Cal above my husband! That revelation was more than I could take. I broke down and started crying again. I had such hopes for this conversation. I was going to show him that Cal was nothing and my husband was everything but even in my own mind, that wasn't true. What did I do now? How could I save my marriage and the only man I truly loved? Even if I did value my time with Cal too much, I had already put it behind me. I would never see him again but love had nothing to do with that. I never loved Cal. Never!
"Jason, please. Let me make it up to you. Let me prove that I love you. Cal is over. I'll never see him again and I'll give up Chicago. I won't even go there again. Please, you have to come back to me. Whatever you want me to do, I'll do. Just tell me. Please! Give me another chance."
Jason looked at me and I could see the seriousness with which he said the next words.
"If you love me, please go. Let me go. I can't forget what I saw and I could never forgive what you did. It wasn't a one time thing, a simple fling. It was premeditated and you loved it. You did it over and over and never told me about it. You never would have stopped if I hadn't found out. You know that's true. You know that and I can never forgive you. I'm sorry but my love died when I looked at those photos of you and him. Each picture destroyed a little bit of my love and when I was finished, it was gone. I can't get them out of my head even now although I burned most of them. I still see you with him when I close my eyes. It's finally getting better, but it will take time. Time I need away from you. So please, go."
I sat there, knowing it was over. I had nothing left to defend myself with and I knew he was right. I had no thought of ever stopping and I even worried when Cal got married that he might quit. How could I have loved Jason so much and still done that? I had no answer and if I couldn't answer my own questions, how could I convince him. I had no chance.
I rose, kissed Jason on the cheek and walked out to my car and the beginning of my life without him.
When this day began, I was married to a man I loved and who loved me. I had a life I loved and a future that seemed unlimited. I woke in another city to sweaty sex with my lover and I anticipated making sweet love to my husband that evening. But my day ended with the destruction of my marriage and the loss of the only man I ever truly loved.
How could one day change my life so much?
Consequences are a bitch!
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Jennie
My name is Alex Martin Sanford, named after my mother's father. When I was sixteen and a junior in high school, my mom got very sick. I didn't know it until later but she had advanced lung cancer and didn't respond to treatment. It happened very quickly and before I even realized that she was so sick, she was taken to the hospital and never returned home. She died before I was seventeen and I was devastated. Dad took it like everything else I could remember: without emotion. It was almost as if he didn't care very much. I realized later that he always reacted like that and that mom's death hit him very hard, but at the time he would never allow me to see that and I became convinced he didn't care. I'm sorry to say that I took all my anger out on him and life at our place was brutal. What had once been a wonderful home turned into a hell on earth for both of us.
He was aware of my feelings about him; the two of us hardly spoke and we didn't get along at all when he was home. I resented him and he just stayed at work to avoid my displeasure. Things deteriorated from there until my grandmother and grandfather took me in to stay with them while dad continued to work long hours at his shop. He had a shop in town where he imported fine pieces of art and sold them to others who hired him to obtain them for him. It was a strange business and the few times he took me in to work with him, I learned very little. I did meet some very strange individuals and a lot of what he did happened behind closed doors, but I was too young to care much. After I moved out, he began to travel more and more and I saw him less and less.
Grandma told me that if I wanted to go, there was money for college. She said it was put aside for me by my mother, so I went to college and majored in architecture. I wanted to be outside and build things like bridges, dams, huge complex buildings; exotic things. Maybe that was to move in a direction away from my father's closet operations, a rebellion of sorts. I had no idea what he really did but, when he took the time to ask, he seemed to approve of what I chose and never voiced any reservations. He paid my bills without comment and always seemed to listen carefully as I described my comings and goings in college when I came home on holidays. He wanted to know who I knew and if there were any special girls in my life. He seemed disappointed when I told him I had no one I really cared about. He would always seem sad then and I knew he was thinking about mom. He had loved her very much. I knew that later as I remembered them together.
I graduated and found a job in a small architectural firm in Cleveland, Ohio. Nothing like my goal yet but I was young and I had time. I still came home on holidays and spent the time with my dad and grandmother and grandfather. They were the major part of my life then since I had few friends. I had been a loner most of my life but more so after mom died.
But as time passed and I got more social, I began to look at girls more seriously. I usually went out with Carl, a good friend that I made at work. There was one girl, Jennie Grandville, that I really liked. She worked in a bank as a loan officer and I met her when I went in to apply for a car loan. She helped me apply and made sure I got the loan and when it went through, I asked her out to take a ride in my brand new Mustang convertible. We began dating and she moved in with me after six months. We seemed to hit it off and we began talking about marriage.
I took her home to meet dad and grandma and grandpa. They all loved her and soon after that, I proposed and she accepted. We married and moved into her bungalow in the suburbs. We began our life as a married couple and started to entertain. We each had friends that we shared and life was good. We partied a lot, met even more people and always seemed to have someplace to go every weekend. Our sex life had always been just OK, but it seemed to be better when we were partying and things were wild. Jennie liked it that way and I enjoyed the sex so I was fine with that too. After a while we realized that we were going out so much and accomplishing so little that we sat down one evening and decided that we were going to start a family and settle down. It was a mutual agreement and Jennie went off her birth control. We settled down then and began to spend more time together at home or with one or two of our closest friends.
After six months of frequent sex that ended in futility, Jennie convinced me that we should go to see a fertility expert. We did, and I found out that I was going to be a problem. I had sperm, but they were few and not very active. I could still fertilize Jennie's eggs but it was a long shot: possible but not likely. We discussed possible remedies and the doctor gave me a shot of something once a month and told me some other things to do. We discussed in-vitro fertilization and some other means of using what sperm I did produce to fertilize her eggs but Jennie had little enthusiasm with those methods so we continued to try.
It was not too long after that when Jennie began to spend one or two evenings each week with Sherry Lederman, one of the girls she worked at the bank with. She told me that she needed the time out to take the stress of trying away. She reasoned that when she was relaxed and happier, it might be better for our chances. She never stayed out late and she did seem happier when she came home so I accepted it as a necessary evil. I had some serious reservations about her going out with Sherry who was single and a little wild, and I would rather she be home with me, but if she needed this time, who was I to deny her.
This continued for the next two months before she finally announced that she was pregnant. Finally, after over a year of trying, we were going to have a baby. I was ecstatic at the prospect of becoming a father. Jennie however, seemed more reserved but I put that down to hormones. When I mentioned it to grandma, she told me that some women were very superstitious early in their pregnancies. She told me to let Jennie set the pace.
Jennie's pregnancy was going well but when we were in the second trimester, Jennie wanted a amniocentesis test done. She was worried that the baby would carry a particular gene that caused Down's Syndrome, something that had occurred in her family before. I didn't think it was necessary since I wouldn't do anything about it if it were to be present, but she wanted to know to make plans if necessary. I agreed, but wondered if the knowledge was worth the risk. Her doctor agreed with her and the test was scheduled.
The day of the test, I was talking with her doctor after the fluid was drawn. I asked about other things amniocentesis could reveal and the doctor told me several. One was paternity and for some reason, I asked her to run that as well but not to tell Jennie. She raised an eyebrow, questioning my motives but I simply told her that I wanted to have the information for my own reasons. She agreed but reluctantly. Since the fluid was already being taken, it involved nothing more than an extra $500 and a sample from me. I arranged for it to be done then and there. As I gave my blood sample, I thought about her nights out with Sherry and her somewhat reserved reaction when she told me she was pregnant. Well, $500 was little enough for peace of mind.
The doctor called Jennie at home to tell her there was no sign of the gene for Down's Syndrome and that seemed to make her happy. I didn't expect the doctor to tell her anything about the paternity since I had made the request in confidence. The results would be sent to me at my place of work. I assumed they were in the mail since the results were in. Jennie was in a good mood after the call and she asked me for a backrub to ease the pains. I agreed but she was not satisfied with that. She wanted to play and we ended up in bed, her giving me a blow job that was one of the best I had in a long time. I asked her what she wanted and made love to her with my mouth. She came with a loud scream, then pulled me up to nestle my face in her new, larger breasts. We ended up spooning, my cock buried inside her but neither of us moving. She just wanted to feel me there as I held her against my body. We fell asleep that way.
We spent the weekend in bed, enjoying each other while we still had the chance to do the things we enjoyed. Soon she would be too big for some of those things so sex was high on our list of priorities. It was strange that now that she was pregnant, our sex life improved. Perhaps it was because she was home now more and more and her nights out had stopped for the time being. I wondered which was the main reason. Either way, I didn't care.
At work, I was so busy that I didn't have time for the mail until late in the afternoon. It was about three weeks after the amnio that I found the envelope from the genetics testing lab and set it aside as I got myself a cup of coffee and closed my office door. It was almost time to shut down for the day so I opened the envelope and took out the letter. I read the results, stared at the letter for what seemed hours then folded it and put it back in the envelope. It was not good news. As I sat there, I was surprised at the lack of emotion I felt. I was almost numb: paralyzed by the news and completely at a loss as to what to do or feel. Was I going crazy? Was I losing my grip on reality? Why couldn't I feel more?
As I sat there, my mind spinning without finding an anchor to stop it, my door opened and my best friend Carl stuck his head inside and asked, "Want to grab a beer before you head home buddy? You look like you could use one." He waited, watching me closely. Carl was my best friend and we had been close since the day I started and he had been assigned to start me out. He was about me age and we had so many things in common. He was my best man at my wedding and he was the first person I told about Jennie being pregnant. Carl was someone I trusted.
I looked up, his presence registering finally as his words made their way into my conscious thoughts. A beer? Did I want a beer? Why not? Why the hell not? I shoved the envelope into my briefcase, snapped it shut and stood. "Let's go. Maybe I'll have two, or even three. You're buying." He backed out, I followed and we went down to the lot. I followed him to a watering hole we used often and went inside to find a table. I wanted someone to talk to and Carl was elected. He wanted a beer; I wanted a friend. We both were going to get what we wanted.
An hour later and several more than two beers, Carl was looking me in the face and asking the million dollar question: "What are you going to do, good buddy?" The answer to that was not yet clear in my mind. I decided to have another beer and think about it. As I was getting our beers, Carl was getting a couple more of our friends over to the table to talk about my options. I objected weakly that it wasn't something I wanted everyone to know but Carl insisted that they were all my friends and that they were trustworthy. I finally gave in and by nine o'clock that evening, we had made some decisions. The first being that we would have one more round before heading home. That decision was unanimously approved by all.
Even though we were all pretty well under the influence, we did make some progress. It was decided by unanimous vote that I had no choice but to divorce her and let the father of the baby support her from now on. After all, I hadn't even seen the baby yet so I had no attachment to it. That was a weak argument but one in my anger I accepted. One of the guys at the table knew a good divorce lawyer. He gave me his name and told me to call him the next morning. He would pave the way for me. The rest of the guys swore on their fresh bottles of beer to keep their mouths shut about what we talked about. I expected most to keep their word and was surprised when I found later that they all did. Carl was the best, keeping his thoughts to himself even during the workday.
We had coffee sent to the table and within an hour, I felt able to drive myself home without killing someone else. The others were in similar state and I once again pledged all of them to silence. Each swore to keep my secret. Carl was good to go and as we walked to the cars, he put an arm around my shoulders and said,
"Look Alex, this night seemed like a lot of fun but it's damned serious for you, I understand that. You need to call that lawyer tomorrow and make arrangements with him. Don't say anything to Jennie yet, not until the lawyer tells you what to do. We'll keep our mouths shut, you can count on that."
"Yeah, OK Carl. But you know it's going to be damn hard to divorce Jennie. I really do love her you know. Why did she have to do this to us? Why did she have to go out and fuck around on me? Why couldn't she just have told me she wanted out? I don't understand that. God, I really do love her, but the thought of her carrying another man's baby is so damn hard to accept."
"I know Alex, but go home and forget it for now. Be patient."
He opened the door to my car and I got in. Twenty minutes later I arrived home, the lights were out and Jennie was sound asleep. I stripped and slid into bed, thankful that she was asleep and I didn't have to talk to her and pretend to care.
The next day, I drove over to talk with my father. I told him what happened and he listened with patience and understanding. He let me purge myself of all of the anger and sadness I felt without judgment or question. When I was done, he closed his shop, drove me to grandma and grandpa's house and we all sat together talking about what I should do. They all asked me my desire and I told them of my plan for divorce. Dad nodded in understanding and so did grandpa.
Grandma asked me if I still loved Jennie and I honestly told her I asked myself the same question. I told her the answer was no, and that the betrayal was too much for me to accept and forgive. She bowed her head in thought for a few seconds and then patted my shoulder. "You have your answer son and you must do what you have to. Go with my blessing." I felt terrible when she said that because it was one of the only times in my life I had lied to my grandma.
The next two days were difficult but I managed to pull myself together long enough to talk to the attorney. As far as the child was concerned, I had no claim to it and no responsibilities to it since once I learned that I was not the father, I initiated divorce proceedings, making it clear to the law that I did not approve and would not accept responsibility. If I had allowed her to carry the child without making this move, I would have been responsible, even if I hadn't known the truth.
We both worked and our salaries were not too different so there would likely be no alimony involved. I also learned that I would have little choice but to split everything right down the middle. With my decision to divorce before the baby was born and my proof that I had no knowledge of the baby's conception, there would be no court ordered child support. We talked about that and agreed on a minimum payment to be deposited in a trust fund for the baby's future. He said the court would look favorably on that move. No fault divorces were just that: no one was at fault and everyone divided the assets and went their separate ways. Once he had frozen all the assets I listed, he told me to talk to Jennie and get things started.
I drove home that night, the idea of what I had to do making it a burden that I had to shoulder. Jennie was unaware that I knew so she was not likely to have been able to make any plans to plead her case so it was going to be a one sided slam dunk, and I had the ball. I walked into the house, noticing that there was no dinner ready or on the stove. I guess this was one of her 'bad days'. Well, I was going to make it worse very quickly.
I found her sitting in her overstuffed chair in the family room, the TV on and her with her feet up on an ottoman. She saw me, waved weakly and turned back to whatever she had been watching. I picked up the remote and turned it off.
"What are you doing? I was watching that. Put it back on. I'm sorry that there's no dinner ready but I've really been sick all day." A touch of anger, her hormones probably out of whack again.
"We have to talk Jennie. Please give me your attention." I stood in front of her, looking down on her as she sat there, a pout on her face and her belly just beginning to stick out when she was sitting. Four months and two weeks along at last count. That was the estimate she gave me, using the last time she and I made love. I guess she expected me to believe I was the father.
She pushed herself up in the chair and looked at me with a touch of impatience. She had been doing that more and more lately. I was sure she also had a bit of contempt for me in that look but she obviously kept that one for when my back was turned. Contempt! After all, that was all she had for me wasn't it? Contempt for the man she married who couldn't get her pregnant? So she took care of that for me?
Instead of saying anything at that minute, I pulled out the paternity test results and gave her the copy I made at work. The samples were identified as 'A' and 'B'. In the key on the bottom of the page, A was identified as my DNA and B was the fetus'. The results were in the outlined box, the one with the dark lines around it. It simply said, "A is eliminated as a parent of B.
Jennie looked at the letter with impatience and was about to say something when she realized the implication. She shut her mouth, read the entire thing slowly and carefully. I watched as the realization of what she held in her hand registered. Her face slowly drained of blood, her fingers holding the paper turned white with the intensity of her grip and her eyes closed in pain. I saw the tears begin and squeeze out between her closed lashes. She said nothing for the longest time. I turned and walked away, my own eyes smarting with the pain of reality. Now it was done. Now it was over.
I was sitting in the kitchen, a glass of water sitting on the table in front of me when she walked in. She sat down across from me and looked at me, waiting for me to acknowledge her presence. I took a sip, swallowed once, then looked up. Her face was pinched and she seemed to be in severe distress. I was amazed at that. What did she have to be sad about? The loss of her patsy husband? The man she held in such contempt? I think not! She could go find the macho bastard who planted the seed for her child to comfort her now. How could this woman go out and screw someone else and then come home and try to pass off his baby as mine? God, how cold was this bitch?
"What do you intend to do now that you know? Aren't you going to yell at me? Call me names? I know you have to be angry with me but can't we talk about it? I know you have questions. Please Alex, talk to me." No denial, not even an attempt to deny it. Even though she was clearly upset and on the verge of tears, that was all she said. So, this was no surprise to her, a fact that I was certain about but it was good to hear it confirmed from her own mouth.
"The divorce papers are complete and you will be served tomorrow either here or at work, whichever you chose. I have made it as simple as possible for you so there should be no problem."
I looked at her as the words slapped into her, her face and body jolting with each one. Each word hurt her, I could see that and for a second, I wanted to reach out to comfort her but the memory of what she did stopped me. The look of pain on her face was almost too much for me and the way she moved her hands, trying to reach toward me then pulling back was difficult to watch.



"Oh, Alex, please! Isn't there some way to work this out? A chance for me to explain? What about the baby? What do you plan to do about the baby?" She waited for my response to this, hope in her eyes and on her face, the blow from her one weapon. A weapon she failed to see had no power against me.
"I make no claim on the child and will take no responsibility for it. That is on you. Since I moved to terminate the marriage as soon as I knew the baby was not mine, I will have no legal responsibility for it. You will have to turn to the biological father for support. That is if you even know who he is." That last was the anger talking. It felt good: a low blow but a blow nevertheless.
Jennie simply sat there, staring off into space, the tears now falling freely. I really would like to know why she did this but I would be damned if I would ask her. On the other hand, the marriage was over, so why the hell not.
"Why did you do this Jennie? Why would you do something so cold, so heartless? Why?"
"Because I wanted a baby. Why else would you think I would do that? I wanted a baby so bad and when they told us it was probably not going to happen, I couldn't stand it. I thought if I got pregnant, you would accept that it was yours and never question it. You weren't able to get me pregnant so I found someone who could. Why is that so hard for you to understand? It had nothing to do with you and I and he meant nothing to me. I love you and I want to raise this baby with you as its father. Why can't you accept this baby as ours and we can start our family as we wanted to. The other man was nobody. I don't love him and I don't even know his name. He doesn't know and I haven't seen him since and have no intention of ever seeing him again."
I listened to this woman who I thought I knew as she calmly told me that she went out and fucked another man to give her a baby. Now she wanted me to stay with her to raise her child as my own. How could I have not known this woman better? I held my anger in check as I replied to this amazing statement of planned infidelity.
"There were other ways. You and I talked about them and I was willing to do anything to have our child. But not this! We never talked about this. You betrayed me for your own reasons. I could have forgiven an affair, a mistake. But not this. This was intentional and I can't forgive you."
Now that my words finally penetrated her bubble of stupidity, she began to understand that it was really over. She must have been planning on carrying this baby to term and never telling me I wasn't the father. Now she knew and suddenly she saw the fruits of her plans rotting away. She began to cry very softly, saying over and over in a soft choked voice, "I love you, I love you, I do!" I walked away, not being able or willing to offer sympathy.
I searched for and found an apartment in a small development and moved in right away. Jennie stayed at the house which I agreed to keep until she delivered the baby. She called me at least once or twice a day for the first few months, asking me to reconsider. I never bothered to return her calls and saw her only when absolutely necessary for routine maintenance. I agreed to continue our marriage until the baby was born before severing our relationship, but also to safeguard my position. I immediately filed papers with the court along with an affidavit from Jennie agreeing to the divorce but allowing a period of time to elapse to protect the welfare of the child. All other assets we owned together were converted to cash. We split the resulting proceeds and the divorce was approved by the courts. It would take thirty days once the baby was born to finalize it.
The only thing that happened during that time was that Jenny's lawyer called mine to tell me she insisted on one short meeting with me before agreeing to the final disposition. He insisted I meet with her to keep things moving so I agreed. After all, I had spoken to her several times before. I went to the specified meeting room in my lawyer's office and waited for her to arrive.
Jenny walked in, looking very large and very uncomfortable. She was due in less than two months at that time and she looked it. She sat down, after some almost comical moves and let out a huge sigh. I was not as repulsed by the sight as I expected. She met my eyes without saying anything.
"This is your meeting Jenny, so why don't you get started? I have to get back to work as soon as I can." Actually, I had taken the morning off so I was in no hurry. Carl was covering for me.
"This won't take long Alex so just be patient. After all, I haven't asked you for much else. I know you just want to get away from me." She shifted a few times, comfort hard to find I assumed. "OK, where to start?
"First, I want you to know I signed all the required paperwork so this really isn't a bribe to make you stay. I just wanted to see you and say a few things to you so I used that as a method to get you here. If you want to leave now without hearing me, you're free to do so, but I wish you'd stay." She looked at me, waiting for some response but I simply nodded and motioned for her to continue. She looked at me for a few seconds, then began.
"I love you Alex and I always have. What I'm going to tell you is the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but. It's important to me that you know what happened so that you'll know that love had everything to do with what I did. The baby's father was no one to me, just someone I met at a bar. I had never met him before that night but he was the right size and color, he looked a lot like you and was fairly good looking so I picked him. All I know about him is that his first name was John.
"I made up my mind that I was going to do this thing. I hated the idea of artificial insemination, surrogates, all of it. Artificial! The idea made me ill. So, one night when we were out, I had several stiff drinks which I needed to give me the courage to do what I was about to do. Once Sherry saw that I had made up my mind to go through with it, she left me alone with him when I signaled her and I seduced him right there. He took me out to the parking lot and we did it in the back seat of his car. It was quick, without foreplay or kissing and I felt nothing. All I cared about was getting his sperm inside me. The problem was that as soon as it was over, I knew deep inside that I had made a terrible mistake. I knew it Alex! I knew then that you would never accept me doing what I had done.
"I went home that night, convinced that I had done something terrible and that I had woken up in time to know that it was wrong and that I would never do anything like that again. Maybe we wouldn't have children. That was a possibility that I accepted then, knowing that there were worse things to lose. I swore that I would never do anything like that again and I prayed to God that you would never find out.
"But the joke was on me. Would you believe, it only took that one time? Just one time for me to become pregnant? I don't know whether you think that was a good thing but you have to understand that it was wonderful news to me. You see, after that first time, and swearing that I would never do it again, regardless of how much I wanted a baby, it was all for nothing. I was already pregnant.
"You'll never know how long I agonized about an abortion, Alex. I was afraid that I was going to lose you over my pregnancy and that scared me to death. But I just couldn't do it! That's when I determined you would never find out. If I could carry it off without you finding out what I had done, I would be able to have both you and the baby!
"Think about it Alex, just one time to give me what we both wanted so badly. Just one time with someone I don't even remember, to do something I didn't care about. To me it was nothing, but that once was enough to drive you away from me, just as I had feared."
I was getting angry at her words. What did I care about what she did and how she did it? What did I care that she didn't even know the damned guy? What did I care? In spite of my anger, I did care, and I rejoiced at the words she said. She didn't love him! She didn't make love with him! She used him for her own purposes and to give us a baby and it only happened one time. Maybe I did on some level understand her but on the conscious level, I could never forgive her. Deep down, something stirred, something I thought was dead, but she continued without giving me a chance to say anything.
"I'm going to raise my child by myself. He is going to know that you are his father. He'll never hear different from me Alex. He will be named after you and you will be the only father he'll ever know about. I'll tell him everything about you and he'll know that his father was a kind and decent man, and that I loved him more than life itself. I'll let him know when he's older that I was the one that drove you away."
She stood then and prepared to leave. She held up a hand when I began to speak. "I don't want you to say anything Alex. It makes no difference how you feel about this child. I will raise him as I said and you have nothing to say about that. You gave up that right and I understand why. But you did give it up so please, don't say anything."
She left and I didn't see her again until the baby was born. I know that somewhere deep inside, I still felt something for Jennie and I always would. But it was over now. Both of us accepted it and we determined to move on.
Other than the phone calls and the routine stuff, Jennie and I had no further contact for that period of time so it was almost a surprise when Sherry called me to tell me that Jennie was in the hospital and the baby was coming. She asked me if I wanted to be there and I told her no. She seemed surprised but let it go. I hung up and tried to forget about it and the pain that I had almost put behind me. Her phone call opened old scabs and I tried not to pick at them. Let it go!
Over the next day, I thought about it off and on and told myself I had no interest in the baby. I almost convinced myself but suddenly found myself driving toward the hospital. I pulled into the parking lot and sat in my car once I arrived before going inside. I checked with the information lady who told me Jennie had delivered a baby boy. I got the room number and went up.
I stood in the hallway, looking in the room as Jennie sat in a large chair, a baby in her arms. It appeared she was breast feeding and the look on her face almost made me forget what she had done. The love for her I still had almost overwhelmed me at that instant. Almost, but not quite. I walked in as she looked up. Her face lit up in a smile when she saw me then she looked back down to her child. I followed her gaze and saw a small face, lips pressed to one breast as it suckled.
"Isn't he beautiful? I named him Alex Martin Sanford, Junior. She moved the robe aside to allow me a better view. I looked down on him and marveled at the perfection. I felt a surge of love before I remembered. He had my name but he carried no part of me. Suddenly the lie of another man's baby carrying my name hit me. It hit me hard and before I could react or say something painful and harsh, I turned and walked out of the room. I heard her call to me as I walked down the hall but I didn't stop. I had to get out of there! I almost collided with Sherry as she came toward the room.
"Alex? Did you see the baby? Do you. . . . . . ." I continued without responding, finally pushing through the door to the stairwell, shutting off her words, and almost running down and out to my car. I drove home without remembering what I was doing and sat there most of the afternoon, my mind whirling in confusion. By evening I had finished my musing and come again to the conclusion that what Jennie did to me was not something I could forgive so the baby made it no different. I was done and I made up my mind that night that the divorce was final and I would do nothing to stop it.
Nichole
When the final papers came through, I didn't bother looking at them. I put them in a small lock box I kept all my important papers in and put my divorce and Jennie out of my mind. I was now a free man to do as I chose. It's funny but until that final decree came in the mail, I still considered myself married and not free to date. I saw Jennie in various places around town from time to time, usually with the baby in a stroller, but never stopped to speak to her or learn anything about how she was doing. In time, I forgot about her.
A year after my divorce became final, my grandmother died and I took time to be with dad and my grandfather. My father and I dealt with the arrangements, letting grandpa deal with his grief. They had been married fifty four years and life without her was something grandpa was going to have to learn. He was strong however and I didn't much worry about him. The funeral was a solemn affair, most of the visitors older friends of my grandmother and grandfather. I knew most of them, having met them off and on over the years I lived with them. One time I saw Jenny, standing with my father and talking quietly to him. He seemed to be very comfortable with her but I had to turn away. This funeral was far too emotional for me and to see her there just made it worse.
I was surprised when I found grandma had included me in her will. I was more surprised when I found out how much she left me. The total was a healthy seven figures, more than I ever suspected she had. Grandpa explained it later when he told me she was from money and over the years, she became the last one left. All of her family's money came down to her and she never did anything with it except leave it in an investment account run by one of her friend's husband. He hastened to assure me he was in no trouble when it came to money, and that she had also been generous with my father. He had his own, and while not as much as grandma had, it was more than sufficient to carry him till his own passing.
I put the money in a holding account and forgot I had it. I wanted to continue working and doing what I enjoyed for a while longer and I had been doing just fine without it. I never had much desire to be rich and now that I was, I found it to be less interesting than a blueprint of a new skyscraper. Besides, I was doing well, Jennie and my divorce now well in the past, and I was looking forward to my freedom. I was dating a little and while it was fun, I didn't meet anyone who kept my interest. Not until I met Rick. He was a new fund manager at my bank and had the responsibility for my money. I received a letter from him asking me to come in and make some decisions about my investment portfolio.
I made an appointment and met Rick Harris. We hit it off right from the start and I asked his advice on investing my funds. He had several suggestions that sounded fine to me and I let him make them for me. He promised that he would keep an eye on my accounts and make additional suggestions when he felt it was warranted. We talked, then made plans to get together later for a drink. He was single, about my age and we had a lot in common. As we got to know each other better we became friends and went out together a lot. It was when I was with Rick one night at a sports bar we frequented that I met Nichole Richards. Rick pointed her out to me and mentioned that she seemed to be alone. I watched as she refused several invitations for dancing or drinks and decided that I had no chance. But with Rick's urging I gave it a shot.
I walked up to the bar with an empty pitcher, stopping beside her to give the empty to the barkeep with indications to refill it. I looked sideways at her and made my opening move.
"Hi, my name's Alex. I don't think I've seen you here before." Not cool, but then neither was I. Just an average guy who struck out more often than not and even more often with girls who looked like this one. She was one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen. She was a brunette, hair worn straight and down to her shoulders, with smoky brown eyes and a striking face. She was almost 5'9" with narrow hips and long legs. She could be a model with that face and body but here she was, alone in a bar, avoiding most of the guys here. As a man, I noticed that she wore no ring but still expected to be one of the eager beavers shot down in flames.
To my great surprise, she looked at me with a smile and answered. "Hi yourself. I'm Nichole. I've been here a few times but not many. I haven't seen you before either."
Just then the barkeep put a fresh pitcher in front of me, swiped my cash from the bar and moved away. I took the pitcher, started to back away when I thought to myself 'What the hell.' I held up the pitcher and asked, "Would you like to join my friend and me?"
She looked at me, turned her head to see Rick sitting there smiling and said she would be happy to. She followed me over to our table where I introduced her to Rick. He stood, took her hand in his and told her that she was certainly welcome at our table. I was afraid he was going to scare her away but she just smiled back and took a seat. I poured three glasses and we started talking. The evening passed quickly and we all got to know each other better. But the amazing part was when Rick stood up to say he was leaving since he had an early morning meeting. Nichole didn't seem to mind at all and remained sitting as he left.
That night we exchanged numbers and addresses and I promised to call for a date. She assured me she would be delighted to go out with me and I walked her to her car. I opened the door for her, stopped her as she moved to get in and kissed her. She returned the kiss and held it for longer than I hoped. I felt her tongue and quickly opened my mouth but she just touched my lips and broke away.
"Call me. I'll wait to hear from you." She slid into her car and then she was gone.
I tried to be cool and wait for the obligatory three days but lost count the very next day. All I could think about was Nichole and those long legs and that beautiful face. It had been some time and hell, I was a normal, healthy guy and I was horny. So, just before I left work, I called her. When she answered I almost lost my nerve and hung up but I didn't.
"Hi, Nichole. You might not remember me but we met last night at Jerry's Bar?"
"I remember you Alex. I was hoping you'd call."
"Wow! I'm surprised you would remember me but I'm grateful. Would you like to have dinner with me tonight?"
"I'm sorry, but tonight I have other plans. I could meet you for dinner tomorrow night if that's convenient."
It was and we made the date. She couldn't stay on the phone for long since she had to leave but I was pleased and looked forward to meeting her again. She was an absolutely gorgeous woman and I was damned lucky she agreed to go out with me.
The first date went well and we talked together long past the desert. When it was time to leave, she took my hand as we walked to her car. When we reached it, she looked at me and said, "Do you live far from here?"
As luck would have it, I didn't live far and she agreed to come with me for a nightcap. I was excited and my thoughts were in a whirl as we drove to my apartment. Once inside, she wasted no time in making sure I knew she was ready to do more than have a nightcap. I was nervous, having been celibate since my divorce but she seemed not to care. We undressed each other and fell onto the bed in each other's arms. Foreplay was short but nice and when my fingers found her opening, she was wet and ready.
I moved between her legs and before going further, I looked into her eyes and saw the permission to go ahead clearly shining. I kissed her once more before rising up to take myself in hand and search for her opening. Her hand quickly took mine and directed it to the appropriate spot. Once in place, I stopped, looked deep into her eyes and pushed hard. I slid in easily and with virtually no resistance. I began a slow and steady stroke designed to allow me to last as long as possible. As I got into a steady rhythm, her legs came up and wrapped around me and her arms went behind my neck pulling my face down to hers. We kissed, slow and deep.



As the sensation washed over me, I began to feel the tightening of my balls telling me I wasn't going to last much longer. I broke the kiss, telling her the same, and she nodded her understanding. I began to increase my strokes, each one now driving harder into her. She met each stroke with her hips bucking back against me as I withdrew. Our joint rhythm continued until I felt the onset on my climax. She moaned and her legs tightened around me at the same time and I began to really pound into her. She stiffened her entire body as I hammered into her and then I came. All at once it was there! She let out a small sound of intense pleasure at the same instant and the inner walls of her vagina gripped my cock, milking it. We held that position for several more seconds before collapsing against each other.
"You're incredible Nichole. That was just awesome. I hope you weren't disappointed. I certainly wasn't!"
"You didn't disappoint me at all Alex. It was incredible for me as well." She snuggled against me and I felt so relaxed I think I dozed off. I was awakened later with a warm, wet feeling around the area of my body that normally didn't feel that way. I opened my eyes and looked down to see a blond head bobbing up and down and knew I had died and gone to heaven. Several minutes later, heaven exploded into stars as I came with a vengeance. She never stopped until I grabbed her head, telling her I was too sensitive for her to continue. She smiled as she moved up my body and pulled my lips to hers in a passionate kiss. Heaven was a wonderful place to be.
"We have to go now." I wasn't sure I heard her correctly so I asked her to repeat what she said.
"I said, we have to go now. I have to get ready for work and it takes me over an hour and a half to drive to where I have to be. It'll take me almost as long to get ready since I have that 'just fucked' look. You should know since you put it there."
I sat up, looked at her to be sure she was not kidding and then, when I saw she was serious, I stood and began to look for my clothes. I found most of them and quickly got dressed. Once my shoes were on, I was ready to take her back to her car. She was already dressed and looked like she had just stepped out of a beauty parlor to me. We left together and I drove her back to the restaurant where her car waited.
"I know so little about what you do and where you work or live. Can you tell me anything more before you have to go?"
"Not this morning. Call me next week and we'll get together again. I have to work most of this week and during the weekend. But I'll keep next Wednesday free for certain. Call me!" With that she got into her car and left. I watched her go, confused but satisfied inside. It had been some time since I had been with a woman and this woman was just short of a miracle. I definitely wanted to see her again.
I did call her and we made plans for dinner the following Wednesday. That date went almost identically to the first one and it ended the same way. I tried to talk to her about her work and who she worked for but she just sort of avoided it as much as possible. When I did press her once, she told me she was a Personal Secretary to a very important man and was pretty much at his beck and call. She said he was always traveling somewhere and that the people he met were very important and needed their privacy. That's all she would tell me so I had to be content with that.
On one of our dates, I suggested we go back to her place to save us the time of traveling from my place to hers. She said that wouldn't work since she had three other girls as roommates. At least one or two of them were there at all times.
On another, I asked about her moving in with me but she declined saying her schedule was too hectic and she wouldn't be around much. I had to accept that as well since she convinced me that we had better things to do than talk. Since I found myself beginning to fall in love with Nichole, I accepted the things she told me just to continue to see her and make love as we had been. I reasoned with myself that as long as she continued to see me and to treat me the way she did, she must love me as much as I loved her.
Things sort of remained the same after that and for the next several months. I was becoming more and more frustrated that we shared so little time together but she continued to refuse to expand our meetings. She did tell me once that she loved me and that she wanted to wait for a while before quitting her job. She said once she did that we could be together all the time. I accepted the promise and told myself that it was what I wanted. I had a fleeting thought about Jennie, but told myself that it wasn't the same thing. Nichole wasn't cheating on me: she was working. I did a great job of convincing myself that things were good.
That was until I heard her talking on her cell phone one evening when I was supposed to be sleeping after we had a mind bending sexual bout. We had both fallen asleep or so I supposed. As I was awakened by some movement or sound, I felt her quietly leave the bed, turn once to be sure I was sleeping and then walk out of the bedroom and into the bathroom where she shut the door. From the faint light from the window, I saw she had her cell phone with her.
I moved quickly to the door and pressed my ear to it. I could just make out a few words. What I heard was a discussion of why she had to be somewhere tomorrow as soon as she could. I heard something about three men and who else was going to be there and then a comment about her being the best. She laughed once and indicated she was going to hang up so I ran back to the bed and sat down. When she opened the door, I was just rubbing my face as if I had just woken up.
Nichole smiled at me and sat down beside me. "Well, well, look who's awake. It seems like you're ready to play again." With that, she took me in hand and within a few seconds, I had forgotten the phone call and remembered what she could do to me. I reached for her and soon we were wrapped around each other and making love. As we made love a second time, I made some plans, and if you don't think that was a feat in itself, you've never seen Nichole make love. But I succeeded and when it was time to take her back to her car, I had decided to follow her when she left. I had a plan and it should work.
When I dropped her off, I waited until she was in her car as I always did and then pulled away. But this time, once I was out of sight, I turned off my lights and waited just outside the parking lot. It was almost five minutes before she came out, waiting to be sure I was long gone I assumed. She turned away from where I was parked and I slowly pulled out behind her, my lights still off. Once she turned the first corner, I flipped them on and followed her at a good distance. Since there was little traffic, I could stay a block or more behind her.
She continued on, apparently unaware of me behind her and drove to a very nice area of town. She slowed as she approached a three story building and pulled into a parking space clearly marked with assigned spaces. I drove past, turned a corner and pulled over to the curb. I ran back just in time to see her enter a glass door. I watched until she was inside and then ran towards it in time to see her enter an elevator. I watched the indicator and saw it stop on the third floor. I walked into the foyer and looked at the mailboxes. I saw the third floor had three apartments. One had her name: Apartment 3B.
I drove home, showered and changed into some casual clothes. I called my office and reported off sick and then drove down to rent a car. Once I was set, I drove back to her building and parked on the street where I could see her car. I settled down for a long wait.
It was just after one o'clock when she came out. Since she told me she worked all the time when she wasn't with me, I was surprised that she had spent the entire morning in her apartment. Strange behavior for a workaholic! I watched as she got in her car and drove away. I followed her to the Stratfordshire Hotel, a very upscale place that catered to out of town guests. She pulled in, a valet took her car and she walked into the lobby. I parked in the guest parking lot, ran toward the lobby and slipped inside. As I entered, I spotted her standing by the concierge's desk, chatting with a tall Hispanic man. Fortunately she was facing away from the entrance and didn't see me.
I found a spot where I could see her but she wouldn't notice me. As I waited, I saw a man dressed in very expensive suit, walk over to Nichole. She smiled at him as he took her hand to give it a kiss. Very suave! They moved away together to the elevator and waited. As they stood there, I watched the man move his hand down to Nichole's waist and then subtly to her ass. She smiled at him but didn't make any move to remove his hand. When the elevator door opened, they entered, and before the door closed, I saw his face drop to hers and they kissed. He had one hand on her breasts the entire time and they remained that way until the closing door cut off any further view. I watched as the indicator moved around the dial toward the penthouse. It stopped there.
What I saw confused me and made me angry of course, but I wondered what else she was doing. Could she simply be acting in her capacity as a private secretary working with her boss? The way his hands were all over her argued against that but I decided to wait and see what happened.
It was about an hour later when the two of them came down; Nichole now dressed entirely differently in a cocktail dress and elegant jewelry. The two of them still together walked over to the lounge and entered. I wanted to move closer to observe them but as I was considering my options, Nichole reappeared with her companion, but now accompanied by two more men dressed in what appeared to be very expensive clothes. Nichole was walking between the two gentlemen and they seemed to be as familiar with her anatomy as the first man. I watched in disgust as they put their arms around her and bumped hips as they moved toward the elevators. Again, I watched as she was sandwiched between the two newcomers as they entered the elevator. Her hands were between their legs while they fondled her breasts and ass. It was clear now that she was servicing all three of them tonight.
I went out to my car, confused and angry, but deep inside, my mind was working. I knew now that Nichole was not a secretary or personal assistant. My best guess was that she was a call girl; working as a high class prostitute who went with very wealthy gentlemen when they were in town. I imagined she had a regular stable of clients that called her. She kept one or two days a week open for me and that was the only thing I couldn't get through my head. Why? She must lose a lot of money being with me. And I met her at a bar! Why would a high class hooker go to a place like that? Too many questions mixed with anger and a slowly growing pain of betrayal once again.
I drove home, wanting no more of disappointment. Nichole was a hooker, pure and simple. Why she came to me and didn't let me know what she did for a living was more surprising and confusing but it made little difference. I couldn't stand what she did and I wanted no part of it anymore. She had intimated that she would quit if things worked out between us but I no longer had any desire for that. I was not going to share my wife, my girlfriend, whatever she wanted from me. The fact that I had been doing it all along didn't change that. Nichole was far worse than Jennie, who claimed she made one mistake, even if it was intentional. But I couldn't accept Jennie, so how could I ever accept Nichole. I couldn't!
It was two days later that Nichole called to tell me she could meet me at my apartment for dinner. She said she would bring a takeout as she often did and then we could spend the evening together just being with each other. I listened, made the correct responses, but inwardly I was burning with anger. I hung up, sat at the table and cried. I was so tired of being stabbed in the gut by women who claimed to love me. First Jennie and now Nichole. Both were beautiful women, women any man would lust after. Jennie had been my wife but she betrayed me for the sake of a child. Nichole betrayed me for her own reasons. Tonight I intended to find out what they were.
I dried my tears, washed my face and waited. When she arrived, I was still sitting at the table, my thoughts wandering with no goal in sight. Nichole busied herself setting out the dishes she brought, acting the perfect host. I watched her, marveling at the beauty she carried. Long dark hair, brushed to a deep shine; eyes, dark and smoky, promising unknown pleasures; a body that promised everything, dressed to entice. Nichole was everything any man would want, and she provided a service that met those wants.
As we ate together, Nichole talking about nothing important and me listening with my mind elsewhere, the thought entered my head that maybe I shouldn't rock the boat. I had the girl of my dreams once or twice a week with no other commitments. So she went out with other men the rest of the time. So what? Wasn't that what she was doing with me? And she wasn't charging me a dime. She had never asked me for a thing. As a matter of fact, she had given me a beautiful watch, one that had to have cost her a good amount of money as a gift for being so understanding of her time away. What did I have to complain about? But then a picture of Nichole, writhing away under an old man, her legs wrapped around his hairy ass came to me. I shook my head to dislodge it but that only made it worse. I saw more men come into the room while Nichole reached out her hands, welcoming them. I wasn't in that picture.
Nichole had been talking to me and I hadn't heard a word she said. I decided that it was time to confront her and end this abortion of a relationship.
"Alex! Where did you go? I asked you three times if you wanted to do anything tomorrow. I have a whole day off to do anything you want." She was smiling, one hand resting on mine as it lay on the table.
I swallowed, trying to find the spit to lubricate my dry mouth and throat. "How did you get the time off? Did you tell your clients that you wanted to spend a day with your boyfriend? It must cost you a great deal of money to do that. I guess I should be grateful, even feel privileged. Should I, Nichole?"
Nichole looked as if I had slapped her across the face. Her eyes grew wide, her mouth opened in a surprised 'O' and one hand came up to cover it. I watched coldly as tears welled up in those beautiful smoky eyes and began to run down her cheek. There was a tiny line of dark where they passed.
"How did you find out? Oh, please Alex, let me explain. Please don't say any more until I explain. Please? Please?"
Nichole stood, walked around the table and knelt by my chair, her hands gripping mine and her face pressed against my thigh as she looked up at me. She seemed so desperate and distressed that I gave in. "Say what you need to say. I'll listen but it won't make any difference. I know what you are."
"I love you Alex! I really do love you. It happened so quickly that it took me by surprise. I hadn't thought about what to tell you. I couldn't tell you what I did for a living and I needed some time to end my contact with my 'manager'. He holds my debts Alex. When he recruited me, he paid off all my outstanding loans and paid for a new wardrobe and jewelry and my car. I was so deeply in debt when he came to me that I had no choice. He promised me that I could make enough to buy my way free of him within a year. It's been more than two years now and I'm trying to pay him back but I still owe a lot of money.
"I came to the bar that night to meet my sister Jane. One of her kids was sick so she called to cancel. I had just finished talking with her when you came up to the bar. I had planned to leave right then but something about you attracted me and I thought 'what the hell'. Maybe you would be fun and we could have some fun together. When I saw two of you, I began to think about a free-lance evening. No charge, just some fun on my own terms. But you weren't that kind of guy and neither was Rick. I had fun just being with you and when we parted, I wanted to see you again. I gave you my private number, the one that only you and my family and friends have."
She was talking fast and I listened in fascination. While I had already made up my mind, I wanted to know how this happened and what was her goal. I was beginning to see now.
"I fell in love with you Alex, but it happened before I was ready. I went to Ramon and told him about you but he just laughed at me. He told me I was still too deep in hock to let me go but he would set me up with multiple partners to make more money. I've been working longer hours and meeting more men to try to get out from under him as quickly as I could. I prayed I could pay him off before you found out what I did, but now you know."
Yes, I did know and I couldn't accept it. She had to know this. I had already told her about Jennie and what she did. How could Nichole think that being a professional call girl while she dated me was going to be OK? How could she think like that? I asked her that.
"You know about Jennie and what she did. She only did it one time, just to have a baby. I couldn't accept that; I told you that! Why would you think I could accept what you're doing?"
"I hoped you would never find out! Never know what I did! I just loved you too much to believe it could be over."
"Don't you understand that wherever we go, there's a good chance you'll see someone who you've had sex with? Didn't you think that I would find out when someone saw us together? Wouldn't they tell me what you were? Like, "Hey Alex, who's the hooker?" It makes no sense to me Nichole."
Nichole was unable to answer; her whole body slumped in defeat. She had played a game, taking a chance, and now she had lost. She never considered the possibility that she could find someone to love while she was fucking strange men on a regular basis.
"You said you had no choice when he approached you Nichole. But you did; you always had a choice and you made yours, just like Jennie made hers. Both of you chose to screw other men for your own reasons. For me, it's a choice I can't live with. I want you to go now and forget about me. I want nothing more to do with you. I can't understand how you could do this to me, knowing about Jennie and how much she hurt me."
As I sat there, my own heart breaking, Nichole stood, looked once more at me and then, with slumping shoulders, walked out of my apartment. I never talked to her again.
After she left, I sat there wondering if I would ever meet anyone again to fill the emptiness I felt inside. First Jennie, and now Nichole. Was I doomed to meet women who were destined to betray me? It appeared that was the case.
To be continued:
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A New Beginning-Part 2. Alex meets Marci and her daughter Mandy. He's very happy, but Fate had other ideas.
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Marci
Over the next two years, Carl and I worked on several projects that took us out of town for extended periods of time. I liked it because it took me away and gave me something else to think about, but it was beginning to be hard on Carl since he had been dating a girl he seemed to be falling for hard. He said he had known her for some time but that lately, they seemed to be getting along so much better. He said all he wanted to do was be with her, and she seemed to feel the same about him. They had been sleeping together for a few months and Carl was ready to take the next step. He jokingly said that with my experience, he was being especially careful. But he swore his Carrie was the type of girl who would be faithful and he trusted her. I hoped he was right.
After Nichole, I just dated any girl who caught my fancy. I dated all kinds: loose, shy, prim and proper, and plain Jane's. Any girl that looked like she would be fun or just a challenge: I wasn't picky. Most were one time dates, some maybe two and all were possible sleepovers. I was careful, using protection and motels rather than my apartment. Nothing serious and nothing permanent! That way, I couldn't get hurt.
My typical date would start with me picking her up at her place. We would drive to an out of the way restaurant and have dinner or just a burger, depending on the girl. Then we would drive around, maybe park somewhere and make out or if she was ready and willing, I would find a cheap motel for the night. Usually took them home before dawn with a fake promise to call them. None seemed to really care and none seemed disappointed when I didn't call. I got what I wanted and so did they. One thing I did know was how to satisfy the ladies. Or so they told me. Nichole and Jennie both agreed on that, but wasn't it funny how they both decided to use other men for their own purposes, much as I was doing now with other women. There was no love in what I did now just as there was no love in what they did then. Something to think about.
I was asked to go on a double date with Carl and Carrie, my date being Carrie's maid of honor. Her name was Marci Wallace and she was a divorcé with a four year old daughter. I agreed to go out and when I met her, I was pleased I did. She was a short woman, with long brown hair worn in soft waves that framed her beautiful face. Her eyes were blue, a blue so deep I assumed it was enhanced with contacts; her breasts were full; and the rest of her figure from what I could see was pretty damned great! We shook hands, and I held hers as long as I could until, smiling, she pulled hers back.
The meal went great, we ended up back at the lounge where I first met Nichole and we danced, sharing partners. It was fun, I liked Carrie and I was delighted with Marci and the evening flew by. When it was time to end it, I took Marci aside and asked for her number and address. She gave it to me and reached up on her toes to give me a kiss that curled my toes. She whispered into my ear, "Call me soon, OK?" I nodded as I watched her leave with Carl and Carrie.
As soon as I was able, I called Marci and asked her out on a date. I suggested we go somewhere we could go with her daughter Mandy, since I wanted to meet her and I wanted Marci to know her daughter was not something I worried about. She was delighted and we made plans to go to the park on Saturday morning. I thought about her all week and by that Saturday I was ready to bust I was so eager.
I picked them up at ten that morning and we drove over to the city park where I got a picnic basket from the trunk along with a cooler full of fried chicken and macaroni salad I got from the local Deli. I had them fix the basket and the cooler, leaving it up to them what to fill it with and they did an outstanding job. We found a nice spot, set up our folding chairs and then took Mandy over to the play area and found a nice spot to sit and watch.
I spent the time getting to know more about Marci and Mandy. She was working as a paralegal in a law firm in town and liked her job. One of the senior partners was also her Uncle and that gave her some protection from all the young lawyers who continually hit on her. She said she would never date a lawyer for reasons better left unsaid. She told me her husband was killed in Afghanistan three years ago and she and Mandy had been trying to get over his loss. She said I was the first man that she had gone out with more than once and that Mandy was still shy and withdrawn around any man. She hoped that I could get her to respond and I promised to try.
Marci's parents were both dead and she had a sister who lived in California. They talked together on the phone but hadn't seen each other in several years. She wanted Marci to move to California to be with her but Marci was happy where she was. Her uncle was all the family she had now and she lived with Mandy in a small apartment. She did well enough to have all she and Mandy needed and that was all she cared about.
Over the next several months, we dated as often as possible and I got along very well with Mandy. She came out of her shell with me and soon began to run to me when I came over. She called me uncle Alex and I called her my little pumpkin and she seemed to like that. I have to admit that I grew to love that little girl more than I ever expected. I guess, knowing that it was unlikely that I could have my own children; she became the child I wanted but couldn't conceive. That evoked a fleeting memory of another child, but I brutally stamped that one down. I tried never to think of that time.
As the three of us spent more time together, things got very relaxed and comfortable for me. We got on great and I began to consider Marci with more interest as a possible companion and maybe something more. She was a beautiful woman who seemed to return my affections and I knew she was someone I could trust not to do to me what the other women in my life had done. Maybe I was being foolish but I didn't think so.
We had been dating steady for six months when I finally asked her to marry me. I gave her an engagement ring which she loved and, gazing lovingly at me, she accepted. We made plans to marry in the fall but I asked her to move in with me right away. When I considered a future with Nichole, I had moved into a small house in the suburbs that was large enough for a family, one I hoped to have with Nichole. Marci had been there and knew it was large enough but she hesitated. She finally agreed when I assured her that Mandy would have her own room and I would fence in the back yard so she would have a place to play where she could be free to run and do whatever she wanted.
That was the beginning of a time of healing and love for me. Marci was all I wanted and Mandy was a delight every day. I looked forward to coming home after work and I wanted nothing more than to be with my 'family'. Marci and I married in my church with my Dad and Grandpa there to welcome her into our family. While I was unaware of it, Jennie came and sat with dad during the service. She must have left before the reception because I never saw her. Dad mentioned her to me and I felt the old pang of pain when he did but it was far less now that I was happy again.
We went on our honeymoon to Australia, someplace Marci always wanted to visit. I got us tickets first class all the way, a deluxe suite in Australia and we did everything she could think of to do. We had exciting days and wonderful nights, learning all there was to know about each other. Marci turned out to be quite willing to try almost anything in the bedroom and we learned what each other enjoyed. I woke each morning satisfied and relaxed and Marci seemed to have a smile all the time. I was satisfied I had made the right choice finally. Marci was all the woman I wanted or needed and she assured me she was happier than at any time in her life.
Back in the states, I continued to work at my job as an architect. Carl and I were the top men in the company now and I considered buying the company outright. No one knew about my inheritance and I had never bothered to explain it to Nichole or Marci. Jennie was gone before Grandma died so she would never have known about it. But I did take Carl aside and mentioned to him that I thought I could come up with enough to buy the company. He wanted to know why I would do that and I told him that I just wanted stability in my life. Since he knew about Jennie and Nichole, he understood but talked me out of it. After all, he said I didn't need to work so I didn't have to worry about being fired. We were their best anyway, so why mess with success.
It was some time later when I was watching Marci and Mandy as they walked around the yard and it seemed to me that Marci was limping a little. Mandy was pulling her by the hand and it was clear that Marci was in some distress. I walked out, picked Mandy up to whirl her around my head while Marci recovered. I nodded at her legs and she just grimaced, pretending it was nothing. I wasn't going to let it drop so I promised myself we would discuss it later.
After I put Mandy down for the night, I sat in her room, rocking in the big rocker we bought and thought back to my past. The day I saw Marci limping, I had begun to think seriously about my life and the things that had happened to me. Seeing her in pain had hit me hard and it reminded me of all I had lost. I remembered losing Jennie and my first marriage and all the promises we made to each other. That pain had dimmed over the years but had not disappeared completely. I doubted it ever would. I thought of her now with less anger and more sorrow. I had loved her with all my heart and I still missed her and probably always would. A love like that can't just go away, but it had been six years since we parted, so her baby must be close to six now. Alex Jr.
As I watched Mandy suck on her thumb, I remembered Nichole. I had loved her, but never as much as I loved Jennie or Marci. I had her only a short time before it fell apart. Nichole was beautiful and fascinating but we never got close enough to forge the kind of bond that I had with the other two, and while Nichole was the most beautiful of the three, she was also the easiest to walk away from. Just then, I had the strangest thought: It was too bad Marci and Jennie couldn't be friends. They had so much in common and would probably like each other. Strange for me to think that.
I stood up, pulled the covers over Mandy and walked out of the room, wiping a few stray tears from my eyes. I loved this little girl with all my heart, the little girl I always hoped to have. I was glad I made the move to adopt her and Marci was delighted when I proposed it to her. Mandy called me daddy now.
I spoke with Marci about the limp but she assured me it was nothing. She said she tripped on one of the stairs at work and twisted her ankle. She said she was going to soak it in the tub and that would do the trick. We sat together and made some plans for the coming summer break. Marci always took a month off in the summer and I was going to match it. We planned on taking Mandy to the mountains. I had a cabin I bought several years earlier and we were going to spend two weeks there, swimming and hiking and enjoying ourselves. I had hired a full time nanny some time ago and she would go with us to keep Mandy occupied.
Just before we were scheduled to leave, Marci asked me to take a walk with her after dinner. Just the two of us. She seemed so serious when she asked me and I felt a little tremor of fear run up my back. Why so serious? I kissed her forehead telling her I would be delighted to take a walk with my wife. She did smile at that, but it was a brief one. I was uneasy through dinner and up till the time we had the nanny put Mandy to bed. She agreed to stay until we returned.
That walk was the worst time in my life. As we walked down the street between the lovely little houses that formed our block, she told me she was dying. The limp was just a reaction to the pain from the cancer that was eating at her pancreas. It was one of the most aggressive and virulent strains and it had metastasized. After having a PET scan, the doctors told her the cancer had spread to several of the other organs and compromised the lymph nodes in several places. She was told she had only six months to live. She had kept this from me as long as possible to spare me the pain of knowing she was going to die. As if that pain could be delayed!
I stopped dead in the middle of the street when she told me the news. I was stunned, the thought that I could lose my wife and the woman I loved was devastating. I couldn't; I wouldn't believe it! The first thought that came into my mind was that I had money: money I could spend to assure that the woman I loved didn't die. I shook my head in denial, telling Marci that I wouldn't accept this. We would fight it until we could fight no more. I told her than that I had more money than she knew about. I would use it all to save her life.
Marci watched me as I told her of my plans to save her. She listened carefully as I told her about the money I had and that it was there to save her. She smiled at me as I told her we were going to beat this cancer and she was going to live a long life as my wife and Mandy's mother. She listened until I finally wound down and stopped. She did all of that without a word, then she took my hand, raised it to her lips and kissed it.
"All the money in the world can't stop this from happening Alex. I love you for trying, for being willing to do anything to save me, but it's not possible. By the time I went to the doctor and he was able to diagnose me, it was already too late to do anything. He's spoken to all of the experts, all of the best doctors in this field. There's nothing he can do to stop it. All he can do is give me medicine to stop the worst of the pain.
"You have to accept it now my love. We have plans to make and things to arrange. I need your strength now more than ever. Your love is all I need to carry me through till the end. I know you'll be there for me, and afterwards, for Mandy. She's the one I worry most about. She's so young to lose her mother. You have to be strong for her and see her through the worst of it. I think God every day that I found you. I know you will be the rock I need and the father Mandy will need."
I listened to her as she had listened to me, but not with the strength she showed. I stood there, her rock, her strength, her trust clear on her face and cried like a baby. I was a broken man; the woman I loved and needed, dying. How could this be? How many times must my heart be broken before God would stop making me pay for something I must have done to offend him? Why did he have to make Marci pay so dearly for my transgressions? Why destroy her life to punish me?
All of this went through my head as I stood there in the middle of the street in that subdivision that meant safety and security to so many people. I looked at those houses where my neighbors, like Marci and I, lived our simple lives and wondered how we were supposed to deal with so much pain in our simple lives. I wondered and found an answer in the eyes of my wife. So trusting, so accepting, so sure I could be there for her and Mandy. Suddenly I knew I had no choice. This was my answer! We had no choice! We did what we did because we had no choice but to do so.
I dried my tears, took my wife's hand, nodded once to her, and we continued our walk around the neighborhood where we lived our simple life. I knew now that I could do and be what she needed.
We took our trip to the cabin and spent the time together without reference to her illness. She was able to do all she normally did so long as she took the pain medicine, and we put as much into the time as we could. Mandy was happy, spending her time in the water and exploring the woods and trails with her nanny. In the evening, we would grill outside and sit in peace while the sun went down and the fireflies lit the surrounding fields. It was a magical time for Marci and me, understanding that it was the last time we would do this together.
Back home, we began to make plans. Marci quit her job after talking to her Uncle. He was heartbroken and wanted to know what he could do to help, but Marci assured him we had it under control. We called Helga, our nanny and told her we had to let her go. We thanked her for her excellent service and I gave her a month's severance and a promise of recommendations. She was sad to leave our daughter but she was sure to find other work.
We were going to need a nurse eventually but for the time being, Marci wanted to spend all her free time with Mandy. I agreed and worried that her strength would be compromised but she assured me she felt fine still. I had little choice but to agree. I wanted to quit work myself but Marci would have none of it. She knew how much I loved my work and she knew that I would need the sanity of my job in the future. So wise was my wife.
I met with dad and Grandpa and told them of the news. Both were of great comfort to me, dad with his strength and wisdom and grandpa with his sage advice. Both had lost their mates and both knew what I was going through. Dad surprised me when he said that he would be glad to take some time off to care for Mandy. I knew he loved her as much as I did but I was surprised that he would do this. Marci and I spent a lot of time with dad and grandpa and Mandy loved both of them but this was still a surprise. I promised to take him up on it.
Needless to say, the next few weeks and months came and went much too quickly. Marci was doing all she could to keep up her spirits and to make me believe she wasn't in much pain, but I knew better. I held her at night, fearful to do too much, but she wanted to be held and loved and I did all I could to convince her that she was loved by me. We made physical love but only occasionally and then, very gently. It was real love, rather than sex. But it was all I wanted or needed and she felt the same.
When it got too much for Marci to stay up and care for Mandy, I began to let the nurse do more of the care giving. It made Marci sad when I had, so I pretended to be busy a lot. Mandy was not aware of much except that her mommy was not feeling good. I knew Marci had tried to explain to her that she would be going away soon but Mandy wouldn't accept it. To help in the transition to come, I began to take her to my dad's place more and more. He was willing and ready and together with grandpa, they made Mandy happy and willing to stay there more and more. I never asked how he did it, I simply accepted it happily. It gave me more time to spend with Marci.
So it was that Marci went to sleep one night, cuddled in my arms, and when I woke early the following morning, I could tell immediately that she had passed away. I still held her but she was no longer warm and relaxed. I lay her gently down on the pillow, kissed her forehead one last time and got out of bed to do what had to be done. I won't go into any detail of the last days and weeks. That was private and I'm not willing to share those precious times with anyone but my daughter. When she's older and able to understand it, I'll tell her. But not till then.
Fortunately, that night Mandy was with dad and grandpa and had been for the last two days at Marci's request. I called over to let them know and to tell Mandy I would be over later to get her. Dad told me not to bother that she was fine and could stay as long as necessary. I'm sorry to say I agreed with him to let her stay there. I couldn't face her now. Instead I began to make the calls I had listed as necessary and enlisted those people I needed. Marci had insisted I do all that prep work ahead of time, knowing how I fell apart at times like these. She laughed and told me she would never get buried right if I waited until the last minute. I laughed then; not now.



The funeral was held at the church were we were married and the service was packed with our friends. We had many as most people loved Marci. She was one of those people who you just liked on sight. I was blind to most of them, my grief still overwhelming to me. I did look for my daughter and spotted her sitting with dad and someone else. Whoever she was had her back to me when I saw them but I did see Mandy sitting with another little boy who I didn't know. They were talking as though they knew each other very well. I thought briefly that it was nice she had a friend now. I turned back to the front and willed the service to be over. Thankfully, it soon was.
I stayed by the casket as people filed past, heads bowed and some speaking words that I didn't hear. As the crowd finally dispersed, dad came up to me and said a few words. I thanked him for taking such good care of Mandy and he clapped me on the shoulder, saying it was no bother. He walked away and I glanced back at him, thinking of the time he had lost my mother, and saw him go to the woman with him. When he spoke to her, she nodded her head and looked toward me. I saw with a shock that it was Jennie. She saw me looking, mouthed the words "I'm sorry", then turned and followed dad, Mandy and the little boy. By the time it registered on me that the little boy was hers and that she was with dad and Mandy, they were gone. I was about to follow when the reverend called me.
The rest of the day passed without me remembering much about it. I do remember going somewhere after the burial to eat and talk to endless people who said the same things to me but that was about all. I stood around, my mind wandering back over the too short time I had with Marci and trying not to break down. It was so hard, trying to be cordial and listening to endless words of compassion, but I knew it had to be done. These people cared, and that was what kept me going. But finally it was over and the last of the well wishers left, closing the door behind them. I was left, alone and feeling like I was adrift in a small boat in the middle of the ocean. I was at the mercy of whatever fates happened to throw my way. I finally gave up and went upstairs to bed, to try to sleep and forget.
Within a week I was back at work. I had hired a caretaker to care for our home, fix meals for Mandy and I and to be available as we needed her. She was older, free to come and go as necessary and she was very capable, both with the home and with Mandy, who was six years old now and already doing well in school. Although I didn't need to work any more as the investments I had with Rick were doing so well, I chose to stay and do the work I loved. My boss knew of my background and gave me free reign to do pretty much as I please. I was good, he and I both knew it, so we got along well that way. Carl was still my best friend and we spent a lot of time together, me at his home with him and his wife Carrie. They had married and were expecting.
Dad was retired now, grandpa was in a home because of the early stages of Alzheimer's and we were unable to properly care for him alone. He was at that stage where he recognized us sometimes, but at other times was completely gone into his own world. It hurt, but we understood there was nothing we could do about it. Dad still loved when Mandy and I visited, which we did as often as we could and I often left her there with him to just visit while I traveled or worked late. She enjoyed exploring the house he still lived in and I know he let her stay up late to watch TV. I usually called ahead to let him know we were coming over, as he requested, something which I never understood. Since he was alone, hardly ever left the house and was always up and dressed early, I had no idea why I had to call in advance. When I did, he never said he didn't want us to come and every time we did come, he always asked us to make it more often.
Things settled into a routine with me working, coming home in the evening to spend the time with Mandy and then to bed. On weekends, we would try to do something together but Mandy was getting older and didn't want to spend the time only with me. She had friends from school and she often wanted me to take her to someone's house to play with them. I didn't mind but it was lonely. I didn't date anyone seriously and had only a perfunctory interest in women now. Maybe it was because it was less than a year since Marci died, or maybe it was my track record which wasn't the best that stopped me. Whatever, I just wasn't interested. Actually, truth be told, I wasn't interested in much of anything now. Even work had become more of a chore than a pleasure.
It had been over a year since Marci died and Mandy was now seven and I had just turned thirty seven when I decided that I wanted to take some time and travel around the world. I was alone now except for Mandy and I had no one I cared about other than her and dad. Grandpa was gone more and more so he was out of the picture as far as caring was concerned. He was cared for, certainly, but the grandpa I knew and loved was already gone. I would have no worries about leaving him.
At work, I had discussed it with Carl and with my boss and they agreed. I was just going through the motions now at work: it no longer gave me the same rewards as before. I gave it some more thought, considered a few of the bigger contracts but none interested me. I worked for a few more weeks before I finally resigned, making it official.
Carl and Carrie insisted on giving me a big send off party. I didn't really mind as I had made a few friends at work and I would like to be able to say goodbye to them. It was held at the office and I did enjoy the afternoon. I said my goodbyes, promised to keep in touch and told everyone I had yet to make a decision as to where I wanted to go. That was the truth anyway. I hadn't decided. And, more important, I hadn't decided whether to take Mandy with me. I wanted to be close to her but at the same time, I felt I needed the time away to clear my head and my heart.
I had yet to tell dad since I wanted to be certain in my own mind about what I was going to do. I was watching Mandy play with one of the children in our block when I decided it was time. I knew he would not judge me and that I would go with his blessing, but I did want to give him time to accept it and to make whatever arrangements he wanted. I was going to ask him to move into my home and stay with Mandy while I did what I had to do. He had volunteered and I expected he would do it for us so that wasn't a worry. My more immediate worry was how Mandy would take it. The loss of her mother was hard on Mandy but Marci had prepared her well for it and it took Mandy only a few weeks to get over her loss. She still missed her and talked of her often but she knew that she was gone forever and she accepted it as children do.
That evening, I decided to talk first to Mandy and see what her thoughts were on the subject. I told her that I wanted to do some traveling and that it would be difficult for her since there wouldn't be anyone for her to play with or do things with. I wanted to make sure she would be OK so I told her I wanted her grandpa to move in and stay here with her so she could still go to school and play with her friends. I promised her I could call her every night and we could talk so I wouldn't seem to be too far away. Mandy listened to all of this with a serious face and when I was finished, I waited for her response. I was not sure what to expect but I was taken by surprise by it.
"It's OK daddy. I know you miss mommy and you need to be somewhere so you can cry where I can't see you. Grandpa told me so I know all about it and I don't think its silly or anything. He told me that grownups have to cry sometimes, just like us kids, but that you have to pretend to be strong for us. So, see? I'm pretty smart."
She patted my cheek with her little hand and that almost made me break down right then and there. But I choked back the tears, swallowed hard and licked my lips to wet them again. I just looked at this little thing that was all I had left of Marci and thanked God that she was with me.
"I can stay with grandpa for awhile so long as you call to let me know you're OK. And maybe little Alex can come stay here too when you're gone. Would that be OK daddy?"
"Of course he can come if he's allowed. That would be fine with me. How well do you know little Alex?"
"Oh, I see him when I visit with grandpa. His mommy is sometimes there so he comes when she does. She and grandpa are friends and she's nice. Sometimes, she stays and cooks dinner for us when you're late or going to be gone for a day or so. He's older than me but he's real nice to me. He doesn't treat me like a baby or anything."
I digested this bit of information, knowing that she was talking about Alex Jr. And I had seen Jennie with dad a few times so that made sense. But I was surprised by the fact that she was there so often. That part I didn't understand. It left me puzzled but I didn't worry too much about it. I just knew that dad liked Jennie and she liked him so they remained friends.
I decided to drive over to talk to dad and make the arrangements now that Mandy was OK with it. I got the housekeeper to sit with Mandy while I made the trip. I decided to forget calling ahead this time just to see what would happen. Maybe she would be there; that would be a real jolt to them if I just showed up. But as I drove towards dad's place, I wondered what I would do if she was there. I hadn't talked to her in, what, close to seven years now? Not since that day in the hospital when Alex Jr. was born and even then, I didn't say anything. I just looked and then ran. Well, we would soon know,
I pulled into dad's driveway, a minivan already there. Since dad drove a Lincoln, I knew that Jennie was probably there. I got out of my car, stood beside it examining my feelings, and was surprised at what I found. First, I found no anger; it had disappeared with the years. Next, I felt a thrill of interest in seeing her again. Finally, there was a knot in my stomach; tension and what else? I walked to the door, hesitated a second, than raised my hand and knocked.
As I stood there waiting, she opened the door. I was lit by the light from the open door so my face was clear to her immediately. The light was behind her so her face was shadowed, but I could tell she was surprised by the way she gasped. I waited for her to say something, then when she remained silent, I asked if I could come in. She moved immediately away from the door, making way for me. I entered and turned toward her as she shut the door.
"Hello Jennie. I guessed you might be here." I was proud of the fact my voice was in control.
"Hello Alex. It's, ah, it's good to see you. It's been a long time. Well, not really I guess. I've seen you and you've seen me but we haven't spoken for some time. But it's not really been that long I guess." Jennie was clearly nervous and babbling, and she was twisting her hands together in confusion.
"Yes it has been some time. I think it was when little Alex was born. I'm sorry I ran out on you that day. That was rude of me. I apologize for that." I remembered that day and it was not one of my best.
Jennie was still looking at me with eyes wide and her hands still clasped tightly together. She had stopped talking and now was just watching me. For my part, I was examining my feelings and I was surprised to find there was no anger now, just a small twinge of embarrassment and a large amount of pleasure in just looking at her.
"Well, I came to talk to dad but you might want to listen in as well. I think you might be involved in what I want, more than I knew before I spoke with Mandy."
She motioned toward the hallway and said dad was in the kitchen. She walked away and I followed, taking the time to admire the view. I noted to myself that she still had a great figure. I found that she was as beautiful as ever, the years adding to her looks rather than detracting. I could tell she was confused as I followed her into the kitchen where dad normally stayed.
When we walked into the kitchen, dad was surprised to see me and said something about me not calling first. I just smiled at him and motioned toward Jennie.
"Too late dad. I know Jennie comes to see you. Mandy told me about her and little Alex and that she was here from time to time." I looked around and asked "Where is little Alex anyway?"
"He's home with the sitter tonight. I just had some business to talk over with dad." Jennie looked at me with embarrassment at her use of the term 'dad'. Somehow it didn't seem out of place here tonight.
"Well, I just have a couple of things to say and I want both of you to hear them since it seems that if one of you is involved, the other will probably be as well." I looked at both of them at that statement of fact and the expression on dad's face was one of embarrassment but on Jennie's face, it was more amusement than anything.
"I've quit my job and I've decided to take some time to try to get my life in order." I stopped at the unintended comment from dad and the gasp of surprise from Jennie. After a pause, I continued. "I'm taking some time to travel and go to some of the places I've always wanted to see. I'd like to leave Mandy at home so that she doesn't miss school. She's already agreed if I call her every night and she's looking forward to seeing more of little Alex.
Dad was now interested and still a little shocked but again, Jennie seemed more amused than anything. I couldn't figure that out but I continued anyway.
"Dad, you can come over to the house and stay and Sadie will take care of most everything. That way, nothing much changes for Mandy. Can you do it for me?"
Dad nodded as I finished and when he spoke, it was simply to answer in the affirmative. Jennie was watching me as I explained and also nodded. I knew she would be over there as often as she was here.
Dad stood, said he was going to check on a few things and walked out to leave Jennie and me alone. I waited till he was gone and than asked, "How long have you been coming over to see dad? I know it's been some time since Mandy seems to know little Alex pretty well."
"Ever since your grandma died. I don't know whether you knew it or not but she left me some money in her will. Enough to allow me to stop working and still take care of Alex. We bought back the house and we live there now. It's where he was born."
That was a shock to me. Grandma never hinted that she was considering leaving anything to Jennie. But then I didn't even know she had anything to leave until after she died. Grandma was full of surprises, none so surprising as those that she left behind. I guess my little lie to her didn't get past her. I should have known.
"I didn't know. But it doesn't surprise me. She always did like you. More than I knew I guess."
I was still trying to absorb all of this when Jennie asked me a question that rocked my world. She was standing there, looking at me with that amused look on her face when she put one hand on my arm and asked, "Would you like some company on your trip to all those places?"
I looked at her in incomprehension for a few heartbeats before the words she spoke became clear. What had she asked me? Did I want company? Did she mean her company? How could she ask that? How could she. . . . . . I stopped in surprise when I realized that although the question had come as a complete shock, inside I was actually considering it!
My stupid heart was hammering in my chest and my breathing became labored. I must have appeared to be having a heart attack because she put her hand on my arm again and this time, shook me.
"I was just kidding Alex! I know better. Please, calm down and don't be angry. Honestly, I was just kidding. It was a stupid thing to say, I guess. I'm so sorry."
I looked at her; the look of sadness on her face tore at me. I wasn't angry at her. I was just surprised at the effect her question had on me. And the fact that I was not rejecting it out of hand was more of a shock than anything else.
I shook my head to let her know that wasn't it. I looked back at her and said, "I'm not angry Jennie. I was just surprised that I was actually considering it. I still am."
Now the look on her face matched mine. Shock; surprise; anticipation, mixed with sadness and joy; and most of all, hope. It lasted only a few seconds but then the thought of what we had just said to each other must have gotten through. She clapped one hand over her mouth and almost ran from the room. I watched in surprise as she opened the door and ran out. I heard the car start up seconds later and then she was gone.
Dad was standing in the doorway, having watched the whole thing transpire. He was smiling when he spoke. "Neither of you has ever accepted the truth. She still loves you son, and it's clear that you still love her. Time has passed for both of you and you have both had your share of heartbreak, but this is now. And now you are both here and both free and both still in love with each other. The only question left is: what are you going to do about it?"
I didn't answer dad because I had nothing to say to that. I was confused, disoriented and too damned aware of how Jennie had looked and talked and. . . . . oh, shit! I was in trouble and I knew it. I just waved at dad as I walked out to the car and drove home, my mind spinning out of control most of the way. But as I got closer to home and Mandy, and memories of Marci, things began to quiet down. By the time I got there, I was calm and in control once more. I went in, greeted my daughter, told her I met Jennie and talked to dad and that things were all set. She seemed to be unconcerned and went back to the game she was playing. Oh, how simple life was to children.
For the next two weeks, I made plans, reservations and arrangements. Mandy was taken care of, dad was moving in this weekend, Sonia was set to manage the house for him and I had my tickets and schedule all worked out. I was as ready as I would ever be for this. By the time I was ready to leave, things were all set and the house was running as if I had never been there. I guess that should have made me happy but all it did was remind me of how dispensable I seemed to be. Not a good thought for one in my situation,
I left on a Monday morning and flew to the Bahamas. I had rented a small bungalow in a resort advertised for couples. I didn't care about that but the brochure indicated that there was room service, guided tours, taxis available by the day, and guides, both male and female, for special services for the single persons. I was curious as to what the special services were. After I had checked in and unpacked in my bungalow, I went out to explore the surroundings. It was as advertised: beautiful and exotic. I met a few of my cabin mates and most were couples. Only three besides myself were single and two of those were males. The lone female was at least fifteen years older than me. And she wasn't the least bit pretty. Probably rich.
Three days later, I was ready to check out and proceed to my next destination. The guides were available all right but only as that: as guides! I hadn't met a single woman in three days and I was frustrated and alone. It was not what I expected. I checked out, paid a small penalty and moved my flight reservations up two days and flew next to Aruba.
Aruba was very much like the Bahamas, but there was gambling available to the masses. I hated gambling. I had terrible luck, no skill at all, and I was averse to giving my money away for nothing. I tried it since I was there but gave it up, spent my days by the pool and nights in the lounge. I did meet several nice ladies and I spent the night with some of them but it was clear that they were there for the excitement and the fun and nothing else. They were truly one night stands and that's the way they wanted it. Not bad, and I enjoyed both them and the lack of commitment involved.



I stayed in Aruba for two weeks and at the end of that time, I was unable to maintain interest in sex any longer. None of the women looked inviting or the least bit interesting and I wanted nothing to do with any of them. I just wanted to be left alone. While I found sex to be fun for a while, after ten consecutive days and nights of fucking beautiful woman after beautiful woman, I was truly sated. Never would have believed it, but it was true.
I gave myself a day to recover, then rented a helicopter to take me to Key Largo, landing in the parking lot of the Marina Del Mar Resort and Marina, on Caribbean Drive in Key Largo, just off Route 1. It was a first class resort but not very big and not very formal. I rented a boat and spent a few days just touring the area with a guide recommended by the resort. He was good and showed me things most people wouldn't see. I really loved this place and settled in for a long stay. Maybe a month or more. It was summer and the hurricane season was in full swing but reports showed nothing even remotely likely to hit this area. I was ready to rest and relax.
Ten days later, as I was sitting on my lanai watching the light disappear from the ocean as the sun set in the West, I made a decision that was going to change my life forever. It was a decision I had been thinking about for the last few weeks. It started in the Bahamas, continued in Aruba, although at a reduced stress level, then resurfaced as the days and nights in Key Largo drained all of the tension and the resistance out of me. My mind was made up that evening and I decided to do something about it the following day. I went to bed that night, excited for the first time in at least a year. Longer than that since I truly cared about anything other than Mandy, if I was honest with myself. It probably began soon after Marci left me so alone. I fell asleep thinking of Marci and believing I heard her voice telling me that it was OK, and the right thing to do.
I went down for breakfast, took the boat out on the water for several hours, searching my consciousness to be certain. I found only peace now when I thought about it. No reservations, no hang-ups, just a calm assurance that it would be OK. I headed back to the marina and docked the boat. I went up to my room, grabbed a cold beer from the small refrigerator in my room and picked up my phone. I pulled out the number dad had given me and made my call.
The phone rang twice, three times, then a fourth time and I was ready to hang up and try later when she answered.
"Hello? Hello? Is anyone there? Damn! I missed it again." She was about to hang up, thinking she was too late when I shouted into the receiver.
"No! Jennie! I'm here. It's me, Alex. Hi."
"Alex? Is it really you? Where in the world are you? Where are you calling from? Is everything OK?" She sounded so concerned. I listened to her voice and felt a peace settle over me.
"I'm fine Jennie. I'm calling from Key Largo, in the Keys of Florida. I've been here since last Monday. Everything's fine."
"Oh, that's good then. I was afraid something bad had happened. Everything here is fine too. Mandy is good and she and Alex have been playing together a lot. He really likes her. So, what's going on? Was that why you called, to check on her?"
Now it was time. Now I was going to do something that I swore I would never do. I hoped it was the right thing. If not, I would soon know.
"Jennie, I have something to ask you." I paused, licking my now suddenly dry lips.
"Of course, Alex, anything. Just ask? Do you need me to do something?"
"Yes. I mean, no. I mean, yes I want you to do something for me." It was now or never! "I want you to fly down here and join me in Key Largo. Just make arrangements for little Alex and Mandy and dad and then just by yourself, come down here and be with me. Will you do that?"
Silence. Not a sound from her end. I held the phone tightly in one hand while I wiped the sweat from my brow with the other. Suddenly, I wondered if I was doing the right thing. Maybe she had moved on with her life. Maybe she no longer wanted to be with me. Maybe she had found someone else. Why the hell had I never bothered to ask about her or what she was doing? I knew nothing about her, her life or her situation. I never bothered to ask dad, even once I found out that he saw her from time to time. Stupid!
"Why Alex? Why would you want me to do something like that? I don't understand what you're asking me Alex." Her voice was strange, almost angry. I now knew how stupid I had been. I had to give her an out, a way to refuse without making her feel guilty. This was all my fault!
"I'm sorry Jennie. I never stopped to think of you or your life. I realize you must have someone else by now. Please, forget I asked. It was stupid of me to do that and I didn't mean to put you in a bad position. I understand."
"No, you don't understand. You don't know how long I waited for you to ask me to come to you. You don't know how long I prayed that you would ask me what you just did, but the thing I need to know, Alex, is why you asked me to come down to where you are. You have to tell me Alex. I have to know why you want me there."
"Because, . . . . ." I stopped to ask myself exactly that. Why did I want her to come down here? Because I wanted her beside me. I wanted her with me. I wanted her to be where she was always supposed to be; beside me. With me. As part of me. I finally knew what I wanted.
"Because I want you, Jennie. I never stopped loving you and now that I'm alone and have the time to try to understand, it's clear to me. I love you Jennie and I want you here with me."
"I'm on my way Alex. I'll be there as soon as I can be. Please wait for me my love. I love you, I love you, I love you!"
Epilogue
It's been almost a year since that phone call and I'm home again. I mean really home. Jennie and I are living together in the house we shared when we were married the first time, and I have two wonderful children sharing that home with me. Children I would never have been able to father, but children I had grown to love as much as if they were my own. One came at a terrible price and one came with a new love, followed by a terrible loss. Both are precious to me because they came at such a high cost, but I guess I had to pay that price to reach this point in my life. I don't question it any more. I simply accept it and move on with my life.
I've asked Jennie to marry me and she accepted. We have agreed that the two children are all we want. Jennie is the one that suggested that, and I agreed, understanding what she was saying. We never speak of little Alex's origin and as far as he knows, I am his father, Mandy is his sister, and she calls him her brother. We'll tell both the truth when they're older.
I loved Marci with all my heart and she left me with wonderful memories and a daughter who I love. I will never forget her and I will make sure Mandy doesn't either. Even while I loved Marci, I never stopped loving Jennie and she is with me now. My life has been a good one, blessed with two wonderful loves. I wonder why I was picked to enjoy such bounty. I'm thankful.
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Consequences- Jamie
I was down in the basement, working to finish the recreation room I promised my fifteen year old daughter Janet. I had already finished the ceiling and walls and had closed in the section under the steps for extra storage, and now I was putting down the indoor/outdoor carpet I brought home last night. I had all the time I needed to work on it since my wife Jamie was in Cleveland visiting her mother. I had the whole house to myself today since Jan was sleeping over with one of her high school friends. I had spoken with the mother who assured me that she and her husband were going to be home at all times. They were good people and friends so it was OK with me.
I thought back to Sunday night, the night before Jamie left. She had been angry with me as usual and wouldn't talk to me about her visit. She just said that she needed the time away to herself and that she would be gone for two weeks. Jamie didn't work since she had been let go during a cutback at the bank about two years ago, but since I made good money, there was no reason for her to have to work so she decided to stay home, at least for a while. I had hoped that the time off would allow her to relax and maybe we could repair the gaps in our marriage. It hadn't been of much help so far.
My name is Jim Schwann and I'm fifty years old and a partner with Harris, Schwann and Wilson, Attorneys. Joe Harris and I founded the practice here in St. Louis almost twenty years ago: Margaret Wilson joined us five years later. We specialized in corporate law and the practice did very well. I hadn't been in court much in recent years since we had a core of very talented young lawyers who were hungry and eager to show that they could be an asset to our firm. They all wanted to be partners, but since we had added only one or two partners in seventeen years, they fought all the harder as lawyers are wont to do when told there was virtually no chance. I mentored, guided them through the pitfalls of corporate legal matters and then let them do their thing. Margaret was the practicing partner and she was a tigress, using them like slaves. But they seemed happy with the time at our firm and it was certainly good for their resumes.
Jamie and I were married nineteen years ago, the second marriage for both of us and we had a daughter together named Janet. My first wife died in a car accident and we had no children but Jamie had a son from her first marriage, now twenty four who lived with his father after the divorce. He was married with kids of his own now and Jamie sometimes spoke with him by phone but to my knowledge had never visited them. She never wanted to talk about him so I eventually let it drop. We had Janet sixteen years ago and she was the last for us since Jamie had some serious problems during delivery, finally requiring a hysterectomy. It was the end of her child bearing years but it was fine with both of us. We did go through the process of retrieving and saving some of Jamie's eggs before the procedure, but we let them expire without doing anything with them. Jan was enough for both of us, and anyway, at the time we needed to decide, the marriage wasn't all that strong.
Jamie's parents lived in Cleveland and we used to visit them twice a year as a family. Jamie occasionally went by herself or with Jan, but it had been some time since Janet or I had been there; over a year if my memory served. Jamie had gone to visit her parents shortly after being let go. Rather than things getting better as I hoped, her mood had worsened after she stopped and when she finally said she wanted to go home to her mother for a while, I readily agreed. We both thought it might be good for us to be apart for a while. I missed her after just a few days but she must not have felt the same; she stayed ten days, extending the visit from the original planned one week to stay over one more weekend.
My parents were both dead, and I was an only child so John and Ruth, her parents, were the only family I had. The relationship between her mother and me was not a good one, and Jamie seemed to be more attached to her mother than to her father, so that caused a problem. I liked her dad and he and I became friends. We kept in touch by phone or email but even that had declined over the past two years. I assumed it had to do with the attitude of her mother towards me. She and I hardly spoke and my relationship with her father was a casualty of that. But I never resented her visits with her parents.
This time was not a routine visit. It followed a period of almost a year of very strained relations between us, having gotten worse after she returned from her last visit. Jamie had been very withdrawn and angry for some time, almost since the day she returned. She was always demanding something from me: do this, do that, go here or there. Just demands and angry recriminations if I didn't jump when she spoke. Hard as it was to believe, everything became much worse since her last trip home.
She was not the same with Jan however, or I believe I might have done something about it. But I didn't and now it had become almost a habit to listen quietly as she harangued me about the latest failure of mine and then walk away. She had become used to doing what she wanted, when she wanted and I let her to avoid an angry outburst. I even allowed it to continue in front of Jan and when we were out with friends or in public. I know people thought I was a wimp; hen-pecked and useless, but it was my choice to avoid a scene. I knew it might have been a mistake but it was my decision and too late to worry about it now.
Her approach to this trip was typical. After several days of repeated phone calls, she made the decision to go, then simply told me about it. She was going to spend two weeks there; no discussion, no question about my plans or anything that might have made it difficult for me if she left. She ignored my requests for an explanation, telling me to deal with it. She did tell Jan about it and spent some time with her to be sure she was OK with it and if there was anything I needed to do. She left me a written list of things I should know about Jan's activities but nothing else. She packed her bags the night before she left and went to bed early. She called a cab in the morning to take her to the airport and it was made clear to me that my help wasn't required. She didn't even bother to say goodbye.
A quick note about our sex life. There was none! We hadn't made love for at least two years; for sure not since she lost her job which was eighteen months ago. I know it had been at least six months without before she made her last trip home and even some time before that. When I wanted to talk about it, she refused; if I made a move in bed, she would get up and go into the spare room, leaving me frustrated and angry. And the more I pushed the harder she resisted. I finally gave up. I considered the options, mentioned some of them to Jamie one night when she refused and got an earful of what she would do to me if she caught me cheating on her. When I mentioned a divorce based on mental cruelty, she laughed and told me to consider the effect on my public image when she admitted in court that she shut me out of the bedroom.
This brought on a furious outburst from me as to why she would stay with me when she obviously hated me, wanted nothing to do with me sexually and wanted to be alone as often as possible. The reaction to my angry outburst was a surprise. Jamie burst into tears, cried for the longest time and then when she got herself under control, told me that she loved me, always had and always would. She was under so much stress and so confused that she was not sure why she reacted as she did, but she begged me for patience and tolerance. She even promised to look for someone to try to help her. Her pleas were so heartfelt and emotional that I was stunned! So stunned that I remained sitting on the edge of the bed as she took her clothes and went to the spare room. I was still confused the following morning when she reverted to her normal abusive behavior.
That brings us to today: she had been gone a day and a half. I had been thinking about our relationship for some time and I was beginning to believe the only thing I could do was file for divorce. Jan was old enough to be able to handle it, and would probably be happier anyway. She hated the way her mother treated me and told me so many times. But she was still young and I had tried to hold out for her sake. Maybe now I had no other choice. I felt I was young enough to believe I had a life left to live, and I needed more than Jamie was willing to give me and the only way to get it was to let her go.
The problem was that I still loved her in spite of the way she was and the way she treated me. I believed divorce would hurt me more than it would her. This was on my mind as I carried some boxes down from our bedroom to the newly finished storage space under the steps. Jamie had demanded that I clear out our closet when I made room downstairs and I was pleased that I found so much free space. Now seemed like a good time to move things. This way, I could do the work without her nagging at me.
I was almost to the bottom of the steps on my third trip, when my foot slipped and I dropped the two boxes I was carrying. I watched them fly as I grabbed the railing to keep from following them. They hit the floor, splitting open and spilling their contents all over the new carpet. Fortunately there was no liquid or powders in the boxes so it seemed to be OK. I went down, got two empty boxes and started to re-box the stuff. That's when I discovered a packet of what seemed to be notes or letters or something like that. They were held together with a blue ribbon. I had never seen them before so they aroused my interest. I put them aside thinking they were probably love letters to Jan from one of her boyfriends. I put the remaining things in the boxes and pushed them toward the stair storage well. I made two more trips before I had all the designated boxes downstairs and stored under the steps. I closed the panel doors and collapsed on the floor, my back against one of the walls and my feet stretched out in front of me as I tried to catch my breath.
As my breathing returned to normal, I noticed the stack of letters and pulled them toward me. I untied the ribbon and pulled out the first one. I noticed that it was addressed to 'My Darling Jamie'. Immediately I felt a surge of interest, followed by an equally strong surge of anger. I had never written anything like this to Jamie at any time in our marriage or even before! This was not from me! My breathing which had slowed to almost normal, began to increase again, only this time it was not fatigue.
I unfolded the letter, noting that it had been folded and unfolded many times. The creases were deep and the letter was almost in three pieces. This letter had been read over and over, obviously treasured by Jamie. I carefully held it and read the words it contained.
My darling Jamie,
I have been thinking of the last night we spent together. I can't get your wonderful mouth out of my mind. You drove me crazy, buried deep in your warm, wet mouth and your tongue moving everywhere. That was almost more than I could stand, and when you stopped, I wanted to cry.

But then to feel you as you lowered yourself down and rode me was heaven. I know I'll not stop thinking of you as you leave me to go back to your loveless marriage. Why won't you leave him and come to me for all time? You know my story, that I also am in a loveless marriage and I would divorce my pathetic wife in an instant if you would say you would come to me. You know that.
Please my Jamie, reconsider. Tell me you are coming back to me.
With all my love,
Walter
The shock I felt was so intense I think I sat there for almost an hour before regaining my senses. I looked again at the letter and scanned the words but they remained the same. My wife had cheated on me. With someone named Walter Matthews, or so it said on the return address. I quickly looked back at the letter and looked for a date. There on the top of the letter, in small letters was the date. It was three days after my wife came back from her visit to her mother a year ago!
I grabbed the stack and pulled out another one. I read the words and they were much the same except these described a different encounter. This one was talking about a blow job in the front seat of his car in the parking lot of some club or other. She had gone down on him at his request and he came in her mouth when she refused to pull back when he warned her. He loved it, of course. I would too if she had ever allowed me to do that. But she hadn't. She complained that it was 'yucky'. I wondered if his was 'yucky' as well.
I scanned the rest and they were all from that same trip. It seemed she met him halfway into her trip and decided to extend the stay to be with him over that last weekend. Apparently Walter had tried to convince her to leave me but she was not buying it, and I knew her well enough to know why. She didn't want the trouble of trying to make it on her own and being the bitch she was, she probably demanded he divorce his wife first before doing the same for herself. As a matter of fact, I wondered if she felt anything for him other than lust. The lust she denied me! I let the last of the letters fall from my fingers as I let the enormity of what she did sink into my consciousness.
Sitting there in the basement, I thought about the whole thing. That she had done it was clear from the letters and the fact that she kept them. That it happened when she went to visit her mother was also clear from the dates on the letters. As I considered these, I wondered how she got the letters without my noticing. I went back to the stack, sorted through them and found what I was looking for: there was a larger envelope, the return address that of her mother. Her mother had forwarded the letters! So, her mother was aware of what she did and who she did it with. I was not surprised. Not at all.
I carried the stack of letters upstairs with me and put them on the table. My mind had been working, trying to determine what I was going to do. I knew now that my marriage was over and I would no longer be the butt of her anger and her demands. Up to now, I was her patsy because I was waiting for her to remember that she loved me as I loved her. But that wasn't the case. She didn't love me and her attitude reflected her contempt for me and her lack of concern for my welfare. She was in love with someone else and she was just too afraid to leave me to go to him permanently. That, and the fact that he was also married. And was she sure he would really leave his wife? Wasn't that an interesting question?
I considered several alternatives but I kept coming back to the fact that I could no longer stay with Jamie now that I knew. She didn't love me and I was in no hurry to endure any more of her contempt. I knew I should wait and talk to her but I had no patience for that. No! This was the end! It stops now! I made up my mind that come tomorrow I would send out one of the PIs we used to find out what I needed to know but until then, I would be planning a life without Jamie.
But before I did that, I had a couple of things to do. The first was to save all of the letters from old Walt and put them somewhere safe. Those letters were a clear admission of adultery by old Walter. As a lawyer, I knew just how to use them. She would eventually discover them missing but till then, no reason to let Jamie know how much I knew. And I didn't want my impressionable daughter to see them. I was afraid she would get ideas and turn out like her mother: a simple whore! Once I made sure the letters were put away I relaxed and began to plan out my options.
It was three days later on a Thursday when she called me. Only one call over the past week while she was gone and that to tell me she wanted me to send her a couple of things from the desk. I asked her why she didn't just wait till she was home but she came back with one of her sarcastic comments about my lack of concern for her. I finally agreed, still waiting for my PI's report before saying anything. I had contacted him the day after I found the letters and he had been there a few days already, but I hadn't heard anything from him yet. She didn't say much of anything, asking once about how Jan was doing and then she hung up without any words of endearment or affection. Just like her. That was the last call that week and into the next week. I expected nothing less from her.
At my request, the PI had flown to Cleveland, investigated the DMV records, the city tax records and anything else pertinent to identify the Walter I wanted information on. When I entered my office that Friday before I confronted her, he was waiting for me. I told my secretary that I wasn't to be disturbed and closed my door. He opened a file and proceeded to fill me in.
"OK, Mr. Schwann, I think I got what you need. His name's Walter Matthews, and he's forty five years old, married to a Marie Matthews. He's got five kids, would you believe? The oldest is twenty one, and the others vary from eighteen to twelve. There's a set of twins in there. He and your missus spent the weekend in a motel just off the interstate. Stayed in there most of the day and all night.
"He owns a car dealership and he spends most of his time there during the day. Seems to be doing pretty good for himself. Nice home in the burbs, probably worth a half mil or more even. The older kid is in grad school, the rest are living at home with the mother. She doesn't work, takes care of the house."
He shoved a picture toward me, showing a tall man, with dark hair, well dressed and fairly good looking. Not much bulk on him, looked more like a thin man. I stared at it for a few seconds before pushing it back. "What else did you find?"
"No debts to speak of, just the mortgage on the house at over two hundred grand. Business records show regular tax payments and reports of business income. Pulls down about two hundred grand a year before taxes. Not too shabby."
"The rest is routine stuff. His address, phone number, names and ages of his kids and his wife. Copies of his tax returns for the past three years and some comments about him from his neighbors. Seems to be well liked and no trouble maker.
"Oh, and one other thing. This you might like. Seems he has a couple of hookers he sees regularly at the local whorehouse. I have receipts from his last five visits. Visits them pretty regular: once a week at least. Sometimes more. Madam says he's a steady customer and gives her no trouble at all. Likes the young ones best. Hers are all legal so no help there."
One thing occurred to me. "Did he visit the hookers last week or this week?" That was when Jamie was there.
"Like clockwork: on Tuesday afternoon. Like I told you before, he spent the weekend with your wife at a local hotel and the rest of the time, he was home with his wife. Only went out one night during the week and that was Wednesday. Met your wife at a restaurant. They sat together, looked all lovey-dovey, lots of touching and such, then he left alone. Your wife drove home and stayed there. I did overhear their conversation though. She was making plans to meet him again that weekend. "
I thanked him for his work, took possession of the file and gave him a chit that would see he got paid for his work. I sat back and read the report in full just to get an idea of this man. The only thing I knew for sure was that I wanted revenge. On him for sure. Since she was going to be responsible for taking care of my daughter, I had to leave Jamie alone. Making her my ex wife would have to do.



It was the Friday before she was due to come back and I was jotting down some notes of things I wanted to do when the phone rang. I was so engrossed in what I was doing that I picked it up without thinking and answered with an abrupt, "Yes, hello?"
"It's me. And that's a stupid way to answer the phone. Where's Jan? I want to talk to her for a minute."
I just stared at the phone in my hand. Was this the slut who called herself my wife? For the first time, I realized how she talked to me: Abrupt, dismissive, full of contempt and anger. Well, now it ends. I had no desire to string her along and play with her like a cat plays with a mouse. Even though I was a lawyer and we made a living manipulating people with words, I wanted none of that! I wanted to hurt her; to make her suffer; to let her feel the pain I felt as I read those damned letters and listened to that report telling me she was in motel room fucking some shit!
"She's not here. Call back later!" I slammed the phone down in anger. Fuck her! Let her feel my contempt!
It was only seconds before the phone rang again. I let it ring for five or six rings before picking it up and answering the same way, "Yes, hello!"
"What the hell do you think you're doing hanging up on me? How dare you?" Fury in her voice. Good. At least she was capable of some emotion. I slammed the phone down again, chuckling to myself. I waited but this time the phone didn't ring again so I went back to my lists.
It was almost ten o'clock that evening when the phone rang. I checked caller ID this time to see that it was Jamie. I was curious to see how she would handle it this time so I answered after five rings with my same "Yes, hello!"
"Hello Jim. It's Jamie. Are you feeling better now? You seemed to be in a bad mood when I called earlier. I decided to wait for a while and hope it would be better now."
"I wasn't in a bad mood earlier Jamie. I just didn't want to talk to you when you were making demands. Your constant lack of respect makes me angry. That's all. What do you want?"
There was a short silence before she answered. "I'm sorry you got that impression. I didn't mean to disrespect you. I was just in a hurry and wanted to talk to Jan. I'm sorry you thought I was making demands."
"Fine. What do you want Jamie? Why are you calling? I told you Jan wasn't here. What part of that didn't you understand?" Calm, not angry now that she was being respectful. Wasn't she?
"What do you mean, why am I calling? You're my husband and I wanted to talk to you. That's all. Why wouldn't I call you when I'm away from home? Don't you miss me at all?"
"Actually Jamie, it's been sort of peaceful here since you've been gone. No yelling, no demands, no disrespect. Jan is happy and spending a lot of time with me and her friends and I'm doing what I like with no one criticizing me. And when I go to bed, I have the whole bed to myself. It's not as if I'm missing the sex now is it? Not for a couple of years now. So, no, I don't miss you and it's been very nice with you gone."
Again with the silence. "Are you still there Jamie or are you done?"
"I'm here. I guess I'm just surprised at the way you're talking to me. Have you been drinking Jim? You sound very strange."
"Not a drop. Not even a beer. Just some coffee and a few crackers. Gotta watch the weight you know."
"Well, if I didn't know better, I would think you're happy I'm gone. I was hoping you would want me to hurry home but maybe I'll just stay a while longer since you don't miss me. Would you like that Jim?"
Now there was the Jamie I knew and loved: soft words delivered with threats and sarcasm. And now with the request to extend the trip just a few days longer so she could fuck her lover some more. This conversation was going as she planned, trying to goad me into agreeing to some extra days. But now, I was going to make it go as I planned it.
"Well, I'll tell you what Jamie. Why don't you and good old Walter take a few extra days again like you did the last time you went to visit your mother? After all, he did miss your wonderful mouth and your warm wet pussy, didn't he? So rather than hurry back to your loveless marriage, why not make old Walter happy some more. Go fuck him a few more times! Seems he's been getting your pussy a lot more than I have the last couple of years."
I slammed down the phone again but this time I pulled the line from the wall. I heard the phones in the bedroom and the den begin ringing but they were too far away to be any bother. I pulled my cell from my jacket pocket and turned that off as well. I wanted nothing more to do with her right now and her silence was the best part of her being gone. I was being honest when I told her it was pleasant with her gone.
I thought back over the conversation and the only thing good thing I could take from it was a suggestion that I go get drunk. That was a good suggestion and one I could certainly handle. I went upstairs to change and get ready for my night out. I shaved, put on some aftershave and looked at myself in the mirror. Not bad really for a guy my age. I was still in good shape, working out at the club I belonged to once or twice a week while doing business. I was reasonably good looking, my hair almost white but still full and worn long. And my stomach was not too terrible: just a little paunch that was contained by my belt. Not bad at all!
I walked back downstairs, checked the voice mail and deleted all the messages from Jamie. I called Jan at the sleepover and let her know I would be out but to call my cell if she needed me. It would be turned off but I would check for messages. She assured me I had no need to worry about her and said she wanted to stay there tomorrow until lunch. I told her about her mom wanting to stay a few extra days and she seemed pleased. I signed off with love and received hers in return.
Just before I left, I took off my wedding ring, put it on a piece of string and hung it from the mirror in our bathroom. While I didn't expect Jamie to leave her lover right away and hurry home to her cuckolded husband, when she did decide to come home, I wanted this to be her greeting. But also, and more importantly, I didn't want to see any reminders of her tonight while I was out. Tonight was for me. I took one look around, remembering happier times and then left.
I drove across town to a place I hadn't visited for a few years. It was a bar that catered to singles and was known as the place to pick up women or men, depending on your need at the time. I knew the owner, having represented him once in a suit against him and his establishment. I won, and Carmine promised me free booze for the rest of my life. Tonight I was going to try to make a dent in that promise.
I was pleased at the greeting I got when I walked in to see the place almost full. Carmine saw me, raised his hands together in the victory signal and said something to one of the women at the bar. She quickly got up and held her stool until I arrived. She bowed with a flourish to show me it was now my seat and walked away.
"Well, well if it ain't my main man Jimbo. How you been Jimbo? It's good to see you. What you drinkin'?"
"How's it going Carmine? Long time. How about you bring me a bottle of the good stuff and just leave it here. I want to get seriously shitfaced and I knew you were the only one I could trust to keep me from getting mugged afterwards."
"You got nothin' to worry 'bout. Tell Carmine; what's the problem."
"Bitch's cheating on me Carmine. Just found out today that she's been doing it for over a year with some son of a bitch in Cleveland. She and her mother, the two of them made a cuckold out of me. Real bitches, those two." When in Rome, you talked the talk that the Romans understood. Carmine was good people, but blunt. Plain spoken and to the point!
He set a bottle of good scotch in front of me and poured the first glass. He set that down beside a bottle of beer and told me to tell him the story. He waved away another customer that tried to get his attention and signaled for someone else to cover the bar. I started to talk and ten minutes later I was done. Carmine just nodded as if he knew it all along and stood up. "You just go ahead and drink down your troubles. If you need me to do anything, you just whistle, you hear? In the meantime, drink: I'll watch over you." He moved away and I sipped some more scotch.
I had been drinking slowly but steadily for some time before I became aware of someone sitting next to me when I felt a hand brush my thigh. I looked up to see a woman sitting close to me, one hand on her drink and the other rubbing my leg where it rested against the stool I was sitting on. I looked at the hand and then at her and found she was worth looking at some more. She was blonde; her hair a bright golden color. Her eyes were blue as the sky, nicely outlined. The face was gorgeous, but what was most interesting was that it was an older face. I guessed about forty five or even fifty. This was a real woman, not a kid. Her face had character; intelligence.
"Hello there. Who are you?" I always was quick with the snappy words. All us lawyers were.
"Hello yourself. My name's Rachael. Rachael English. And you are. .?"
"Jim. My name is Jim and you are very beautiful Rachael."
Her smile was worth more nice words. I wanted to keep her smiling. I searched my learned brain for more words.
"What is a beautiful woman like you doing alone in a place like this? I can't believe you have to come here to find someone. Any man would give his right arm to be seen with you."
I was graced with a huge smile but that suddenly disappeared to be replaced by a sadness that couldn't ruin the beautiful face but it did make me sad too. I wanted to make it go away.
"Why so sad? You shouldn't be sad." I looked down at her hand, still rubbing my thigh and saw the wedding ring. "Your husband cheating on you? Like my wife?"
"No. Far from it. My husband was killed in Iraq. He was a Colonel and his convoy was ambushed. He died along with most of his men. It happened two years ago. I miss him so much." She bowed her head for a few seconds but when she looked up, her eyes were clear. They say time heals all wounds. For her sake, I hoped it was true.
I talked with her some more and after almost two hours, we left together. I was too drunk to drive but she wasn't. We ended up at her place and while I would have loved to brag about how long I made love to her, I think I passed out. The last I remembered was her pulling my pants off and while I was interested in the possibilities, I apparently lacked the will.
I woke the next morning in a strange bed, alone and confused. It took me a minute to remember where I was before I saw the beautiful woman from last night holding a tray with coffee and two cups. She was wearing a thin negligee that revealed more than it covered. I lost interest in the coffee very quickly and when she put the tray down, I reached for her. She came willingly and the next thing I knew I was in the middle of a kiss that wouldn't stop. Her lips were soft and warm and her tongue was trying to introduce itself to mine. We got the hang of it pretty quickly and lost ourselves in each other. When my hands found her breasts, she moaned in pleasure. This was all the permission I needed. Two years of pent up frustration and thoughts of my cheating wife fueled my passion, a passion she returned.
We rolled around on that bed that smelled of her perfume and our hands couldn't get enough of each other. I ran my hands over her breasts, stiffening the nipples when I squeezed them gently. My hands slid down over her stomach and onto her thighs, taking a little extra time when I found the valley where her legs came together. She was shaven smooth which was a delight for me and I enjoyed the sensation. I slipped one finger inside, then two and began to move them in and out. She moaned again, this time with more energy and her own hands found my erection. She grabbed me with her small hand and I almost lost it right then, the sensation something I had almost forgotten. She stroked me as my fingers pistoned in and out. I was surprised when I felt my climax begin simply from her hand. I had little choice but to let it come and it did. What shocked me was that she came at the same time, coating my fingers with her fluids.
We fell against each other, both of us somewhat embarrassed. I was pleased that she came as well since that put both of us in the same position. I looked at her and saw she was grinning at me.
"Well, wasn't that something special? I feel like I'm back in High School." She was almost laughing at the look on my face.
"Yes, it certainly was. It's good to know I'm not the only one to get off so easily."
She got up and walked into the bathroom, her naked butt holding my attention. She came back out with a warm washrag which she used to clean my now flaccid cock.
I smiled back at her, noticing again how beautiful she was. "The only problem is that at my age, it may take more than a few minutes before anything else can happen."
"I wonder if that's true. Let's see, why don't we." With that, she leaned over and took me in her hand once again. This time, however, she took me in her mouth. That felt wonderful and while I didn't think it would help much, the sensation was great. I was thinking about how well she was doing when I felt my cock begin to stiffen once again. As she worked her magic with her mouth and her hand, l leaned back and marveled at my own stamina. In a few more minutes, I was hard again and ready for round two.
"Now, let's see what we can do with it?" She rolled over onto her back, her legs bent at the knee and spread enough to allow me to slide between them. Her arms were lifted up in welcome and I leaned down and kissed her again, while I rubbed my now rock hard cock against her opening. As I put the head between her moist lips, she whispered, "Please go slow; it's been over two years for me."
I did as she requested and entered only a couple of inches before pulling out and stopping. I asked her, "Are you OK?" She nodded and smiled and I slowly slid back inside, this time going an inch or more further. I repeated that action a couple of times, feeling her moisture increase as I penetrated her deeper. By the time I was fully inside, she was lifting her hips up to meet me on each stroke. I began to increase my tempo, sliding into her fully and feeling her matching me with her hips. We began to grunt as I pumped harder and faster, feeling her vaginal muscles gripping me on each stroke, almost as if she didn't want me to pull out. I felt my climax approaching and warned her that I was getting close. She only wrapped her legs tighter around me as my strokes got faster and shorter. As I felt the liquid boil up through my cock and erupt out the opening, her legs squeezed tight, her arms gripped my shoulders and her face screwed up as she came with me. I let out a moan loud enough to wake the dead, matched by her own scream of pleasure.
As we came down from the crest of ecstasy, I collapsed on top of her, careless of my weight. She held me there, her legs still wrapped around me and her arms now pulling my face to hers. We kissed, panting into each other as we slowly calmed down.
"That was wonderful. How can I thank you?" She was glowing, her beauty even greater now in the flush of passion.
"I think you just did. And it was my pleasure. You are a beautiful and sexy woman."
She blushed and relaxed her legs. I rolled off her, and onto my back. My breathing was labored but slowly coming back to normal. I turned to look at her and finally had to ask.
"Do you go to Carmine's often? I can't believe a woman as beautiful as you can go to a bar and not have made love before this. No man could resist you." I was serious and she saw that. She looked deep into my eyes before looking away.
"I'll tell you the truth but you have to let me finish before you say anything. Do you promise?"
"I promise. Tell me."
"Carmine called me here at home. He's my brother. He told me to come over and meet a really nice man. He said you were in trouble and that I might be able to help." She sat up, pulling her knees up to her chest and wrapping her arms around them. She looked like a young girl, so beautiful and alive.
"When I got there, you were already pretty far gone, but the more I talked to you, the more I liked you and the more I began to feel something inside me again. That's why I invited you here to my bed. I wanted someone to make love to me for the first time since my husband died. You were that someone. And it was all I hoped it would be."
I was quiet as I looked into her deep blue eyes. She was being honest with me and I could see it. What she did, she did because she wanted to, not out of pity or kindness. I had helped her as much as she helped me.
I told her that and more as we sat there and talked. I wanted to know more about this woman and we made plans to stay in touch. She knew my situation and knew I would be occupied with that for some time to come, but she offered me her shoulder to cry on, or her bed to share, anytime I wanted it. With her in it of course. I laughed but accepted in complete seriousness. We made love once more before I got dressed and headed for home.
It was just past noon when I pulled in at home, Rachael having driven me back to pick up my car at Carmine's bar. The place seemed deserted and once inside I confirmed that fact. I wasn't surprised to find that Jamie hadn't rushed home to try to save a doomed marriage but I was a little disappointed. I had thought that nineteen years would mean a little more to her. Apparently not. I walked into the kitchen to fix myself some coffee when I noticed the answering machine light blinking.
I checked the log and saw ten calls, all from Jamie's cell phone. There was one more, and that one was from a number I recognized as Jamie's father. We talked often enough for me to remember the number. That one was interesting enough for me to play.
Jim, it's me, Paul. When you get this, please give me a call. Jamie and her mother have gone up to the cabin for a few days at my urging. Jamie wanted to come home at once but I talked her out of it. They both have a lot of thinking to do. Some you might guess. So, call me on this number. It's my cell. Take care.
Interesting. I would return his call as soon as I was ready. In the meantime, I listened to several of the messages from Jamie, all variations of yelling about me not knowing what I was talking about and in general, demeaning me again. The last two were less demanding and more desperate but none made any impression on me. I deleted them all. I checked to see if Jan were home but there was no sign of her. But she did say sometime after noon.
I suddenly felt hungry and fixed myself a sandwich and a cold beer to fill the stomach and ease the alcohol hangover. I ate slowly, thinking of this morning with Rachael and that alone was enough to put me into a good mood. I finished up, took the phone into the family room and called Paul.
"Hi Paul. It's Jim, returning your call."
"Jim, I'm glad you called. I know what's going on and that's why I'm calling. I sent Jamie and her mother to the cabin to get them away from here. I'm furious with both of them and you know part of why."
"Well, all I know is that Jamie has been having an affair with some guy named Walter Matthews. It started the last time she was there, or at least I think it did. It may have been earlier than that. And for your information, I believe Ruth knew of it as well and she was the one that sent his love letters to Jamie here. That's all I know Paul."



"Well yes, that's the bulk of it. I found out by overhearing a conversation between her and her mother that she was going to spend a weekend with him. That why she called you, to tell you she was going to stay a couple of extra days. I was furious with Jamie but all she did was cry when I yelled at her. She's been crying since your phone call last night. She's been going crazy trying to reach you since then. Her mother was being a pain in the ass, telling her you didn't deserve her, that she was smart finding someone else to replace you, that kind of crap. I slapped her across the face: the first time in our marriage that I've ever hit her. It made me sick but honest to God Jim, she deserved it."
I could hear the pain in Paul's voice as he told me that but I was also angry knowing what Ruth did to me. She bore some of the responsibility for destroying our marriage but she wouldn't see that as a bad thing. Too bad I didn't see it coming. Too bad Jamie was so easily led down the path of betrayal. It was too easy for her. It shouldn't have been, regardless of how hard her mother pushed.
Paul told me he was going to drive up to see them both tonight and to wait for his call. He asked if I wanted to talk to Jamie and I told him no. I had nothing to say to her right now and perhaps never again. I had to think about it. He understood and we hung up.
Jan showed up about an hour later and rather than waste both our time, I told her what I knew about her mother. It wasn't done out of cruelty, but rather out of respect. Jan was growing up so fast and she had seen what was going on in the marriage. She was the one caught in the middle and I wanted her to be aware of what was going to happen. She had some decisions to make and I wanted to prepare her for that. If the marriage ended, she was old enough to decide where she wanted to go.
We listed the pros and cons and she understood it wasn't an emotional decision but one of practicality. She was almost an adult and she had to do what was best for her now as well as later on. We talked together for hours and it made me proud to see how she took it and how she handled it. In the end, we both decided it was best for her to remain here at the house with her mother. School, meetings and such would require someone to be free enough to see to her. I couldn't do that. I promised her that I would always be sure she was cared for and that her education was not jeopardized.
It was almost five o'clock when the phone rang. Jan took the call and I heard her when she said, "Mom! How could you?" I decided to let her talk with her mother first and went outside to sit on the porch. I hated for her to have to deal with something like this, but she had her own life to live and what we did would affect her, so she might as well be part of it. I was still thinking of how I wanted to handle it when she brought the phone to me.
"Here dad, it's her. I don't want to talk to her again." She had tears in her eyes as she handed me the phone. I wanted to comfort her but she left quickly, leaving me alone, just as I had her. I watched her go, in no hurry to speak to Jamie.
"Hello Jamie." Just that and no more. I was already exhausted with this whole thing. It had only been twenty four hours give or take but it felt like weeks or months of turmoil.
"Why did you have to tell Jan? Why were you so cruel? Just to hurt me? Just to get back at me?" Jamie was back to her old self already. No problem for her: just lash out at anybody nearby. Never accept guilt was her motto. Well, I was fed up with it all.
"Go to hell you cheating slut! When you can talk to me decently, call. Otherwise, don't bother to call or come back here. Goodbye!" I disconnected and held the phone limply in one hand while I waited to see what she would do. It didn't take long. The phone rang.
"Hello." I know I sounded like death but that's how I felt.
"Jim, I apologize. I was just shaken that you told Jan what I did. I don't know why you had to do that. I guess it's because you hate me now isn't it?"
"Actually Jamie, everything isn't about you! You may not believe me but why I told her had nothing to do with you, but what you did is going to affect her life as well as mine so I felt she deserved to be treated with the respect you've denied me all this time. I told her to give her time to learn to deal with it. That's why."
There was a pause as she thought about that. Then, a quiet question. "Do you hate me Jim?"
"No, I don't hate you. To be honest, I have very little feeling when I think of you. The past two years have just about killed all the love I had for you. I guess I do feel some anger with I think of you and him, but I'll get over it. I guess you've done a good job of killing whatever I had left of us inside me."
"Would you believe me if I told you that I'm sorry? That I wish it had never happened? I am so sorry that I let it happen. You didn't deserve this. I'm really sorry Jim."
"Well, like I say Jamie, there is just a hole inside me that used to be filled with thoughts of you. Now it's empty. You asked me the other night if I missed you. The answer is more and more getting to be; no! And you're right: you should never have allowed it to happen at all. That's what our marriage vows were about. Our promises to each other. Remember saying them? "Forsaking all others." You broke those vows and now I have to accept that there's nothing there."
"Please tell me you don't mean that. Jim, please tell me you don't feel that way. I'll be home as soon as I can and we can work this out. I know I've done something awful but I'll make it up to you if you just give me the chance."
"I don't know if you can Jamie. I really don't know anymore. I would prefer if you just stay away for a while longer. These last few days have been very peaceful for me. I'm doing quite well without you now and Janet and I have some decisions to make about her future. She will do so by herself and I'm not going to influence her. She probably should stay here with you if she can. She's only got a year and a few months."
"Jim, you're talking as if it's over between us. Please don't make any decisions like that until I have a chance to talk to you. I know I've screwed up big time but I can make it up to you if you'll only give me a chance. Jim, I realize now that I love you more than I realized. I forgot for a while but now I remember why I loved you. I do, and I don't want to lose you. Please wait for me Jim. Wait till I get home."
"I need to go Jamie, so goodbye." I hung up quickly, the tears starting to flow when I heard her begin to plead with me. I knew it was just an echo of the love that I had for Jamie before she did this to me. That love would die a quick death, but for now, I still had to endure the pain of separation.
The phone began to ring almost as soon as I hung up. I glanced at the caller ID to see it was Jamie and I ignored it. I was done talking to her. I was done with her, that was becoming more and more clear as the enormity of her betrayal began to sink in.
It was almost noon on the following Wednesday when my secretary rang to let me know I had a phone call from my wife. It had been two days since I had let her know that I wasn't accepting calls from Jamie so this was a surprise. I asked her why she had accepted the call and she said it was forwarded from Margaret Wilson.
From Margaret! Hell! I had forgotten that Jamie and Margaret were friends. Margaret was a real bitch on wheels and had few friends, but she and Jamie hit it off right from the start. I always wondered why and now I began to see. They were two of a kind. Margaret had been married and divorced four times already. Just the role model for my soon to be ex.
"OK, I'll take it. Not your fault Suzie. Thanks" I pushed the button for line 1.
"Yes? What is it and this had better be damned good Margaret. I'm not going to forget this little betrayal." I knew Margaret was still on the line from the caller ID.
"Whoa Jim! I had no idea there were problems, but what the hell are you doing, you asshole? You won't even talk to your wife? She's on when I hang up. Talk to her!"
"Hello Jamie. What can I do for you?" Serious and even tempered.
"You can come home and talk to me. I'm at home Jim so please, can we talk?"
"Whose home is that Jamie? Walter Matthews' home? Certainly not our home. You've destroyed that one haven't you?" I heard the muffled sobs so she had decided on tact and begging.
"Jim, please come home and talk to me. I own you an explanation and I promise to give it to you without any lies or excuses. Please Jim, come home."
"What do you really want Jamie? Just to be taken care of while you do whatever you please behind my back? Isn't that what you've been doing for the past two years? You treat me like crap, refuse sex with me, make my life a living hell than you went to him and fucked him a year ago when you said you were visiting that bitch of a mother of yours. You went this time to do the same thing. You made plans to spend the weekend with him again, just like last time. And you were going to insult me until I agreed that you should stay for another. You were trying to use me to justify your cheating! Was the sex that good? Was it that much better? And hell, the things you let him do were things you denied me, so he must really be something!"
I was laying it on thick now. The anger that had been building was looking for an outlet. Now that she was here, she was the target.
"Please Jim. I guess I deserve that but you're wrong. You're wrong about Walter and me. I didn't even see him this trip. Honest."
"Bullshit Jamie. You spent the fucking weekend with him at the Dorchester Hotel! And what about Wednesday? Doesn't dinner Wednesday night count? Where you made plans to meet over the coming weekend? Telling him you were going to get you stupid husband to insist you stay another few days. Sitting close together, touching and God knows what under the table. Or do you just count the times you fuck him as seeing him?"
"How did you. . .? I just met him briefly to tell him it was over; that I never wanted to see him again. Honest Jim. I didn't go anywhere with him and that was the only time I saw him."
"That's more lies Jamie. I know what you did. And what about the last trip? Didn't you give him a blow job in the parking lot? Didn't you swallow his cum? Didn't you fuck him? Do you deny any of that?"
Silence. The truth was coming down hard on her now. Keep it coming! I was feeling good now. Finally, some retribution.
"Did you and Walter talk about his five kids? How about his twins? Did he mention them? And his wife Margaret; did you two talk about her? Did you tell him about me? Laughing about your stupid, unknowing spouses? Laughing at how you were pulling the wool over our eyes?"
The scream from the other end of the line was enough to surprise me. I held the phone away from my ears but I heard the click telling me we were disconnected. I hung up, feeling exhausted, wrung out like a wet rag. Limp.
I had two choices: one I could go home and talk to Jamie and let her try to justify what she had done, or second, I could begin to make my plans to end this charade of a marriage now while I had the pain and the anger burning inside me. I chose the latter.
I called in two of my young Turks, ones specializing in divorce, and briefed them on my situation. It was easier than I suspected, now that I had begun to look at it as a case. Something I had done every day for the past twenty years. My name was on this one, but that was the only thing different about it. They quickly forgot that it was the boss's wife and got down to business.
The first thing I wanted was to file suit in Ohio for Alienation of Affections. It was a rare but legitimate legal charge and I was going to pursue it to the bitter end. I would probably lose but that was fine with me. I cared nothing about any money, but I wanted him to answer in court for his philandering and I wanted his wife and kids to know about it. She would get hurt, I understood that, but she should know what her husband was capable of. She could decide what to do about him then.
I gave the letters to one of my young Turks and told him to prepare a motion to require a handwriting analysis and confirmation that they came from Mr. Walter Matthews. After reading the top one, he smiled and tucked them safely into his briefcase. He was flying to Cleveland tomorrow to file and get things started. The other gentleman and I outlined a series of actions designed to close accounts, transfer monies to other accounts, have an outside audit of my holdings and estimates of value. We decided on how to move certain assets before the audit to protect some major holdings. I signed a power of attorney and sat back, watching him begin the process. These two were vicious when set loose and that's what I was counting on. Maximum pain for them with minimum loss to me.
By the end of the day, things were happening very fast and I was ready to head home. It was time to begin the process of separating Jamie and I. She started it but I was going to finish it. As I walked down the hall, heading for my car, it occurred to me that when love morphed into hate, there was no limit to the pain that would result.
I walked into the house to find Jamie sitting on the couch with Janet in the family room. It was clear that Janet had been crying and Jamie looked little better. Both turned to me as I entered the room. Janet jumped up, ran to me and embraced me. She whispered into my ear, "Good luck dad, but whatever, I love you."
I watched her walk away, her head held high and her pace belying the pain she was in. She was a good girl with a strong will and she would be fine, regardless of what happened. She was nothing like her mother and that thought gave me peace. I sighed, walked into the room and sat down in one of the chairs Jamie bought when she was in a couples mode. Matching chairs and couch. I hated both.
"Well Jamie, I'm here. You wanted to talk to me? Tell me why you screwed up our lives? Why you betrayed Janet and me?"
"I don't know. I know that's not an answer but it's true. I just don't know why I did it. I went home the first time to get away from everything. I had no intention of doing anything but just getting away. And for the first week, that's all I did. Then mom introduced me to this man. She said he was a friend of hers from church and that he was in a bad marriage and would I talk to him."
She seemed to be very calm now, and I wondered just what she expected to say that would justify what she did. I had to admit, I was curious.
"We went to dinner that Friday, the night before I was to fly home. We talked, he was very charming and he complimented me a lot. He would touch my hand when he said something, then he would reach over and push a lock of hair off my face. He was very smooth and I was swept away. As the evening went on, I found myself attracted to him in ways I had not experienced for a long time. Even with you.
"I know now that it was very wrong but by the end of the evening, I wanted him. I wanted him in the worst way. You know we had not made love for months before I went home and my drive, my libido I guess you call it, was almost gone. But that night, with him, it came back. He saw that and he drove me to a motel. We made love the entire night. The next day, I called you and told you I was going to stay a couple of extra days. I spent them with Walter in a motel."
I listened with an anger growing inside me that was almost white hot by the time she got to this point. The pain I felt with her betrayal was so strong I wanted to get up and go puke. But I couldn't give her that satisfaction. Instead, I sat there, pretending to be under control and listened. What I wanted to do was smack her across the mouth until she cried for me to stop! Only my training as a man stopped me. To this day, I regret that.
"I came home and never told you anything about Walter. I didn't call him or talk to him or write to him afterwards and I tried to forget what I had done. I also never came to you to make love to me either, mainly because I felt you would somehow know that I had been unfaithful. I couldn't risk that. You may not believe me but I do love you and I'm so ashamed of what I've done that I think I might just die."
She stopped, tears falling from her eyes and her head bowed in shame. While I believed the shame was real, I believed nothing else; not her love for me, the reasons for her betrayal or her fear of my finding out what she did. None of that rang true to me.
"Well, that's quite a story Jamie. Why don't I believe a word of it? I'll tell you why. First, you shut me out long before you left and you were already treating me like shit, even then. Second, I know some of the things you did with him and they were things you would never consider doing with me. Why is that, do you suppose? Why give to him what you refused me? And you were going to do it again this time. I had you investigated and I know you met him the first weekend and spent it with him. I also know that Wednesday night you made plans to spend the weekend with him again."
I was breathing hard now, my chest heaving and my hands balled into fists. I was clenching them so hard, my knuckles were white. I know she could see the fury in my eyes. But I wasn't done.
"You've denied me your body and your heart for almost two years. You denied me your love and affection for even longer. And to make it worse, you gave it to someone else. You did things with him you never did with me. Things you denied me, you gave him. Things you said were too dirty to try, you tried with him. You did more than betray me with sex. You betrayed my rights as your husband. You gave my rights to someone else!
"You and your mother had this planned. I know she never liked me but what I don't understand is what your mother had against his wife and children. She must have known that Margaret might find out and that his marriage would be destroyed. But she didn't care. She didn't care about your marriage or his marriage. She's always hated me and she led you down the path of betrayal without a second thought. And you followed her without a whimper.
"It was too easy for you Jamie. Too easy for you to betray me and our marriage. That shouldn't have been the case. It shouldn't have been so easy. And that's why I knew it was over. That's what convinced me that there is no love left in this marriage. You just recognized it first. I had to find out the hard way."
Jamie jumped up and crossed the distance between us, reaching for me, to hug or hold me. I wanted none of it. I slapped her arms away, rose and stepped away from her.
"Stay away from me! I want nothing to do with you! Just leave me alone!"
"Jim, please! You can't mean that! No! I won't stay away. I love you and I won't give you up!"
"It's no longer your choice Jamie. You threw that away when you went to that motel room with Walter Matthews. You slammed the door shut when you stayed with him that weekend and planned to do it again this time. There is no longer any love in my heart for you. You've killed all of it with your betrayal."
Jamie fell to the floor, both hands holding her head as she listened to my words take away her life as my wife. She was still Jamie Parker but she would never again be Jamie Schwann, wife of Jim Schwann. That role was over and I had already made plans to take my name back. I had already set those wheels in motion. What she didn't yet know was how I planned on punishing her lover.
"I had planned on being out of the house before this but things got a little rushed. I'll sleep in the spare room until I move out. We can try to avoid each other as much as possible to avoid any embarrassing words. Janet is aware of everything so she'll understand."



Jamie didn't seem to be listening so I went upstairs to move my things into the spare room. I would pack most of my stuff later but I needed some things now. When I went into the bathroom to get my supplies. I saw the ring still hanging where I left it. I looked at it and walked away, letting it stay.
I was sitting in the den a few days later, working on a few papers I wanted to make sure got filed as soon as possible when the phone rang. Since I wasn't sure if Jamie was home, I reached for it. I must have picked it up at the same instant Jamie did because I heard her say "Hello" in a quiet, subdued manner.
To my surprise, it was Walter Matthews! I wasn't aware he called here. I covered the mouthpiece and listened.
"Jamie, it's me, Walter. What's going on?"
"Walter! I told you never to call me here. And I told you I never wanted to see you or talk to you again so why are you calling?"
"Bullshit! Did you know that asshole husband of yours has filed suit against me in court for alienation of affections? The bastard filed it in court here in Cleveland. He had me served at home in front of my wife and kids. He's subpoenaed my wife! He's suing me for one million dollars!"
"He's what? Oh, my God. I knew he found out but I didn't know he would go this far." I heard a smothered laugh before she continued. "I'm sorry Walter but it's out of my hands. Guess you'll have to tell your wife now won't you? Guess your 'broken marriage' is really going to be broken up now. You lying piece of shit! After the lies you told me about your broken marriage, your hated wife, your pending divorce, you deserve this. So, go to hell you lying son of a bitch!"
She slammed the phone down while he was still yelling. I listened until he finally gave up and then put down my receiver. From what I heard, it sounded like old Walter and Ruth cooked up a plan and sold the bill of goods to Jamie. And she was stupid enough to fall for it hook, line and sinker. Too damned bad. She was too willing to be led by the nose by both her mother and her lover. Too willing to turn her back on me and our marriage. Too easy, that was the problem.
Jamie walked in just then, looked at me with a sad expression on her face and then said,
"You had this all planned out didn't you? You were just waiting until you had it all in place before confronting me. I've been married to you for almost twenty years and I can't believe I forgot your motto; 'Give them maximum pain and make it hurt for a long time.' I guess you're going for the maximum with Walter. How about me? What do you have planned for me?"
"For you? Nothing Jamie. I found I really hated what Walter did to me. Even if you were partly responsible, he knew better. He has a wife and five kids and he's fucking my wife? He's going to pay as much as I can get. And I've offered to pay Margaret for her divorce if she chooses to go that way. Maybe if you play your cards right, you can marry him when she kicks his ass out."
"You know better; I don't love him. I don't even like him right now. He lied to me about everything. He and my mother. I hate her and I hate him."
She looked at me with that look she always used to get what she wanted. "Can't you forgive me and let me make it up to you? I'll never do anything like this again, you know that. Please Jim, let me make it up."
"Sorry Jamie. You had your chance and you made your choice. Like I said, it was way too easy for you to walk away from me. Too easy by far! You made your choice and it was the wrong one."
I put down my papers, turned off the desk light and stood. She took in the suit and tie and freshly polished shoes. I was dressed to go out and she saw that.
"Don't wait up for me. I have a date tonight and I probably won't be back till morning."
I had a date with Rachael English tonight. She told me to bring my pajamas. When I asked her why, she just laughed and said it might be fun to undress me in the morning. As I left the house, I looked back to see Jamie standing in the doorway, tears in her eyes.
Consequences are a bitch!
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I was sitting in the waiting room of the hospital, trying in vain to control my emotions. They were on a roller coaster and I was getting sick from the ride. My son was in the operating room and whether he lived or died was out of my hands. His chances could be better but that was also out of my hands. All I could do now was wait and pray. The hospital minister sat with me and did his best to reassure me, but that was only part of my problem. He asked me if I wanted to talk or confess and I nodded in the affirmative. I looked over at the far side of the room where my wife sat alone and made up my mind. I told him I had a story I needed to tell someone. He pledged his silence and I began.
My name is Michael Durant and I have a secret. It's one I'd kept from everyone except my wife and I had just told her days ago. It's a secret that affects my thinking in a lot of ways and I've tried over the years to try to minimize its affects on me but in the past month, it's been very difficult. It may be that what I do because of my secret will destroy my life and all I hold dear but I'm really trying to not let it do that. Since we're talking about it, I might as well tell you what it is, but I have to do it my way. You have to swear to me that you'll never repeat it to anyone, especially not to my son. Promise me!
I come from a fairly normal family, raised in a typical home in the Midwest and living a perfectly normal life. My dad Walter was a millwright in a steel mill and had over twenty years seniority. He was a big man but always seemed like a giant teddy bear, he was so easy going and kind to us kids. Alice, my mom was a stay at home mom, raising us kids and keeping our home safe and happy. I was the second child in a family of four; two boys and two girls. Molly was the oldest and Kate was the youngest. My brother George was a year younger than me and Kate was three years younger than him. We got along fairly well with just the normal spats and such.
I remember mom was a pretty woman, always nicely dressed and friendly. There were a lot of women who stopped by when I was growing up and our house was always filled with family. Mom had a sister Lucile who was married with two kids of her own and although dad was an only child, his mother and dad stopped by often, at least until they moved to Florida when I was nine. So our house was never quiet and never empty. At least as far as I knew.
Things changed when Kate started school. Mom was finally alone in the house during the day and she started to go out more and more. She said she was meeting with other moms to plan school activities and stuff like that. I didn't much care since I was gone anyway. The evenings continued to be a family affair with all of us sitting at the dinner table. That was the only rule that dad insisted on making us follow. We had to be there for dinner regardless of what else was happening. I had to turn down some school activities that required me to be there late and so did Molly. But neither of us really minded.
Then the unexpected happened: when I was nine years old, I got sick. It was a kidney problem; both kidneys were affected and it got worse and worse until I was put on dialysis. The doctors told my mom and dad that if I didn't get a kidney transplant, I was going to die. The obvious choice of a donor would be a sibling and George and Molly were the obvious choices as candidates. Kate was almost too young at five, but George was eight and Molly was eleven. Mom and dad talked it over and decided to let George and Molly get tested. They were both willing so the tests were taken and we waited for the results. That's when things got really strange.
Mom came in a few days after Molly and George were tested to tell me that neither was a candidate. She was crying and I tried to tell her it would be OK but she just cried harder. She didn't stay long and when she left she was still crying. It scared me a little because if she was that upset, it didn't look good for me. I was beginning to worry now that I might die and for a nine year old, that was scary stuff. I wasn't doing real good when dad came in to see me. He told me the same thing mom did but he told me that there was a good chance that I could still get a kidney from the national registry. He also told me that all my relatives got tested just to see if they could help either me or someone else so all in all, he said it was a good thing that I was sick if our family could help someone else. That was dad.
I asked him why mom was so upset but he said that it had nothing to do with me. She was upset about something else and he didn't want to talk about it. He did say that he would be coming in less often since his work schedule was being changed. That didn't worry me because it happened before. He talked for a while longer then he left.
I did get a kidney and the transplant was scheduled that same week. I had a chance to see my brother and sisters and we talked a little before the surgery. One thing I did learn that surprised me was that dad was not staying at home right now. He and mom said it had to do with dad's schedule but Molly told me privately that mom was crying a lot at night and she didn't think it was because of me. She said she didn't know what was going on but dad seemed to be yelling at mom a lot. I asked her if dad was actually shouting and she said he was. That meant it was something big. She said she would keep me posted and left.
It was hard for me to concentrate on anything except what was happening to me so I forgot about mom and dad as the day of surgery arrived. I was wheeled into the operating room, moved over to the stainless steel table, fortunately covered with a warm sheet, and then after a few words of nonsense from the doctor, I faded away.
I woke in the recovery room, groggy and feeling nothing. I was moved into a private room with glass walls and connected to some machines and a bag of saline solution. The nurses would come in occasionally and inject something into the port of the IV drip and it must have been for pain because I felt nothing. It was the following day when I actually rejoined the world of the living. Now I was uncomfortable but still able to talk and understand what the nurses and doctors were saying. Everything went well they said and I would be able to get up in a day or so.
Mom came in to see me, smiling and holding my hand and telling me that everything went very well and the doctors were pleased. She talked about home and the kids and how they were doing. She told me about fixing up a room with all I would need when I came home. She talked about everything except dad. When I mentioned him, her smile disappeared and she said very quietly that he would be in when he could. She only stayed a few more minutes then left, saying she would be back later.
Over the next few days, mom and dad both stopped to see me, although at different times. Both seemed fine but neither talked about the other. As things developed and I got better and able to come home, I began to wonder if my illness had caused problems between mom and dad. It grew in my mind until I was positive that they were upset because of me. At nine, I still thought my impact on the world was greater than it really was and if they were fighting or arguing, it had to be my fault. I was positive when the day came for me to be discharged and only dad showed up. He said mom was at home waiting for me and making sure everything was OK but I knew it was because dad wanted to pick me up and she wouldn't come with him. It was because of me!
At home, dad helped me in and showed me the changes mom had made to the living room. She had a single bed set up with a side table and lights for me so that I wouldn't have to climb the stairs so often. It was neat and I was excited about it. Molly and George made fun of me but Kate was quick to tell them to leave me alone. It felt wonderful to be back home where things were as they should be! Dad helped me to sit down and talked to me for a few minutes before saying he had to go. When the kids walked away, leaving me and dad alone, I finally asked him,
"Dad, what's wrong? I know you and mom are upset about me getting sick and I know it's causing problems. I don't know what to do except say I'm sorry for getting sick. I don't want it to make problems between you two."
To my eternal shame, I started to cry in front of my dad! I wanted to hide the tears but I just couldn't and I was mortified when I had to choke back a sob. Dad just put his hand on my shoulder and squeezed gently. I wanted to hide my face in his chest but men didn't do stuff like that. I wiped my eyes with my sleeve and tired to turn away but dad did something that to this day I'll never forget: he put one hand under my chin and kissed my forehead. Dad actually kissed me! Then, to compound my shock, he lifted my face so that he could look me in the eye and said;
"Michael, you hear me and hear me good! What's between your mother and I is not your fault! It has nothing to do with your illness. You're my son and nothing will ever change that. You remember that regardless of what you hear. Your mother and I love you and nothing you do will change that either."
He let me go and then asked again: "Do you understand what I just said?"
"Yes dad. I understand. I do." I wanted to please him but I really was confused by what he said. What did he mean by telling me I was his son? Of course I was! And how could anything change that? What did he mean when he said 'regardless of what you hear?'
He leaned over and the big teddy bear kissed me on the cheek. I wanted to cry again but this time it was because I loved him so much. I just held it in like a man. He stood, looked at me for a second before turning and walking out.
With mom's help and support, I healed and began to do more things. I started walking a little and soon was walking around the large yard surrounding our house. Molly helped me in the afternoons when she was home and we began to bond more than we had in the past. It had been about a week since dad talked to me and she was helping me to walk up and down the stairs one evening. I was hurting a little so she helped me to a chair. As I rested, she looked around to make sure mom wasn't nearby than whispered to me.
"Have you noticed that Aunt Lucy and Uncle Frank haven't been around? I haven't seen them since the day dad moved out. I think something stinks around here. They haven't been around even to see you and that's just weird."
I thought about it and she was right. I hadn't seen either of them except when they stopped to see me in the hospital. And that was real early one morning before mom or dad were due in to see me. I had always been close to Uncle Frank so it was even funnier.
"You're right. I did see them at first in the hospital but not since I've been home. Wonder why? Think they're having a fight with mom or dad?"
"Beats me. I just wondered if you knew anything. But good news: dad's moving back home tomorrow."
"No kidding? That's great news! I miss him now more than ever. I guess it's because I'm home so much."
Molly was right: dad did move back home that night and he spent a good bit of time with me, watching what I could do and complimenting me on my recovery. He seemed quiet and sad more than I had seen him in the past, but he was home and that was what was important. We were back to eating dinner together with dad at one end of the table and mom at the other. We all talked together as we had but now dad and mom spoke mainly to us and not to each other as they once did. But he was home.
My transplant took and after five years I was still OK with no sign of rejection. I was on meds and would be for the rest of my life but I was doing great. I was back in school, home life was pretty much routine and mom and dad seemed to be doing better. There was still a lack of the happiness and joy that marked the earlier years but we thought nothing about that. I graduated and went to college, living on campus and coming home only for holidays. I stayed and tried to finish my degree in record time and with dad's help financially I was able to do it in less than four years, graduating almost a year ahead of Molly who took the traditional path.
I took a job working as a design engineer with GE and got into the medical machine division. It was a good job and I made decent money. I did help dad with the expenses for the rest of the family and Molly and I made enough to help Kate toward the end. Even with that, I had enough left over to find my own place and to start to date.
I was twenty four years old when mom called me one evening and asked me to stop by the house whenever I could. She said that she and dad wanted to talk to me and tell me something I would need to know at some point in my life. I told her I would be over the next evening since my interest had been aroused. I finished work, drove home to change and went home to see my parents. First time I had been home in over a month. I called frequently but didn't seem to find time to visit.
I went in to find mom and dad sitting in the family room, talking quietly. There was something about the atmosphere that bothered me but I grabbed a soda from the refrigerator and went in to join them. We were alone, the rest of the family either in school or out for the evening. Only Kate still lived at home now.
"OK, so what's up? What is it I need to know?" I was trying to keep it light but neither of them smiled. Dad looked at mom, she nodded but as she turned her head away, I saw the tears in her eyes. That scared me. This wasn't going to be good news. Dad began:
"There is something you need to know if you are going to be getting married and have children of your own one of these days. We think it is time you knew." He stopped and I saw mom shake her head as if to deny anything he said.
"I am not your biological father Mike."
That sentence hung in the air like a guillotine, hovering and waiting to fall. It hit me hard enough to convince me that it had fallen: directly onto my neck! What did he mean, not my biological father? What did that mean?
"Mom? Dad? What does that mean?! What does that mean?!" I know I wasn't making any sense. I know what it meant but it couldn't be real. Why would they do this to me? Why would they hurt me like this? Hadn't I done all they expected of me? I tried to be a good son. I got sick, yes, but it wasn't my fault!
"I don't deserve this. It wasn't my fault that I got sick. It wasn't. Is that what this is? To punish me because of what I did to you and mom? It that it? I'm sorry that I caused you to be apart but I didn't mean it!" I knew I was hysterical but I felt it all come crashing back on me: when they separated, when dad moved away, when mom started crying all the time. All because of me and now they were doing this to push me away.
I jumped up and started to pace the room. I was hurt; distraught and angry. I didn't want this. It couldn't be true. But as I paced, I began to see another possibility; that I wasn't the reason they separated. Maybe something happened when I got sick that told dad I wasn't his biological son. Maybe that was it. Yes! Now it all made sense. Now I remembered what dad said to me that day: "You're my son and nothing will ever change that. You remember that regardless of what you hear." Now it made sense. Now all mom's crying made sense.
Suddenly I was calm again. The news was still horrible and something I didn't want to hear but now I knew that it wasn't me that caused my parents to separate. I wasn't at fault! In spite of the bad news, I felt fiercely glad that I hadn't ruined their lives by my own misfortune. But I had to hear the rest of it now. I sat down and turned to mom and said,
"Tell me mom. Tell me what I have to know. I'm ready to listen." My face was calm and my heart was settled now so I was ready to know who my father was. As I looked at her I could tell that this was one of the hardest things she would ever do, and I felt sorry for both her and my father. This had to hurt him as well.
"Your biological father is your Uncle Frank. Only he, Lucy, your father and I know. The other children do not know and we have no intention of telling them. This is for you to know and do with what you will."
"How did it happen mom? How did you allow this to happen? Why would you do this to me, to us? I don't understand." I shouldn't have asked that and I knew it as soon as I said it. The words hit her like a slap in the face and she broke down in tears. And the slap came from me, her son. I began to apologize when my father interrupted me. He was angry, not at her but at me.
"Son, that is between your mother and me. It is not your place to ask or to judge. You are my son, I love you, and that is the end of it. We told you this for medical reasons only. Frank gave me his records and now they are yours. He has no further interest in my family as he well knows. If you chose to speak to him, that is your business and none of mine. This is the end of it. Do you understand son?"
I hung my head in shame and replied, "I understand and I apologize to you, mother."
That was the end of it as far as my father was concerned. He did what he had to do to make it right with me and nothing more need be said. I took that secret with me as I returned to my job and I never discussed it with anyone after that. None of my siblings knew it and I never told them. I was their brother and that was the end of it for me as well. As far as Uncle Frank was concerned, I had no interest in him at all. He may have been my sperm donor but he hurt my father and that was unforgivable.
I learned to deal with this new information and in truth, it had little affect on my life. I continued to treat my parents as just that. Nothing more was said between us and I came to accept that the issue was buried as far as they were concerned. I continued to work and move up in my field and I met my wife Marilyn a year later. She was an engineer like me, although in a different department, and traveled quite a bit but we found time to date. We hit it off and started dating exclusively and we were married soon after. My brother George stood as my best man, my mother and father were present along with my sisters. Uncle Frank did not come, nor did Aunt Lucile although she was invited. She and my mother were speaking but they hadn't seen each other for ten years. But the wedding was wonderful and I was a happy man. Marilyn and I were in love and we were happy together. I never felt the need to tell her my secret so I continued to keep it to myself.
We both worked for GE Medical so we pooled our resources to buy our first home. We moved in and began working on a family. We had our first child after being married for almost four years. It was a boy and we named him Lawrence Walter Durant, after our fathers. Marilyn stayed at home while Larry was small but then went back to work while Larry was in daycare. Ten months later she was pregnant with our second. She delivered a girl we named Paula after her mother. I was happy as my family began to grow. By this time, I was doing well enough that she decided to quit and stay home with our children. There was a period during our seventh year of marriage when things got difficult and we actually separated for a short while. We talked of divorce but after agreeing on marriage counseling, we were able to work together to rebuild what we lost. Things improved and Marilyn got pregnant with our third, a boy we named William.



It was five years later that disaster struck. First, my father got sick and died after a short illness. The doctors told us it was cancer and that he had known about it but never told us; not even mom. She was devastated by the loss and soon after that she fell ill. I watched her die slowly, not even trying to get better, not being able to take the loss of my father. While they had never regained the loving relationship they had before I got sick, she did everything she could to show him that she loved him and he tried to love her back. She stayed and fought for their marriage and he understood what she was doing, but it was difficult for him, a deeply proud man, to forgive her. She talked to me once when she knew she didn't have much longer to live. We were talking about dad and she told me about his moving back.
"Your father moved back home with us because of you Mike. He told me what you said about thinking it was your fault. That almost killed him and he said it was selfish of him to take the easy path of running away. He said we had to try for you and the others. He wanted to forgive me but he was a proud man and I had hurt him deeply. After a while, he slowly started to forgive me, but he never forgot. I knew it but I took what he was able to give. At the end, we were actually happy again."
She had a smile on her face and tears in her eyes as she told me these things. I remember the last thing she said to me.
"He tried so hard Mike, but it was years before I could look in his eyes and not see my failure reflected back at me. The day he died, his eyes were filled only with love and I knew some it was for me. Your father loved me in the end."
She died soon after that and we buried her next to him where she wanted to be. I hoped that they could start over in heaven; they both deserved a fresh start.
I hoped that things would return to normal after two tragedies in a period of less than fourteen months, but as they say, bad things come in threes so I waited for the last shoe to drop.
Marilyn was at home with all three of our kids and they were doing fine. Our lives seemed to be on track when the last of the three bad things happened: my son Larry developed leukemia. It was slow and we had little warning that anything was wrong. He was diagnosed when he had a bleeding spell that couldn't be stopped. He was too far along for much to be done but the doctors did start chemo and he did improve slightly, but it was clear that a bone marrow transplant was all that could save him. With a brother and sister, it was a good chance that one or both of them would be compatible. We had them tested and held our breath.
Now you may see where this is going Reverend. I told you I had a secret and that secret is now coming back to haunt me. I survived with a kidney from a donor not of my family since I had a different father than my siblings. That made a kidney donation from one of them an unlikely choice. The secret remains with me to this day, but now my son is in trouble for the same reason: I am not his biological father! As Rodney Dangerfield once said, "it's like déjà vu all over again."
The doctor who would do the transplant on my son called me in after the tests to tell me that Larry was a biological match to Paula. He said that it was required by law that he tell me that Larry and Paula were full siblings to each other but not to William. All three had the same mother but only William had me as a father. He was very clear about it and told me in no uncertain terms that all he cared about was finding a match for my son. Paula could be used, and while he was satisfied with the match, he wished he could have had another possibility. I left his office in shock.
I went home where Marilyn and the kids were eating dinner and told them that the tests hadn't come back yet. Marilyn was a little angry at the delay but I told her that we could discuss it later. She agreed but wasn't happy. Neither was I but the delay wasn't the reason. We finished out the evening, sent the kids off to bed and then I asked Marilyn to come into the den with me to talk. She grumbled about the time between sampling and testing but did follow me in. I shut the door just to be sure we weren't overheard by the kids.
"Why are you shutting the door? Is it bad news? Oh God Mike, don't tell me it's bad news about Larry. Please God, not bad news." She was upset but so was I. We just had different reasons.
"The news is bad Mari, but it's not about Larry. I got the results of the testing on Paula and Bill. Larry is a perfect match to Paula so Doc Rice is pleased with that and plans to use her. William wasn't a match." I waited for her response.
"What do you mean, he's not a match? Aren't either the brother or sister the best possible match? Why would Paula be a match but not William?"
I looked at her and saw that she didn't have the first clue. She carried another man's child and never knew it? How could that be? I shook my head and continued.
"I am Bill's biological father, but Paula and Larry have a different father." There! I said it without screaming or yelling or crying.
"What the hell are you talking about? Of course you're their father. That makes no. . . ."
Her words just faded away and she got the strangest look on her face. She just stared at me for a second as what I said to her sank in. Her face was confused at first, then when she understood what I said, the blood seemed to drain away leaving her skin a pale, translucent white. She began to shiver and her arms went around her body like she was freezing. She began to rock forward and back, her head moving from side to side, trying in vain to deny my words.
I waited for her to say something but instead she ran out of the room and up the stairs, the slamming of the bedroom door announcing where she went. I remained where I was, my own feelings finally coming home to roost. Her reaction was the catalyst that fueled my anger. Up to this point I had been functioning on instinct and fear for my son. Now I had the luxury of time to feel the anger that had been suppressed. Now it burned within me and I let it go, relaxing as it took hold. I needed to feel this now, tonight, here in the privacy of my home because I would have no time later as I tried to support my son. His life was important to me and only his life: mine and Marilyn's of little consequence now. Maybe later I could submit to the other emotions that were waiting for me, but now I only felt the anger.
I went upstairs to the spare room and closed and locked the door. I stripped and lay on top of the covers, sleep coming slowly. I was still feeling the remnants of the anger that I felt after telling her but it had subsided and now all I had left were the embers, with just enough heat to keep me from sleeping. Just as I was finally drifting off to sleep, I heard a soft knocking on the door and Marilyn's voice asking me to open the door. I ignored her request and let sleep claim me.
The following morning, I waited until I heard the kids awake and downstairs. Marilyn would be fixing breakfast for them and I used the time to wash up and get dressed. I went down and saw her standing beside Paula's chair, buttering her toast. She looked terrible and for some reason, that cheered me. I said nothing to her and watched as the kids got ready for school. The bus would pick them up in front in five minutes. I used that time to pour a cup of coffee and pop in a couple of slices of toast. Marilyn watched me but remained silent as well. Finally the kids were gone and the bus left.
"Michael, we have to talk. You have to let me explain what happened and how this could be."
"No Marilyn. First you and I have to decide how we tell Paula and Bill that Paula will be the donor. As soon as you're dressed, I'll take you in to see Doctor Rice for the instructions. So, please hurry." I sat down with my dry toast and coffee.
"But Mike, won't you please let me tell you how it happened? Please, I know you're angry with me and I have to explain." She was looking at me, her face twisted in pain and her eyes leaking tears.
"No Marilyn. All I care about now is our son and daughter. Right now they are what's important! And so you know: they are all my children! They are all mine even if I wasn't the sperm donor for them and I don't give a fuck what you say or do or who the biological father is! Just get your ass upstairs and get dressed! I want to get to the hospital as soon as possible. Please! Go!"
She did leave, and with a sob she ran upstairs. I went out to the car and started it, letting it run to make my point. I walked back inside to wait by the door for her. When she came downstairs a few minutes later, I turned and walked out to the car and got in, waiting for her to do the same. The trip to the hospital was silent, every time she started to talk I would tell her "shut the fuck up!" Not polite but effective.
We stopped in to see Larry and tell him that Paula was going to be his donor. He was pleased and we talked with him for a few minutes before going in to see Doctor Rice. There was no mention of William and he gave no indication that he disapproved of Marilyn as he explained the procedure to us and began setting everything up. Larry would undergo radiation to destroy all of the malignant marrow making way for the healthy marrow from Paula. Her marrow would be withdrawn the day of the transplant. She listened carefully, asked good questions and seemed to be pleased at the prognosis. I understood that as a mother she would do anything for her child. As would I, even if I wasn't his natural father.
The day of the transplant brought us both to this waiting room and now we sit, the room separating us, but not nearly as much as the paternity of my children. One brother was near death and only the skill and knowledge of the doctors could save him. His sister was lying on a bed in the next room, donating part of her body to save his. The other brother was home waiting to hear of his ailing brother. While only one was my own flesh and blood, I truly saw all as my own and I was proud of them. So I shared this room with their mother.
So now you know my secret Reverend, and what I have to decide once my son is made better is how I choose to live my life from here on. The question I have to answer for myself is: am I as strong a man as my father? He walked away but in the end came back for his son. He seemed to learn forgiveness with time but I never knew whether he really forgave her. He died without me having the courage to ask him. He wouldn't have told me anyway. He would have said it wasn't my business.
The Reverend said a prayer with me, prayed that I learn the power of forgiveness, then told me that my son was in God's hands now. He rose, walked over to Marilyn and whispered something to her. She nodded, bowed her head and then he left. She sat with bowed head a few more seconds then raised her head to meet my eyes. I looked back at her then looked away. Not now. Not now. Her shoulders slumped and she started to cry again. As if that could help Larry. If she hadn't been off fucking another man and getting pregnant, my sons and daughter would all be mine and they both could have been perfect donors for him! Damn her! Damn her to hell! The fury inside me burned bright for a few minutes but then died, my anxiety snuffing it out.
Time passed before Doctor Rice came out to tell us everything went as well as could be expected. He said Larry would be in isolation for a week or two until the marrow took and began to grow on its own. Until then, he had no natural protection against any type of infection. He left then, telling us we could talk to him in a few hours. I relaxed; now that it was over I could begin to think of my life and the chaos that it was in now. I glanced at Marilyn to see her watching me. I guess it had to be done sooner or later but I really didn't have the energy to do it now.
"I think we should get some rest and then take turns with Larry. He'll be out of it for a while so we should do it now. I'll call home and tell Bill that everything is OK."
"Good, he'll want to know right away. Mike, we have to talk. This is killing me and I know you must hate me right now but please let me talk to you and tell you what happened."
"I can't deal with you right now Marilyn. I just can't. You take the car home and get some rest and talk to Bill. I'll stay here until Paula is ready to go home and then you come back to relieve me. It's best if you just go. This would be a bad time to try to force me to listen to you so please, go home."
Marilyn was crying but her tears had no effect on me. I just wanted her gone, out of my sight. It was too much for me right now with my emotions ragged and raw. Just to see her face was hurting me so much that I couldn't think straight. I didn't wait for her response: I turned and walked out of the room and went down the steps toward the cafeteria. I needed something strong right now but the best they had was coffee. I took a cup and sat down in the corner with my thoughts.
As the energy generated by my concern for my son began to wane, I started to think more clearly. For the immediate situation, I had to stay at home until my son was out of danger. According to Doctor Rice, that would be three to five months. He could be out of isolation in three weeks and home in less than four. After that, it was just time for the marrow to grow and replace his destroyed damaged marrow. If I were to leave, then would be the time. And William. What could I say to William, or even Paula for that matter.
My parents had waited until I was fully grown and on my own to tell me I was the child of adultery. Should I do the same for Larry and Paula? It seemed best to me. In my case, I was old enough to understand the words and the concept, but not too old to be immune to it. Much younger and it would have been worse; I believed that sincerely. So, I would recommend to Marilyn that we wait.
Next, my dad moved back home and to my mother to minimize the damage to me, thinking that I had caused their problems. In time, he began to forgive mom and finally loved her again. When he died, they were almost back to where they started. So his actions were there for me to study and emulate if I chose. After all, of all the people I had known in my life, my father was the only one I would choose as my role model.
But there was a difference and I knew that immediately. That difference was the thing that made up my mind. I knew then what I was going to do and I think dad heard my decision and approved. At least I felt something as I made my decision. It was a feeling of being enveloped in a warm embrace from someone who loved and trusted me. I had difficulty swallowing my coffee through the lump in my throat.
I moved back home while my son healed and I stayed until he was out of danger. After telling Marilyn of the story of my parents, she understood the parallel and now knew why I took it so hard. I stayed in the spare room in spite of the pleas of my wife. I answered questions from my kids by saying that since one of us was always up, it was easier on us to sleep in separate rooms. I don't know if they bought it. It was almost four months and all that time, Marilyn tried to prove that she loved me and wanted to convince me that whatever she had done in the past was forever gone. I listened, night after night as she told me her story and night after night I returned to the spare room to sleep. I never made love to her again but I promised her that I was trying to learn to trust her again. She kept telling me she loved me and I assured her I loved her as well, which I did. I never stopped. But that wasn't going to be enough.
The day came when Doctor Rice told us that Larry was going to be fine. The donor marrow had taken hold and was doing its duty, manufacturing red and white blood cells and his immune system was fully functional. He was on his way to a full recovery. Paula was fine as well with no effects from the donation of her marrow to her brother. We celebrated that evening with pizza and ice cream. It was a glorious evening. Marilyn was looking forward to an evening alone with me since I told her that I had made my decision.
Once the kids were in bed, I sat with her in the living room, she happy and smiling with anticipation, I more subdued and sad. She never noticed, happy as she was with the news and her fantasy. But it was time.
"Marilyn, it's time for me to end this charade. I know that you understand my story and that I was a child of adultery just as my children are. You know that my dad came home and lived with mom until he died. He did learn to love her again and he forgave her as much as he could. She died knowing he loved and forgave her."
"I know Mike and I'm just happy that you came back to give me a second chance, just as your father did. And like your mother, I'll do everything I can to prove to you how much I love you and I'll never make the same mistake again, You have to believe that."
"But Marilyn, you are nothing like my mother. She made a mistake; she and my Uncle made a mistake once and I was the result of that. She knew immediately that she was wrong and she never repeated it. You, on the other hand, have been having an affair with Chad Harper for years. We had only been married for four years when Larry was conceived and Paula was conceived almost a year later. Your affair lasted at least that long and probably longer. That wasn't a mistake Marilyn, that was a planned and lasting affair. You betrayed me not once but many times over and you never regretted it; not until you got caught. As far as I know, it's still continuing."
"No, it wasn't like that. I told you we only did it sometimes when we traveled together. It began before we were married and it wasn't often and I never knew that I got pregnant by him. Honest, but now it's over and I regret it ever happened. It will never happen again. I promise and if you can forgive me like your father forgave your mother, we can be happy again. I promise I'll make you happy."
"I'm sorry Marilyn. I've thought about this and I can't forgive you. I still love you and probably always will, but I intend on divorcing you. I'm moving out tomorrow and I'll contact an attorney to begin the process. You should get one as well and from now on, any contact will be through them."
Marilyn looked as if I had struck her. Not unlike my mother the first time I asked her to tell me why. But again there was a difference: Marilyn was a woman who betrayed me over and over and never once thought of the consequences of her actions. Mom made a mistake and regretted it for the rest of her life. She loved my father and us more than her own life. Marilyn loved whoever happened to be with her at the time.
The divorce went through with little resistance from Marilyn. We talked a lot during the discussion of terms and she continued to beg me to forgive her and give her another chance, but she never convinced me of her love after I found out how often the two of them got together. And Marilyn soon came to realize how much she hurt me after learning of my own background and the differences between her and my mother were too great for me to follow my father's path.
I never remarried, preferring to visit with my children whenever the mood took me. I dated and lived with a couple of women for a while but after my experience with my own mother and later my wife, I chose to remain single and unattached. Life was good however and I never regretted my choice. I stayed in touch with Marilyn as our kids grew. She went back to work at GE and became engaged soon after we divorced, but dumped him two years later. Seems he was unfaithful to her. Justice? You decide. She too has decided to remain single and free. Our positions at work kept us in frequent touch and I heard from her boss that she traveled only with other women or alone but that her travel was only sporadic, like mine.



Epilogue
Marilyn and I are going to talk to Larry and Paula who had just graduated from college. It's been ten years and it's time for them to know the truth and to have the records that I insisted Marilyn get from Chad. We debated on telling Bill as well, but after all, what's to be gained by his knowing? We agreed to let Larry or Paula tell him if they choose, but I have doubts they will. As Paula said later, "He's our brother so what's to tell?" As for Chad, he knows he is a father but he had nothing to do with them, just as Uncle Frank had nothing to do with me. In Uncle Frank's case, dad forced that decision on him. In Chad's case, it was my choice. Chad had no say in the matter.
I flew in from Cleveland where I now worked and Marilyn came in from Denver. We all agreed to meet here in St. Louis where our three children still lived. Marilyn wanted to be the one to tell them and I agreed. She said it would be sort of a catharsis for her. She had mellowed over the years and I know she regretted her part in our marriage. She told me so during several of our annual meetings. We meet once a year just to compare notes on our kids and to catch up with each other. It started right after her separation from what's-his-name.
Marilyn has asked me several times why we can't get back together again, now that we have moved on and the pain of what she did has subsided with the years. She said she still loves me and always has. She said her second marriage didn't survive because it wasn't me and according to her ex husband, that's why he cheated. I considered it each time she asked but somehow I couldn't let it die. I still remembered the hurt and the pain and I had no desire to repeat that. I loved her as much as ever but I still didn't trust her.
After we talk to the kids, I'll go back to Judy, my live in girlfriend. She has no desire to make anything permanent and she is all I need to keep me happy. And she certainly does make me happy. Maybe after I retire and get too old for all the sex stuff, I'll give Marilyn a call. Maybe when trust isn't so much of an issue. Maybe. Until then, Judy's waiting.
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"I don't know; I guess I'm just so darned bored that I could scream!" I looked at my sister as I let go with my frustration. It was the truth! I was bored! I was as bored as I had ever been and I had no idea what to do about it.
"How can you be bored? You've got that huge swimming pool back there, a Jacuzzi right beside it, a convertible that most men would give their right arm for, a home that looks like it came right out of the pages of House Beautiful, and a husband that buys it all just for you. How in hell can you be bored?"
That was my sister, Evelyn. She was older than me by two years, although most people thought we were twins. We both had the same long black hair, the same deep green eyes, the high cheekbones and small, up-tilted nose. I know our bodies were pretty good based on the looks we got from every man who watched us and if my husband Joe was to be believed, we could have been models. All I know is that he loved my tits and my ass and everything else in between. Or so he said. We were talking about Joe Powers, my husband of twelve years.
I always thought Joe and I were two of a kind: both greedy for all the good things money could buy and never satisfied. We decided when we got married that we wouldn't have kids. Kids would just slow us down and cost us more time and money than we were willing to give up. Selfish? You bet! But there were times when I wondered. Joe didn't seem as pleased with most of those things as I did. He didn't seem to care much if truth be told and rarely used the pool or the grill or much of anything else. I just dismissed that as Joe being Joe.
"Yeah, I know but I get tired of being alone, you know? Joe is always working, leaving early in the morning and getting home late in the evening. Too many hours away from me. So, I have all this stuff but I don't have anyone to share it with. Just you. No offense, but I can't make love to you."
"Why not? Since when am I not good enough for you?" She laughed, knowing that neither of us wanted any part of lesbian love. We never had the urge and I wasn't about to start now. I decided to give her an answer guaranteed to piss her off.
"Since your husband divorced your cheating ass. So you have nothing to say to me that I would believe. Apparently Will wasn't enough for you either."
Evelyn had an affair that had been going on for over six months when her husband Will Gamble came home early one day and caught her and her lover in bed. It was a terrible thing, Will taking a baseball bat to the guy who fell down the stairs trying to get away. When Will caught up with him, he swung the bat, hitting the guy in the back and damaging his kidney. The guy was hospitalized, battling to keep the kidney while Will was arrested for assault.
When the police investigated, Evelyn had to admit that she invited the guy into her bed so that he had every right to be there. Since Will gave him no chance to leave peacefully, he was charged with aggravated assault. The prosecutor didn't care much for what Evelyn did to him so he offered Will a deal. The upshot was that Will pleaded guilty and was sentenced to six months in jail with five months suspended and time served. Will served two weeks in county lockup and was then released on two years probation.
Following Will's arrest, Evelyn did all she could do to get Will released and put up the home they shared and all her jewelry as collateral for the bond but Will refused it all. When he was released, he moved in with a male friend of his and filed for divorce. Evelyn did all she could to get Will to forgive her but he would have none of it. He told her once when she got him to stop at our house that if it had been a mistake, a slip, a one-time thing, he would have been able to accept it. But not an affair that lasted six months. Evelyn tried to explain herself but Will wouldn't listen. That was the end of their marriage.
Evelyn was still angry with herself and, at my comment, began to tear up. "Shut up Jackie! You just shut up about that! You don't know anything about it! And someday he'll forgive me and take me back. I know it! And, anyway, this isn't about me. It's about you and your stupidity.
"Look at what you have! You have it all girl. Joe works as hard as he does to give you all the things you ask for. And admit it! You are the one that wanted the pool, the Jacuzzi, the furniture, the decorator, that damned car, all of it! He never wanted any of those things, but you did. So, what do you expect him to do? Go to prison by stealing things or work as hard as he does to pay for them?"
I knew she was right. Damn it, I did demand those things. I guess it was a catch 22 thing. I wanted things; Joe had to work to get them; and then I bitched because he wasn't home with me to enjoy them. But Joe understood that, didn't he? It all made my head hurt when I tried to work it out. But whatever, I missed Joe and I was bored.
"So, what do I do to get away from being bored? Tell me sister dear; what do you do now that you are single and alone?" Her divorce was finalized just a month ago and she was now Evelyn Chambers again. Will made her give up her married name of Gamble.
"I know of a few places where I go to get my pipes cleaned. Just good clean fun with some gentlemen who know how to keep their mouths shut and their eyes closed. No commitments, no requirements and nothing but fun." She wiggled her eyebrows and grinned.
"So, you are getting laid aren't you? I thought you looked relaxed a few times when you came over. I bet those were the days after you got screwed weren't they?" Damn! I knew it!
"So what? I'm single and I have needs. I just find a guy who looks hot and who shows some interest. That's all it is. Just a quick fuck and then he goes away. That's how I want it. No names and no promises."
She seemed to be telling me the truth. Evelyn was really waiting for Will to come back so she didn't want anything permanent to interfere. I wasn't going to burst her bubble about Will. I did know he was already seeing someone else but I didn't tell Evelyn. No need to hurt her.
"OK sis, it's fine with me. But I'm still bored. Why don't I come with you some night? Get my own pipes cleaned?" I was only kidding but for some reason, Evelyn took me seriously. She looked at me for the longest time before answering.
"Well, if you were interested, I know a couple of guys that could keep their mouths shut and who would show you a nice time. They like the married ones: no chance that they'll talk. I think they're both married themselves so they want to keep it on the QT."
"Shit sis, I was just jerking your chain! I wouldn't cheat on Joe! For God's sakes Eve, how could you think that I could do something like that?"
"Well I guess I misunderstood you then. Sounded like you were bored with things the way they are but you don't want to give up the good life and move on. So, it seems to me that the best thing to do is combine all the good things and do away with the bad. Good things like getting laid on the side and doing away with your boredom. Bad things like sitting alone here amongst all these goodies without getting your pipes reamed out. Except by Joe on those rare occasions when he isn't too busy making more money to buy you some more goodies."
She leaned back against the cushions and stretched out one well tanned leg as she smiled at me. It was the same smile she used when she knew she had me cold. Did she? I wondered.
"Yeah, well, I don't know. I don't want to fuck up what I have, that's for sure; but it is true that Joe hasn't had the time or the willingness lately to take care of my business."
"So, what do you say? Want to come with me tonight? Joe is gone for the next three days isn't he? Now is the time sis. Now is the time."
I considered that while I sipped on a cold beer. Evelyn went for a dip while I sat back and considered my options. It was true that I was bored but I loved my husband and would never consider cheating on him. But I was bored. So, what if I went with Evelyn one evening, just to have a few drinks, some good company and maybe some dancing. Nothing more than that. If she wanted to go out and get laid then I would just drive myself home. Better to take my car then.
As Evelyn dried off, I made up my mind. I would go out with her but keep to my principles. Just some conversation, some flirting, a few drinks and dances and then home. No harm, no foul.
"OK sis. I'm going with you tonight. But, I drive and if you want to bed some guy, no problem. I'll just have a few drinks, some dancing and conversation and then home. Alone!"
"Great! The Chambers sisters out on the town again, just like it used to be. We can have some fun and maybe meet a couple of nice guys who just want some company. Nothing kinky or nasty."
Evelyn headed for home to change and get ready. I called Joe around quarter to eight that evening to tell him I was going out with Evelyn to see a show. Why I lied to him was simple: nothing to explain. A show was harmless, but if I told him I was going to a bar with my sister, he would have a fit. He knew Evelyn and while he liked her, he didn't trust her to keep me honest. He knew her pretty well. So I decided to lie. It made me uncomfortable but I knew it would be kinder to him so that he wouldn't have to worry.
I picked her up at eight and we headed over to the Nightshade, an upscale bar and grill. It had a nice dance floor, a good crowd most nights and Eve knew the bartender and said he was a nice guy. Whatever, it sounded safe and maybe could turn into a pleasant evening. We walked into the bar at just after eight thirty. It was already crowded and the crowd seemed to be well on their way to happy. Eve and I found a table and took our places. After a waitress took our order, Evelyn began to look around. She waved a few times, smiled once or twice apparently recognizing some people.
We spent an hour dancing with a few of the guys who asked, had another drink or two from complimentary orders from admirers and in general, just looked around. It was sort of fun to be in the 'hunt' again, just like old times with my sister before we both got married. Evelyn went back to it after her separation and divorce while I hadn't been out with just her for years. I was feeling good but Evelyn was getting restless. She sat looking around again and finally tapped me on the arm.
"OK sis. We got a couple of possibles and one very likely. I like one of the possibles for myself and I know you'd like the very likely. What do you say: should I invite them over for a drink or two?" Evelyn was already randy and looking for satisfaction.
"Go for it sis. I'll keep the other occupied when you get ready to make your break. Have fun when you do." I giggled, surprising myself. I hadn't giggled in years. I decided then that I had best cut back on the booze if I was going to drive myself home.
Evelyn left and returned with two good looking guys following close behind. She sat in her seat and waved them to the two remaining chairs. I watched both as they sat. I looked at Eve and she blinked once then smiled.
"This is my sister Jackie, fellas. Jackie, this one here is Jake and the other is Walt. Jackie's my twin. We're like two peas in a pod. We share everything. Jackie, Walt is very interested in getting to know you. Jake already knows me so I'm all he gets."
Since we weren't twins, I knew Evelyn was giving me the sign she was going to go home with Jake. Walt was mine for the rest of the evening. I nodded at him and then gave Evelyn the nod that told her I was OK with her plans. She nodded back and we began to talk, just shooting the breeze. Jake asked Eve to dance and Walt followed, asking me. That was why I was there so I followed him onto the dance floor and found him to be an excellent dancer.
We danced a few fast dances and then a couple of slow ones, Walt holding me close and up tight. I felt his excitement and I enjoyed the teasing, but that was all it was going to be. I was enjoying myself, thinking of nothing except the fun I was having until Evelyn excused herself to go to the little girl's room. Right on cue, Jake stood up two minutes later and excused himself to go to the men's restroom. I watched him go with a smile, knowing we wouldn't see either of them again this night.
I turned back to Walt and while we talked about nothing particular, I checked him out. He was a good looking guy: tall, well over six feet, dark hair, deep green eyes, a sharp jaw with a cute dimple, well built as I knew from dancing with him and smooth as silk on his feet. He was intelligent, as I gathered from talking with him and he was interested in me, that much I also knew from dancing with him. I found myself looking more and more at his lips as he talked. His lips looked quite inviting and I found myself licking mine. The thought of his mouth pressed against mine was making me wet. I looked up to find his eyes fastened to my breasts and without warning, I started to giggle again.
Walt was smiling as I giggled and he seemed to understand what I was giggling about. He took my hand and said "Why don't we have another drink and just relax? I'll get us something. OK with you?"
I nodded happily and watched him walk toward the bar, noticing that he had a nice behind. I admired his tight ass as he stood at the bar waiting for our drinks. I thought briefly that I had already had too much to drink, but Walt was being a gentleman and I was having fun, so what the heck.
Walt and I had a few more drinks and danced several more slow dances when he finally looked at his watch and asked me if I wanted to go. I tried to focus on my own watch but finally gave up and just nodded affirmatively. He stood, reached down to pull me to my feet and helped me toward the door. I found that walking was more difficult than I remembered but with his help, I made it outside. He pointed toward the side and I followed him, walking with his help. If he had let me go, I would have collapsed right there, but his strong arms around me were comforting and I enjoyed the feeling of his strength,
Walt led me toward the back of the lot, away from my own car. I wondered at that, but then told myself I was too drunk to drive. Walt was taking care of me. That was very nice. He opened the door of a sedan and helped me into the back seat, making sure my head was clear. I slid in, and Walt followed. I sat there, wondering what I should do when Walt's arms slid around me and pulled me tight against him.
It felt good to be held that way. I lifted my face up to tell him thanks when he pressed those luscious lips of his against my own. I kissed him back, the whole evening's anticipation satisfied. He was a great kisser and I tried to kiss him back with the same passion. I was just beginning to get into it when his tongue slipped between my lips and explored the inside of my mouth. Well, I could do that as well, so I did. I heard a moan from Walt, telling me he was enjoying me. That made me happy.
When he slipped one hand inside my blouse and cupped my breast, I moaned. It felt good to have his strong hand on my breast. It seemed right somehow. Thanks for being my protector? Yeah, that was it. I began to enjoy the feeling of his fingers on my nipple and when he gently squeezed it, the slight pain felt wonderful. I pressed tighter against him to let him know it was good.
Before I realized what he was doing, he had my blouse open all the way and my skirt unzipped. When he pulled my skirt down my hips, my butt lifted of its own accord to make it easier for him. Somehow, I was being undressed by this man and I didn't even care. There was no guilt, no worry, no recriminations. This was right. This was my protector and nothing he did was wrong. No, he was perfect and he wanted me. How could I say no to that?
As I thought these things, I was quickly stripped of my panties and my bra. I was completely naked in this man's car but it was OK since he was quickly following suit. I watched in fascination as the muscles rippled in his well developed chest as he removed his own clothing. I was thrilled by the feel of his skin, hot and slightly moist with perspiration as he pulled me tight against him again. This was where I wanted to be and where I belonged. I put my arms around the back of his head and pulled that wonderful mouth toward mine.
As we kissed, his hands were roaming over my body and leaving a trail of tingling behind. When one hand slipped between my legs, I opened for him, groaning when one finger slipped inside me. I held on tight as he began to push into me, pulling back and repeating the action. When his thumb moved over my clit, I lost all thought and reason, wanting only to be used by this protector. One finger was replaced with two, his hand becoming a blur as he plunged in and out. I was raising my hips up to meet his hand and gasping in ecstasy as he brought me to a shattering climax. I moaned into his mouth as I crested, then slowly came back down to earth.
He continued to kiss me, his tongue probing and exploring as I relaxed my tense muscles. That had been an amazing experience and I was satisfied now, more than I had been in some time. As I thought this, he pulled his wonderful mouth away and lowered me back against the seat. I was perfectly comfortable, one leg up on the back of the seat and one on the floor. Walt moved between my open legs and dropped slowly down toward me, his elbows resting on the seat, my head in between. As his lips lowered toward mine again, I felt his manhood slip into my opening.
This was the moment that changed my whole life. Up till now, what I did was just some schoolgirl petting, his hands the only thing inside me. I had not been unfaithful except in a minor way. This was the moment I could have said "NO!" and kept everything the same as it had been. This was the moment I should have told Walt that I enjoyed him but couldn't do this with him. This was the moment: I let it pass as I said "Do it! Fuck me!"
Walt lowered himself down further, penetrating me completely. I felt him fill me up, more than Joe ever had. He was so much larger than my Joe, I felt things I had never experienced before. The feeling of fullness was wonderful! I felt him move inside me, touching parts of my vagina that had felt only a finger before this, my own muscles gripping and holding his manhood. As I felt him enter me fully, my head went back and my mouth opened in a silent scream of pleasure. I wanted to sob in agony when he pulled back but that was quickly smothered as he slammed back inside me. That was pure joy: nothing else could describe it.
The next few minutes went by in pure bliss, my mind not thinking, or understanding or processing anything rationally. It was pure, driving sex, his body slamming into mine as he pounded into me over and over! I was gripping him as tight as I could, the pleasure driving me to heights I had never reached before this. I was mumbling incoherently as his cock drove all thought from my mind. Pounding, driving, slamming into me! I was being royally fucked and I was almost mad from the pleasure.
As I orgasmed for the third time, my brain, soaked in alcohol for most of the evening began to function. My body had been burning all that alcohol in the heat of wild sex and it was rapidly metabolizing the rest. As the alcohol attached to the red blood cells was steadily replaced by oxygen, my mind began to recognize what I was doing and where I was.
I knew that I was in the backseat of a car, being fucked by someone who was not my husband. Now that I could think, my brain put that together with the fact that I was married to Joe and the result was sudden guilt. I felt the pain of realization just as Walt gave a huge groan, stiffened his body, and the cock that was still inside me pumped his cum into me. His climax was so intense that I made no impact on him as I tried to push him up and off of me. He remained in that position for the next two minutes as he came down from his own high.



"Get off me! Get the hell off me!" I was pushing against his chest as it heaved, gasping for breath. I used my fists to pound against that wall of flesh until it began to respond. As I drove my fist into the soft part just below his breastbone, he noticed and moved rapidly back and away from the irritation.
"What the hell are you doing? What's wrong with you? Jeez, you'd think I was raping you or something. What's the deal?" He was sitting back, one hand still resting on my thigh and the other rubbing himself. I looked at him, noticed the wild hair and the red, swollen lips and wondered why I thought he was so good looking before. Of course, I probably looked just as bad.
"Just get off me. This was a mistake; a damned stupid mistake. I didn't want to do this. It was the damned booze that made me come out here. Damn you anyway for taking advantage of me." I wasn't actually angry at him, but I was angry enough at myself to use him for a pounding board. The smug bastard was looking at my nakedness and I could see he was not listening to me.
I struggled and twisted until he finally moved off me and before he could say or do anything, I grabbed for my clothes and began dressing. I kept my face averted from him in embarrassment as I finished. I put on my shoes, my nylons still on my legs, and found my purse. I checked to be sure I had everything, then without a word, slid away from him and opened the other door and scooted out. I slammed the door shut, looked around and spotted my own car, half way across the lot. I walked quickly, almost running in my panicked haste, toward it followed by his calls from the car I had just left. I ignored him and made it to my car. I found my keys, started the powerful motor and drove away as fast as I could.
At home I walked directly to my bedroom, stripped everything off and threw it in the hamper. I looked at myself in the full length mirror and marveled that I looked no different than I had earlier in the evening. But I was different. I was a cheater, a betrayer of my husband's love and trust, a tramp that picked up a man in the bar and fucked him in the backseat of his car. With that thought, I stumbled into the shower and turned the water on as hot as I could stand and washed away all traces of my lover. I washed again and again until my skin turned red and angry. I finally stopped, knowing that no amount of soap and water would wash away what I had done.
I fell into bed, naked and ashamed. I began to cry, my tears squeezing out between my closed lids. As I felt the pain of my betrayal inside me, I let it overwhelm me until I must have passed out. During the long night however, a strange thing happened: I relived the experience over and over and instead of making me sick as it did at first, I felt a small tingle of pleasure. How could this be?
The next thing I knew, I was laying on my bed, on my back, naked and cold. I sat up to see bright light coming in the window. A quick glance over at the clock showed it to be after seven in the morning. I rose, went into the shower and let the hot water flow over my shoulders to ease the pain from the tension. It did help a little and I dressed in sweats and tennis shoes, feeling less than attractive this morning.
After a hot cup of coffee and a cigarette, one of the two a day I allowed myself, I let my mind go back over what I had done. It was interesting that this time, the shame and the guilt were much more subdued than last night. As a matter of fact, I had a small climax as I remembered the pounding I enjoyed in the back seat of that car. As I considered what I did, it came to me that I did actually enjoy the entire thing and it was only when I sobered up that I reacted so strongly. After all, why had I gone there? Just to enjoy some conversation? I thought not. I did exactly what I knew could happen and if I was honest with myself, I enjoyed it. Guilt was there, of course, but not to the extent that it was before. The more I thought about it, the more I felt that it was not as bad as I had thought. Guilt was because I had cheated on Joe. Yes, that was true, but it was not as bad as if he knew about it. He didn't! He wouldn't!
It was almost lunch before Evelyn showed up. She looked relaxed and pleased with herself, the same expression I noticed on my own face when I looked at myself earlier. Evelyn noticed it almost immediately and, of course, couldn't keep her mouth shut.
"Good Lord Jackie. You got laid didn't you! I can see it in your face. Damn it all, how did it happen? Was it Walt? Of course, it was Walt. God, he was a real hunk wasn't he? Did he curl your toes? Was it good? Tell me!"
I laughed and told her the whole story, right up till the morning when I decided that it was not all bad and that Joe would never be hurt by it because he would never find out about it. It was a one time thing, it was over, and it was best forgotten. Evelyn listened to my story and asked a few embarrassing questions which I refused to answer then laughed out loud.
"I told you! Didn't I tell you? Don't you feel better now? Be honest sis. Wasn't it better than when you make love with Joe? You and he make love, but Walt fucked your brains out. You know the difference and you liked it."
"OK, yes, I liked it. But it was just the once. No more. I went with you, I knew what could happen and it did but it's over. Joe won't know about it and it won't happen again. I have some good memories but that's all."
Evelyn tried to talk me out of that but she didn't succeed. We went out to the Jacuzzi and went in topless as we usually did. We spent an hour in the hot water then went into the pool for a cooling swim. She left before four and I made the first of my calls to Joe. I always called him at four, even if he was traveling, and he expected it. He never failed to answer and this time was no exception. We talked for ten minutes and he promised to call again that evening. I intended on being home so we left the time open.
The next two days passed and Joe came home from his trip. The first few hours were tense as I somehow expected he would see my betrayal in my eyes, but nothing like that happened. Joe rattled on about his trip, the people he saw and the business he gained. Joe was the top salesman for Adiadas Electronics, a firm specializing in miniaturization of existing equipment and the jobs he took on were normally in highly sensitive operations. He tried to keep me interested but when he couldn't tell me much, it was very hard to do. I listened, not out of interest but because he was my Joe. If it was important to him, it was important to me.
Joe called one afternoon a week later to tell me he had to attend a meeting in Tuscaloosa, about seventy miles away from Birmingham where we lived. He said he was going on the company helicopter and would probably stay there overnight. Since he kept a bag already packed in his office for times like this, he wouldn't need to stop at home. I was not happy about this as I had been working like crazy to make up for my evening in Walt's car. Joe seemed to be suspicious of my attentions but I made it so pleasant for him that he finally gave up and enjoyed it. We had made love four times since that awful night and Joe was a happy man. I planned to keep it that way.
Joe was going to be gone and I was sitting on the back deck with a cold beer when Evelyn came over. Since she lived only a few miles away, she was always here during the afternoon when Joe was at work. She grabbed her own beer and joined me.
"Why so sad sis? Joe not doing it for you?" Evelyn was grinning as she said this, knowing I was working him over as often as I could get him up for it. She knew I was very happy with the way things were working out.
"Joe had been making me very happy lately. You know that. What's bugging me is that he has to stay overnight in Tuscaloosa. Just when we were getting our rhythm back." I took a drink of my beer, looking over the Jacuzzi and the pool and the built-in grill that made our back yard a scene right out of House Beautiful. What good was it without someone to share it? Evelyn didn't count.
"I know sis and it's too bad. Why don't we plan to go out again tonight? Joe's gone, you're bored and we know how to solve that problem don't we?" Evelyn looked serious and that made me angry.
"You know I'm not going to do that again! I told you, it was a mistake! Damn you, are you trying to break up my marriage like you did yours?"
"Shut up! Just shut up! We're talking about you! Not me! I'm not the one that's bored. I'm not the one that's so unhappy with all she's got! I know what I want and I go get it. You know what you want, but those things are so damned important that you ignore your own feelings and sit back and mope about it. Make up your mind: do you want these damned things around you, or do you want to have fun?"
"Go to hell! Leave me alone. I don't know what I want and you're not helping me. Just go!" I was angry. I decided to go inside and lock the door, leaving Evelyn there. All she wanted to do was push me into doing the same thing she did. She was jealous, that's all. She wanted me to fall just as she did. Well, the hell with her!
When I checked later, she was gone. I opened the door, walked out onto the deck to look around. She was gone and I was alone again. I hated that, and I missed Evelyn. When Joe was gone, she was my only friend. All my other women friends were either at work, with their children or doing things that moms do. I saw them on weekends or at parties, rarely privately. We were not friends in that way; we were acquaintances. There was a big difference.
As dusk deepened into dark, I was sitting outside on the deck when Evelyn walked around the side of the house. She stopped and looked at me, waiting for my reaction, but I just smiled and waved her up. She came up the steps, grinned at me and I did the same.
"Are we OK sis? Are you over your mad?" she asked.
"We're fine. You know that. Anyway, part of what you said was true. I don't know what I want most of the time. These things are just a way of trying to satisfy my need for Joe to be here more often. Seems like a catch 22 situation for sure." I was only sure of one thing: that I was confused.
"Well sis, I have a surprise for you. Wait here." I stood up and watched her go inside.
Evelyn walked back through the house, disappearing out the front door. As I wondered what she was up to, she came back around the outside of the house minutes later followed by Walt and Jake, the two men from the bar two weeks ago. When I saw Walt standing there, smiling at me, I wanted to yell and scream at all of them to just go; get out of the house. I knew that's what I should have done but instead, I said nothing as feelings I had suppressed came flooding back. The passion, the sensation, the wild sexual abandon I felt that night rose up and almost overwhelmed me before I sat back down. I was torn; wanting them to go but at the same time, wanting Walt to stay.
"Hi there Jackie. Remember me?" Walt was grinning, looking me over as I sat there looking back at him. Did I remember? Of course I remembered: the sex, the sex, the sex! Without thinking, I glanced down at his crotch to see a bulge already forming. I licked my lips unconsciously as I tore my eyes away to see Evelyn already wrapping herself against Jake, oblivious of Walt and me.
I stood and walked off the deck and down the steps, making my way to the pool. I stopped by the Jacuzzi which fed hot water into the pool via a small overflow and sat down on the edge, my feet in the warm water. Walt followed me and sat down next to me. My heart was pounding while at the same time, my mind was screaming at me to stop this right now! Stop it before it got out of control. But my body and my mind were at odds with each other and my body was reacting to Walt's presence. When he put an arm around me, I moved toward him without resistance.
I glanced back toward the deck and saw that Evelyn had turned off the kitchen lights, leaving the deck lit only with the outdoor lights. She was already on her knees in front of Jake, and there was no question what she was doing as Jake's hands were holding her head. I looked back at Walt to see a smile on his face.
"Are you OK with this? I didn't think it was right to come here but Evelyn insisted. She can be pretty persuasive as you probably know."
"I, ah, I don't. . . . . . I'm so damned confused right now. I liked what we did that night even if I didn't act like it, but I'm married and I love my husband. But he's always gone, never here when I need him. I don't mean to give you mixed signals but it's really confusing. You know?" I wasn't making much sense since I was totally screwed up in my head. I wanted Walt to do to me again what he did the last time, but I knew that it was wrong for me to want that. Joe was my husband and I loved him. He made love to me and I treasured that time with him. But I needed him now and he wasn't here again. He was never here when I needed him.
As my mind strived to rationalize what I already knew I was going to do, Walt took charge. He stood up, removed his pants and shirt and dove into the pool. He surfaced, swam over to the edge where I sat and told me to come in as well. I looked at him, grinned, then stripped off my top and shorts. I slid into the water, directly into his arms. He held me tight as I reached back to unsnap my bra. I threw it up to the side of the pool and then reached down between us to feel his arousal. I laughed with abandon as I gave myself over to my lust. This was lust, nothing more and nothing less. I wanted Walt to fuck me senseless, to take me away from all my confusion and uncertainty. Joe wasn't here but Walt was and I would use him to satisfy my lust while I kept my love for Joe.
Walt used his hands to explore my body while I left myself open to him. His hands cupped my breasts; his fingers pinched and rolled my nipples until they were so hard they ached; his hands cupped my mound and then his fingers pushed up inside me, causing my blood to pound and my hips to push against his hand. When I could stand no more, Walt pulled himself out of the water, reached down to grab my hand and pulled me in one swift motion, up and out of the pool.
As I stood there dripping, my body so hot with desire that the water was steaming off my shoulders, he took some cushions off the lounge chairs near the pool and threw them onto the concrete. He took my hand and led me to them. He lay down on his back and reached up to beckon me down. I saw what he wanted and I stepped over his prone body, my legs straddling his hips. I slowly lowered myself down onto my knees, directly over his erect cock, which he held pointing straight up. I felt it slide along my fold until it was in position. At that point, I sat down, taking him all at once. The pleasure was so intense, my eyes squeezed shut and my mouth flew open. The feeling was wonderful and I refused to move as I enjoyed the feeling of fullness, a fullness I couldn't get from Joe.
As Walt's impatience grew, I finally began to bounce up and down on his stiff cock, my hands running over my own breasts. I was feeling it all, the hot rod of flesh inside me, the feeling of his strong hands gripping my hips, adding force to my downward motion, the blood pounding in my head and the shear pleasure of flesh on flesh. I was lost in a red haze of lust as I felt my first orgasm building inside me. I let it come, holding back nothing. I opened my mouth in a soundless scream of pleasure as the first of what I hoped were many orgasms took me over.
Walt continued to pull me down, push me up, and thrust with his own lust, his climax not yet ready. We continued this way for minutes more, pounding, thrusting, until we both came with a loud scream of intense pleasure. I fell forward onto his chest, his arms coming up to surround me. We lay together like that for several minutes, Walt still inside me. My breathing slowed to normal and my pulse stopped pounding in my chest. I felt so peaceful, wrapped in Walt's strong arms.
************************************************************************
The man standing inside the kitchen looking out over the deck and the pool moved back away from the large picture window. Since the lights were out in the kitchen, but lit over the deck and pool, he had an unobstructed view of both couples as they writhed together in their pleasure. Even if they had glanced in his direction, they would not have seen him standing there. He had watched for almost fifteen minutes without either couple noticing him. He knew the two women, one his wife, the other his sister in law. He felt a wave of sadness come over him as he stifled a sob.
Rather than confront them at this time, he moved slowly back through the house and out the front door to his car. He drove away, heading to one of the nameless motels near the interstate. He had driven home in haste, wanting to surprise his wife when his trip to Tuscaloosa had been cancelled. Instead, his boss had given him two tickets to the theater, and to a play that Jackie had planned on seeing at the first opportunity. He had thought to surprise her, but instead had been surprised.
I spent the next two hours with Walt, experiencing all that he had to give me, returning as much pleasure as I got. Evelyn and Jake were quiet now, probably falling asleep on the deck. For my part, I was sated and ready to go to bed, alone. I said as much to Walt, who smiled, touched my face gently and agreed. Together we walked up to the deck, woke the two sleeping people and went into the kitchen. Evelyn and Jake came inside and joined us as they all said goodnight. I followed them to the front door, kissed Walt once more and watched as they got into Jake's car and left.
To my surprise, Joe didn't call that evening. I expected him to, since he always called before he went to sleep. He always said that he couldn't sleep well without talking to me. Actually, I felt the same way. So it was difficult for me to get to sleep that night. I tried calling him on his cell but it went straight to voice mail. I tried to come up with some reason for that but drew a blank. I finally fell asleep thinking about my time with Walt and with Joe, the two blending into one where I felt satisfied and loved. But that wasn't reality. Joe loved me; Walt fucked me.
The next day at four, Joe didn't call. Now I was really starting to worry. He always called at four! No exceptions, no excuses! Always at four! I called his cell, and cursed as it went to voice mail. I called his secretary, who informed me that Joe was not taking any calls. When I asked her where he was, she told me he was in his office. In his office? How could that be? He was supposed to be in Tuscaloosa, not here in Birmingham. When I insisted she tell him I was on the phone, she asked me to hold. As I did, fuming at her ignorance, she came back on to tell me he refused to talk to me. When I called her a name, she hung up. I called back immediately but she must have known it was me and didn't answer.
I stood there by the oval mahogany table in my designer kitchen, tapping my fingers on the Italian marble countertops and staring at the stainless steel appliances surrounding me. I went to the double wide stainless steel doors of the professional grade refrigerator and got a beer. Imported of course. I never drank domestic beer. As I popped the top, I felt a chill run down my back. Could Joe have found out about Walt? Could he know that I had been unfaithful?
Of course not. He never said anything before yesterday and he was in Tuscaloosa yesterday evening while I was with Walt. No one saw me. No one could have known. My backyard was private, not visible to anyone except from the house. And I didn't even know Walt's last name, let alone where he lived. Joe couldn't know anything about that. So, what was wrong? Why hadn't Joe called? I was going crazy.



I decided to take the Jag and drive down to Joe's office. I was going to go up there and demand to see him. He would have to talk to me then. I wasn't going to let this go. Something was wrong and I was going to find out what it was. Damned if some little tart of a secretary was going to stop me! She had better stay out of my way!
Forty five minutes later, I pulled into the parking lot of Adiadas Electronics, got out of my car and walked straight into the lobby. I walked up to the receptionist and demanded to talk to Joe Powers. She looked at me like I was something unpleasant and spoke into her mouthpiece. She listened, nodded to herself and asked me politely to wait. Someone would be down very soon. I didn't like it, but I had no choice: there was no way into the building except through locked doors or a swipe card. I had no card.
Good to her word, a man came out of one of the doors, looked around and spotted me standing there, my arms crossed and my foot tapping. He walked over to me, stuck out a hand and introduced himself as Steve Wade. I ignored his hand and immediately asked him where Joe was.
"I'm his wife and I demand to know where he is and why I can't talk to him. He always calls me at four and before he goes to bed. He didn't call yesterday at all and he didn't call today. I know something's wrong and I want answers!"
"I'm sorry Mrs. Powers. Mr. Powers is in his office but he instructed me to tell you he has no desire to talk to you or to see you. I'm Security so I'm asking you to leave right away. Otherwise, I'll have to call the police. Please don't make me do that."
I was stunned! He wouldn't see me or talk to me! I was to leave right away! What the hell was going on? Why wouldn't he at least talk to me? What was happening? I wasn't even aware when the man turned me toward the door and with a small push to my back, made me leave the lobby. When I finally realized where I was, I was standing outside the door, which was now locked.
I must have sat in the parking lot for an hour or more, just tying to make sense of what had happened. I had little choice but to think that Joe had found out about Walt somehow. If that was the case, I had to talk to him, make him listen to me. Walt was a mistake; he was no one! Joe was always gone and I missed him like crazy. I loved him and I needed him and he had to forgive me! He had to see that! He had to! I decided to pull out of the lot but not go far. I would wait until I saw him leave the lot and then I would follow him. I could find out where he was staying and make him talk to me.
It was after seven when I saw his car. I started my own and waited until he pulled out into traffic and then I followed. I stayed back, watching his car as it wended its way through the traffic heading for I-459, the beltway. I had no idea where he was going so I kept him in sight. He finally exited onto I-65 heading south. I followed him to another exit and then to a single lane road. He finally pulled off and into the parking lot of what seemed to be a rather nice apartment building. He got out of his car, walked into the lobby, allowing me time to get out and run up to the window of the lobby. I watched as he opened a mailbox and then walked to the elevator. I waited until the elevator doors closed than went in and looked at the box. It was for apartment 3B.
I considered what to do next then decided to go up now. What did I have to lose? I walked up the three flights and entered the hallway of the third floor. I went over to 3B and stood there, frightened now that I was actually there. I swallowed my fear, knocked on the door and stood there, my chin up and my courage failing me. I waited.
It was almost two minutes, the longest minutes of my life, before he opened the door. I knew that he knew it was me and he kept me waiting but I wasn't going to leave. He would have to force me out of the building. He just looked at me, then stepped aside, letting me enter. I walked past him into the room, looking around with some interest. This was where he chose to be, rather than come home to me.
"Well Jackie, what is it that you want from me? It would seem you have all you want now. A house, a car, all the clothes and shoes you could ever wear, the pool, the Jacuzzi and now, a lover. What more could you possibly ask for?"
There was a coldness in his voice I had never heard. Was it too late? How much did he know? If he just knew about the one time, I had a chance. At least I hoped so. I had to try.
"I don't have a lover. I want you, not anyone else. I love you Joe; you must know that. I love you but sometimes I get so lonely for you. I don't know what you think, but I made a mistake. Just the one time. I'm sorry and it'll never happen again. You have to know that. You have to forgive me Joe! You have to!"
Now I broke down and cried. I had been holding onto it for what seemed like days but was only a few hours. I cried because for the first time I felt the possibility of my world crashing down around me: not the things I was surrounded with but that I could lose the only man I had ever loved. The way Joe looked at me and spoke to me was enough to break my heart.
"I stood there in the kitchen of my home last night and watched you Jackie. I watched the two of you, naked in the pool. I watched him pull you out of the pool. I watched you mount him and ride him with your face contorted in lust and your body moving in a frenzy. I've never seen you like that. You've never been like that with me. What you gave him is what most men want from their wives. It's what I would have loved from you. But you gave it to him!"
"That wasn't love! That was sex! And if that's what you want, I'll give it to you. But what I love about you is that you make love to me Joe. He didn't make love. He just fucked me! No love, no affection, nothing but lust. Is that all you want from me? I'll give you lust, but I'll always want the love.
"I made a mistake Joe. A terrible mistake and I regret it with all my heart. I knew better but I missed you so and I was so lonely. When Evelyn talked me into going to the bar with her, I knew better. That's where I met him. He came last night with Evelyn. I had no idea they were coming over but when they did show up, you had just called to tell me you were going to be gone again and I just wanted to not be alone. What I did was a mistake. It just happened and I'm so sorry."
"No, what happened is that you betrayed me with someone else. You gave yourself to another man and did things with him you never did with me. What I saw on your face that night was something I've never made you feel. You never screamed like that for me so there was something he gave you that I never did. I can't compete with that. When I saw how you were with him, I can't forgive that."
He stood up, reached down to pull me to my feet and led me to the door. He said nothing more and I had nothing to say. I was stunned at the way he felt. It was so final, so definite. I needed time to think. I let him lead me to the door and when he opened it and urged me to go, I did.
"I'm so sorry Joe. I wish you'd come home and try to let me make it up to you. I know you love me and I love you. I'll never stop loving you. Please Joe. Give me a second chance. Please. You'll never be sorry."
"Goodnight Jackie." With that he shut the door.
I drove home, spent several hours thinking of things I could do and things I could say when he came home. I knew he would finally come home to me. He loved me, I was positive of that. And I loved him. I would be positive and patient. He would be back! He would! I had to believe.
I spoke to Evelyn, told her what happened and that I would rather she not come over any more. She cried, she yelled, but she finally agreed to leave me alone for the time being. I cleaned the house, I cleaned the pool, I did everything I could think to do to make our home shine for him when he finally forgave me and came home. I called every day at four, just like we always did. I called just before I closed my eyes at night, just like always. I did everything just as I always had but it was different now: Joe didn't answer.
Five days after he left me, the doorbell rang. Joe! My heart started to pound and my pulse leapt. He was home! I opened it, expecting to find Joe standing there with a smile and forgiveness in his eyes. What I got was a man dressed in a cheap suit, holding an envelope. He asked me my name and when I told him, he handed me the envelope. I barely heard him as he spoke.
"Mrs. Powers, you are hereby served." With that he walked away, leaving me standing there. I looked at the envelope, opened the flap and pulled out the sheaf of papers inside. I read the first line.
'This is a notice of intent to terminate the marriage of . . . . .' My knees buckled and I fell to the floor, the envelope slipping from my hands. The tears came again, this time unchecked with the loss of hope. I bowed my head and let them flow. I had it all but it wasn't enough for me and now I'm paying the price for my selfishness.
Consequences are a bitch!
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Jealousy can make people do terrible things and the cost can be very high. This is one such case.
Edited with comments by LadyCibelle
I looked at myself in the mirror, rubbed a little blush into my cheeks and took a brush to my hair for one last touch. I sighed, backed away and put on the short black dress I bought this week. It was perfect, not too short and not too long. I still had good legs and I loved to show them off. Bill always made comments about them and I guess he convinced me how good they were. I slipped on my heels, snapped the back straps and stood up. A touch of perfume, a last touch of the dark red lipstick and I was ready.
"Ok Wendy, are you ready for this? You still look good girl."I was talking to my reflection in the mirror, trying to convince myself that I was ready for this. I'd been on a few dates and I had to admit that they were pretty much disasters. Maybe this one would be better.
I walked down the stairs and into the family room where Jase and Jenny were playing. They were my twelve year old twins and the love of my life. I adored these two, and I let them know that as often as I could. I stood there, watching them play their new video game, the one their father bought them just last week. Rachael Maier, our next door neighbor who was watching them tonight while I was out, was already there and absorbed in the game as well. She was older, almost eighteen, and had been our babysitter for the past four years.
"OK kids. I'm ready to go. Now can you be sure to finish your homework before you go to bed? Jase, you have that test in math tomorrow and Jenny, you have an English quiz coming up."
They turned to look at me and, as usual, I saw the disapproval on Jase's face. I didn't want to start so I turned to Rachael and said, "Be sure you check their work to be sure it's done, OK?"
"No problem Mrs. Stridell. They always do their homework for me. Don't you, guys?"
Jase turned away, not answering. I knew he was angry at me but I couldn't give in to him. Jenny smiled and told me how nice I looked. She wasn't pleased with me either but she was never as obvious as Jase. The three of them turned back to the game so I walked out and into the hall. I got my jacket and laid it over the banister, ready when James came to pick me up.
I walked into the kitchen and sat down at the table, less then anxious to go out tonight but I had to get myself back into the dating game. It was really hard and so different now. It had been almost fifteen years since I had gone out on a date. After all, I had been married for thirteen of those years and dating my ex-husband for the two before that. My divorce was final six months ago and this was only the third time I had accepted a date. Tonight was with James Conklin, a co-worker of mine at the bank where I worked as a teller and a reasonably good-looking guy. He had been asking me out for over a month and I finally accepted. I liked him, but that was all. He was just a friend as far as I was concerned but I knew he wanted more. I told myself for the tenth time that maybe this was a bad idea.
Maybe if things had been different, I would be engaged and probably married by now to Brad Eisley. Brad and Bill worked together and used to be friends. They both worked for Lever, Kline and Patron, Inc., a company that specialized in handling corporate takeovers and consolidations. They were investigators who delved into corporate finances and determined what obligations and debts they had and the value of their assets. It wasn't until later that I learned they were always in competition for the top spot in the company. Bill had the edge, or so most of his contemporaries said. Brad was good but not as good as Bill.
In spite of their competition, Brad was at our house often for parties, barbecues and the like. I knew Bill didn't like him all that much but I had no such problems with Brad. I knew he was single, with an ex-wife who he never spoke of and no children of his own. He was friendly, always ready to lend me a hand and always complimented me on my appearance, the way I threw a party, just very observant. Bill did confront me after one particular party where Brad spent the entire evening standing next to me. I was surprised at Bill's attitude and when he suggested Brad was after something that didn't belong to him, I got angry and defended him. We didn't talk for days after that one.
Brad had been our friend for almost three years before it all blew up. That's when I found out how good a friend he was. After all, he was the one that had my best interests at heart and the one that made me aware of my husbands philandering. He was there for me when he brought those pictures of Bill and that blonde bitch he was having the affair with. I didn't know her name; I never bothered to find out. Brad had pictures and dates and the whole affair documented. He produced a Private Investigator's report which he paid for out of his own pocket. The whole thing was there in black and white. He admitted he did it because he had always been fond of me and was so upset when he found out about Bill that he didn't want me to be hurt any worse than I would be if it went on longer.
When I confronted Bill, he blew his stack and screamed at me. He wanted to know who gave me those pictures and that report but I wouldn't tell him. There was no reason to point to Brad; it would only make him more defensive. He denied the whole thing, telling me he had never been unfaithful to me or our marriage, but he couldn't answer the questions I had for him. I asked him why, who she was, when he did it and why he chose to cheat on me. He wouldn't answer me, saying none of it was true. When I showed him the pictures, he took them, glared at them with anger and threw them on the floor, telling me that none of that ever happened. I had the proof and he still denied it!
I got so angry at him that when Brad convinced me to take out a restraining order on him and make him move out of the house, I did. Bill was very hurt and angry when the police served it on him. He continued to deny everything right up until the time I filed for divorce. He vowed to fight it every step of the way but I enforced the restraining order to keep him away from me and out of the house and I got a good attorney. She was the best at divorce and she said we had an open and shut case.
The only thing I wouldn't do was refuse to let Bill see the twins. After all, he was their father and they wouldn't understand why I wanted to make him stay away. They complained when he didn't come home but I tried to explain that he couldn't live there any more. They took it hard but I told them he would see them as often as he could. I let him know through my lawyer that I wanted him to spend time with them and he agreed. I just wanted notice so I could be gone when he came to pick them up.
During this time, Brad was always available to go places with me, to help me with my filings and meetings with the attorney, pick up and drop off the twins when I couldn't. He was by my side through it all. I was becoming quite fond of him and I knew he returned the feelings. We did go out a couple of times but we just parted at the door. That was until the court ruled on the divorce and our separation became official. The next time Brad and I went out, I asked him to stay. The twins were with Bill for the weekend and Brad slept over Saturday night.
We made love that first night and I have to admit it wasn't all that good. I think it was because I was still married at the time and I was nervous and a little guilty. After all, I hadn't been with any man other than my husband for almost fifteen years. Long before we were married and then all during our marriage. One of the things I didn't like was that Brad was very demanding. I just wanted to cuddle and make gentle love but he was insistent. He wanted me to suck him, something I did for Bill but only because he enjoyed it: I certainly didn't. And Brad wanted to do things like anal which I just refused to do.
But, I was fond of Brad and felt it would be get better as we got to know each other. After that, it did improve but it never was as good as it was with Bill. And Brad was always frustrated with me because of my reluctance to do those things he wanted. But it became a pattern: Bill took the kids on alternate weekends and Brad would sleep over. That continued until one Sunday morning Bill came back with the twins to grab an extra pair of shoes for a trip he planned.
Bill stayed outside as the twins came running up the stairs to get their things. I heard them and came out of my bedroom to ask what they were doing. As I spoke with them, Brad came out of the room wearing his robe and the twins saw him. I saw the shock and anger on Jase's face and the tear that started in Jennie's eyes. I was about to say something when Jase ran down the stairs, his sister following. They went out the door, slamming it behind them. I had no choice but to let them go.
When Bill brought the twins home that Sunday night, he came in with them, something he hadn't done since I filed the restraining order. He waited until the twins ran upstairs and then looked at me with the coldest, angriest look I had ever seen on his face.
"I don't want that son of a bitch in this house again until we are divorced! I had two frightened and devastated kids on my hands this weekend because they saw that bastard in your bedroom. Have you no shame? Don't you know what it says to our children that you are fucking another man while you are still married to me? You accused me of doing the same thing, even though I was innocent but I think now that I understand: you were cheating on me with Brad for some time and made up that shit about me just so you could divorce me.
"Well, that was bullshit, and you know it, but this will stop right now or I will go to the court and ask for full custody on the basis of your slutty behavior. Make your choice now, you tramp!"
With that, he turned and walked quickly out the door, slamming it behind him. I stood there in total shock. What the hell was he talking about? Making it up? Me, cheating with Brad as a reason for filing for divorce? He was crazy! Disturbed at the threat of losing me and his kids! Of course, that was what it was! Now I understood. But he was too angry to push now. I had to cool it with Brad, at least in my home. We could meet at his place, or go to a motel. I could do that. Actually, I could even do without Brad until after the divorce. He was the one that enjoyed the sex, more so than I did.
As I said, things would have been so much simpler if Brad had lived. But just three days before my divorce was final, Brad was killed in a traffic accident. The cops told me it was a two vehicle crash, meaning Brad was in his car and there was one other car involved but that driver was never found. The cops say he was probably struck by the other car or truck, lost control, skidded off the road and into a tree. He was killed instantly, or so they said. I wondered later why he had been on that road at that time. He was supposed to be with me, to help me in my time of sorrow over my upcoming divorce. He promised me he would be there, so why was he somewhere else?
I was very sad when they notified me of his death. Sad, but strangely, that was all. I wasn't sure why they contacted me but apparently he had something in his car that mentioned me. I was very fond of Brad and I thought we might have had a future together, but I was surprised by my ability to get over him so quickly. Maybe he was just a good friend when I needed one and nothing more? Now, I'll never know for sure.
The divorce was very hard on me; the funeral was scheduled for the same day as my divorce, and Brad had planned on being there with me. Now, I had no choice but to go to the funeral alone. I was surprised at the lack of people there. I was one of only a very few and most of them people I had never met. It was a simple and quick affair. A few words and then it was over.
Since I knew no one there, I left immediately and went on to the divorce. Bill was there with his attorney and he was sitting across from me, looking at the wall behind me. I could see he was still angry and I was still surprised. After what he did, why would he be angry at me? It made no sense. But he chose to agree to the divorce when Brad threatened to post some of the pictures on the internet for the world to see. Brad told me Bill agreed rather than have those pictures out. Bill never told me anything about that meeting so I had only Brad's word.
As I took my seat, Bill finally looked at me. I was shocked at the look in his eyes. They were as cold and angry as I had ever seen. I wanted to say something to him; something that would make him see that this was all his fault, but I couldn't think of anything more to say other than what I said to him when I confronted him. He refused to admit his guilt then so now would be no different. I shook my head and looked away, not feeling comfortable with that look.
Bill continued to stare at me until he said very quietly, "Are you still convinced I cheated on you? You believe I could do something like that to you and my kids? I will say it one more time: I never cheated on you. Never!"
I looked into those eyes that were so cold and answered him the only way I could. "I have the proof and you still won't admit it! So long as you chose to lie to me and not admit what you did, we have no marriage."
I had been very sure of myself when Brad was there to support me but seeing the look in his eyes and the sound of his voice, my confidence was shaken. What if. . . . . .?
"Then we have no marriage!" Bill looked away and the anger on his face was so intense it scared me. But I was safe here in this room. Actually, if truth be told, I knew I was safe anyway. Bill would never hit me. The man he was couldn't do that.
The meeting went very quickly and the attorneys gave us the final paperwork to sign. I was to keep the house, half of all assets, child support from Bill in the amount of $500 per month, and alimony of $50 per month. Since I was working and made sufficient money to support myself, the alimony amount was a compromise: Bill wanted to refuse to pay anything to me, claiming that I had created a false set of documents to force the divorce. He claimed that Brad and I were lovers and working in collusion to blame him for an affair that never happened. The judge denied his suit when she read the private investigator's report and viewed some of the pictures.
I have to admit that I still don't understand Bill's claim that Brad and I were lovers. I never even dated Brad until after I filed for divorce and I only slept with him once our separation was official and our marriage had been ruled over. That happened afterBill's suit had been denied. So where he came up with those accusations was beyond me. Not like my claim, based on real evidence. I know Bill still believes what he said in that counter suit. I never tried to correct him. It would have been a waste of time.
I was interrupted by the doorbell. I got up, walked into the foyer to see that Rachael had already opened the door. James was standing inside, dressed very nicely in a dark suit and a beautiful blue striped tie. He was a nice looking man, and always made a nice impression. My twins had not come out of the room, as usual. They disapproved of my dating. They always asked why daddy wasn't the one I was going out with. I always answered the same way: Daddy and I are divorced and no longer together. They never accepted it.
"OK, goodnight kids! I won't be late! Be good and do your homework!" I grabbed my jacket, handed it to James to assist me and shrugged into it. I went out to his car, James following.
James took me to dinner at a very nice restaurant, where we ate and talked about our lives. James was divorced like me and he had a daughter at home that he adored. He visited her as often as he could. I looked at pictures of him and her and one of all three of them. His wife was a very beautiful woman. I asked him what the cause of the divorce was in his case and he said he didn't want to talk about it so I never mentioned it again.
After dinner we went to a small lounge where there was dancing and music and plenty of drinks. I loved dancing and enjoyed James's ability. He was a wonderful dancer, but I noticed that after a few drinks and some slow dances, he was trying to pull me against his obvious erection. I resisted until he finally stopped.
"What's the problem Wendy? I know you've been without Bill for quite a while now, and you must want the same thing I want. So, why not? We're both divorced, lonely, and need some real loving. I won't disappoint you."
With that James ran his hand down my back and over the rise of my buttocks. He pulled my body tight against him trying to arouse me. I stepped on his toe, making him back off and then moved away and back to our table. I was angry, embarrassed and frustrated. I enjoyed the feel of him against me but it was not the same. Bill used to do the same thing when we danced, but he was smoother and more playful about it. He knew I loved dancing and wouldn't even suggest anything like that until we were ready to go home. What was wrong with James?
James followed me back to the table, looking angry as well. "What the hell was that all about? I was just trying to let you know that I find you very attractive and I would love to make love to you. Isn't that what you want too?"
"No! This was supposed to be a friendly date, nothing more. I never gave you any other impression. I never told you, or even suggested to you that I wanted sex! Damn you! I want to go home. Now!"
James argued, tried to convince me he would behave but I just wanted to go home. Damn it all anyway! Why did I end up comparing guys to Bill? I always did it and I never intended to, but they just weren't the same as him. He did everything right! He always knew what I wanted and what would make me happy.
As James drove me home, silent in his frustration, I continued to think of what was wrong. I knew what it was and that made it even worse. I still loved my husband Bill regardless of what he did to me and our children. He was perfect in so many ways for me. He knew me, he took care of me and he always knew how to make me happy. Why did he do it? Why did he cheat on me with that woman? I didn't even know her name or where she came from. Brad knew, he took care of all of the details during the divorce. He gave the lawyer all the information and Bill continued to deny it over and over. He even begged me to listen to him, to believe him when he denied it. But I saw those pictures! The ones that broke my heart. I saw him on top of her, taking her from behind as I loved. I saw her giving him oral and him returning the favor. I would never let him do that for me even though he said he would be glad to. He even said he would probably enjoy it but I couldn't get over the fear he would be repulsed. Early teaching from mom I guess.
As James pulled into the driveway, I opened the door telling him there was no need to walk me to the door. I was still angry and frustrated and I wanted nothing more than to get into the house. I was so intent, I didn't even notice Bill's car in the driveway. I guess after thirteen years of something it just fit and didn't even alert me. I walked rapidly up the walk and opened the front door, letting myself in. James had already backed out and I heard the angry sound of his tires as he drove away.
I took off my coat, hung it in the hall closet and walked into the family room where I expected to see my twins and Rachael playing as usual. What I found was Bill, with both kids wrapped around him as they played on the floor. Rachael was sitting on the couch laughing out loud as they tried to get the game controller from him. I was struck by the joy on their faces and their happy laughter, matched by the smile on his, and I couldn't help but smile as I watched them, unable to move or speak, overcome with the pleasure it gave me.



As Bill rolled away, the controller held high, he saw me standing there in the doorway. His smile disappeared like a light switch had been flipped off. He stopped immediately and got up from the floor, telling the kids that the game was over. They didn't stop right away, not knowing I was there. Bill grabbed both of them by the shoulder and turned them so they could see me standing there. I was still grinning at them but I suddenly noticed that I was the only one still smiling. All the joy and laughter was gone, the silence following the laughter, deafening.
Suddenly I felt it all come crashing down on me. The pain, the lack of joy in our house with Bill gone, the sadness I felt every night when I went to bed alone. All of it came crashing down, almost driving me to my knees. I was just standing there, not able to say anything when Bill spoke.
"OK kids. It's time for me to go. I'll pick you up right at ten tomorrow morning. Be ready, OK?" With that, he spoke to Rachael and then walked past me and out the door without a word. I watched him go with mixed emotions. He wasn't supposed to be here without notifying me, but then I realized I had told him I would be out this evening. He probably didn't expect to find me home so early.
"Thanks a lot mom! You weren't supposed to be here this early. Dad and us were having a lot of fun together until you ruined it. Thanks a lot!" That was from Jase as he angrily picked up the controller and turned the game off. He said goodnight to Rachael and then, followed by Jenny, walked out and up the stairs to their rooms.
"I'm sorry Mrs. Stridell. Mr. Stridell called to ask if you had gone out and when I told him you had left, he came over to play with the twins. It was OK wasn't it? You just told me he wasn't supposed to be here when you were. I'm sorry if I did something wrong. I didn't mean too." Rachael was concerned, her appearance looking as if she was afraid she had messed up.
"No, no Rachel. You did nothing wrong. And you're right: he isn't supposed to be here when I am but you couldn't know I was coming home so early, and neither could he. So, it's alright. It's fine. You can go home now."
I paid her and walked her to the door. "Thanks Rachael. I'll call when I need you again. Goodnight."
I stood there in the hallway of my home, alone as it seemed I was more and more. My children were angry with me, my babysitter was afraid she had done something wrong and my ex-husband had walked out without a word to me. The joy and the laughter I saw when I first came in was missing from our home now and had been since I confronted Bill with his infidelity. But what bothered me the most was that while he was the one that created the problem, I was the one paying the price. And it was a steep price to pay.
I slowly walked up the stairs to my empty bed and stripped out of my new dress. I washed my face of the makeup I had applied so carefully and let my hair down, the elaborate hairdo I began the evening with forgotten. All of that care for what? A date with a man who wanted nothing more than to get into my panties for some satisfaction? For him, of course, not for me! I sighed, turned out the light and pulled the covers over me. The last thoughts I had before I fell asleep were about the laughter I saw earlier.
I was sitting at the kitchen table the next morning, a Saturday, when the doorbell rang and the kids went to get it. It was Bill, coming to pick up the kids. As usual, he would wait outside for them to get their bags for the weekend stay-over. I normally remained in the kitchen during this transition but today, I felt the urge to see Bill. I wanted to see him relaxed and ready for two days with our twins. Without thinking of the consequences, I rose and walked into the foyer. I went to the door, opened the storm door and saw him sitting on the steps. I spoke as he turned.
"Good morning Bill. How have you been?"
He said nothing, just looked up at me. I was surprised at how well he looked. Unlike me, the divorce hadn't seemed to bother him much. But then he was probably screwing his little slut regularly and it seemed to be good for him.
He stood then, turned around and looked away. "I've been doing OK. Work's good, business is up. So things are good. You?"
"I'm OK too, I guess. I'm sorry about last night. I should have called to let Rachael know I was coming home early. It wasn't your fault. Or Rachael's."
"Yeah, OK. I was just spending a little time with the kids since I was at loose ends. I'll be more careful in the future."
"Please Bill. It wasn't a problem. You don't have to do anything different. It was my mistake. The date first, and then not calling."
As I was about to explain about the date, the twins came running out the door and grabbing their dad, ran to the car. Bill went with them as if my words were unimportant. As I watched them together, I realized that they probably were. They turned to wave goodbye as I watched them get in. They seemed so happy with him, more so than with me. I didn't seem to be able to get them to have fun any more. I wish I knew why.
I went back in, dreading the weekend without my kids. They were my only salvation now. Where I used to love the weekends, Bill and I sleeping late and listening to the kids downstairs on their Playstation or watching cartoons, or just having fun, now it was just me. If they weren't with Bill for his weekend, they were gone to practice for something or other. This weekend was typical: with Bill gone, Brad gone and now Jase and Jenny with their dad, it was just me, the day promising to be very empty. I spent the remainder of that day reflecting on my life. I was alone now, only my kids to keep me company. I worked at a job I didn't particularly like; I slept alone; I only dated occasionally since most of the guys I met were usually married or not candidates for other than one night stands.
I managed to survive the two days and on Sunday, fixed a small dinner, knowing the kids would be home but that Bill would probably feed them before coming back. He usually did that, taking the time to talk to them and make plans for the next weekend they would spend together. They always came home filled with plans and excited about the next time with their dad. I admit to being jealous.
When the kids came home, they talked a little about their weekend but didn't give me any details. More and more, they seemed to consider their time with Bill as their time, not mine. I seemed to find myself more and more closed off from them. I made sure they were ready for school the following day and sent them off to bed. Bored, I soon followed and laid out my clothes for tomorrow, ready for my job.
I worked at the bank until 2:30, five days a week with Saturday and Sunday off, and I had just gotten home that Monday when I heard the phone ringing. I used my key to open the door and rushing in, I dropped my stuff, ran into the kitchen to grab the phone before the caller hung up.
"Hello? This is Wendy."
"Is this Mrs. Stridell? Mrs. William Stridell?"I didn't recognize the voice at all.
"I'm Wendy Stridell. I'm divorced now so it's no longer Mrs. William Stridell. Can I help you?"
"Yeah, maybe you can. Look, this is Harold Pierce, down at Capitol Investigations. Bradley hired me to make up that report? You know, the one that you used to dump your old man? Looks like it worked OK since you're split now."
"I'm sorry but I don't know much about you or the report: only what Brad told me. Why are you calling me?"
"Look lady, it's too bad he had to bite the dust but Brad still owed me a grand for making up that shit. Doctoring those pictures alone cost me a couple hundred bucks. Now that you're out from under that creep of a husband of yours, someone has to pay me the grand. Since he croaked, you're the only one left."
"I don't know what you're talking about. Brad said he paid for that report out of his own pocket. And what do you mean, 'doctoring those pictures'? Why did you have to do anything to them?"
"Don't be funny with me lady. That report was bogus and you know it. Those pictures were PhotoShopped by one of my guys so don't give me any of that crap. I want my grand or the DA will hear about your scam from an anonymous source. I'm covered so nothing comes back to me. But you? That's a different story. You wanted to dump that cheap SOB and get half of his money, so you had your lover hire me. I have his words on tape, telling me that the two of you planned this. So, I'll stop by tomorrow around noon for the grand. Have it waiting if you know what's good for you."
He disconnected and I sat there, the phone still against my ear as the dial tone hummed. I was stunned! The report was bogus? The pictures were not real? It was all a scam and Brad was the one that did it all! He conned me all right! He made up that whole thing about Bill having an affair and got a sleazy PI to make up a false report, complete with pictures to convince me! And the worst part was that Ifellfor it, hook, line and sinker! I turned on my husband and refused to even consider that he was telling me the truth.
I put down the phone and sat there, my head spinning, my stomach clenching in severe pain, my face flushed. I was feeling sick to my stomach and almost didn't make it to the bathroom before everything I had came up, scalding my throat and mouth as it spewed out. I know I screamed in agony as the truth came crashing down on me. All I could say was "NO!" over and over and over.
I tried to get up, away from the commode but when I stood, my stomach clenched again, the pain forcing me to my knees just in time for another round of heaves, mostly dry since the contents of my stomach were already in the bowl. I bent over, the cramps not letting go, my face drenched with sweat and my fists clenched in agony as I tried to bring up whatever was left. Each time I tried to get up, to wash my mouth of the sick taste, it hit me all over again.
My kids found me there on the floor of the bathroom when they came home from school. I had been there for the past two hours, alternately seized by dry heaves and washing my face, then crying until the next spasm took control. My stomach was empty now and the only thing left were the painful cramps that wouldn't stop. I felt like I wanted to die and hoped that I would. They did the only thing they could think of when they called Bill and told him I was very sick. I wanted to die now for sure.
With Jase's help, I got up and half walked, half crawled up the stairs to the bedroom. I wanted to just lie down on the bed and let sleep claim me but Jase got a wet washcloth and bathed my pale, ashen face. He looked so worried and that made me try to take some control of myself. I couldn't let my child suffer for my sins. I had to ease his mind.
"Thanks Jase. I'll be OK now. Please, go call your dad and tell him not to come. I don't want to see him now. Please, Jase. Please. Go!"
"But mom; you're sick! You need someone to help you and Jenny and I don't know what to do. Dad will know. He'll take care of you."
"No Jase! Listen to me now! I don't want your dad here! Do you hear me!Not your dad! Now, do as I told you! Call him! Tell him not to come. No! Wait! Better yet, let him come and then you and your sister go with him and stay there until I call you. Now! Go!"
I got myself up, pushed my son out the door in spite of his yelling, and locked it behind him. I couldn't stand the thought of facing any of them right now, maybe never again. I was humiliated and the emotional pain was so intense I was making myself physically sick. I couldn't let Bill or my kids see that. I couldn't!
I sank down on the bed, my stomach quiet for the moment. I wiped the back of my hand across my mouth, tasting the sour bite of vomit. I bowed my head, let the tears come and I cried. I couldn't stop myself. What I had done to my family by believing Brad's story of Bill's infidelity was clear. Now I knew it for what it was: a fabrication built up with fake pictures and a fake report about some woman who didn't even exist. And I swallowed it: all of it! In spite of living with my husband for almost fifteen years, I never even thought to question the story Brad brought me. And the warning Bill gave me about Brad so long ago; I just ignored that as well. I bought everything he told me, at the cost of my marriage and my family.
As I sat there, I heard the sound of voices coming from downstairs. I waited, praying that they would all go and leave me here alone. I couldn't stand to face anyone tonight. I definitely couldn't face Bill. But then, Bill never wanted to look at me now anyway. He hadn't for some time. And now, knowing what I did, I couldn't blame him. He must hate me and I now knew why he always looked at me with those accusing eyes.
Pounding on the door: "Wendy, let me in! Open the door Wendy! Wendy!" It was Bill, trying to get me to open the door. I couldn't! I just couldn't do that! I had to make him go away!
"I'm fine Bill. Just take the kids and go. You can keep them for a few days. I'll call you tomorrow. Please Bill, just go away!"
"Wendy? Jase said you were sick. He and Jenny said you were very sick. Let me in Wendy. You're scaring the kids now. Please, let me in."
I couldn't do that to my kids! I had to do something! I sat up, wiped my face with the wet washcloth Jase had given me and walked slowly to the door. If I could just make it through the next few minutes, Bill would take the twins and go. I would be alone.
"Fine! Just a minute!" I squared my shoulders, took a deep breath, brushed my hair back from my face and opened the door. "Ok Bill. Are you satisfied now? I'm fine! Now, please, just take Jase and Jenny and go back to your place for a couple of days. I'll be fine if you just give me a couple of days. Please?"
Bill stood there staring at me as if I was a complete stranger. I held his eyes for a few seconds before looking away, trying to find my children. They were standing at the bottom of the stairs, looking very small and frightened. I couldn't stand that so I walked out of the room and over to the top of the stairs.
"Honest kids, I'm fine. I must have a bug or something and I just don't want you two to catch it from me. So, if you stay with your dad, you should be safe. I can take care of myself. So, are we OK?"
I waited until I saw them nod, then turned back to Bill and said very softly, "Please Bill. Just take them and go! I have to be alone right now. If you ever cared for me, please, just do this for me. Please, Bill"
Bill looked at me and reached out to take my hand in his. "Wendy, you are in some kind of trouble. Let me help. You are still the mother of my children. Let me help you for them, if not for yourself."
I looked into his eyes, saw that small kernel of concern, and that was all I could stand. I began to cry as I ran into the bedroom, slamming the door shut behind me. I twisted the pathetic lock and stood there, my back pressed against the door as if to block him from coming in. I waited but he didn't make further attempts. He walked away, I heard voices again and then the door close when they left. I stayed as I was until I heard the car pull out and, opening the door slowly, I listened to the silence. They were gone!
That night was hell for me as I finally understood everything. I spent the next several days at work, doing the mindless job that I was beginning to hate, then returning home to sit and stare at the wall, trying to understand how I had been so gullible, so willing to believe something so horrible about the only man I had ever loved. And yes, now that I was forced to see the truth, I realized that I had loved him all along. That's why the sex with Brad never really felt good, why my sadness over his death had passed so quickly, why the dates with men I thought were fine always left me with an empty feeling. That's why James left in a huff on our date: I was comparing him to Bill and he wasn't Bill. None of them were, even Brad. Why hadn't I understood that before now?
I paid the man his thousand dollars on Tuesday and asked him for the truth. He told me what Brad had requested of him, that the girl was just some hooker they picked up off the street, the backgrounds lifted from the internet. And the report was just a complete fabrication, using dates and places supplied by Brad. He had a photographer take some pictures of Bill without his knowledge and used his face with the pictures of another man with the hooker. Since Brad knew Bill's schedule, he was the perfect one to set it up. And he did it all just to take me away from Bill; to best Bill at something, because of his jealousy. He knew Bill was to be promoted very soon and he would end up working for him so he wanted to take me away first. And he succeeded. I let him make a fool out of me and cheat Bill out of my love. And if he hadn't died in that freak car accident, I never would have known!
It was Thursday before I called Bill to tell him he could bring the children home but I requested that he stop and see me beforehand. I told him I had something I wanted to talk to him about and that the children couldn't be a part of. He was curious but all I would say was that it would be something he needed to know. He agreed finally but reluctantly.
I had debated about what I should do and I knew one thing. I had to tell Bill the truth about everything. He had to know that I believed him and that I knew he had never cheated on me. It was important for me to let him know that I had regained my trust in him and recognized the decency that made him the man he was. While I couldn't take those things away from him, I could let him know that I now realized I should never have doubted him. He deserved that from me at least.
Friday Bill called and asked if we could meet at home that evening. He said we could talk, I could say what I wanted and then we could decide if the kids should stay with him over the weekend. He was very quiet, not the least bit rude or abrupt as he normally was when he called. I appreciated that small token and agreed to meet him. He said he would bring takeout, something we used to do quite often. I thanked him and hung up, determined but frightened of what I was about to do. I finished my shift at the bank and left for home and my coming humiliation.
Bill arrived right at six, the time we had agreed to. He had a pizza and some diet Pepsis that he sat on the kitchen table. I got the napkins and a couple of glasses and set two places; very domestic and very family oriented. The hypocrisy was not lost on me: this artificial domesticity and my intended confession of unmitigated deceit and betrayal. I almost lost my courage but I steeled myself and indicated to Bill that he should sit.
I set the pizza on our plates, opened and poured the Pepsi. After that, I sat back and looked at Bill.
"I have something very difficult to say to you and I need a promise from you that you will listen until I'm finished. If you try to interrupt, or to ask questions before I'm done, I won't be able to get through this. This is important Bill, so you have to promise me."
Bill looked at me, and I guess the pain on my face convinced him that I needed to do this. He finally nodded, and gestured for me to begin. I swallowed, said a quick prayer for help and began.
"First, I want to apologize to you for not believing in you when you tried to tell me you would never do the things I accused you of. That was my biggest sin, and one I will regret until the day I die. All you asked of me was faith and trust, and I gave you neither."
Bill started to say something and I quickly raised my hand. "Please, Bill, you promised."
He subsided and I continued. "Before filing for the divorce, I let Brad convince me to bar you from seeing the children and living here in the house. I now know he did that to prevent you from talking to me and trying to convince me you didn't do those things. My sin is that I listened to him and not to you.



"When Brad moved in with me, to sleep in the bed you and I shared for all those years, I was so angry that I permitted it. We spent the weekends together when you had the kids. I was humiliated and ashamed when you spoke to me that day Jase saw me with Brad and I realized what I was doing was wrong. The shame was only made worse when Brad decided to use a motel room instead, but I continued to meet him. That was when I lost the dignity that I had tried so hard to maintain when I thought you had betrayed me for another woman."
"To make it so much worse, Brad was a terrible lover and all I could do was compare him to you. For your information, and because I owe you the truth, he was awful and I never enjoyed it. Why I continued I don't understand. I guess I was lonely and felt betrayed. I think now it was only a foolish way for me to try to get some revenge."
I pushed the plate of pizza away from me, the smell almost causing my nausea to return. I had to continue this, do it once and for all. Make it through before my courage failed me.
"It was just last weekend when you had the kids that I got a phone call from Harold Pierce, the man at Capitol Investigations. You remember them: the PI report that documented your betrayal of us? The report that produced those dramatic pictures of you and that woman? The report that convinced the judge that your claims were just nonsense? Do you remember that report?"
I was almost yelling now, the pain and the anger gripping me again, just as it had when he called. My throat closed up and I could hardly speak I was so furious at the injustice of what I learned. Bill stood and reached for me but I angrily waved him back.
"No! I have to do this! I have to!" I took a deep breath, held it and then exhaled noisily. I continued.
"It was all a sham, a pack of lies! Brad paid him to create those pictures and to doctor the report and make it look authentic! Brad paid him! Brad did it all just to take me away from you! And he succeeded! He succeeded because I failed to trust you! Don't you see? It was all my fault! I destroyed our marriage by my failure to believe in you.
"The foolish man called me to ask for an additional thousand dollars that Brad owed him. Brad told him that he and I were in agreement to fake the report and the pictures. He had a tape of Brad making the request to fabricate the report and he claimed that I was aware and in agreement. It was nothing but a con that Brad used to take me away. Just a lie. It was all a damned lie and I found out because Brad was killed that day in that stupid car accident. I now thank God that he was!
"The day I learned all of this was the day the children called you because I was so sick. I was sick at heart but the pain was enough to bring me down. That's why I had you leave so quickly. I couldn't stand to face you and I couldn't stand for you to look at me, knowing I had failed you and betrayed you in my anger."
I did it! I made it all the way through. I had given Bill the truth so that he could know that I believed him now, that I knew without doubt that he had never betrayed me. But it was also true that he knew how I betrayed him. It was all over now. Bill could go on with our children knowing that he had my trust but now he knew that I had fucked Brad repeatedly while we were separated. I had betrayed my marriage vows to Bill long before our marriage was terminated. We were separated but not divorced. I had betrayed him and now I knew I didn't even have the justification of revenge!
I was exhausted, the truth and the emotional toll it demanded of me to tell Bill took more from me than I expected. I was drenched with sweat, my face pale and my hands shaking with emotion. I reached for the forgotten Pepsi to quench my parched throat.
"So, now you know it all. That Brad betrayed both of us, and that you never failed me while I did fail you. It was so easy for him and I was so ready to accept the lie. What does that say about me? I don't want to think about it. Just know that I never stopped loving you even when I was convinced that you had cheated on me. I never stopped Bill, I never stopped!"
I stood, looked at Bill who was sitting there, quiet now. He seemed to be deep in thought. I decided to take this reprieve to say,
"Please keep the twins until Sunday evening as usual. I can't see them right now. I'm sorry Bill. I'm so very, very sorry for all I put you through. I hope some day you'll be able to forgive me. Goodnight."
I turned and ran up the stairs to the bedroom where I seemed to be spending more and more of my time lately. I heard Bill call through the door that he was leaving but I didn't respond. I wanted to be by myself. It was only now that I realized that I had destroyed all the good things in my life. I had been a fool, a gullible fool to allow Brad to lead me by the nose as he did, and I deserved what I got now. I deserved nothing less!
Bill brought the twins home that Sunday evening at the proper time and I had a light dinner waiting. He came in with them; just to be sure I was OK. I smiled at him, but didn't stay to talk. I walked back into the kitchen, Bill standing there in the foyer watching me until I was out of sight. He left, calling a goodnight to the twins as he left.
Two weeks passed in which I worked very hard to get the twins to talk to me, to tell me what they were doing and how they were getting along. It seemed that it had been forever since I just talked to them and took a real interest in what they were doing. Up till then, I was feeling sorry for myself, put upon by the death of my lover, the destruction of my marriage and anything else I could feel some self pity about. Now, I was determined to make myself get back into the world of the living. My kids came first.
I was discussing something with them when they reminded me that Bill was coming to pick them up that Saturday morning. I had almost forgotten until then and the thought of Bill brought a wave of pain; pain for all I had lost. I fought it back and told them that was fine and that I would be sure they had all they needed. Jase wanted his favorite shirt clean and Jenny wanted a change of shorts for the park. I promised that both would be ready. They seemed pleased that I was taking an interest again and we talked about what they were going to do. Apparently Bill had promised them a trip to the planetarium to see a new diorama that was just being introduced. It sounded wonderful and I told them so. I envied them this time with their dad.
I had them ready, their small bags packed with their special requests and made sure they each had last minute instructions on how to behave. I knew it was not necessary as they always behaved for their father but it gave me some sense of normalcy. And they seemed to like it as they smiled and fidgeted good naturedly while assuring me they would behave.
I was pleased at the ease with which we were now getting along. It seemed that when I bared my soul to Bill and told him what I did, I regained some of my own pride and self-respect. It wasn't easy but it was very worthwhile. I felt a huge sense of relief and pleasure which seemed to be apparent to my children. At least they were responding to me now where before, there was more resentment.
I waited with them until Bill's car pulled into our driveway. I opened the door and watched them run to the car where Bill stood waiting. He got them inside, made sure they were buckled up and then, surprising me as well as the twins, he walked up the driveway toward me. I waited, wondering what he wanted to say. I had no expectations but I was curious. I felt maybe we had entered a new phase in our relationship: possible friends? But I suspected even that was too much to hope for.
"Good morning Wendy. Are you feeling better now? I know it was very hard for you, what you said to me that day. I just wanted to let you know that I realize that and to say thank you for doing it."
"I'm a lot better now. It was very hard but it was more painful to realize what I did and the harm it caused for all of us. But it's given me a great sense of peace now that you know that I know the truth."
"Thank you for that." Bill turned and started down the drive, then he stopped. I watched, curious as to what he had forgotten. Something else he wanted to say?
He turned, walked back to the bottom of the stairs and looked up at me. I waited, feeling the pleasant twinge in my stomach that I always felt when Bill looked at me that way. I could only wish it was the way he felt about me again, but that was too much to ask for. He opened his mouth once, shut it, swallowed, then spoke.
"Would you like to join us today? We're going to the planetarium and I know the twins would really like it if you came."
All I could do was sob, the tears welling up in my eyes and my throat closing with emotion. I swallowed, wiped my eyes and replied, "I would love to."
Epilogue
It's been almost a year since Bill invited me to join him and our twins for his weekends with them. It's not always that he does it, but often enough that I was beginning to hope for more. I know I don't deserve it but I can still hope that he can come to forgive me.
We spoke about it at length once and Bill was very kind to me. He understood why I was so convinced when he saw the pictures and read the report. He knew that both were fakes, but there was no way to convince me at that time since I thought they were real. And we now knew that Brad was the worst kind of predator, taking advantage of every possibility. He was driven by jealousy and envy. The problem was that while intellectually, Bill could understand my suspicions, his heart wasn't as forgiving. He said only that he was sorry I couldn't trust him more, especially when he told me that he was innocent.
I've done all I could to make him understand that even though I thought he was unfaithful to me, I never stopped loving him. I let him know that my time with Brad was not wonderful, that the sex with him was always unsatisfactory and that I continued to always compare him with Bill and that Brad always came off second best. In every way. As to dating, it was hopeless for me since I continued to compare them all to Bill. He hears me, he listens very intently, but he just shakes his head. I don't know what that means.
The one thing he did say during that talk was that if I still loved him as I said, why didn't I give our marriage another chance? Why couldn't I find it within my heart to forgive him for what I thought he did? I had no answer to that and that bothered me a lot. I finally concluded that Brad was manipulating me into not letting Bill back in my life. Bill agreed but still wondered why I was so eager to push him away.
I never ask Bill about his time away from me and the twins. During the week when we both work, there was no communication. We hadn't come to the point where we could pick up the phone and just chat as friends. We weren't real friends. We were a divorced couple who shared custody of their children and that was still our situation, even now. I tried in every way I knew to let Bill know that I was sorry and that, if given the chance, I would do all I could to repair the damage I did to our marriage. He seems to understand that and he sometimes says things that lead me to think that maybe, . . . Oh well, just maybe.
Things finally came to a conclusion one Sunday after Bill had returned with the twins from a day when he didn't ask me to join them. It was a long weekend for me, wondering what they were doing and why they didn't ask me to join them. I told myself that it was nothing, just Bill wanting to spend some quality time alone with them. I convinced myself of that by the time they came home. Bill stayed outside and soon left without saying goodbye or coming in to chat. I noticed that he was doing that more and more.
I spoke to Jase and Jenny that evening and casually asked them what they did that day. We were on good terms again, and we did often talk about their time with Bill. This time I caught the look that passed between Jase and Jenny before Jenny spoke.
"Mom, we talked it over between us and we have to say something. We promised dad that we wouldn't but we don't think that's fair to you cause we love both of you the same." She looked once more at her brother before continuing. "Dad has a girlfriend. Her name is Cindy and she's very nice. She has a daughter, Judy, who is our age and the five of us have been spending a lot of weekends together."
Jenny looked at Jase and he nodded. He picked up where Jenny stopped. I had stopped breathing, dreading what was coming.
"This weekend was a lot of fun. We went to a cabin at Lake Pontiac and spent the whole weekend there with Cindy and Judy. We think dad and Cindy were together at night but we aren't sure. They didn't say anything about it."
At this, Jase seemed to be embarrassed, but he swallowed and continued. I held my breath because I knew what was coming. I steeled myself, gripping my hands so tightly that my fingernails were digging into my palm. My throat was already tight and my eyes were beginning to blur with the tears that I just barely held back
"But dad did talk to Jenny and me and told us he wanted to ask Cindy to marry him. He wanted our opinion of that and to be sure how we felt about her. He said he would talk to you about it before he asked her."
There! It was done! It was over now, once and for all. My hopes and my prayers weren't answered. Even from the grave, Brad won. He destroyed Bill's love for me and left me behind with nothing but the ashes of fifteen years. He must be laughing now. He must think that he had accomplished his purpose. But the joke was on him. Bill was happy again! He had found someone else to replace me, someone who would believe in him. After all, wasn't I the one that refused to believe that he might be telling the truth?
And as I thought about it, I realized that I was the only one that lost. Brad destroyed me and my marriage, but not the man he hated and envied. Brad lost his life without knowing he had failed. How ironic.
I lost everything and the pain of my choice to believe Brad over Bill was mine to bear. The price for my betrayal and my lack of trust in my husband and my marriage was due in full.
All I could do now was pay that price.
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I wrote this story some time ago but had trouble finishing it. With LadyC's urging, I did. I hope you like it.
Edited with encouragement by LadyCibelle.
I was sitting on a stool bellied up to the bar in a small neighborhood place near my hotel. I was in Boston; just finishing a deal that would make me penniless and allow me to do whatever the hell I wanted. The trick was to decide how to do that and still be rich. Confused? I hope so. That would mean Roxy's lawyers would be as well. All of this came about because of what I found out about my wife. That knowledge was not something I went looking for, but it found me just the same. It was complicated to say the least and my deal would make it even worse. Worse for her.
The place was almost empty, which was one of the main reasons I picked it. The barkeep walked toward me after the only other customer in the place walked out the door. It was still early so I knew I wasn't holding him up. He stopped in front of me, gave me the once over, then mentioned I had been there for some time. He told me his name was Sam and asked me mine. I figured what the hell and told him, because I was impressed that he didn't look away.
"Good to meet you Sam. My name is Jim, Jim Evans. Thanks for the ear and the beer. I don't want to go home tonight and I don't want to spend the time alone in my hotel room so this is as good a place as any, and probably better than most."
"If you're looking to get lucky Jimbo, this ain't a prime place for it. Might try the sports bar down the street." He actually had the grace not to look embarrassed when he said this.
"Sam, take a look at me. We both know that I look like something out of a nightmare so do you think I expect to get lucky? All I want is a couple of beers and some peace and quiet. Present company excepted of course."
Sam wiped the bar in front of me, and instead of responding, asked if I was ready for another. At my nod, he produced a tall, cold Budweiser. It was my fourth of the night but who was counting. When he brought it, he said I must have a story to tell and if I wanted, he'd be happy to listen. I hesitated: I was trying to come to grips with my problems but they were very personal and I wasn't sure about sharing them with a stranger.
I took the fresh Bud and pushed the empty away. I was pacing myself tonight. I certainly didn't want to keep thinking the thoughts that wouldn't let me be, but I didn't want to get drunk and pass out. The bartender took the empty and put it in an empty case, then swiped the bar once more before going back to leaning and wiping glasses. I finally said "what the hell" to myself and decided to tell him my tale. It wasn't as if he gave a shit, but I felt better talking, and a truly disinterested party was a bonus.
As I readied myself to tell him my tale, I had to admit to myself that I wasn't actually angry. That was the most surprising thing. I should be anxious, on edge, hopping out of my shoes, but I wasn't any of those things. I was just calm and cool. I guess that's what happens when your world collapses. Sam took his rag, swiped the bar in front of me, flipped the rag over his shoulder and leaned toward me. He was ready to listen as only a bartender could.
My Story:
"Well Sam, it begins nine years ago when I was in college. I was fresh faced, believed in miracles and ready to grab for the brass ring. I was smart as hell, eager as the proverbial beaver and ready to make my fortune. I was working on a Master's in engineering and I was in my final year. I was just filling in my schedule since I only needed credits to fill out my minors. My major was Chemical Engineering and I had completed all of the requirements for that and was taking some easy courses. That's when I met her.
"She was an education major and I shared a class with her my senior year; a math class. For me it was a credit for a minor in math. For her it was part of her major. She was failing miserably and she saw one of my papers when the prof handed them back after a quiz. I had a perfect score, of course, while hers was a 60%. I wasn't paying any attention to her as I left class but she was right behind me. As I exited the building, trying to decide whether to head back to my apartment or go over to the student union for a coke, she caught up to me and tugged on my sleeve. I stopped and turned around to see who it was.
"Seeing her almost made me run in terror. She was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen and I had always worshipped her from afar, so to speak. Now here she was, right in front of me and apparently wanted to talk to me. This had to be a joke, a cruel hoax to humiliate me, so I stood stock still waiting for the other shoe to drop. I expected she would do something for her friends who were probably watching, waiting for her to humiliate the ugly guy. Then she surprised me even more: she spoke to me."
"Pardon me. I'm Roxanne Bowers and I'm in your class. The one you just left."
"As if I didn't know that, Sam! Of course I knew that! I just couldn't remember my name or where in the hell I was! I swallowed, did it again and tried to find some tiny bit of moisture that would allow my stuck tongue to break loose from the roof of my mouth. Finally, I opened my mouth and squeaked"I know. I'm J. . Jim Evans."
"Hi Jim. I wondered if I could buy you a coke and ask you for a great big favor. Would that be alright?"
"Rather than try to speak again, I just nodded affirmatively. She began walking toward the Student Union and I sort of shuffled along beside her. As we walked, she started talking and telling me about herself. I listened with intense concentration so as not to miss a single word she said. I planned on repeating this conversation verbatim to myself when my right hand and I had a date later tonight. She continued all the way to the Union and I listened just as long. By the time we arrived, I knew all about her.
"I knew her name, where she was from, that she was an only child whose parents died in a car crash when she was ten. She was raised by an aunt and uncle who were OK but didn't really know how to care for a ten year old. She was on her own a lot but she was pretty independent as a result. She did OK in school and her parents left enough in an insurance policy for her to go to college. She wanted to be a teacher, sort of. Actually what she wanted was to meet some rich boy and get married and live the life of luxury. She thought that made her a horrible person but I said it wasn't too unusual for most girls to feel that way. She said she didn't have a boyfriend and couldn't take the time since school was so hard that studying took all her free time and she really did want to complete her education.
"We got our cokes, took a table and she finally asked me if I would tutor her in math and chemistry. She was not doing well in either and she wanted to be sure she could pass. She saw that I always got perfect scores so she decided I would be the best one to tutor her. She offered to pay me the going rate and I hesitated before agreeing. I didn't need the money for a lot of reasons, not the least being I was on a full ride with a stipend.
"The other thing was who I was. I didn't look any different then as I do now, Sam. I've always been homely; too skinny; too tall; too everything bad. I'm not handsome; hell, I'm not even close to good looking. My face is long and I look like a horse, which was my nickname in high school by the way. And my personality is for shit. I clam up if I meet a girl and in social situations, I suck. As I passed puberty, I started to lose my hair and got a belly. Even though I work out a lot, it makes no difference. God gave me a body that nobody else wanted. When I met her, I didn't go out much, didn't date, wasn't in a fraternity and never left campus to go home. But with all that, and foolish as it probably was, I didn't want to discourage this opportunity.
"We agreed on the deal, she told me to come to her place for an hour each night during the week. I agreed, she gave me her address and phone number and we parted. She smiled at me, held my hand for an extra few seconds before turning and walking away. With her touch my blood had begun to course through my body with a heat that scared me. I remained rooted to the spot as I watched her walk. That was payment enough for me as I headed back to my room, my mind in a pink haze of happiness. Me and my right hand had a lot to do together that night.
"I began to teach her math my way. I think I told you that I was smart? Well, I'm sort of a genius and math was one of my first loves. I taught her tricks and showed her the neat things you could do when you understood that math was something that humans invented and it had rules. She caught on quick and soon began to find that the class was really easy when you understood the principles. Her grades picked up and she did well the remainder of the course.
"Next we took on Chemistry. This was basic chemistry and I simply had her memorize the structures, name scheme, explained the atomic structure and how reactions could be balanced and she began to slowly lose her fear of the unknown. While she didn't do as well in Chemistry as she did in math, she still passed with ease.
"During this time, we began to talk about ourselves and the things we wanted out of life. I found her dreams to be rather simple. She wanted to be taken care of and she liked the things life could offer. She saw teaching only as a means to allow herself to spend as little time working as possible and she hoped to fall in love with a rich man. She wanted freedom to travel and meet people. She was actually very shallow as a person, but I didn't care. The one thing that surprised me was that she didn't seem to realize how beautiful she was. She seemed to think that she was pretty enough but not very smart and that turned guys off. Naïve? I would guess.
"I finally told her about myself, my ambitions to be the best at whatever I tried and my own background. I was the only son of a self made millionaire. Dad had invented several self contained power sources that could be used to provide portable power for all kinds of vehicles. He had patented his ideas and was the owner of Evans Industrial Fabrications, a large factory near Toledo that produced power sources for the military. He had several contracts that were good for many more years and each provided a nice profit. Since dad was always working, mom raised me and was always around to make sure my world was in control and I was safe. She was also very bright and showed me the value of an education. She home schooled me until high school and then when my grades were top of the class, she helped me gain a full scholarship to Ohio State.
"I inherited my brains from both mom and dad. They were both very bright and dad was a genius. The one problem was that my dad was butt-ugly, and so was mom. It seems they were attracted to each other since no one else would give them the time of day, which was fine by them. They were in love and it was solid and real. I was raised in that world, surrounded by love, and it made me a better man and human being. However, along with dad's brains, I also inherited his looks and mom's didn't help out any either. To say I was ugly was an understatement. Always had been and I knew it. But hey, as the bible says: He gives and He takes away. I was content with what I was.
"My world was always solidly in control thanks to mom and dad. I had no thoughts of anything but my education and I pursued it with total commitment. I was happy and I was content until a drunk driver took them both away from me. In one drunken act, he destroyed my safe and secure world and forced me out into the light of chaos which was life without them. I was nineteen at the time and I had just started college but with this disaster, I dropped out and went back home. It hit me hard Sam. Harder than anything else in my entire life. They were my world, my source of love and laughter. When they left this earth, so did most of my will to live. I thought about following them but, with time, I came to understand that chance rules and we have no choice but to live with it. So, I did. Since dad had no will, and mom's will was all we had to go by, hers took precedence and I inherited everything. I was suddenly forced to take control of my father's business interests and try to understand what he did all his life. He had years to grow into what he became. I had days, weeks, to do the same.
"Well Sam, I managed and found I had a knack for knowing what to do and when the best time to do it was. I remembered who was who and whom dad trusted, and I worked with those people until I had the business under full control. I worked my ass off for almost four years until I felt things were beginning to make sense. Once I was satisfied that things could run without my constant supervision, I appointed one of the long time managers to run things for me. Dad trusted him and so did I. That left me time to go back to college. Believe it or not Sam, I desperately wanted to complete my degree. I was rich then, but it made no difference. Education was my goal and I never failed to achieve the goals I set for myself. My full scholarship was still in effect so I returned to Ohio State and began my quest for a degree. I was now twenty five, with an income that guaranteed I would never have to work another day in my life.
"But Sam, that wasn't enough for me. My goal was to be the best and I needed what college could teach me. Even though I was way ahead of everyone else, I took my time and studied all I could while I finished my degrees. I was working on a Master's by then. I also used the labs and the equipment at Ohio State to work on some things of my own. I had several patents by the time I graduated. Education was like the fuel that fired my creative engines.
"That was my life until that final year when I met Roxy. That began the greatest time of my life. She and I worked together to get her grades up and while doing it, we sort of began to see each other socially as well. I was constantly surprised when she would call me on the phone just to talk and share her day. I listened to every word she spoke and filed it all away in that place in my heart I kept for just her. I was constantly on the alert for that innuendo, that uncontrolled remark that would indicate she felt as everyone else did: I was too ugly. But it never came and I began to believe that to her, it didn't matter. I convinced myself. She changed my life that final year in college. After her, Sam, I could never again face the prospect of being alone.
"As the year progressed, I finally asked her out on a real date and to my surprise, she accepted. We went to dinner, a movie where she let me hold her hand, and then I walked her back to her dorm. At the door, she reached up and kissed my cheek before slipping in the door. That was the beginning of a dream for me. We went everywhere together and when the inevitable looks came when people saw her with me, she simply ignored them. To my surprise, I don't think she even noticed them. How rare was that?
"We dated all that year and just before graduation I decided to ask her to marry me. It would mean she would continue her education but I would buy a place in Columbus and she could live at home with me and I could help her as much as before. I made up a plan and memorized all the questions she might have when I asked her. I even considered that she might not want to marry me since she was so beautiful and I was what I was. She might just want to remain friends. But she had never mentioned anything like that before and I had the courage to think that she could overlook that. In my heart, I knew that might be the deal breaker, but I had to try. That was who I was. I always went for it regardless of the risks.
"Sam, can you imagine my surprise when she said 'yes' when I proposed? I mean, for damn sake! Look at me and then look at her. She's hot! She's everything I'm not. She's beautiful, built like a brick shithouse, a natural blonde with blue eyes that you simply want to dive into and a personality that makes everyone love her. Me, I'm a nerd, a clod, butt ugly with a homely face and a body that needs work. Most people's eyes just roll over in their heads when I start to speak. Look at you for Christ's sake. It's all you can do just to pay attention when I order a beer. Have to ask me twice just to be sure you even heard me."
Sam was wiping that glass in his hand as if he had to rid it of some infestation. He was leaning toward me, trying to pay attention, but you could see it was hard. His eyes tended to wander away every few seconds before sliding back to meet mine. The place was empty but it was still an hour and a half to closing. He had little choice but to stay close. To make his job easier, and to insure he might give me a few more minutes before becoming terminally bored to death, I showed him her picture. It was the one I kept in my wallet: the one of her in a bikini on the beach during our honeymoon. I was also in the picture but few people even noticed that. I watched as his eyebrows rose and his mouth fell open.
"Holy Shit! Is that your wife? She's fucking incredible! You lucky bastard!" He had trouble keeping his hands on the glass, wanting to grab the picture for himself. Not going to happen. I was used to that reaction.
"Yeah, that's her. That's my lovely wife. My life partner. The woman of my dreams. Actually, make that nightmares. She's a fucking slut and soon to be ex-wife. When I'm finally divorced, I'll give you her number."
He was no longer fixated on the picture, the idea of having her number and that she was a slut more important, so I put it away again and watched as his eyes slowly clouded over as I once again began to talk.
"So, now that you know what she looks like, and the proof of what I am is right here in front of you, I see that you know where this is heading Sam. Of course, I treated her like a princess and let her have anything she wanted. I bought her a car, more clothes than she could ever wear, diamonds, fur coats, anything at all she expressed a desire for. And I never tried to prevent her from doing whatever she felt like. She did very little at first: always home in the evening when I came in, always had dinner on the table and cold beer waiting when I came in the door. And at bedtime, the sex was incredible. She couldn't do enough for me. Anything I asked, she did. And she allowed me to do anything to her I wanted. She told me that she never knew it could be so good. And I believed her Sam. We shared everything. It was wonderful.
"It was three years later, and after trying for some time to have a child, we went to see a fertility specialist. We found we couldn't have children. It was her, so the doctor said, and that made her very unhappy. I told her we could adopt, select any child she wanted but she wanted none of that. After that, she began to withdraw from me, only not physically. Not then at least. Sex was still as good as ever but she seemed to withdraw from me in other ways. We stopped laughing together; going out less, spending time together, and she seemed uninterested in my work. She simply stopped caring about my life in general.
"I tired on several occasions to talk to her about it but she claimed nothing was wrong. She would pretend things were back to normal but within a day or two it was the same as before. What bothered me the most was why she would be angry at me for something that wasn't her fault. I never blamed her, never mentioned that it was too bad we couldn't have our own child. I told her time and time again that I loved her and not being able to have children didn't change that. She seemed as if she accepted that but she continued to withdraw from me. And she began to find places to go and things to do that kept her out until late in the evenings. I was not happy with that and I did put my foot down, promising her that if she couldn't be home in the evenings to be with me, we had a problem that would have to be dealt with. She slowed her behavior some but not completely.



"Then the sex started to slow down. It happened so slow that I never noticed until one day I couldn't remember the last time we made love. When I mentioned that to her, she became angry and accused me of trying to remind her of her sterility. We had an awful row and nothing I said could calm her down. She was yelling and crying and I had no idea what to do. It ended with us not speaking and then soon after that, she started sleeping in the spare room and our sex life didn't exist.
"Then all of a sudden, things around the house began to change again. She started laughing again, she took more time fixing meals, she began to want to spend time with me in the evenings and she began to ask about my work. It was almost like it used to be in the bedroom and she moved back into our bed. The sex was again hot and heavy and as often as I liked. But her interest in my work and my business increased until I became concerned. I knew her interest up to then had only been concerned with how much money I was bringing home and what she could buy with it. Now, she wanted to know more: how I deposited the money into our accounts, how I got the money if I was the owner of the plant that supplied it, and other questions the old Roxanne would never worry about.
"Now Sam, I told you I was very smart, a genius to be honest. It took me about a heartbeat to put two and two together and come up with one hundred. Consider as I did: no sex, then back on again; a change in behavior; questions about the plant and where the money came from; treating me like a king. Make you wonder Sam? Make you think something was rotten in Denmark? Well it did make me think and it took me all of two seconds to come to a conclusion. My beautiful wife was cheating on me and had decided to try to skim what she could from me without making me suspicious. Maybe she had more planned, but this was enough to get my juices flowing.
"Someone who looks like me is always ready to accept that someone else may try to suck up to me for my money. If someone was nice to me, I questioned it. Roxanne's interest in me had always surprised me but I did understand that I was what she always wanted: someone to take care of her and provide her with all the money she needed. That she was able to put aside my looks was just a bonus, or so I convinced myself when we were married. Now, I had to accept that all she wanted was my money: she didn't want me any longer. I had to admit, I had always loved her for accepting me, but that was before she decided to betray me. Now, while I still loved her as much as before, I was saddened to know she was no different than everyone else I had met over the years. I just had to be thankful for the time I had with her. She was beautiful and everything any men could ever hope for. I had her for almost five years, four and a half of them good ones, but now it was over.
"It took me almost a month to get over it Sam. It hurt at first; the anger began to build and I screamed at the fates that made me who I was. Night after night I lay in bed and asked God why he gave me hope and then took it away. It was cruel and inhuman. He took my mother and father and left me to survive. Now he was taking Roxanne. But finally, the man I was took charge and the heartache began to fade. One day, after waking from a restless sleep filled with questions and self-pity, I simply gave up. I had been a fool and I had deluded myself into thinking that someone like her could actually love me for who I was. Fine! I would do what I had to do.
"I won't bore you with the details Sam. Just know that I used one of my own inventions, combined with one of dad's power supply sources to find out just what she had going. Everything she said or did during the time I left for work and the time she or I came home was recorded and stored in a small memory cube, no bigger than a pack of matches. I placed it inside her purse, the one she never left home without, sewed inside the lining where she would never feel it. It had a range of one hundred feet in any direction even with the purse closed. I had invented it to go with one of the power sources we manufactured for use in satellites. It would take input from any number of devices, including a miniature microphone. Size and weight were critical parameters so this one was as small and as light as our capabilities could make it. And that was damned small!
"All I had to do when she came home was go to my laptop, power up, activate a program which sent a query signal to the small self contained device in her purse which then downloaded all of its data to my computer. Took all of ten seconds to finish. Wiped the drive and made it ready to collect again until the next download. It worked perfectly and I was in business. She had no clue that I could do this or that I would ever question her activities. Her life with me had convinced her that she was so beautiful she could get what she wanted from any man she met during her privileged life. I was no exception or so she thought. Too bad for her, my experience was just the opposite. I had to work, struggle, or beg for what I wanted. Humiliation was no stranger to me. I was a lot tougher than she was. I could accept the pain I knew was coming. I had become used to pain during my early years.
"The truth was exactly as I suspected. She was seeing a guy named Roy during the afternoons when I was at work. She met him one or two times a week, never at the house, always at his place. Since the download also gave me the GPS coordinates of everyplace she stopped for more than thirty minutes, I could combine that with the voice data to determine where he lived. My computer gave me the address and I did a reverse search with Google to determine it was an apartment building.
"I listened to the voice download and what I heard was enough to confirm my worst fears. She and this Roy were having sex, and it sounded like they did it several times. At first, it was difficult to listen to; knowing it was my wife that was making those sounds. But the thing I noticed later was that while Roxy met him one or two times a week, over the six week period I listened in, they only had sex twice. The other strange thing was that when she was talking and saying things like "yes!" or "harder, harder!", she didn't sound like she did when we were together. I have to admit, when Roxy and I made love, she was quite vocal and she always had a massive orgasm every time. I could tell when she came since she was what they call a 'squirter' and she couldn't hold back her screams. We were always reluctant to have sex when we had visitors since she was very, very loud.
"I listened to the voices again and again and finally came to the conclusion that Roxy was withholding sex as much as possible and then when she did give in, faking her orgasms with this Roy guy. Which then led to the question of why she was having sex with someone when it obviously wasn't satisfactory to her. Why was she cheating on me with someone who couldn't satisfy her? I had no answer. Genius or no genius I couldn't figure that one out. But it made no difference. She was cheating and that was that.
"Over the next two weeks, I located the apartment, found out Roy's last name was Baldwin and that he was a lawyer with First National Bank and Trust, a bank I dealt with for most of my business. And finally, I found out that he had the numbers of my company accounts. He told Roxy that he had used an accountant friend of his to open a bogus account under my company name using the access number that he controlled. You see, Sam, he could transfer funds from the other accounts to the bogus one without my knowledge since if an audit of my accounts were made, the totals would remain constant.
"Now I understood Sam! She had decided to use Roy as her weapon to take my money and leave me high and dry. The sex was her tool and she knew that Roy could deny her nothing if she offered him what all men desired. When they were ready, he would empty my accounts into the bogus one and then withdraw those funds. I understood immediately what he meant and I knew he could do exactly what he claimed. And my problem was that Roxy seemed to be not only aware of it, she was part of it. Her betrayal was complete!
"At home, I worked hard to keep my knowledge of Roxy's betrayal from her but brilliance does not bestow indifference, Sam. She continued to try to keep up appearances but I became withdrawn anyway. I was not socially adept and my broken heart was all too painful to allow me to pretend to be content and happy. My behavior was getting to her and I saw her frowning more and more. She questioned me about it but I just told her I was tired, and work was getting me down. I also mentioned that business was not going well and that things might begin to slow down. I knew she was becoming worried and I assumed her guilt was making her question my behavior. She became a tiger in the bedroom and honestly, it almost made me crazy! It was amazing Sam, how much it seemed that she really cared. She was very good."
My throat closed up then with the emotions I thought I had under control. To give me time, I stopped for a minute, held up my empty Bud and Sam took it and got another cold one. He made his inevitable swipe over the bar, sat the new one down on a clean paper coaster and took up his towel and another spotless glass to polish. He looked thoughtful for a second and finally looked up at me to ask a question. This surprised me since I thought he was just tuning me out as I droned on and on.
"Let me ask you Jimbo. Why would she have sex with a guy who didn't get her off, and still have sex with you who did? And why did she turn off the tap at home, and then turn it back on? That don't make no sense to me. Something's wrong about that whole thing. Something's fishy."
I was pleased! He picked up on it so he was really listening! I wanted to hug him in delight but remembered that socially, one didn't hug one's bartender. But in the mood I was in, his interest was like a burst of sunshine. I loved this guy. I really did! Maybe I could see that he got a nice little bonus at the end of the day.
"Good question Sam. One that I asked myself over and over. Why would she screw everything up and let this guy fuck her when she didn't even enjoy it? Better yet, why continue to fuck me who could get her off like crazy? Good question, yes sir, a damn good question. And I'll tell you the answer.
"First off, remember what I told you was Roxy's goal in life? It was to be taken care of and to have everything she wanted. She hadn't taught a single day since we were married. She was a professional shopper; every day something new. Clothes, shoes, jewelry, lingerie, perfume, you name it. She was insatiable! Never enough. And I never denied her anything. Never. But that wasn't good enough.
"Now here's the strange part. When she found out she couldn't have kids, Roxy began to wonder how I really felt. Even though I told her it was fine and that we could adopt, she didn't believe me. Can you beat that? She thought I was just stringing her along. Just until I could find someone else who would marry a freak like me and give me babies. She convinced herself that I was going to dump her.
"Now Sam, think about that. Someone as beautiful as Roxanne thought that someone as ugly as me, a born loser in the looks department, would dump someone like her. Oh, I see the raised eyebrows, the smirk on your face. You think I'm bullshitting you, don't you? But it's true. I heard her tell several of her girl friends when they were out shopping. She believed I was going to divorce her as soon as it was confirmed that my bimbo girlfriend was pregnant. My girlfriend Sam. How about that? And where did she get that idea? Why, from our friend, the lawyer! He told her that I had contacted him to ask about divorce and what it might cost me. He said I wanted to leave her with nothing! Hah! Now we know why she was fucking him. Simple, sweet, but fucking wrong!"
I had to stop for a minute as the tears welled up and then began to drop down my cheek and off my chin. I laid my head down on the bar and just cried. It was still too raw, the pain and the loss. Sam, bless his heart, didn't say anything while I lost my dignity in front of him. He just took the half empty Bud and replaced it with another. I heard someone come up to the bar and heard Sam tell them to "fuck off!" but I couldn't look up. I finally got some control and straightened back up.
"Sorry about that Sam. Please, excuse my display." I took the offered paper towel and wiped my face, trying for some self pride. It was hard, so damned hard to say it out loud. But, it was true.
"No need to apologize Jimbo. Guys lose it in here all the time. At least, you got a damn good reason. Shit, I'd cry too if I lost someone like her. So, go on. You were telling me why she was screwing shithead."
"Yeah, sorry. Well, anyway, the thought of me divorcing her was too much. She was afraid of losing all she had: the money, the cars, the clothes, you name it. She loved all that crap, apparently more than she loved me. Oh, I think I always suspected that, but now it was official. When I began to tap her conversations, I overheard one that she had with an accountant friend of hers. She told Roxy to make sure she could identify all my accounts, place all the money, be sure when I divorced her that she knew where all the bodies were buried. Roxy heard her and she certainly took it to heart.
"Now back to Roy at the bank. He was the lawyer that told her about my intention to divorce her. He had been waiting once he set the hook in her mouth. After talking to her accountant friend, she went back to the bank and Roy. He was waiting for her and when he told her that he handled all my accounts, he put it into her head that he was the one she needed to be with. She began to work on him, to seduce him. That was what she was trying to do and of course, she didn't know that he was just letting her think it was working, just using her. Of course, he reluctantly agreed with the promise of sex. That's when she cut me off in the bedroom and began to become more friendly. Up till then, she was just trying to ignore me, to make the divorce harder for me. That's what she thought. She began to meet him after work for coffee, then for a drink or two, finally she began to intimate that she was willing to meet him for more. It took her almost two months, all the time he was playing hard to get, but she finally got him to invite her to his apartment and they did it.
"I worked this out after I began to tape them. She was trying to convince him that she was attracted to him and that they could run away together if he could get a lot of my money. She worked on him, especially right after sex. He quickly agreed and set up the bogus account. She had him hooked. And he hooked her. What a couple of dummies."
"So, she didn't even like the sex with him? It was just to get him to do what she wanted? And all the time he was just screwing with her. She fucked him for the money. Shit, Jimbo! That makes her a very high priced whore in my book. Beautiful, but still a whore."
"You got it Sam. A beautiful high priced whore who wanted to take more than money from me. She took my heart and tore it to shreds and I don't know why. Even if she believed I was going to divorce her, I would have given her more than enough to make her life pleasant. More than enough. God, how could she even think of me that way?"
Sam patted me on the shoulder, told me it was getting close to closing and that I should have a cup of coffee before I left. He was right and I took it when he brought it. I thought later that it was one of the kindest things anyone had done for me in a while. Good old Sam. A good heart and a good ear. One that actually listened to me. I finished my coffee, cleaned up in the dirty restroom and came back to say goodbye. When I left, Sam was two hundred dollars richer. Cheaper than therapy.
I walked the short walk back to my hotel. I checked at the desk and found a few messages for me. One was from my attorney. It just said that the papers were drafted and we could sign them in the morning. A second was from Roxy and wanted me to call. There were three more, all from her and each one asked me to call her. I tore them up and kept the one from my attorney. I took the elevator up to my room and washed my face to rid it of the slightly sticky mess left from the tears. I sat down at the desk and looked at the phone. I reached for it three times before I finally convinced myself that there was no use in calling. I turned off the light and lay down.
The following morning, the phone woke me from a disturbed sleep. I answered it without thinking. It was Roxy. I considered not saying anything but I couldn't do that, not even to her. I listened.
"Jimmy? Jimmy, why haven't you returned my calls? What's going on Jim? I don't like it when you don't call me and let me know you're OK. I was waiting for your call last night when you got in. You didn't call. I waited all evening. I left messages but you didn't call. Jimmy, what's wrong?"
I thought about just trying to lie my way out of it and postpone everything until I got home. My attorney advised me to do that. My brain told me to do that. My conscience even told me to do that. So, what did I do? You guessed it. I listened to my broken heart and decided to lessen my pain by giving her something to worry about.
"I didn't know where to call you Roxy. I didn't know if I should call you at Roy's place or at home where you might be with him. I just didn't know, so I didn't call."
I heard the gasp of breath, then a loud scream. I listened, but heard what sounded like the phone being dropped. I listened and heard nothing more. I hung the phone up and sat, trying to get my breath. My chest was tight, my breathing was rapid and shallow and I was in a full blown anxiety attack. It felt like I was going to die. A heart attack. But I was not so lucky. I recovered.
I quickly took a shower, dressed and put in a call to Floyd, my attorney. He was already awake and taking a final look at the papers. He said he would meet me downstairs in a few minutes and we would call the man we were here to meet. He sounded quite pleased with himself so that made me happy as well. Floyd happy always meant a lot of money for me. With that thought, I went downstairs and got myself some breakfast. When Floyd joined me I was already leaning back with a cup of hot, strong coffee and feeling pretty good.
We drove over to the office of the gentleman we were talking to and within an hour, we had concluded the sale of 49% of Evans Industrial Fabrications to Harrison Powers Investments, and appointed a new President and CEO of the company. I was still the owner of 51%, controlling interest, but I had given the new President my written approval to operate as he saw fit and put the 51% into a blind account for a period of five years. In other words, I would have no control over that 51% for that period.
In addition, I had signed a contract not to sell my share for a period of no less than six or more than ten years. For the 49% I sold, I would receive a royalty each and every month, the amount to be paid into a closed account. The payments were to be deferred for five years. In other words, I no longer collected a salary as CEO; I had no income from the sale of the operations for at least five years; I couldn't liquidate my share of the company for at least that long; and I had transferred 49% ownership and all operating accounts into the new CEO's name and the transfer of those funds had been completed last night. The remaining 51% was moved into that same closed account. Roy Baldwin and First National Bank and Trust were no longer in possession of those funds.



To make sure I was fair, Floyd took what we had in our personal accounts when I left and split it in half. He left half in the account that he left open and that Roxy had access to and put the rest into a separate account for me. After that was gone, what was I going to do for money for the next five years? Good question. I decided that I could probably do quite well for myself if I just went out on my own. I knew people, knew who needed my expertise and who was willing to hire me on a job to job basis. My income, if anyone checked for the purposes of a divorce, was effectively zero but my earning potential was enormous. How about that? I was willing to bet that for Roxanne, the potential was too far in the future to satisfy her immediate greed. Wasn't that a kick in the pants? And if any divorce agreement directed that I share my holdings and my earnings with her, my earnings would be very small indeed. Just enough to allow me to survive. And my holdings were tied up legally. No way to undo that.
Floyd and I headed back to the hotel to check out. He was heading home to Columbus while I had no destination in mind. I just wanted to go away; anywhere I could forget the pain of losing Roxanne. For all she did to me, for all the pain and the heartache, the time she gave me was more than I could ever have hoped for. Did she ever love me? I wasn't sure. I could, however, pretend that she had and that we had shared some good years together. Had she been able to have a child, things might still be the same as before.
In my room, the light indicating a message was flashing and I assumed it was from Roxy. I sat there staring at it, trying to decide if I should answer it. I finally had no choice. I had always had a driving curiosity about everything. I was curious how Roxy would deal with this one. All her plans and all her scheming was for naught. The money was gone, and there was no way for her to get any more. It was all gone now. That alone made me want to see what she would say. I picked up the phone and the desk gave me the message:Jim, please call me as soon as you get in. Roxy.According to the desk clerk, they had taken five messages, all the same before asking her to stop calling. She didn't and they had reported her to the phone company. The calls continued.
I held my head in my hands, trying to calm my racing heart. After everything she did, I couldn't stop loving her. That was my problem. I was so used to being the class joke, the butt of cruel and vicious words, the freak that everyone tried not to stare at. Roxy changed all that and made it inconsequential for almost five years. Years when I didn't care what others thought. Roxy loved me! Or so I believed. But true or not, I believed it! And it mattered. It really mattered. For that, I owed her.
I called home and Roxy answered on the first ring.
"Hello? Jim, is that you? Please tell me it's you." Her voice was strained and not very clear. She had apparently been crying and her throat was raw. That was not unusual for her. She had a deep, sexy voice normally and she sounded even sexier when she was distressed.
"Yeah, Roxy, it's me. Your joke of a husband. The freak show. What do you want?"
"Jim, please come home. We need to talk. I need to see you and talk to you and try to explain. Please Jim, if you love me, please come home."
"That's a joke! If I love you. Of course I love you. How could I not. I've loved you since the first moment I saw you in that class in college. That's why this hurts so bad. I loved you with all my heart and you and your lover betrayed me for nothing but money. That's all I ever meant to you wasn't it? Just a meal ticket and a free ride. How you must have hated having to look at me every day. How you must have laughed to yourself every time we made love, thinking that I was so dumb to believe someone like you could ever love someone like me."
"Nooooooooooo! No! No! No! You have to come home and let me talk to you. Jim, please. I don't care now. You can hate me all you want but you have to come home to me. You have to. You don't understand. You're wrong! Wrong!"
"The only thing I did wrong was convince myself that you really cared for me. But now I know it was just for what I could give you. All those things I bought you were just things. You could have anything you wanted if you had just stayed with me. But I guess it was too much finally. Having to pretend to love me, to accept me, to make love to me. Hell, you finally couldn't stomach that any longer: you just stopped having sex with me. I guess that was a big load off your shoulders wasn't it. Not having to sleep with me anymore until you thought that I might get suspicious. That's why you started up again wasn't it?"
"No! That's not true. You don't understand Jim. You've got it all wrong. Please come home. I want you here where I can talk to you face to face. Please Jim, Please!"
"Face to face. What a joke. How could you look me in the eye and pretend that you loved me? God, how you must have hated to do that. How it must have made you sick. But you were good: I have to hand it to you. You took me for a ride and what a ride it was. But here's the joke Roxy: I loved you and I loved it and I'll never forget the time you gave me. Even if it was a lie, I'll still remember it and I'll smile. For that, thank you."
I hung up and pulled the line from the wall. I was done with her. It hurt too much to continue with it so I was done. I decided to stay one more night while I decided where I wanted to go. I had enough money left in my wallet to last me for at least a week if I checked out of this place and found a studio apartment somewhere not too upscale. I decided to head back to the bar where Sam worked and see if he would like to talk some more. Hell, I had nothing better to do.
Sam wasn't on duty yet so I decided to have a couple of beers and then pull up some places on my computer and pick one. I took a notebook with me and sat in one of the booths making a list of the people I knew and where they were located. It was turning out to be quite a list too. I was amazed at the number of people I knew and especially the ones I considered friends. It made me feel proud that I had made so many contacts. As I ordered a second beer, I pulled out my laptop and logged on to the internet. Strange that even a cheap bar like this one would have wireless. I checked my email and found several new messages, all from Roxy. Since when had she become so familiar with email? She even had her own address. News to me. But apparently there was a lot about Roxy that I hadn't known. Her contempt for me for one. Her cheating for another. Finally, her apparent need for money.
I opened the first couple to find they were all the same. 'Jim, please come home. I can explain.' Sure she could. It would sound something like this: Dear Jim: I just wanted money and I was willing to ignore your ugly face and body and pretend. Isn't that worth something?Actually yes, it was. And I had given her everything I could. Anything she asked for I gave her. But that wasn't enough. She wanted it all and without me. I deleted all but the last one. I opened that one just for kicks and got a surprise. It was longer, more detailed.
Jim, I know what you think and you are probably right. Not about how I felt about you. There you are so very wrong. I loved you at first sight too. That first day we met. You were so sweet, so honest and so willing to help me. I fell in love with you that day and never fell out of love. I only saw your inner beauty, your soul. Nothing about your face bothered me ever. I saw only the man I loved and he was beautiful.
But you are wrong about the money. I don't want your money. I want you. Roy was a mistake and one I regret. I know now that he was using me to get into your accounts. I gave him the information he asked for because he convinced me that you had talked to him about divorcing me and leaving me with nothing. I didn't care about the money but I hoped that if I helped him, you wouldn't have enough money to leave me for someone else. The sex was just to get him to trust me. I never enjoyed it, you have to believe that. It was just a thing I did to make him trust me. You probably never believed that you are a wonderful lover. You told me you never had sex before we were married. Well, I did and no one compared to you. I always told you that but it seems you never believed me.
It's funny now that I think it that apparently you never believed the things I told you; that I loved you, that I didn't care about your looks, that your money only made it easy for me to be beautiful for you. You were so insecure and I never knew it. I just believed that you loved me and I loved you. But maybe that's only fair. I didn't believe you when you told me you didn't care about not having children. I thought you wanted our children and when I found out I couldn't give them to you, I went sort of crazy.
Jim, please come home and let me talk to you. If you want to divorce me afterwards, I'll not contest it. I'll ask for nothing but what I brought into our life together. You can keep everything else. Even the clothes and shoes and jewelry that I wore to make you proud of me. They mean nothing to me without you. I need you to believe that. You have to believe that.
Please come home.
Roxy
I read that one several times. Could any of it be true? Could she really mean any of it? The more I thought about it, the more I believed she was still trying to con me. To make me come back so she could use her beauty and her sex to win me back. Now that I had taken away all of her money, she wanted me back. That had to be it!
I was still thinking about that when Sam came in. I was so wrapped up in my thoughts that I was startled when he came over, sat down in the chair across from me and waited until I noticed him. I looked up in surprise when he cleared his throat.
"Hi Jimbo. Back again? I see you're using the internet connection they put in last month. Damned if I don't think you're the first and the only one so far. Our clientele ain't much on that stuff if you know what I mean. And hey; how'd it go today? If I remember right, you had a bunch of plans to put in place today to screw the bitch. Am I right?"
"You're right Sam, and you have a good memory. I'm surprised that you remembered what we talked about. Most people put me out of their minds as soon as they walk away. I'm easy to forget."
"You sell yourself short Jimbo. Maybe you look like crap, but you're an interesting guy. And hell, most of us ain't that good looking and I know for a fact that some of the guys who come in here are either so ugly, so stupid, or so mean they can't get more than a cheap-ass hooker to go to bed with them. So, consider yourself a lucky man. You had a class act piece of ass for a lot of years."
I considered what Sam said and then made a decision. I pushed the laptop toward him and turned it so he could read the open email from Roxy.
"Read this Sam. Tell me what you think. And for the record, as of today, I'm broke. I don't have shit in the bank and won't for many years to come. Roxy has all she's going to get already and I haven't even divorced her. Remember, I'm pretty damned smart and she made me mad so the money is tied up so tight, she and an army of lawyers can't get at it."
"Don't even think about asking for your tip back Jimbo. I spent that already." Sam laughed but pulled the laptop toward him and began to read. I watched him as his eyes tracked the lines she wrote. He read it through, went back and reread it twice more before pushing it back toward me.
"Damn Jimbo. I don't know her at all except what you told me, but that there gives me pause. She sounds real sincere. Do you think there's any way she could mean what she's sayin'?"
"That is the question, isn't it Sam? That is the million dollar question. How the hell do I know? All my life I've been defensive, suspicious of anyone who was even nice to me. I waited to see who was going to spring the trap, the one that would humiliate me once more. Even when I first met Roxy, I waited for her to make a fool of me. It never happened and I came to trust her. For the first time in my life, I trusted someone. After my parents died, I never expected to find anyone like that again. But she came into my life.
"Sam, all I know is that for almost five years, I was normal. I had someone who loved me for who I was. Oh, I suspected that my money was what she wanted, but even with that, she seemed to really love me. I figured it was a good tradeoff. I provided her with the money to buy those things she seemed to want and need. She provided the home and the sanctuary I needed where I could be like everyone else. I had a home, a wife, and all that meant. I was truly blessed."
"Well Jimbo, if it was me, I'd give it a shot. What's the worst that can happen? You're broke, the money's out of the picture so she's up shit creek without a paddle. She can't take anything in the divorce and you don't have anything to give her if she stays. And you've already convinced yourself that it's over, so what do you have to lose?"
I thought about that and decided Sam had a point. He was exactly right. All that I suspected Roxy wanted was gone. It would be at least five more years before I had anything again. I couldn't afford to keep our house, our cars, anything we owned. It would all have to be in foreclosure and sold to pay the debts. Even a lawsuit couldn't break the papers I signed today. Floyd had spent a large sum of my money to make it so.
I pulled the laptop close, hit reply on Roxy's email and began typing.
Roxy,
I've taken steps to make my money not an issue any more. Regardless of what happens, my money is gone, not available to you and your lawyers. You can sue me for support, for anything you want but you'll get nothing. I promise you that is true.
I don't know how I can believe anything you tell me now. You've finally met all my expectations. You deny that, but the facts don't support you. You were able to successfully fool me for years so I have little doubt you can still do so.
But you did give me almost five wonderful years before you took it away. For that reason alone, I'll give you one hour to tell me in person why you broke my heart. I'll be home tomorrow at six o'clock. I'll listen to anything you want to say at that time.
Jim
I watched the screen, stupidly waiting for a response before telling myself she wouldn't be sitting alone waiting for my reply. No sooner had I convinced myself of that when I received notice of an incoming email. It was from Roxy.
Jim,
Please hurry. I'll be waiting.
All my love, Roxy
I closed the laptop and went up to the bar where Sam was still wiping those dirty glasses. I briefly wondered how they got so dirty when the bar seemed to be so empty most of the time.
As before, I spent the evening in conversation with Sam and he and I developed a sort of friendship. At least, he would remember me. After all, I was sort of memorable in the ugly sort of way. I went back to my room that evening and slept the sleep of the just. My world had changed in the last few days but I had handled the change and I was right where I wanted to be. Tomorrow was the first day of the rest of my life.
I flew home from Boston and went in to work the next morning to say goodbye to a lot of good people. Dad had hired most of them, groomed most, guided some and chided some. I felt that I had gained their respect and their trust after I took over, which was something many never received. I explained that the company was still solid and would continue. I told them that things would be different but not to fear. I had conditions in place that would protect them for those critical five years. They listened, had some doubts but went back to work with some confidence. That was important to me, that they trusted me.
I spent the remainder of the day on the phone talking with people I knew all round the world, people that would most likely want to use my talents for their own purposes. By four that afternoon, I had appointments with two gentlemen in Puntarenas, Costa Rica. It was on the coast in the Gulf of Nicoya, close to the Pacific and promised simple accommodations for the lone American. They would have tickets awaiting me by noon tomorrow.
Now that I was set for my own future, I had to consider what to do about Roxy. Divorce was the simplest option. Now that my money was tied up, she would get very little in any suit she chose to file. If I gave her everything that I now had, she would get the house, the cars, all her clothing and jewelry. Everything that she seemed to need and love. It was fair payment for the best five years of my life. At least since my parents were taken from me.
At six, I pulled into the driveway of what was once our home. I walked up to the front door and knocked. Roxy opened the door almost as soon as my hand hit the door and stood back to allow me to enter. I did and she shut the door behind me, moving quickly around to stand in front of me.
How do I describe Roxy? How do I describe what, to me, was the most beautiful woman in the world? I had never seen her through any other eyes than mine: a man smitten with her beauty. I knew she was beautiful: I had the opinions of others who often doubted my claim of ownership. That she was perfect in almost every detail was also verified by others. She was tall, at least for a woman. She had a body that made men drool and women curse. Her face was right out of a Michelangelo portrait: a smile that promised the world, a look that assured it could be yours, and eyes that took your breath away. All this had once been mine. And all this had been my assurance that I was worthy of something, at least in her eyes.
And now she stood in front of me, none of those characteristics in evidence. What I saw was a simple woman, one who was lost, uncertain of her place, and hurting inside. Yes, I could see that. I had always been able to see what was underneath. That was both my curse and my gift. I thought I knew all those years that she did love me, that she never considered me in any way than as her husband. That was what destroyed me in the end. That I had always believed I could see her truth. Now? Maybe what I saw was not what I believed. Maybe this was an act, designed to betray me once again.
Roxy walked toward the living room, located just off the foyer. We used it for company, for guests and for those who stopped for casual conversations. We never used it just for us, but this was a special occasion. I followed, watching her walk ahead of me, thinking back to that first time when I watched her walk away, knowing I was going to be seeing her every night from then on. That caused a lump to form in my throat. I swallowed a few times, trying to remove it. Roxy sat down in one of the twin chairs placed in front of a huge fireplace, now quiet. She gestured to the matching one next to her. I took it and sat, facing her.
"It's your show Roxy. I'm here to listen to what you have to say."
She nodded, the look on her face one of determination, a look I remembered from many sessions of math and chemistry. It was not a look I had seen since. She raised her eyes to meet mine and started.
"First, everything I told you in my email was true. All of it. I love you, and I always have. I never considered anything but that when I was with you. I don't care what you look like or think you look like. I love you; I love what and who you are. Nothing will ever change that.
"Maybe I never told you that often enough. It was enough for me to know it was true so maybe I was wrong for that. And I did truly love the way you made love to me. You were the best I ever had and I loved every minute with you. I loved to hold you afterwards, to feel you breathing hard and wet with perspiration. That I could do that to you was a huge turn on for me. That man, Roy, was never a threat to you. He was a pathetic man who used my fear and my ignorance to get what he wanted."



At this, Roxy stopped, wiped her eyes with a small handkerchief she was gripping with one hand and looked down at the floor. She seemed to gather herself again and continued.
"When I found out I couldn't have a baby, it almost killed me. I took it hard and it took a long time for me to get past it. You tried to help me but it was my fault I couldn't accept your help. I thought I had let you down, that you would see it as a failure. You have to understand Jim that all I have going for me is my looks. You're the smart one, the confident one, the one that does everything for me. Right from the start, you were the one who helped me to make it through college. Ever since, you've always helped me make decisions. So, when I couldn't even give you a child, my confidence left me. I was scared that you would begin to look elsewhere.
"That began to eat at me and I finally convinced myself that you would look for some other woman who could give you the children you wanted. That began to eat away at me and all I could think was that you didn't need me anymore. That's the way I was feeling when Roy contacted me to tell me the lie that you wanted to divorce me. He somehow knew that I was feeling insecure.
"He finally came up with the plot to steal your money. I had the crazy thought that it would keep you from going with someone else if you lost your money. It makes no sense to you Jim, I know but I wasn't in my right mind at the time. I was panicked, lost, frightened of losing you. Roy used that. He wanted to screw me, just like all the other men I met. I knew that and I decided to use that to get him to take your money away. I thought that was my only weapon. That was a mistake that I will regret till the day I die."
Roxy had to stop again. I decided to get a glass of water to give her since she was becoming agitated. As I listened to her I felt a small grain of hope grow as the picture she was painting for me began to take shape. It was all true so far, everything I knew and heard from my surveillance. She had made no attempt to lie or change the facts to make her less guilty. That was what impressed me the most. I watched her sip the water, then set the glass aside and turn back to me.
"I had sex with Roy twice, but I faked it both times. He never knew the difference but he was convinced he was a great lover and that he could get me to go with him when he made the money disappear. I wanted nothing to do with him, but I did want you to be broke long enough that I could convince you not to leave me for another woman who could give you children."
Roxy stood, looked down at me and nodded as if to say "There, I finished what I had to say." I looked back at her, and in that instant, made the decision as to what I was going to do. All that time thinking, planning, conniving, making it as hard on her as I could was not even a factor. As I looked at her face, I knew what I had to do. Actually, deep down inside where the real me lived, I never had a choice. No choice at all. All I had lived through, all I had endured from others, the pain and the loss I suffered, the gifts that God gave me to make up for all of it; all that made my decision easy.
"Roxy, I have to ask you some questions. Will you answer me honestly?"
She didn't even hesitate. "I will never lie to you again Jim. I swear to you."
"Fine. Do you love me Roxy?"
"Yes Jim. I love you with all my heart."
"Do you understand that I have no money now and won't for many years to come?"
"Yes, and I don't care."
"I have tickets to Costa Rica, to fly down there to consider a job for a couple of guys that want to hire me to work on a project for them. It's not a very nice place to live but it's what I want."
"I'm glad that you have someplace you want to go. I'm sure you'll do a very good job for them. They must know that to ask you to come down."
"Would you come with me if I asked you to? Knowing it would be a very hard life, with none of the luxuries you are used to?"
"I would give up everything if you asked me to. I would go where you go without question. I would never think twice."
"Would you be my faithful wife there as you weren't here?
"I will never be with another man as long as I live, even if you don't take me back. This I swear to you."
As I said, I had no choice in what I was going to do. I had lived my life as the man others made fun of, that others turned away from in disgust. I was the man who suffered cruelties from those who denigrated others less fortunate then themselves. I was the man who learned to be alone and enjoy his own council. I grew up that way and I lived my life without regret until Roxy came into it. From then on, I was a different person. Normal, with a normal life and a beautiful wife who others admired. I was envied for what I had. And I grew to expect it, that I could be normal, one of the normal ones. I had friends, people that came to my home to be with us. Normal in all respects.
I said one simple, silent prayer then. It was "Please don't take this away again." I looked at Roxy standing in front of me and reached out my hand.
"Roxy, I want you to come with me. I want you to be by my side for the rest of our lives. Will you do that?"
She came to me, put her arms around me and squeezed me tightly. "Yes I will. I promise you I will never fail you again. I promise you will never regret this day."
Epilogue
That was five years and three days ago. Roxy and I and our three kids came back to the United States yesterday following a phone call from Floyd. It seems that the first of the guaranteed payments went into the special account right on time. That account had a nice sum of money in it already, since it was opened five years ago with money from the accounts that were closed on that day. The payments that began at the end of five years were very large and would continue without fail. Roxy knew what was in those accounts but all she said was that it would be nice to start college funds for the kids.
It seems that the weather in Costa Rica was very conducive to fertility. Roxy was pregnant less than a month after we moved there and she delivered a beautiful baby girl nine months later. We had twin girls a year and a half later. Because of the size of our family then, I did borrow some money to buy us a bigger place, and it was still modest by any standard. But we all loved it there and we intended on flying back as soon as we made arrangements. I joined Roxy and the kids in the motel where we were staying.
"Did you take care of everything OK?" she asked when I sank down in one of the deck chairs flanking the pool.
"It's all taken care of. Floyd is very happy. He's making a nice piece of change for acting on our behalf."
"Good. When are we leaving? I want to get home as soon as we can leave."
"I thought you'd like to see the house again, and maybe the places we left behind. Don't you want to spend some of that money? Buy a new home here in the states?"
"Don't be smart! I just want to get home. I think we need to consider a little brother for our three girls."
"What about the money? Aren't you interested in how much we have?"
"No. I just want to go home."
"But Roxy, we're now worth millions. Don't you want to do things, go places, see the world?"
"I told you, I just want to go back to our home."
I laughed and decided to stop teasing her. "We can leave as soon as you pack."
"Silly; I never unpacked!"
Roxy stood, kissed me soundly and went in to get the children ready to leave.
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Consequences-Judith, Revisited
I pushed the papers around on the desk in front of me and tried once more to make a decision. I told myself this shouldn't be that hard for me, and I didn't have to please anyone but me and my client. After all, I owned the company and I was considered one of the best around. I had several awards from my peers for creative art, and a very nice cash award from a company that was happy that my packaging ideas had increased their sales by over twenty percent. So, this should be a piece of cake! It should be so easy that I wouldn't have to even think about it. But it wasn't going so easy and I knew why.
Maybe I should bounce some ideas off Rick. He was always good for my creative juices. I always went to him when I had trouble and this qualified, big time! I had several ideas and maybe talking to him would help me decide. I picked the three best ideas I had been working with and began with the one that was my least favorite. Let's see what he thinks of these.
"So, this one is just an idea: to show the product floating on a raft in the middle of the ocean with dark clouds off in the background. Underneath the raft, we have the words, 'Always be ready for the worst possibility. Call Continental today.' What do you think?"
I agreed with him that this one was pretty weak. Maybe for something else? Could be. Take the next one.
"OK, then, how about this? This shows a plane; a single seater, maybe one of those double winged jobs, you know? Anyway, the pilot is looking at his one wing and sees the covering begin to come off. He looks and then says 'Oh, darn, why didn't I prepare for something like this? I should have called my Continental Insurance agent before I took off.'
Still nothing. Damn, he was a tough sell! Well, that's why I turned to him for his advice wasn't it? OK, go for the final one.
"I have two people walking down the street, holding hands. In the background we see a car rushing toward them, bearing down on them. Neither is aware of it but the guy says to the girl, 'I got the papers from our Continental Insurance agent today. We're covered for anything that could happen.' In the background, we see the car veer off and hit a light pole instead of our people. They go off, unaware that they were ever in danger."
"Yeah, I like that one the best too. I think the client will like it. I'll get Clark started on it tomorrow. Tonight, I'm just too damned tired to do any more."
I got up from the desk and turned off the light. As I turned, I saw my son Will, standing in the doorway, watching me. He smiled sort of sadly at me and asked, "Talking to dad again? Seems you do that when you're stuck."
"Yeah baby, it helps. It always helps." And it did help. I always felt better after talking with him. "What are you doing up? It's late and you have school tomorrow. You should be in bed."
"It's fine mom. I'm just getting a drink of water. I'll be there tomorrow for sure. I don't intend to miss the final game; that's for sure."
"Neither will I. We'll be sitting right behind the bench like always. Robert and I will be the ones screaming the loudest."
He laughed as he moved off to get his water. Tomorrow was the final basketball game of the current schedule and unless they won, the season would be over. But, if they somehow won, which would be a miracle, they would go to state quarterfinals. I didn't think there was much of a chance but Will disagreed. As he should. He was a starting guard and had played in most of the games. At seventeen, he was tall and thin but strong as an ox. He was a senior and was hoping for a scholarship. He was certainly good enough. He was his father's son all right.
I walked slowly down to the kitchen to watch my son finish his glass of water and wave goodnight. He left and I sat down, not yet sleepy enough to head upstairs to my own bed. Besides being a great athlete, Will was also a very smart boy. Not as smart as Robert, but still no dummy. He had listened to me in my den, talking to Rick, my husband. I did it quite often and Will never said anything negative about it. Robert was not so understanding however, and hated when I did it. It made him mad. I knew why of course.
Rick and I were divorced after fifteen years of a wonderful marriage. We had been divorced for eight years; today was the anniversary of the day the final papers were delivered to me. The ones that made it official. It was my fault and I had told both the boys what I did when they were in their teens. I told Will first of course since he was the oldest and then Robert two years later. Both took it hard and I had some dark days afterward. But, both came to forgive me and life went on. Both were a little more subdued around me for some time afterward but I gave them their space and the time they needed. I just loved them and continued to be there for them until they remembered that it was their father I cheated on, not them.
During that time, Rick never tried to use my depression and my actions as a reason to take my boys away. After he left, taking them with him, he had reconsidered and gave me full custody during the divorce. He wanted unlimited visitation and I agreed without reservation, because to have my boys was all I had left. I needed them more than they needed me. They had it hard during the depression but fortunately I never neglected them while I was falling apart. I had Rick take them when things got too bad but always came back for them. They supported me, probably with coaching from Rick. All in all, it was a strange time, but a fortunate time for me. They were the main reason I continued to live.
As the boys got older and more involved in school activities, they spent less and less time with Rick and more time at home. Rick was fine with that since he was working steadily and spent a lot of evenings out of the house. The boys understood and made their plans accordingly. Actually, they spent most of their time with their friends and their activities but they always came home. I let them have their freedom since they had grown up learning to cope with some very serious problems at home and survived to become strong, confident boys. I was proud of them and who they had become.
I never asked them what Rick said when they let him know I had told them what happened. Rick and I rarely spoke except to deal with problems about the boys, or to make plans for their futures. Rick and I both did quite well financially so there was never any problem with alimony or child support. We worked that out between us without need for lawyers or judges. Once our divorce was final, we began to work out methods of mutual support and it just became a habit over the years to do so. We got along well, no unreasonable demands from either of us. It was comfortable between us now, after several hard and bitter years. I don't believe he has forgiven me but he no longer seemed to hate me. That was a blessing for me.
Why did I talk to him when he wasn't there? Because I never stopped loving him or counting on him for support when I was troubled. The fact that he wasn't there wasn't that much of a hindrance to me. I could see him as clearly as if he were. I could hear his comments and I knew what he would say back to me. I could carry on a conversation with him without a hitch. I always felt better after I 'spoke' to him. I always turned to him when I was in trouble or if I had a problem I couldn't solve on my own. I never made a business decision until I had 'talked' to him.
Yeah, I know. Even my sons thought I was nuts. But I was fine! The fact that I could talk to Rick in my mind was enough to keep me sane; keep me from that depression that was so deep I almost drowned in it. I know; I almost did drown the first two years after our divorce. Rick was so cold then; he wouldn't talk to me or let me explain why I did it. Actually, I didn't even know myself but I wanted to try to explain. Rick let his lawyer handle everything and when I tried to make it difficult, Rick threatened through his lawyer to change the terms of the divorce and take my boys. I gave in and signed what he asked me to.
I began to go downhill almost immediately after the divorce was final. I felt myself drifting away but I could do nothing to stop it. I had continued to work at my job, the only thing I had besides my boys, now that Rick was gone. Even though Wes was still there, we had no contact with each other by mutual agreement. But he talked: he told some of his buddies what we had done and that it cost me my marriage. I think it was a badge of honor for him but it proved to be my downfall. My reputation within the company changed from that of a dedicated professional to some kind of tramp that slept her way to the top.
I was angry and alone with Rick gone, and I buried myself in the job, trying to prove those rumors wrong. While in the process of the divorce, I would talk to no one and kept pretty much to myself, but after my divorce was final, one of the men I worked with asked me out. I initially refused but finally thought 'what the hell' and accepted. We went out and I had too much to drink, trying to get myself through a bad evening. When we left the lounge, he drove me to his place and we had sex. It was rough, dirty and quick, but it was sex. And, I had been without a man for over six months. I told myself it would serve Rick right if I could have some fun. It was over very soon. He pulled up his pants and drove me home. No words were exchanged between us and that was fine with me. I would show Rick! I didn't need him!
I continued to work and thought about what I had done. I was single so there was no stigma attached to the sex but it hadn't been pleasant and I wasn't sure I wanted it to happen again. I refused several more invitations but finally, after six weeks had passed, I decided to give it another try. Maybe this time would be better. We went out to dinner and then to a lounge where there was dancing. I loved to dance and Rick and I often spent the weekends dancing at one club or another.
This evening began better than the first one but I soon did the same thing. I drank too much and began to lose my inhibitions. We danced several fast dances and then the slow ones. I felt him pressing against me and I felt myself getting wet. He suggested we leave and I agreed. We never got further than his car when he pushed me down onto the back seat and fucked me right then. It was over in a few minutes. He was satisfied but I was still frustrated. As he drove me home, I tried to get him aroused again by using my hands on his now soft cock but he kept pushing my hands away. I finally stopped, feeling like a cheap hooker. He dropped me off at home without even getting out of the car.
This happened two more times before I woke up one night, and found myself lying on the floor of the living room, my pants down around my ankles, my blouse ripped open exposing my naked breasts and a pool of liquid running down my thighs and dripping onto the carpet. I was alone, my date for the night not present. I couldn't even remember who it was or where we had gone but I had vague thoughts that somewhere during the evening we had picked up another man. Could I have been with two men. . . .? All I knew was that I was alone and whoever I had been with had gotten what he wanted and left. I rose, staggered to the bathroom and looked at myself in the mirror. The shock that I felt was the first sign that I had hit bottom.
I spent the rest of that night and the following day in the bathroom, worshiping the porcelain god and asking myself over and over why I was doing this to myself. As I sobered up and thought about it, the first feelings were of shame and disgust. What had I become? Who was I punishing? And what about my boys? Thank God they were with their father for the weekend. Finally, my stomach calmed enough to allow me to get up and clean myself up. I went into the office Rick had established at the house and found an old phone book. I called a doctor and made an appointment for as soon as possible. The next call was to resign my position and put that part of my life behind me. I had to find some way to get myself back to some semblance of normal. I had to get on with my life!
My two sons were the only things that kept me going then, but they were both in school five days a week and I was alone. I almost did something foolish a couple of times but I didn't and that was a miracle in itself. Just before I lost my kids and lost my sanity, I pulled myself together long enough to see a shrink my doctor recommended. Her name was Cheryl Hopkins and she helped me and got me on medication and stayed close until I was able to grab hold of life and hold on. Just by my fingertips at first, then clawing with both hands to find a stronger hold. Finally I pulled myself all the way up and my life was mine again.
With Cheryl's help, I finally learned what caused me to do what I did. It was simple, really. I was a successful working woman with two wonderful boys and a husband that I loved unconditionally. I had what all women want: I had it all. And it wasn't enough! That's what I learned working with her, but even today, I can't tell you why it wasn't enough. I was successful, beautiful, creative and frustrated. I wasn't unhappy; I wasn't alone; I wasn't sexually frustrated, but there was something missing and I had no idea what it was. So, I went looking for it.
Wes was a good looking man, a man most women found attractive and sexy. I began to notice him when we were working on a project together. He was flirting with me as he usually did with any women he came in contact with. He was a natural at it and I began to respond, initially in fun and then more seriously. We grew more aware of each other and he finally made a move. He cornered me in the supply room, pressed against me and I became aroused almost at once. That led to an arranged meeting where we had sex in my office on the stupid couch! That was my downfall. From there, the thrill and the forbidden part of it outweighed the guilt and filled that need inside me that was so elusive. We began an affair that lasted three months. It ended with the trip to San Diego and the three nights of sex. But it wasn't soon enough and it ended my marriage.
In the beginning, I continued to work but without much direction. They let me stay mainly because I could make a real stink if I tried. Even though I was in charge on that project, Wes was higher up the scale then I was so sexual discrimination was a possibility. I didn't press the issue as long as they left me alone. I did make a fool of myself, going out with those men who knew what I had done and wanted to take advantage of me. I let them, trying to find some way to make me feel again. Feel something; feel anything at all. Even if it was wrong! It was stupid and they were less than able to be more than a quick, meaningless fuck with them getting what they wanted and me just lying there, feeling nothing. I was using them, trying to end the numbness that filled my life, but it was no use.
I called my doctor the following morning after that terrible night when I couldn't even remember what happened, and that began my slow crawl up the steep slope of depression. Cheryl was relentless and wouldn't let me slide back down that steep slope. She never let go! It took almost two years but her treatment was successful and even now, I continue to see her from time to time. During that time, I quit my job and left those people behind. I had no desire to go back once I finished with my recovery.
That was appropriate for that time but I needed a job. Rick left me enough that I didn't have to work and he was maintaining the insurance for all of us. I had enough money for food, utilities and upkeep and all I needed for the boys. It was enough but I needed a job for my own sanity. And there was no chance that I could go back to my old company. Not one chance in hell!
I was good at graphic design and packaging design and I knew many people in that field. My old company was one of the top in the industry but I knew there were a lot of jobs they turned down because they were too small. I could handle those jobs by myself. I decided to give it a shot and got myself a business license and started my own little company, working out of my house. I called it, J. Proctor, Packaging Concepts. I advertised on the internet and by word of mouth to some of the people I used to know.
I borrowed some money from the bank, using the house as collateral. Rick had given it to me in the divorce so that the boys could grow up in the only home they knew. We had a lot of equity in it so I used some of that for a small loan and bought the equipment I would need for my business: a computer with a lot of graphic capability, a large color copier, a drafting board and a photo layout. I also found a setup that would permit cross comparisons with multiple media. I would use that to transfer the best images to a film medium that would allow me to print and modify. Just the basics to begin with.
Will had just turned thirteen at the time and Robert was still not a teen at eleven. They were a lot of help, giving me time in the evenings to work while they watched television, played games and in general, kept themselves occupied. Since they were too young to go out by themselves, it was a perfect time for me. We compromised: I made sure they got to their games or their practices and they left me alone later in the evening to work. Both understood what I was trying to do so we functioned as a team. It was one of the best times in my life and was a real plus as I began to get some business. Initially it was just a few referrals from my erstwhile workmates but it was a beginning. I lost the first two accounts I tried for but got the third and I was in business!
As the year progressed, my business took off and I had to hire a girl to answer phone and internet queries, a draftsman to work on the big board, a color artist to fill in the singles, and one person to sell. I was good at all but not good enough to do it by myself. The only thing I changed was to have a small office put in at the back of the house where we could work, keeping me close to home. It seemed to work quite well and I began to take on more and more business. Over the next two years, my business continued to grow as well as my reputation and I was a financial success, paying off my loan and all my bills.
Fast forward two more years. Will was seventeen, Robert was almost sixteen and I had just turned forty eight. My business was one of the best in town and I had twelve people working for me. I decided early on to keep my business small and restricted to those who wanted only the best. My people were the best and we maintained a solid reputation which translated into profits. I was well to do now and my boys had everything they needed. I went to Rick for less and less and he agreed to put his support payments into a bank account for the boys' college fund.
As I said, Will was hoping for a basketball scholarship and would probably get one since he was so good. He wanted to go to Ohio State in the fall and he had already been accepted. Robert was so smart that he would have no trouble getting an academic scholarship when he was ready to go on. Both boys were popular in school and Will had a girlfriend that he seemed pretty serious about. Robert was just beginning to enter the life of female companionship and seemed to have no lack of pretty girls calling the house.



As for me, my business was successful and made me a lot of contacts. On the social scene, I was well known, invited to most of the important parties, had a lot of friends in all walks of life and overall was considered to be one of the 'in' people. I was usually in the company of many of the more important businesswomen of the city and my picture was always in the social section of the papers. But there was one thing lacking: I didn't date. I had not been on a date since I crawled back out of the gutter I found myself in. And I had not cared about any man at all since Rick left.
Oh, I had men calling me, hitting on me at parties or social gatherings, asking about me and letting me know that they were interested. The only thing holding me back was that I wasn't interested in them. My friends kept after me to pick one of the many single, wealthy men that I knew but I was interested in only one man and he was gone. Sound stupid? Maybe. But how do I explain it?
When Rick left me, he did it in a very dramatic way. He packed up and left while I was on a three day trip with my lover, Wes. We had gone on an all expenses paid trip together and spent the three nights in bed with each other. I told Rick it was a business trip and it was but I didn't tell him about Wes going with me. But he already knew about Wes and had it all documented. Stupid me, I had no clue. I was that typical cheating spouse who believed they were so much smarter than their significant other that nothing would ever happen. Consequences were for other people; stupid people who were careless.
The strange thing about it all was that that trip convinced me that I was done with the cheating and the lying and the sneaking around. It was ironic that I found myself thinking about Rick all the time I was with Wes and by the end of the three days I had recommitted myself to my marriage and to Rick. But of course, Rick had other ideas. He left me with pictures of what I had become; divorce papers; and a letter telling me that we were through. His letter was blunt and to the point. He gave it to me good with that letter. And I deserved everything he said and did. I was guilty and had no defense.
So that led to the depression and the fall and the pick-myself-up again routine that took two years of my life. Then the business I built for myself and my boys took another five years and got me to this point in my life. During that entire time however, I considered myself a married woman and vowed to do exactly what I promised myself I would do on that plane trip home from San Diego. I would rededicate myself to Rick and my marriage. The fact that Rick left and my marriage disappeared made no difference to me. I made a promise and I intended to keep it. Maybe too late, but my pride was not convinced.
I met a lot of very interesting men during that time. I lusted in my head after a couple and had several erotic dreams of things I would like to do with them. It was a lot of fun then, and I used my one convenience, a large blue dildo that I kept in my drawer under lock and key. It was a battery powered thing that had a few bells and whistles besides. I would take it out on those rare nights when my boys were out and staying over at one of their friend's houses. When I used it, I may have begun with thoughts of one of those luscious men I lusted after but when the climax I worked for came, it was Rick I thought of. Wasn't that strange!
Well, things happen that make no sense in life and the following night, while Robert and I sat behind the bench and screamed our hearts out for Will and his team, they went on to score one of the biggest upsets of the year. They won! They were going to state quarterfinals! How about that!!! Will was ecstatic and Robert was beside himself. I was a proud mother and I beamed all night as Will and his teammates celebrated. When Will asked if his team could come over to our place and celebrate I agreed. We did have one of the biggest homes of the boys on the team and we had a pool and a large backyard, well lit and fenced. Several parents volunteered to act as chaperones. It was perfect for a bunch of guys and girls and they enjoyed themselves and the pizza I ordered. The night was a great success.
The following day, I learned the schedule that Will would have, going to practice and getting to the state regionals. It would require some time off for me and I happily made the arrangements. I was all set to do what was necessary and made the calls to my office to let them know. We were working at capacity so it would involve a little arranging but I was determined to find the time. I was sitting in my kitchen, working on a schedule for the jobs in progress when the phone rang. I reached for it without looking at the caller ID.
"Hello. This is Judith Proctor." I held the phone to my ear with my shoulder, a move I had perfected, as I filled in the chart in front of me. I was reaching for a colored pencil when he answered.
"Hi Judith, it's me: Rick." Delivered in a voice that was soft, fluid, easy to listen to, and a voice I heard in my head every night of my life. And he thought he had to tell me who it was?
"Yes, I recognized your voice. It's good to hear from you Rick. It's been a few months hasn't it? Last time was to arrange for Will's birthday present? How have you been?"
"Good. Very good. I was wondering, Judith, do you have plans for the regionals? I know when its being held but I don't know any of the details. I won't see the boys next week and I'd like to make arrangements to see Will play."
"I was just doing the same thing Rick. The game is in Columbus next week, on Saturday afternoon. Will has to travel with the team on the bus but Robert and I are going to drive down Friday afternoon and check in for the night. We'll catch dinner that night and check out the next morning before going to the game. We have tickets. Rick got them for us. He got one for you as well." Then, just to punish myself, I asked, "Is one enough?"
"One is good. I wondered if we could get together once we get there? You, me and the boys. We could go to dinner and then, the next day, we could go on to the game just as you planned. I'd really like to sit with Robert during the game; of course, you'd be there too so it's your call."
"You mean dinner together; the four of us?" I was surprised since we had never been together as a family since our divorce. And that was almost eight years ago. I had been with the boys several times when Rick came to get them but never had we gone anywhere together. "And the game as well? The three of us at the game?"
"Yes, but if that's not OK with you, then I can just make some time to be with Robert and Will. I should have mentioned it earlier. I guess you have already made plans."
I was surprised again that it sounded as if he were disappointed. Could he have been serious? I was just anticipating his normal behavior where we spent our time nearby but never together with all of us. Not at the same time. Not in all those years since he walked out on me had we been together as a family. I know I was rambling in my mind as I tried to understand this new development. I knew Rick was waiting for me to say something but to be honest I was so confused that I blurted out, "No, I have no plans. We can meet for dinner, of course. That would be great for the boys. And I guess we could sit together during the game. Will would like that, seeing his family in one place. Just call me when you get there. We're staying at the Madison Hotel but that's not where the families are staying. They have a bunch of rooms set aside for parents at the Marriott Courtyard. You can call and make a reservation there if you want. You're listed under Will's family."
Of course he was. He knew that. How could he not know that? Actually, since I kept my married name, Rick and I were both listed as Rick's parents. I had already booked a room at a different hotel so they shouldn't be confused when Rick called. But that was not my problem. My problem was why he wanted to have dinner together. That was new. That was different and I began to wonder if he had some news to give us all: news about him getting married again. Or perhaps he was just engaged to some woman.
He said that he liked the idea of staying at the hotel better and would probably get a room there. I found myself saying goodbye to him and hoped I had not missed anything important. The last few minutes had gone by with me still in a state of shock. I took control of my emotions and put them aside while I finished the scheduling I was working on when he called. That was important and now had an even greater importance, at least to me. I was going to have dinner with my husband again; well, my ex-husband. But that was a distinction that was not important, to me at least.
I didn't mention my phone call to Will or Robert until just before we left. Will had spoken with his dad several times and all he knew was that Rick told him he would be there and that he hoped to spend some time with both boys. I was surprised he didn't say anything about our eating together. It was just a dinner, nothing major. I was checking with the boys the evening before we were to drive down to be sure they had everything they would need. Mothering, that's what I did. They were too old to make a fuss about it and just grimaced as I checked their bags. I told them to come down to the kitchen with me since I had something to say to them.
As they took their customary seats at the table, I placed a piece of apple pie in front of them with a glass of milk. Both boys loved my apple pie and I had made this one just that afternoon. I had taken off work early to do that chore and to get myself ready for the drive down. Not that I was worried about the drive. I was a nervous wreck but not about the drive.
"Boys, I have something to tell you. Will; Robert; the three of us are having dinner with your father. We are going to be together for dinner the night before the big game. Rick called and asked if we could have dinner together and I said yes."
I waited for their comments and was surprised when neither boy said anything. They continued to eat their pie without comment. I was taken aback by their attitude. But after a few seconds, it occurred to me that they just took it for granted that we would be together for something this big. How they could simply accept it was a shock to me. To me this was a huge thing. I hadn't been together with Rick for so many years that I saw this a major event in my life. Apparently, not in theirs.
"Well, I guess it was a big deal for me. I haven't had dinner together with Rick for almost eight years. Now, he wants us to get together and I was excited. I'm sorry for making a big deal out of it."
"No mom, it is a big deal and we know it. Dad asked us if it was OK with us if he came to dinner with you and us. We said yes." Will was smiling at me as he gave me this bit of information. He seemed to think it was amusing.
"Well. And why didn't you mention it to me before I made such a fool out of myself?"
"You never make a fool out of yourself mom. You are the coolest mom we know. The team thinks you're great as well! And we told dad that. He agreed with us and said he was looking forward to being together again and that it would be great if we could all get along."
I listened to them going on and we had fun with the secret and how I had made it such a big thing. They were excited as well and underneath the fun and the teasing, I could sense a feeling of excitement in their voices. This was a big deal to them as well. I began to wonder what was coming. And as I wondered, the possibilities were many and not all of them pleasant. I cleaned up the kitchen afterwards and spent the remainder of the evening thinking what Rick was up to.
I finished packing and took everything out to the car and loaded the trunk. I was nervous, now more so since our teasing. I tried to be positive but the one thing that kept coming back to me was that Rick had finally found someone who he was serious about and wanted to tell us all at the same time. He would use the dinner as the foundation to get us all in one place and then he would lay it on me. That seemed to me to be the most likely scenario.
I knew that Rick dated and I knew that he had at least two serious relationships. The first one was four years ago and was with a woman named Leslie Wells. She was beautiful and was financially well to do. They dated for over a year and I did hear that they were engaged to be married. Rick mentioned her to me once when we were meeting to discuss college plans for Will. He didn't give me any detail but he did say things were moving along quite fast. I didn't dwell on it as the whole conversation made me sick. Sick at heart, and sick in my soul. I didn't let Rick see the pain I was in and I left as soon as possible. Somehow the relationship ran into hard times and they broke up. I was glad for myself, but sad for Rick
The second serious relationship happened a year and a half ago with a younger woman. Her name was Jean Chambers and she was at least ten years younger than Rick. I was amused at first, then more concerned as he said it was serious. He actually used the word love once in describing her. Again, I terminated the conversation as soon as comfortable and left soon after. He never mentioned her again but I assumed he was still seeing her. I never asked the boys and I made it clear to both of them that their father's activities were off limits as conversation items with me. I didn't want to know and I made that crystal clear to them. They understood and never mentioned their father's paramours.
Jean Chambers. This dinner was his plan to mention her and tell us that he was going to ask her to marry him! I knew he would tell me and the boys before he made it official. That was Rick: polite and considerate. He always was, except the time I cheated on him and he walked out on me. There was no consideration for me or my feelings then, and I understood that none was deserved. I screwed up and I deserved all he did to me. The pain I gave him was paid in full by the way he ended our marriage. He paid me back: no mistake there! And boy, did I pay!
The following day was warm and bright and we left on time for the drive to Columbus and the quarter finals. Will was on the bus with his teammates while Robert and I were in our car. It was a four-hour drive and I wanted to get there early to give myself time to shower, primp and dress for our dinner. Rick might have broken my heart but I wanted him to see what he had walked away from eight years ago. I had a brand new dress, new shoes, new black lace undergarments and a gorgeous necklace with a diamond pendant that I planned to wear with matching earrings. With the perfume he bought me for our anniversary that same year, I planned to be as sexy and gorgeous as money could make me. The cosmetic surgery I had two years ago still made my few wrinkles too fine to worry about and the weekly workouts in the gym that I belonged to kept me fit.
We arrived at the hotel and checked into our rooms. I let Robert have a separate room, but explained that he would have to share with his brother, but he seemed pleased and took his carryall in to unpack and change. We planned to eat at six thirty but Rick hadn't called yet so our plans were flexible. We decided to walk over to the parking area to see if the bus was in yet. We should have beaten it by more than an hour so we might see it arrive. Robert led the way while I looked around the lobby and the shops adjacent to the hotel. We could walk to many of them and there were several restaurants nearby.
The bus arrived soon after and we saw Will get off. Before he saw us, Jill, his girlfriend walked up to him and hugged him. He smiled at her, leaned down to give her a kiss and then said something to her. She nodded, then rejoined two girls waiting for her. He watched her go then looked around and spotted us. He jogged over to meet us and we took him back to the room to change. Robert took him up to their room and I left them alone and walked down to the lobby to look in the gift shop windows and people-watch. I thought it was fun to wonder who they were and where they were going. I used to do it all the time.
I took a seat and had been enjoying myself for several minutes when I saw Rick come in. It was both a shock and a thrill seeing him again after several months. I didn't get up or give him any indication that I was there. He checked in, producing his card and signing in as efficiently as he did most things. God, he was a pleasure to watch!
He grabbed his bag and turned away from me to find the elevators. I watched his tight butt as he walked away and memories of what we once had came flooding back to me. Once again, I felt myself become warm with desire as I remembered. As I said, even when I thought of another man in lust, my fantasies ended up with Rick as the star. Crazy! When I saw him in the flesh, so to speak, there were no others. I let him go up and then followed, heading to my room to begin to get ready and to wait for his call. I wanted to be sure I was in control when he did.
Later, when I finished doing my face and hair, I walked into the adjoining room where Will and Robert were talking about the game and what Will was going to do. Will was trying to be calm but the excitement was pouring out of him. I listened to the exchange and marveled again at the young men I had been privileged to raise. They were gentlemen and I was so proud of both. They were already dressed for the evening in clean shirts and pressed jeans. OK, so I pressed their jeans. Sue me! I turned and went back into my room through the connecting door. I was almost ready and I wanted to put on my dress at the last possible moment. No wrinkles for me. None! I wanted to be as perfect as possible this evening.
As I was putting on my necklace and earrings, the phone rang. I picked up on the second ring to hear Rick's voice ask me if we were ready. I told him five minutes and we would meet him in the lobby. He hung up and I began to panic. It was time! Oh God, what have I gotten myself into? Rick and I at a table together for more than just a conference on details of our sons affairs? I wasn't sure now if I could even do this. I was already a nervous wreck and I hadn't even left the room!
I yelled at the boys through the door and told them we were going down to the lobby to meet their father. Will and Robert came into my room, looked at me and the way I was dressed. I held my breath until Will whistled out loud. "Wow! Mom, you look hot! Even if you are our mom, I have to say, you look hot!"
I choked. I admit it now that I choked up at his words. God, how I needed those words from anyone, even my son. I fought not to cry and simply smiled at him. Before he could move, I grabbed him by the shirt front and gave him a huge kiss on the forehead. He pretended to fight me but I heard him whisper, "Go for it mom. Go for it!"
With those words, my fears fell away and I decided that I was going to enjoy the company of three good looking men and the hell with the consequences. I was going to have fun and let the chips fall where they may. I opened the door, waved my two companions out and then shut the door behind me. I put my arm through each of my sons' and together we moved down the hall to the elevator. After a short ride, we exited arm in arm and went in search of my ex.
We found Rick waiting in the lobby, standing alone, holding a small box. As he saw us, he smiled and moved toward us. We met in the middle of the lobby, the four of us, looking for all the world, like a regular family: husband, wife and two handsome boys. I felt strange for just a minute until Rick started to talk.
"Judith, you look amazing. You are absolutely beautiful!" He was staring and I was pleased to note that the effort seemed to be well worth it. I smiled back, a blush staining my cheeks.



"Thank you Rick. You look nice as well." That was all I could get out but it was enough to break the ice. Rick looked me over and the blush spread. I enjoyed the attention and the thrill that went through me was not to be discussed in polite company.
He turned to Robert and reached out to clasp his shoulder. "Hi son. You look presentable for a change. I hardly recognized you without your 'Buckeye' shirt."
He then turned to Will. Instead of a fatherly pat on the shoulder, he reached out to take Will's hand in a firm handshake. They looked into each other's eyes for a brief second, a shared thought passing between them. Rick dropped his hand and held out the small box.
"Before we go in to dinner, I want to give you something Will. This was mine and was given to me by my father when I went off to college. He told me that I should pass it on to my own son when the time was right. I think tonight, before the big game, is the right time."
He handed the small box to Will who took it and held it as if afraid to open it. Robert was standing beside him, his feet tapping in anticipation. "Com' on Will! Open it! What is it?"
Will looked at his dad, then at me, and finally back to the box. He carefully opened it to find a gold pocket watch, the entire surface engraved with intricate vines and leaves. It was attached to a short chain with a fob at the end. As he lifted it out of the box, the gold shone brightly and the chain dangled from his hand. He gazed at it, touched the top with the other hand and pushed gently. The cover popped open and inside was a white face with golden numbers and black hands. The inside cover was mirror bright and smooth.
I looked at it and was moved at the sentiment attached. From father to son, on and on. I was glad for Will to get such a gift from his father. Robert was touched almost as much and showed no resentment for such a gift to be given to his older brother. Once again, pride in my sons took my breath away. A tear began to force its way into the corner of my eye and I quickly brushed it away.
"Well, can we go in and sit down. My legs don't seem to want to support me right now."
I smiled to take the seriousness out of my voice but Rick seemed to understand. He moved toward me, took my arm and led us into the restaurant. He had already made a reservation for the four of us. As we were shown to our table, Rick motioned to me to slide in first and then moved to sit beside me. Will and Robert sat across from us and both seemed to be pleased at something. I was trying to maintain my composure with Rick sitting so close to me. My breathing was a little erratic but I was able to bring it under control and join in to the conversation that started without me.
Dinner was a very happy affair. The boys were ravenous and both devoured a huge double cheeseburger with a big side of fries while I had a salad and a chicken salad sandwich. Rick had a steak with a baked potato and mixed vegetables. We all had dessert: pie with ice cream for the boys and Rick, a small dish of sorbet for me. After all, this dress was pretty tight to begin with. I did all right if I do say so and I was sitting next to a man that I had dreamed of many times over the past eight years. Most of those dreams were pretty erotic as well. Makes it hard to concentrate on food.
After dessert had been consumed, the boys excused themselves to head back to the room. Will had curfew and the coach would call the room at eight to check on him but he wanted to see Jill until he had to check in. He was not going to miss that call; tomorrow was too important for him to mess it up. Robert would do whatever his brother asked him to do so the two of them were fine. I watched them go with a smile. It did occur to me that I was alone with Rick for the first time in many years and the idea didn't scare me as much as I thought it would. After all, what could I lose? Rick? I lost him eight years ago and he was the only man I cared about.
Rick called the waiter over and asked for coffee for himself. He looked at me and I nodded to indicate that I would like a cup as well. I was enjoying his company and I wanted it to continue. Coffee was perfect; something to do with my hands. Rick said nothing for a while, waiting for the coffee. I was content to sit in his company, just enjoying the companionship, something I had missed so much. I asked myself; why couldn't we have parted at least as friends? I knew the answer to that. The pain I gave him was too much to ignore and forgive. I knew it well!
The coffee came, the waiter set the cups in front of us, poured the coffee and after making sure we were okay, walked away. We were truly alone. I didn't know what to say and I wondered if I was the one who should begin. After all, wasn't this the conversation I so much wanted at the time but didn't get? Should I take it now? Should I say the things I wanted to say then? I steeled my courage and was ready to begin when Rick turned to me.
"Judith, could I ask you something? Just a few questions that have been bothering me for some time. If it's OK?"
I was relieved that he would begin. And could he ask questions? Please! I would tell him anything he wanted to know! All I wanted then was to lay myself open to him and let him ask or say anything that would allow him to forgive me. I prayed that it would happen! I prayed that he would allow me the chance to tell him that he was never to blame for any of what I did!
"Of course! Anything, Rick. Just ask me."
"OK. First, is it true that you talk to me as if I'm there? As if I'm there with you?"
That's what he wanted to ask? That? God! I had hoped and prayed for this chance and he wanted to know that?
"Yes, it's true. I've always done that. Ever since I began the business. I always valued your advice but since you weren't there, I pretended you were. I knew you so well; I think I knew what you would say so I just filled in for you. You can't know how much you've helped me. Once, I was going to buy a big laser printer but when I asked you, I could just hear you say that it was too big and would cost more to operate than it would return in value. I didn't buy it. I bought a smaller one which has been perfect for my business. Good advice!"
"Why didn't you call me? Or ask my advice for real? Wouldn't that have made more sense?"
"Rick, you made it clear to me that you wanted nothing to do with me. We both know why so why would I call you to ask for your advice?"
Rick looked at me for a second, nodded in understanding and looked away. I was afraid I had made a mistake by being too direct, but he turned back and continued.
"You never date. Why is that? I know things didn't work out for you right after the divorce, but you are still beautiful, successful, and I know any number of men who would love to go out with you. Why haven't you dated?"
It was one of the questions I thought he might ask and I was ready with an answer. I prayed it wasn't a mistake to tell him. Well, again, what did I have to lose?
"I made a mistake eight years ago and I paid a heavy price for it. I had no choice but to pay that price, and I have. But, one thing I learned during my work with my shrink, Cheryl Hopkins, is that there was only one man for me and that was you. I promised myself after working with Cheryl that I would be the perfect wife for you."
I saw he was going to object and say something, so I quickly interrupted him. I had to get this out before he stopped me!
"Before you say anything, you have to understand something: I had made that promise on the plane ride home from San Diego. Wes and I had already decided to end our affair and I was ready to recommit to my marriage and to you. I realize now that it was naïve of me to assume I would be allowed my transgressions and just begin again as if nothing had happened. But then nothing I did then was reasonable, or fair, or even right.
"I screwed up bad back then. It was me, Rick! It was all me! I know that now, and I know why I did it. But, that didn't justify it. It just allowed me to understand why and to make sure I would never do it again. Even though we are divorced, I promised and I have to keep that promise. It's important to me! Even if it is only to myself.
"So, you see, to date would be to cheat on you. So, while I have seen some real cute men who I would love to date, I can't. That would be breaking my promise to myself. And, I'll tell you a secret that the boys don't know: sometimes I think of nasty things I would like to do with them but when I do, guess who I end up in bed with?"
Rick was looking puzzled and didn't answer. I smiled at him, waited another few seconds and told him.
"You! Even in my dreams, I can't cheat on you now. I may imagine them to start, but you are the one I end up with every time!"
I watched the expression on his face and I had to laugh. It was too funny. He had no idea what to say or do and that put him at a disadvantage for the first time in eight years when with me. God, how good that felt! How good it felt to say something serious and funny and preposterous to my ex-husband without fighting or cursing or anything else. It was just fun and I realized that I was having fun.
"You don't even have to say anything. I just wanted to tell you that. It's true regardless of whether you believe me or not. I know my credibility isn't at the top of your list."
Rick shook his head, not quite sure how to take that or what to say. "I'm not sure I know what you are saying, but that's fine. Another question if you don't mind. What are your plans for your future? If you don't date, and won't date another man, do you plan on being single for the rest of your life? I can't believe that would be your choice. Is it?"
"Yes."
There wasn't anything else to say. That was my choice and I made it six years ago, right after I came out of that dark place I lived in then. I explained it to Cheryl and she accepted it as a reasonable choice for me. I had my reasons and she knew what they were so she never tried to change my mind or talk me out of it.
Rick looked at me, his eyes never leaving mine. I returned his look, my confidence in my own life and my own choices giving me the strength to hold my ground. If I couldn't have Rick because of what I did to him, then I had paid the price and I was free to do as I chose. I chose to be alone.
For his part, Rick was still trying to assimilate what I told him. I had been honest; I had given him the truth and he knew it. There was little for him to say and he was quiet now. I suggested we move to the lounge and have a goodnight drink and he looked at me with a strange expression. I knew all his looks but this one was a new one to me. But, after all, eight years is a long time and people change.
Rick slid out of the booth, reached back to give me his hand to help me up and then led me to the lounge. I followed, admiring him from behind: he really was a striking man. He stopped to pay the bill while I waited in the lobby, noticing the looks from some of the men there. I was used to those and I ignored all but a few of the more interesting ones. I never let there be any misunderstanding however. No come hither looks; no lowered eyes; no simpering. None of the vibes that said, "You can have me if you want."
Rick came over, took my arm gently and led me into the lounge. We were seated at a small table toward the back and Rick sat next to me rather than across the table. I was pleasantly surprised and let him know with a wide smile. He smiled back!
"Judith, I have to tell you something. I've had a private detective check you out at different times over the last three years, just to prove to myself that Will and Robert were not lying when they would tell me about how you lived. I never wanted to invade your privacy but I did wonder about your social life."
My smile faded at his words. After what I did to him, I deserved to be punished, but after that, what right did he have to continue to monitor my behavior? It wasn't fair and it made me angry. For the first time in years, I felt I had to say something to Rick that would not be conducive to winning him back.
"After eight years and a divorce where you shut me out of your life, you wanted to investigate me? I did no such thing to you, telling my boys not to discuss you or bring any of your affairs or flings into my home. I gave you your privacy! Why couldn't you do the same for me?"
"I offer my apologies. At first I convinced myself that it was to protect my boys. But I knew that was not true. You were a great mother and they told me so many times. I knew they adored you and that you gave them everything they needed to grow and turn into the wonderful young men they are.
"Then I tried to tell myself that I was curious to see how you lived your life when you no longer had to worry about a husband. That was more realistic. More of what I wanted to know. It was a shock to see how you lived. Not dating, going out only with women or clients and their wives. I wondered why you would do that. It drove me crazy trying to understand what you were doing.
"That's one of the reasons I asked to join the three of you this evening and for the game tomorrow. I had to see you again and see for myself that you are happy and content with your life, knowing how you chose to live it. And I'm convinced! You are happy and you are satisfied with yourself and who you are. You may not believe it but you were never that way before. This is definitely an improvement!"
I listened as he spoke and strangely enough, believed what he was saying. The Rick I knew would never invade my life or my privacy without some good reason. This was his way and I knew him well. Even now. He was looking out for me and my sons. Of course!
"Well, I guess you had a reason. But I would have appreciated it a lot more if you had simply asked me. We talked from time to time. You could have just asked."
"Would you have answered me? Truly?"
"Yes Rick, I would. This is me, the me that I became five years ago. This is not the same woman who cheated on you and who you devastated so completely. I know who and what I am now. I know what I did and I paid the price. What's the expression for that? Oh, yeah: I did the crime and I did the time! Well, I did the crime and afterward it was a hell of a time for me for almost three years. First the divorce, then the aftermath, then the depression and the fall. Then I picked myself up and moved on.
"So, yeah, I would have told you. I would have told you anything you wanted to know. As a matter of fact, I would have welcomed the chance to tell you what happened to me and why I did what I did. I prayed for the chance to tell you that. I always wanted to say two things to you Rick. Just these two simple things: you were never at fault for anything I did and I'm so very sorry that I did what I did."
Rick listened intently to all I said and then when I said the very last things, I could see his eyes open wide and I swear there was a glassiness to them that suggested that he was tearing up. Rick was a strong proud man and I knew that for me to see him cry was hard for him, so I did what any loving wife would do. I stood and excused myself to go to the ladies room. I moved quickly to protect myself from the same thing and when I got inside, I let myself go. I cried to relieve the stress and then stopped. I was done! I did it and I had said what I needed to say. I was proud of myself and I felt as if a load was lifted from my shoulders from just saying those simple words. How powerful they were!
I rinsed my face with water, reapplied my lipstick, and put a few drops in my eyes to mask the redness and looked at the result. Yes! I was ready to go back.
At the table, Rick was sitting with his hands folded in front of him on the table. He looked up as he saw me coming and I was greeted with a huge smile and a look of pride. Proud of being with me? Be still my heart! Silly girl!
He stood as befitted a gentleman and waited until I sat down. Then he surprised me by saying, "Thank you for giving me time to compose myself. You always did know me better than I knew myself."
"I did indeed. But then I loved you, so it was second nature to me. It still is Rick. I still do, you know: love you."
I almost hunched my shoulders up to defend myself against his reaction. I was prepared for almost anything when I told him that: anger, pain, disgust, certainly surprise and embarrassment. Any of those would have been understandable coming from someone I had hurt as badly as I hurt Rick. I was prepared to accept the worst. What he said then, came as a complete surprise to me.
"I believe you Judith. I really do believe you love me now and that you loved me back then. I never doubted that. My actions were not taken with the idea that you loved Wes more than me. I divorced you because I was hurt so badly by your betrayal that I couldn't find a way to go forward with you.
"And I tried. I really tried when I found out what you were doing. I asked myself if there was any way I could forgive and forget what you had done. I was almost ready to accept that you had made a mistake and that we could go forward and then you told me about the trip to San Diego and then lied to me about who you were going with. That's when I knew that my love for you wasn't enough. I was left with no choice.
"And you may not believe me when I tell you that it was the hardest decision I've ever had to make: the decision to walk away. Because, like you, I never stopped loving you. Even then, knowing what you were doing, I couldn't stop loving you. I just couldn't forgive you. And I knew I would never forget."
I listened, my heart breaking, not for me but for him. The pain I caused him was too much for me to bear. I remembered the pain I felt when he threw me out, but I wasn't able to consider his pain until many years later. That came in an epiphany while working with Cheryl. And it's true: I remember the pain when I understood what he was feeling; what I had done to him. It was so much worse than any I had suffered for my betrayal.
"Rick, please. Don't go there. I understand and I don't blame you for not forgiving me. I know what I did and it's my shame to bear. You have been fair with me over the years and you've never given me anything but your cooperation with our sons. You've never thrown what I did in my face. All I can say is thank you for allowing me this time to say some things that I wanted to say and that I needed to say. It was a gift that I will cherish. Thank you."
Rick was looking at me with that look again. I still didn't understand it but it wasn't anger or resentment so I was happy about that. I felt good. I felt that maybe we could go on to become friends again. Maybe I could put him at ease by getting the conversation back to neutral topics. Or topics that he would be comfortable with.
"Tell me about Jean Chambers. The last I heard from you, it was heading toward serious. Is she about to become the next Mrs. Proctor?"
My stomach flipped when I mentioned her but I thought that if I opened the conversation about her, he would feel comfortable mentioning the upcoming marriage proposal.
Now the look on his face turned to surprise. Maybe he hadn't intended to bring her up. Maybe it was still too soon? He shook his head and answered. "I haven't seen Jean for almost two years. I'm surprised you even remembered her."
"Really? You mentioned that you thought you might actually love her the last time we talked about her. I guess I thought that marriage was in the cards."
"I was smitten at the time. She was young and aggressive and I thought that I could actually keep up with her. Boy, was I wrong! We parted shortly after I said that. I'm not seeing anyone now. Haven't been with anyone since her."



"But why? You are still as hot as ever and you have all any woman would want. You're successful, good looking, great in the sack and pretty well off. What's stopping you?"
"It appears that I can't find anyone who satisfies me completely. None of the women I dated or spent any time with were what I wanted. Some were too pushy, some were not aggressive enough, some were just not good in bed and some were just after a body to keep them warm and take care of them. They all lacked something."
He stopped then, looked at me very seriously and said, "There was one who had it all, but it didn't work out."
I took the bait, wanting him to keep on talking. This was my Rick and even if he said something that would hurt me, it was so wonderful to sit here with him and just talk.
"Why not? Was she stupid? Was she so stupid that she let you get away? Who was that crazy lady?"
"She was you. And yes, she was stupid and she did let me get away. As a matter of fact, she pushed me away. It was too bad, because she was perfect for me."
My breath came in small gasps. This was it! This was my chance for something I had given up all hope of ever having. If I didn't try now, I would regret it for the rest of my life. I might crash and burn, but I would go down fighting. Taking my heart in my hands, I went for it.
"Maybe she learned her lesson Rick. Maybe she's smarter now and knows what she would have with a man like you. Maybe she's ready for you now. Ready for a life together with all that means. It's for sure she wouldn't make the same mistakes again."
"Do you think that's possible? Could she be different this time around? Why wouldn't she make the same mistakes again? I don't think I could take that again. It was too painful the first time it happened."
"I think she would die before she would make those mistakes again. She knows the pain she caused to those she loved and I think she would die before she hurt them like that again. As a matter of fact, I know she would. I know it with all my heart."
Rick looked at me and I held my breath. Could he forgive me? Had the years softened his heart and made the pain I gave him less intense, enough that he could learn to love me again? I looked him in the eyes and I held his gaze, the truth of who I was now clear, if he chose to look deep enough.
He said nothing but reached for my hand. I gave it to him, still holding my breath. If he didn't say something soon, I was going to die! This night had gone in a direction I had never anticipated. He had gone all the way back and he did it all at once. It offered up a chance that I believed was gone forever and I wasn't sure I could hold on much longer without screaming out loud.
"I believe you because I want to believe you, Judith. I have to believe you if I want to be happy. I've not been happy for the last eight years. I've tried to forget you and move on but that's been a failure. All those women weren't you, and that's who I was searching for. I finally realized that there was only one woman for me.
"But Judith, if you hurt me again, you'll kill me. Understand that! If we start again, it has to be for the rest of our lives. Don't say or do anything unless you can promise me that. You have to promise me that or I have to walk away like I did eight years ago. I couldn't take it if you did it again!
"Can you promise me that? Can you, knowing what you are promising?"
I got up from my chair, walked toward him, and in front of everyone in that lounge, I knelt in front of him and held both of his hands in mine and said, "I promise on my life."

Epilogue
Will's team was defeated in the quarter finals and we all cheered him even as they lost. He played brilliantly and that was enough to get him the scholarship he so wanted. His father and I were so proud of him that night. He played his heart out but took the loss with dignity. He went on to play in college and graduated with a degree in Business Management. He joined his father's company when he graduated and progressed up through the ranks until Rick felt confident enough to retire and turn it over to him. Along the way, he married Jill, his high school sweetheart and they have three wonderful kids.
Robert earned an academic scholarship and attended Harvard. He wanted to be a lawyer and graduated with honors. He went on to finish his degree in Law and joined a practice in New York City. He earned a reputation as a tenacious opponent and finally left to start his own practice. He now has four lawyers in his firm and has proposed to a girl he met in one of his cases. They seem to be deeply in love and we hope for the best for them.
Rick and I dated for several years after that night in Columbus. I wanted nothing more than to be with him in any way that he would permit. He said he loved me and I certainly loved him but he was still cautious. I couldn't blame him since I was the one that made him who he was then. I never pressed him or asked for more than he was willing to give me. We moved in together when Robert went on to college and we've lived together ever since. When the boys come home, we are all together just as we used to be. Nothing seemed different to those who knew us.
I kept my company and we continued to be successful in the field. I let my partners take more and more of the responsibility and worked less and less. But when Rick decided to let Will take over his company, I made an equally difficult decision and sold my company to a group made up of my employees. I let them know that I would very seriously consider any offer made by them. We reached an agreement and I left, retiring once and for all.
I was sitting at our kitchen table one afternoon, considering what to do about my upcoming birthday. Will and Robert both were coming home to help me celebrate my sixtieth birthday. I wasn't sure it was something to celebrate but they wanted to do something special so I agreed. Rick had just turned sixty one and agreed that we should have a party. I gave up, being outvoted by my three men.
Rick came in from the outside, looking fit and healthy, his tanned skin glowing with a light sheen of sweat. He sat down across from me and asked me to get him a glass of iced tea. I smiled at him, taking his warm hand in mine, still not over the wonderful gift of forgiveness he gave me almost ten years ago on that night when he took me back. I would never get over it and I thanked God every night for that gift.
I rose and went to the refrigerator to get the pitcher of sweetened tea we kept full at all times. I poured us both a glass with plenty of ice and carried both back to the table. Rick was sitting there, looking nervous now. I sat down, slid one glass over to him and asked with some concern, "What's the matter Rick? You look troubled. Is something wrong?"
He looked up and shook his head from side to side. "No, nothing is wrong."
I noticed that he was holding something in his hand and wondered what it was. I didn't have long to wait. He stood, walked around the table to stand beside me and then, in a gesture so similar to the one I made that night in Columbus when I knelt in front of him in that lounge in front of everyone there and made my promise to him, knelt down and took my left hand in his.
"Judith, I have been happier in the last ten years then I have ever been. You have been all I could ever have hoped for and I love you more than ever."
He opened the box and took out my old engagement ring, the one he took back when he divorced me. He held it up in position to slip onto my finger.
"Judith, will you marry me again?"
I pushed my hand forward before he could move that ring away!
"Yes, oh, yes I'll marry you."
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This is a little tale that came to me one day when I least expected it. I was watching a detective show and I wondered what it would be like to put my words into that context. This isn't a true Consequences story but it could well be. I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it. If you don't, just ignore it.
Edited by Lady Cibelle with her thoughts included.
Prologue
We were sitting at our desks and discussing an open case when the phone rang. Ed and I exchanged glances. He nodded and took the call. It was our informant, calling to let us know that Mario Luciano was in town. Mario was the man we had been searching for, for almost a year. We had him dead to rights in the murder of a local businessman and had a be-on-the-look-out-for (BOLO) on him throughout the US. This was the first time we had even an inkling of his whereabouts. Ed, my partner, and I talked it over and decided to set up a sting using the informer. If he could pull this off, his rap for holding a kilo would go away. Ed called him back, told him the deal. He was up for it and made the contact.
Luciano was staying at the downtown Marriott and he was looking to establish some local contacts. The informer let it out that he had a source, a big one, that was looking to expand into our area. Mario bought into it as we hoped and we had him hooked! Now that the hook was set, all we had to do was reel him in. Easy and neat! We made an appointment with the management of the Marriott and told them what we intended. We assured them there would be no shooting and no danger to their guests. We reinforced that we could not let anyone know what we were doing in order not to alert our target. Management agreed and we made our plans.
We went back to the Marriott the following day and set up for our plan to take him down. We made a call using the informant, asking Luciano to come down to meet some people that could make him a lot of money. The informant insisted they would only meet in a public place and not in his room. Since he was into drugs, our informant used the story of a major supplier who was looking for a local distributor. Mario took the bait as we hoped, saying he would be down directly.
We were going to apprehend him, peacefully we hoped, by taking him the minute he walked off the elevator. We had information saying that he would probably not be armed and we used that fact in our plan. We had blocked off the doors and stairways to keep traffic to a minimum, even though we expected no trouble; we wanted to be safe. The two of us moved into position, just to the right of the bank of elevators that went up to the twentieth floor. We made sure the uniforms were in place and out of sight. They were stationed to the left of our position. There were three of them, ready to arrest the man we had come for.
The informant was gone and we were waiting on our quarry. He would be coming down any minute. Ed and I motioned to the uniforms to make sure they were ready. Now all we had to do was wait. We settled into position, our guns holstered with the snaps open, ready to draw if need be. We saw the arrow on the No. 2 elevator change to the down direction. It should only be a few more minutes. I signaled the uniforms and pointed to the arrow. They nodded in understanding.
None of us thought to look toward the restaurant, thinking that it was closed for the afternoon. We were experienced cops and shouldn't have assumed anything. But we did.
From that direction, a man and a woman walked toward the elevators, his arm wrapped around his companion. Her head was tilted up to his and he was smiling down. Two lovers, ready to go up to their room to make love. Ed nudged me to call my attention to them just as the doors to elevator No.1 opened and they moved inside.
Without thinking, I had stepped into the area in plain sight of the elevators when I recognized the woman. I was standing directly in front of the doors when they started to close. As they moved silently together, she looked out to see me standing there and her eyes grew wide and her mouth opened in an attempt to scream. She began to reach for the doors to stop their path but too late. The doors closed and the elevator started up.
Ed swore, angry that I had blown our scenario, grabbed me, pushed me behind him and motioned to the uniforms to be ready to rush the second elevator when the doors opened. I was too stunned to say or do anything and I was still standing there when Ed shouted to move and all hell broke loose. He and the uniforms arrested the man and took him into custody. I moved to a chair in the lobby while this occurred and I was still sitting there when Ed came over to me.
"Come on partner. I know it's hard but you have to pull yourself together and do this thing. Come on; I'll drive. We have to book him and get him into holding now while we have him."
"Did you see. . . .?" I couldn't say it out loud. I couldn't ask him the question.
"Yeah buddy, I saw. Let's get you out of here right now. You don't want to be here when she comes down, you hear me? Let's go!"
I rose, followed him out to the car and sat there quietly as he drove us back to the station. I had just witnessed something I never could have expected and it had flattened me. I was sick to my stomach, my head was pounding and my throat was thick with emotion. My world had just come crashing down on me without warning.
On The Job
I showed my badge to the uniform standing just inside the doorway and waited until he moved aside to let me in. This was a late call, coming in just before I was to head home for the night. I had stayed behind to finish up some paperwork and it was just my luck that I was the one that picked up the phone, making me the primary on this case.
But what the hell, I thought to myself. Since I was now living alone in a crappy little room in a run down part of town, maybe it was for the best. Let those guys who had a faithful wife and family take the night off. I wasn't in that category so I guess I was the best guy for the job. I did call my partner Ed Prentiss to tell him about the call but to stay home with his own wife and kids. I said I could cover till tomorrow.
I went inside the small three room apartment, noticing that it was twice as big as my place, and followed the trail of uniforms to the last room on the right. It was the bedroom of the poor dead sap who lay half on the floor and half on the bed. I went inside, the room kept empty until I was on site. I moved to the body and stood, my eyes taking in the blood, the body's position, the surroundings, the bed covers, everything that had anything to do with this man. This was what I did and I did it well, but even without any training, I could say right off that with the amount of blood on the floor, the guy had apparently bled out.
"Hey, Cross, when can I have the body? It's been almost an hour that I've been here. What took you so long? And where's your shadow? He takin' a vacation?"
That was Harry Feeney the assistant coroner. He usually worked the same shift I did and it seems he got caught just as I had. He would have been in, done his thing, being careful not to disturb the scene, and then waited for me
"Sorry Harry. It's just me tonight. I was working over and just on my way out the damned door when the phone rang. Just my luck no one else was around to pick up. I'll just be a few minutes, just to get a feel for what went down. Time of death? I guess you're going to tell me cause is that he bled out?"
"Yeah, Pete. Near as I can tell, he's been dead for about three hours, give or take. And you're right: shot twice, once in the chest and once in the gut, but COD is exsanguination from the gut shot. That should be obvious but I'll reserve final cause till after I cut him. Here's his wallet. Name is Sean Trent and this is his place. Twenty eight and single. No cash found and he's missing his watch and a few rings. Visible marks on the wrist and fingers show they were there. Take your time. I've got nowhere else to be. Just yell when you're done."
I walked around the body, looking for anything that was out of place, not as it should be. Anything that was not part of the usual or the ordinary. I was about to give up when I noticed a small tag of some sort sticking out of his shirt pocket. It was almost hidden in the blood that covered his upper torso. Blood from the bullet in the chest. I took a pair of gloves from my pocket, a small pair of tweezers with a strong grip, and an evidence bag. I pulled the tag from his pocket, examined it before putting it in the bag and sealing it. That would go along with Harry and ultimately end up in Trace Evidence.
After another five minutes, I was done. I walked out the door and told Harry the body was his. I handed him the bag and told him to add it to whatever he found when he got the body back to the basement where he did the autopsies. I went up to Clancy, the uniform who seemed to be in charge and told him to start the canvas of the apartments on this floor and the ones directly above and below. He said it had already started and the report would be on my desk in the morning. He had already called the crime scene boys and they were just arriving as I was leaving. I told them it was me who was in charge and left, knowing they would file all evidence collected and forward the list to me.
I went back to the office and filled out a few forms; victim's name, time of death, cause of death, location, me as primary, Harry as receiver of the body, and more that made this an official case for Homicide. That was where I worked and what I did. My name is Peter Cross and I'm a gold shield. A detective first grade working Homicide for the city of Plattsburgh, NY. I put the ID up on the blackboard on the wall close to the entrance of our 'office'. That would clue everyone else that I was primary and this was my case.
Homicide had the top floor of a three story building that used to be a warehouse. Wood floors, a high ceiling with exposed struts, aluminum wrapped ducts that carried heat in the winter and tepid air in the summer. The windows all opened so we didn't suffocate in the heat but it was far from comfortable. Made the guys and gals eager to be out and about, rather than sitting behind a desk here. Downstairs was for the uniforms and the second floor was special units and some of the brass. I avoided that floor.
I spent an hour on the computer searching his name and anything else I could find. My police access gave me information about his financials and his priors but there wasn't much to be gleaned. No wants or warrants, no outstanding charges and a short sheet of prior arrests. A small time petty thief as I suspected. I made a crime board, got the few pictures one of the uniforms took and put them up. This would be a low priority since he was obviously a street hustler. No job listed under his name, no credit cards and no known back accounts. Apartment rented by the week, no prior address listed; cell phone was a cheap prepaid. Closets yielded little of value and no sign of burglary other than the wallet and watch. I would see what the canvas yielded and if the crime scene boys picked up anything but I expected this one to go into the open files. I finished up what I could, turned off my light and my computer station and started for home.
Usually I walked up and down the twenty six steps leading to and from the ground floor, but tonight, I took the freight elevator that still worked most of the time. It dropped me to the ground floor where the uniforms had their home in only a minute and a half; half as long as it would take to walk down. I was so tired that I just wanted to get back to my apartment and take a shower. Hot or cold made no difference. I got into the police issued sedan I called my own and drove the short distance to the rented apartment I was using.
I went up the short flight of steps and into my apartment. I checked the mail on the way and found only a few flyers of no interest and one official document that I knew was from my lawyer. I was tempted to throw them all into the trash can but stopped myself. I took the official letter and placed it carefully on the counter and tossed the rest. I went in and took my shower, letting the warm water run over my aching shoulders and neck. I stayed in as long as possible, not getting out until the water started to run cool. I dried with a huge fluffy towel I brought from home and went into the single room that served as living room/dining room/ kitchen. I dropped down on the couch and just tried to stop thinking.
After a few minutes of relative silence, I sighed once in resignation and got up to grab the official looking letter. I stared at it, not caring much what was inside but finally got up the energy to open it. I ripped the end off, letting it drop to the floor and took out the pages tucked inside. I read the first page, telling me it was a counter claim from my wife. I leafed through the attached pages, noting the causes her lawyer listed and just sniggered. It was all bullshit, but so what. I expected nothing less from her.
I tossed the pages on the coffee table and stared into space, thinking of what she had included. What the hell was she talking about? She was accusing me of abandonment. What the fuck was that about? And emotional cruelty? Come on! What the hell was she thinking? She was the one that started this whole thing. She was the one cheating on me and our marriage with that asshole Jeffry Trousdale. He was the one that seduced her into betraying me. What did she expect me to do after that? Abandonment? Bullshit! I left her cheating ass! Emotional cruelty? I hated her guts after what she did, and I told her that. Was that emotional cruelty? Hell no! That was the fucking truth!!!
I sat there fuming for another five minutes, the heat from my anger doing a good job of drying the remaining water from my wet hair. I told myself I wanted nothing more than to be done with her but the more I thought of it, the angrier I got. I reached for the phone and punched in her number at home. Probably out with her lover I thought as it began to ring. Where were the kids when she did that shit? She was a bitch, cheating on me the way she did, but I was sure she wouldn't do anything in front of our kids. But hell, I never thought she would cheat on me either so maybe I was wrong. I was about to hang up when she answered. She seemed out of breath.
"Hello?" Soft voice but sort of breathless like she had been running or doing something that took energy. I bet I could guess what that was. I could guess a lot of things with my mind taking me places I didn't want to go. I had visions that made me sick. Visions of her and that son of a bitch!
"Hello Carol. I just got your counter claim from your shyster lawyer. I'm surprised you didn't have your lover prepare these. Sounds like something he would have done. I was going to talk to you about it but it sounds like I interrupted a fuck session with your lover. You must have been going at it since you seem to be out of breath. I hope to hell the kids aren't there while you're screwing another man."
I was about to hang up when she answered. "Stop, Peter! Just stop it right now! I was in the garage trying to find the circuit breaker that controls the washer and dryer. They aren't working and I have washing to do. The kids are with my mother and I wasn't with my lover. I have no lover! You know that!"
"No Carol, I don't know that. I know you've been shacking up with him at the Marriott. I saw the two of you together there and I watched the two of you heading up to your room together. What I saw was two lovers making out in the lobby while waiting for the elevator. Just because you saw me there and came running home doesn't change the facts."
"Pete, no! You never gave me a chance to explain. It wasn't what you thought. Yes, I was with him and yes I was going up to his room and I know it looked bad, but nothing happened! Nothing!"
"Only because I was there, but what if I wasn't? What would you have done? Nothing? I don't believe that. You were ready! I could see that! I've been married to you for thirteen years Carol and I know what you look like when you're ready to make love. Only it wouldn't have been to make love would it? It would have been just plain fucking!"
"No! No! You don't believe that! You can't believe I would have done anything. Yes, I was tempted and I thought about it, but you can't believe I would have done that to you. I love you Pete and I love our family and that would have stopped me. You have to believe that. I wouldn't have done anything with him. Nothing!"
"Sorry Carol. I don't have the same faith in you that you seem to have all of a sudden. This wasn't the first time you were with that slime ball. You've obviously been seeing him for some time the way the two of you were getting along. He was used to taking liberties with you; that was obvious.
"Anyway, I just called to tell you I'm going to fight this counter claim and see to it that it gets shoved back down your shyster's throat."
"Pete, please! Please come home so we can work this out. I made some mistakes, but not like you think. I've never been unfaithful to you. Never! You have to let me talk to you and explain what you saw. Please, Pete. Come home! Think of the children!!"
"Sorry, Carol. You were the one that didn't think of me or our children! You started this and we're going to finish it. I refuse to be your wimp husband and I'll be damned if I will share you with another man! But wait! Has it been other men, plural? And are the kids even mine? I have a lot of questions now Carol; questions I never thought I would have to ask!
"I trusted you completely but now I can't even trust you to tell me the truth. And to make it worse, I wasn't alone when I saw you. My partner and a bunch of uniforms also saw you and shithead in that fucking elevator, arms around each other. Guess how many people now know about the two of you? Goodbye, Carol."
I slammed down the phone, my anger causing me to hyperventilate. I put my head down between my knees and tried to get myself under control. God! As a cop, I knew better than to lose my temper that way. But that was on the job. This was personal and this hurt! Bad! My breathing slowed down and the lightheadedness passed, leaving me exhausted and sick to my stomach. It's a good thing I hadn't eaten any dinner. Matter of fact, I couldn't remember the last time I did eat. But no matter, I wasn't hungry. I hadn't been able to keep much down since it happened anyway.
The following day, I pulled Ed Prentiss aside. Ed was my partner, but he was also my best friend. He and I went through the academy together and had been uniforms together and both of us made it our goal to become detectives. I made it first, and after he made detective, he became my partner. The two of us had a good conviction ratio and we had a couple of high profile busts to our credit and we were considered tops in our division. I wanted to talk to him privately.
"Listen Ed. You know what I'm going through right now with Carol. I need information and I need it yesterday. I want the uniforms to put some pressure on shithead and I want him to crawl on his knees to me. I want him to want something from me and I want him to know it's me who's pressuring him. Not in any way he could prove it of course. He knows what I need to know. Can you do it without it getting on me?"
"Say no more partner. It's done. Give me a couple of days and he won't know which way is up. He won't be able to take a shit without breaking some law or other. And the force is with you on this one. He's not liked much by the guys anyway. He's a fucking shyster and everyone knows it!"
He was referring to the guy who was her lover and her boss; Jeffrey L. Trousdale. He was one of the lawyers in her office and the one I caught her with. He was, at best, an ambulance chaser and a slimeball of a man. He was universally hated by the guys in law enforcement for defending the worst of the worst. None of us minded a good defense lawyer who followed the rules, but Trousdale wasn't one of them. Now, when he crossed me, he had shit in the backyard of his enemy. And his enemy had a lot of ways to hurt him. He was about to find that out.



"Listen Pete. I know it's not my business but Helen has been talking to Carol and I know for a fact that she's a wreck and is sorry as hell for what she did. Helen thinks she just made a big mistake and regrets it."
"You're right Ed: it's not your business. I have no problem with Helen and Carol talking but that doesn't mean shit to me. Carol's shown me she can lie with the best of them so I can't believe anything she says to me or to Helen. And you should be careful what you hear as well."
Ed had the grace to blush, accepting the criticism, remembering that my pain was still fresh. Wisely, he said nothing more.
I went back to my case and reviewed the reports from the crime scene guys. There was nothing there, but from the uniform canvas, it seems that several persons had seen a man by the name of Willie Jude running away from the apartment right after hearing a loud sound. Seems our Willie had fucked up big time. The tag I took from Sean's pocket at the crime scene had a partial address for a building in the warehouse section of town that could be a clue of some sort. Since it was the only thing we had, Ed and I got an arrest warrant and went looking for our boy. It took us most of the afternoon but we got a tip that he was holed up in a vacant building in the lower part of that same section where the address was. We called for S.W.A.T and went to take him.
After a brief and useless standoff, Willie surrendered, crying his eyes out. We took him back to the station and put him in interview. We tossed a coin and Ed won. He took the interview and had little trouble breaking Willie. Seems he and Sean had a falling out over a scam they were running. Sean had skimmed a few hundred from Willie and Willie found out. When he confronted Sean, Sean wouldn't fork his share over so Willie pulled his piece. They scuffled and the gun went off. Sean was bleeding but still alive and screaming something awful, so Willie got scared and shot him again to shut him up. After taking all the money Sean had in his wallet and helping himself to the fake Rolex and the fake rings, Willie took off and holed up where we found him.
Since Ed took the statement, I took Willie down to booking and processed him in. They took fingerprints, logged his belongings in and took those attractive mug shots. After he was safely locked in holding until morning, I went back up to my desk to finish the paperwork. For a case I thought was going to go into the crapper as unsolved, we had broken it in less than twenty four hours. Not bad! Should look good on our sheet. These nickel and dime murders always had a special feeling when we solved one.
We were able to put Willie in a lineup the next morning and the three eyewitnesses identified him as the man they saw running from Sean's apartment. We had him cold! As I was closing the paperwork file and clearing the crime board, Ed walked out of the freight elevator. Ed had a problem with his weight but he didn't do any more work than he had to. Where I walked, he rode. Where I jogged, he walked. When I got coffee, he had a doughnut. And so on. If the perp took off and ran for his life, Ed was the one that went back to the car and drove around the block to head him off. I was the one that chased him until I was out of breath.
He walked over and sat down in the interview chair next to my desk, crossing his legs and putting both hands behind his head.
"Just wanted to let you know that Mr. Trousdale had himself a very bad day. Seems he had a broken taillight lens and his license plate sticker was illegible. He was ticketed for both. And wouldn't you know, he crossed the street against the light and one of the uniforms saw him. She issued him a jaywalking summons. That's an automatic $50."
I smiled at him and gave him a high five. He grinned back and said, "I give him two days at this rate. He'll be in here looking for you by Friday. What are you gonna say to him?"
"I have no idea yet. What I want is information. I want him to tell me all there is to know about the two of them. I'll get the truth out of him one way or the other. You might have to look the other way when I do."
"You know how bad my eyesight is. I need to see a doctor sometime. Can't see a thing at times." He got up and walked away mumbling to himself about time to make an appointment. I grinned as he disappeared, one hand up waving goodbye over his shoulder.
So all I had to do was talk to Carol and get her side of the story. I had an idea that she was going to lie her head off to me. Call it cop's instinct but I felt she hadn't been honest with me. She was scared and she was trying to hide behind a lie. I had seen it all too often. Now it was time to pretend I was a lawyer and get her on record lying to me.
I left work and remembered that Ed wanted to stop and have a couple of beers so I went over to the bar where we spent our free time and spent the next two hours with my cop friends. I bought the uniforms there a round and my stock with them went up a notch. There was some talk about a shyster lawyer that got himself in some kind of trouble and the street cops had best keep an eye out. I feared that Jeffrey was in for a bad day tomorrow.
I called Carol that evening and made a date to come home on Thursday evening for a talk. She was beside herself, begging me to not wait but to come right away. She brought up the kids again and said they were missing me. I asked her if she told them why I wasn't home and she went hysterical. She begged me not to tell them what she had done. I asked her why I couldn't tell them that I just over reacted to an innocent scene.
She begged and pleaded and it became just too much for me to listen to. I was too tired to continue with this fencing so I just told her to expect me and hung up. She had no idea where I was and I was using the blocking feature on the house phone to make sure she didn't have my number. I wouldn't answer my cell so she gave up on that one.
The following day at the office, Ed sat down and told me the bad news about our murder case. "Dirtbag's pro bono attorney is challenging the confession. Says he talked under duress. Says we intimidated the guy with all that firepower. He claims we threatened to shoot him if he didn't give it up for us. Probably gonna get away with it if the confession's out. We need more."
"Well, hell! What do we have besides the eye witness description? We have anything from the apartment? Prints? DNA?"
"Nah, we got nothing from the apartment, but we got his words telling us where he ditched the gun and we have the slug from the vic. We need to find that gun."
"We need to do it with a routine canvas. We can't use his words as a place to start. Just order the uniforms to begin a routine search of the surrounding area to look for any discards that might connect with the case. Don't mention the gun! You and I will join them."
Willie told us during the confession that he pitched it in a dumpster on the way down to where he parked his car. I knew the area and Ed and I got the uniforms to assist us and began a search. He and I took the dumpsters nearest the scene and took turns diving. One of my favorite sports: dumpster diving!
It was late morning when one of the uni's called to tell us they found a piece. It matched the gun that was used and we had them send it directly to forensics. Made sure the chain of evidence was intact as well. Then, with a warrant firmly in hand, we searched the perp's apartment and found a box of ammo matching the piece, and a notebook detailing the scams they worked together. We took it all back, logged it in and made detailed notes in our books. All we had to do was wait for fingerprints and the ballistics report. Both came in during the afternoon and the prints were from our perp and the slugs matched the one from the vic. We had our case!
Ed and I met with the LT. and he called the DA. We presented the evidence we had, the gun, the prints and the ballistics report, the notebook and all the other stuff, including the eyewitness reports and the lineup results. We had him dead to rights and the DA agreed. Willie was going down for murder one at the least.
In the meantime, my 'support staff' had been making Mr. Trousdale's life miserable again. Seems his registration got lost in the system and the car he was driving had missing plates. Could have been stolen, he was told. When he checked for himself, he was furious that the plates were actually gone. He claimed they were there just the day before but the uniform just shrugged his shoulders and issued a summons for driving without proper registration, suspicion of possession of a stolen car, and resisting arrest. They also confiscated his car and had it towed to the impound yard. Mr. Trousdale was furious but everything in the citation was verified by pictures. No plates, no proof of ownership, and he was on camera with his fist raised, apparently threatening the officer.
That was Thursday and I felt the pressure was getting to him: he was about to explode! I let Ed know that a word to me might get the harassment to stop but that it would be my word against his if he tried to accuse me of having the cops harass him. And if he made that complaint, God only knew how much worse it could get. Ed grinned and said that had already been passed along.
I was off duty now and ready to meet with Carol. I stopped with Ed to have a beer and tell him what I was going to do. He wished me luck and sent me on my way to hear the cock and bull story I expected to get from Carol. I had little doubt she was going to try to snow me with some story about this being a one time thing and that it was just a mistake in judgment on her part. Or that her boss had put the moves on her and she succumbed to his charms. Any kind of bullshit to make me believe she was not guilty of cheating on me.
Just a little about Carol. I met her thirteen years ago at a Christmas party thrown by the District Attorney's office for all the detectives and those of us who worked for the DA's office rather than on the streets. We were the ones that worked closely with the prosecutor's office and most of us were on first name terms with all the attorneys that worked for the city. It was a nice party and I was enjoying myself when I saw her. The redhead with the long legs and the fairly noticeable rack. She grabbed my attention and I couldn't look away. I was single at the time, no girlfriend and no commitments. I hadn't dated much but this girl might change my mind.
She was with another girl, a blond, and they were standing in front of four or five guys who were obviously hitting on them. I knew most of them and that they were all either married or tight with a girlfriend. I watched, making book on who would get lucky when the redhead said something and the guys just sort of melted away. The two laughed at whatever it was. I was still watching her when she looked my way and our eyes met.
That was the start of a short but intense courtship. Carol was a secretary in the DA's office and she worked for the pool. That meant she worked for whoever needed her to pick up the slack on a trial or a hot case. She had paralegal training and she wanted to work full time for a private lawyer or a prestigious law firm. She was well thought of and was well liked. I liked her just fine and it seems she returned the affection.
We dated, found we had everything in common and we began to get very serious. We experimented with sex and found that we were very compatible. She was open about what she liked as was I. We found it easy to meet each other's needs and we found lovemaking to be beyond anything we had ever experienced with others. We were in love and our fates were sealed. I proposed during a Christmas break and she accepted. We were married in a typical June wedding with most of our friends in attendance. Both our families lived in other parts of the country so we found ourselves alone once the wedding was over. We honeymooned in Hawaii like typical couples and spent the first week in bed. We did get out the second week but we still found each other to be more of interest than the Islands.
Once back in the states, I went back to my job as a cop and she found a new job with a firm specializing in Defense. She loved the job and began to work more in her field as a paralegal. We decided to begin our family shortly after I made detective and Julie came along first. Carol stayed home for almost a year with Julie but went back shortly after. Things remained the same until Julie turned two and Jimmy was conceived. Carol repeated the pattern with Jimmy and returned to work a year later. That was seven years ago. During that time, I had never had reason to doubt my wife or our marriage. Carol was a loving wife and a wonderful mother and I loved her as much now as I did when we were married. I had always trusted her to keep our home and our children safe while I was on the job. I did the same when she had to work long hours on a big case. We trusted each other completely.
I pulled into what was once my driveway and went in the side door. I knocked first, then pushed open the door that led into the kitchen. I expected Carol would fix a dinner and I wasn't disappointed. The smells were mouthwatering and I was starved for a real meal rather than the blue plate specials I had been living on for the past two weeks. Carol was there as well, looking very nice. Her red hair was down, just touching her shoulders and shining with that glow that she somehow created. Her face was pale but she had tried to use some blush to give it color. Her lipstick matched her hair and her green eyes, while always one of her best features, were red and puffy. Her appearance gave me a small twinge of satisfaction. Seems I wasn't the only one in pain.
"Pete, you're here. Please, come in. I fixed all your favorites. I assume you've been eating at the diners since you left? I hope you'll at least sit down and eat a decent meal while we talk."
"I could eat, and it sure smells good." I moved to my regular seat and filled my plate. As I shoveled in the good food, I asked, "where are Julie and Jimmy?"
Julie and Jimmy were our two kids. Julie was the oldest at nine and Jimmy was seven. Both were redheads like their mom and Jimmy was broad in the chest and shoulders just like me. Julie took after her mother but she did have my nose. Other than that, she was a beautiful girl and Jimmy was a good looking boy. We had made a good pair of kids, I'll admit to that. And they were good kids! I had to give Carol the credit for that since I wasn't home a lot early on in their raising. I was still a beat cop when we married but I had already qualified for my shield and was working for the DA. It took hours of dedication and hard work but all of a sudden, I had regular hours for the most part and my take home was a lot better. And for the record, I knew they were mine. That comment about doubting was to hurt her like she hurt me.
"The kids are with my mother. She doesn't mind keeping them for a few hours. I told her I would pick them up before bedtime."
"I would have liked to see them. I guess you knew that though didn't you?"
"Yes, Pete. I knew but I wanted to talk to you first. We can go get them together you know. All you have to do is stop with this nonsense and come home once and for all. Just come home Pete. Please!"
"Tell me why you were with Jeff that day, Carol. Tell me why you were alone with him and why you were going up to a room with him, Carol? Tell me that, Carol, and if you have a good reason, one I can actually believe, I'll come home. I'll come home, Carol, if you can give me one reason why you were going up to another man's hotel room."
"It was a stupid mistake Pete! I was not thinking straight and I was being foolish. He had been after me for months and he kept telling me that I would love being with him and that you wouldn't know so it wouldn't hurt anything or anyone. I just gave in, but I never intended to go any further then that. I would have turned around and come home before I could cheat on you. I believe that Pete. I really do and I want you to believe me too. You have to know I would never cheat on you. I love you and I love our family! I would never risk that. Never. I swear Peter. I swear to you, that I have never cheated on you."
I listened, I let her talk and I wanted in the worst way to believe her. But I was a cop: a detective. I listened to people every day tell me lies that sounded like the truth. I listened to beautiful young women who had everything to live for tell me lies about their boyfriends. I heard men who had beautiful families lie about the women they had been with. I picked up hookers and pimps every damned day who lied about anything I asked them. And most were believable. Most were so sincere that you just wanted to believe every word they said. But they were liars! They lied to protect what they had or to deny what they did to avoid punishment. They all had reasons to lie and they did. The stronger the reason, the better the lie.
Carol had every reason to lie. She had me, her marriage, her children and this home we had worked so hard for. She would lie to protect it all. And she seemed sincere. She sounded as if she were telling the truth. And I wanted so much to believe her and keep my marriage, my home and my family intact. I wanted it in the worst way. But, I was a cop: I needed corroboration. I needed it and I would get it before making my decision.
After hours of talking and asking questions and listening to answers that were convincing but contradictory in some cases, I finally told her that I wanted to believe her but that I needed time. Time to put it all together in my head and come to a decision. She pleaded, mentioning the kids again, pulling out all the stops, but I still said I needed time. I finally stood, thanked her for the dinner and walked quickly out of the house and to the car. My heart was breaking and if I had stayed any longer, I would have given in and taken her in my arms. I wanted so much to just hold her and love her and forget that I ever had doubts. I wanted to but I couldn't.
I drove back to my one room in the armpit of the city and cried. I was a tough cop, one who had seen it all and shrugged my shoulders as if to say, "Tough!" But tonight I just sat in the single chair in the room and cried. I loved Carol with all I had in me. I had loved her since the first night I saw her and I died when I saw her with that man in that hotel. I never understood what they meant when they said someone died from a broken heart. I did now! I finally understood what those women felt when they lost a son or a husband or a lover. I understood the man who fell apart when his wife was found dead in an apparent robbery. I understood the grief of a father for his daughter, a husband for his wife. I understood.
It was daylight when I opened crusted eyes to face a new day alone. I looked around my single room and shuddered at the sight. I had to make a decision as soon as possible. I had to find out the truth so I could move on. Living like this was punishment that I didn't deserve. I needed information and if shithead didn't come to me today, I was going to go to him. And if that happened, he was going to be one unhappy asshole!
When I got in, I found two messages from Carol wanting me to call her and one message from shithead, asking me to call him. I tossed all three in the trash can and went over to see what Ed had going. He had come in early to put the final touches on our case against Willie Jude since the DA decided to go forward. We would be called to testify and we needed to be sure all the I's were dotted and the T's crossed. He nodded to me but continued with his work. I decided to grab a cup of coffee while he finished. I brought two back, slid one in front of him and sat down in the side chair next to his desk.



"There! Done! We have an airtight case and our paperwork is pristine as usual. No shithead lawyer is gonna find anything wrong with this case. Another closed homicide to our credit due to our incredibly good work and superior understanding of the criminal mind."
I laughed out loud; pleased again that Ed was my partner. He was good for what ailed me and I needed him now more than ever. He knew all about it and kept it to himself unless I asked for his input. He would never mention anything I said to anyone, including his wife Helen. He and Helen had been together for longer than Carol and I and had three kids to prove it. Ed jr., Tommy and Alice. Ed jr. was twelve and Tommy and Alice were ten year old twins. He had a great family, almost as good as the one I thought I had. That was before Carol cheated on me.
"Good work on that confession even if they challenged it. It was clean and done by the book. Screw the DA if he can't keep it in. We have him nailed either way."
"Right. Any word from shithead? Word was he was pretty frazzled yesterday. Word was he was looking to talk to anyone who could help him. No names were mentioned."
"Got a note he called and wanted me to get back to him. Not gonna happen that way. He should know better. Thinks he can put one over on me? I'm not as stupid as my wife."
Ed just shrugged and we went on with our work. We had several open cases and we were waiting for something to break on several of them when the desk sergeant called up from downstairs.
"Hey Cross. There's a dirtbag lawyer here to see you. Wants to come up. What should I do with him?"
I looked at Ed, considered my options, and then made a snap decision. "Put him in the holding room. I'll be down directly."
He laughed once and said, "You got it!" I hung up and told Ed that I had a visitor.
He nodded, looked expectantly at me but I just shook my head. He had no need to be involved any further. I would deal with this myself from here on. I stood, grabbed my shield and weapon and went out and down the steps to the first floor where the sixteenth district uniforms had their home. I walked over to the desk sergeant and he pointed to his left. That meant dirtbag was stashed in the smallest of the three holding rooms. They were rooms where we kept the less than helpful witnesses while they sweated.
I walked over and opened the door and stood there looking at Jeff Trousdale. He was a tall man, younger than I and well built. He had a slight paunch coming from rich living and his suit and tie were probably worth more than I made in a month. He was good looking in a dark way with coal black hair worn long and to his shoulders, and dark brown eyes. The women probably went for his type. His mouth was now pursed in a tight unhappy line and his eyes were flashing with his anger. I was about to see what I could do about that.
I moved my head, signaling him to follow me as I moved back the way I had come. I stopped at the desk and asked the sergeant if I could have one of the interview rooms in the back of the building. He looked at his calendar and held up two fingers, indicating I could use Interview Two. I moved away, not bothering to see if shithead followed. It was a long walk, taking a couple of minutes to make our way back there. I had to travel through rows of desks where cops of all ranks were sitting, standing or just lounging before or after shift change. Their eyes followed Jeff Trousdale as he moved through them. There was no love in their eyes and he had to see that.
I reached the room, held open the door while he walked past me and into the room. I could smell his fear as he passed me. I shut the door behind me and twisted the lock. There was a two way glass and a microphone and camera in the room but as a cop, I knew where to disable the electronics. I did so with a glance at the two way mirror and made a signal saying " Private!" It would be honored.
"OK shithead. Speak!" I wanted it clear this was no friendly chat. I sat down and crossed my legs, my hands resting loosely on my knees. I was calm and in control.
"What the fuck is going on? I can't make a move without some damned cop giving me grief! Someone is trying to fuck me up and they're succeeding. I have half a mind to sue the city! But then I heard you were the guy to see. I don't want to sue if I don't have to. Nobody would win that battle. You must want something?"
"Don't you even recognize me shithead? My name is Pete Cross and you've been fucking my wife Carol!"
All of a sudden, his face went dead white and his eyes got huge. They were looking at me as if I suddenly sprouted horns and he was in fear for his life. Well, actually, he should feel that way. He began to stutter, his hand waving in front of him like someone was trying to grab him. I just sat there, waiting. I could see the realization sinking in and the understanding that he was in deep, deep shit.
"Oh shit! Now wait a minute Cross. I don't know what you think but I can explain. It's not what you think. It's just a misunderstanding."
Now the training kicked in. I had interviewed murders and cheaters and thieves in this room and I had broken them all. This was my turf, not his.
"Now see, Jeff? Already you're pissing me off! I took time off my busy job because I thought you wanted to talk and all you're doing is saying things to make me angry. I think maybe you should just go back to your own life and let things be. I'm sure if you just live a clean life, the police should have no reason to give you grief."
"Listen! It's not what you think. Let me explain. Please!"
"Explain what? You've been fucking my wife and we both know it. So what is it I don't understand? She came on to you? It's not your fault? You were just at the wrong place at the wrong time? Shit! I've heard them all, Jeffy, so save it! You're a slimeball lawyer and you wouldn't know the truth if it hit you in the balls!"
He slumped down in his chair and looked suddenly less like a lawyer and more like a man sentenced to life in prison. His eyes were glassy and he looked about to cry. I had no sympathy and started to stand when he said, "OK. What do you want to know? I'll tell you anything you want to know. Just ask."
"Tell me everything. When it started; why it happened, how often the two of you got together. Don't lie because at the first lie, you're out of here and I'll make it my goal to see that your life will be no better than dog shit. Understand that first. I'll make your life hell on earth! Make sure I get the truth and nothing but the truth so help your worthless life!"
He nodded, sat up straight and began. "We've been together about a month. I seduced her a month ago when we finished a successful case that we had been working on. I told her we should go have a couple of drinks to celebrate. I kept giving her doubles until she was loosened up. I took her up to a room I booked and we fucked for over an hour."
He looked at me with fright but I kept my face blank. This I could do even though my stomach was roiling and I was fighting to keep it down. I felt the pain of each word cut through me like a knife. This was going to be worse than I feared.
"After that, she tried to resist but I finally convinced her to do it again a week later. I admit I used what I knew and threatened to tell you. She was scared and finally agreed. We left the office early one afternoon and went to the Marriott and we spent three hours together doing everything I could think of. She is a fantastic piece of ass and you are a lucky man. And you should know, she never once talked you down and if I even mentioned you, she would go off like a rocket. She slapped me more than once when I said something about you or her kids. She loves you man.
"Listen. We did it maybe three or four times but it was just sex. She wasn't into it after the first time and I was getting tired of just getting myself off. But hell, she's a gorgeous woman. There's nothing more to it than that and it's over and done. She quit you know, that day was to be the last time. Hell, I threatened to tell you but she insisted it was over. I did try to make her do it with me one more time but she refused. We were going back to the room to check out. I haven't seen her since that day. She told me it was over and that she never wanted to see me again. The very next day she called in and resigned. She's never even come in to get her stuff."
I was fighting to keep myself from lashing out and killing this man. I had my gun, I could probably find a way to make it a justified shoot but I was a cop in more ways than one. I believed in the law and I had no choice in the matter. I had to let him go. He had broken no laws and he was free to go. I stood, walked over to the door, unlocked it and pointed at him.
"Get the fuck out of here and stay out of my sight! I won't make any promises but I won't make any threats either. Just stay the hell out of my sight!"
"What about the harassment? Is that going to stop now?"
"I don't know anything about that but I might try talking to some people who might know something about it. I wouldn't push it if I were you. Now isn't a good time to push me."
He must have heard me because he jumped up and almost ran out of the room. I didn't even watch him go. I sat there for what seemed like hours but was only a few minutes. I had what I wanted and needed and it was not good news. I knew now that Carol had lied to me and that told me something. I slowly got up, walked out of the room and made the long walk through the uniforms and back to the elevator. I was so sick at heart that I took the elevator up the three flights of steps to my desk.
"You look like you just lost your best friend. Bad news?" Ed was sitting at his desk and watching me. I assumed the sergeant had called him to let him know what was going down.
"Very bad; worse than I had hoped. But, now I know. And they say knowledge is a wonderful thing. Well, guess what? That's a fucking lie! Knowledge can be a real kick in the face!"
"Hey buddy. Let's you and me take some lost time. I'll clear it with the LT." He disappeared and came back minutes later and grabbed me by the collar. He pulled, knowing I would come up ready to kick his ass but by the time I was up, he was already moving away and heading toward the elevator. I followed, my temper already cooling, the energy it took to remain angry being sucked dry by the news I had just learned.
Ed and I spent the next two hours talking about my options and drinking a few beers. I needed the alcohol to help me think straight. The pain was just now beginning in earnest and I was looking at the rest of my life without my wife of thirteen years. The thing that made it so hard was the kids. You can live without a wife or a husband, even if it is painful at first, but it's not the same with kids. They are born and they work their way into your heart without you even noticing. My kids were my life. Everything I did was for them and their future. I thought I was doing it with the help of my wife and my life partner, but apparently I was wrong.
We came up with a list of things I had to do. The first was to confront my wife and let her know that I knew what she did. And I should contact a lawyer of my own first to tell me how to do things. I wanted to make sure she couldn't hurt me again in court like she hurt me in our home. That was certain. Ed suggested I contact the lawyer first but I couldn't wait. I had to make my break from Carol first and then let the chips fall where they may. We parted and I decided then and there to confront her.
When I walked in that evening, Carol was surprised but looked happy to see me. I spent some time with the kids, catching up on what I had missed and promising to spend the weekend with them. The wanted to know when I was coming home but I was vague, telling them I was involved in a big project and had to keep myself available to make sure it went off OK. They bought into that when I told them it was a secret project and they had to swear to keep it to themselves. They went to their rooms to work on their computers and finish off their homework. That left Carol and I alone.
She settled down on the couch with me with our coffee. I told her again that I was having trouble with her story and asked if she would to through it again with me just to help me understand what she was trying to say. She smiled, assured me she had absolutely nothing to hide and launched into a convoluted story about a long period of attempted seduction by Trousdale but her staunch refusal to give in. The day at the hotel was a mistake but fortunately I arrived in the nick of time to save her and our marriage.
She finished her narrative with a look of triumph. She thought that she had woven a tale that I had no choice but to accept. And if I hadn't talked to Jeff earlier, I probably would have believed her. She sounded so sincere, so truthful; her story so well thought out that it was almost real. But since she had been lying to me for the past month or more, she had practice.
What hurt the worst was that she chose to lie to me; to betray me with Jeff and then to lie to me, both during the affair and now after I knew the truth. That hurt! The lies hurt the most! The sex was something we could have discussed, and I could have tried to get past, but when she lied, compounding her betrayal, that was too much. It suggested to me how little she respected me. I was left with no choice: now was the time to bring this to a conclusion.
I looked directly into her eyes and steeled myself. I had to remain calm but I had to tell her what I knew. I took a deep breath, and began.
"I talked to your lover today." I was determined to get this thing done before I lost my nerve. She was still my wife and I had been ready to let her convince me of her faithfulness but I was also a man whose pride was destroyed and whose self respect was in question. It was a fact now that she had betrayed my trust in her and she had taken my manhood away from me. For those of you who don't understand that, take a course in anthropology; the study of humans. Look up male: emotions and feelings. Primitive? You bet! But real just the same!
"What are you talking about, Pete? I told you I don't have a lover. I don't know what you're trying to say? Don't you believe me? Don't you believe that I didn't go through with it and I know that I wouldn't have?"
"Your lover told me that he first fucked you a month ago after you and he celebrated a big case. He got you drunk and he took you up to his hotel room and the two of you fucked for over an hour. A week later, you did it again, that time for three hours, and you've done it a couple of more times since then. That's what I know and I believe his story because he had an incentive to tell me the truth!"
Carol was looking at me as if she was afraid I would pull my gun and shoot her. The fear was real on her face and I wondered where that came from. Hell, after thirteen years I thought she would know me better. But then, after what she did, I doubted that she did really understand me or even know me as well as I thought. I looked back, waiting for her to make some stupid statement of denial.
"He told you? He told you that? Why would he tell you that? Why would you believe him?" She was beginning to stutter and her face was now pale and pinched. Her world was coming down around her and she had no way to stop it.
"Because I have a lot of friends on the force that saw the two of you together. They know shithead and they don't like shithead. They made it a point to make his fucking life miserable and they let him know I was the one that could make it stop. He finally got up the nerve to come see me. Yeah, he told me. He told me the truth."
"Pete, you have to let me explain. It was a mistake. I made a terrible mistake and I'm so sorry. I got carried away the first time by having too much to drink. I think he gave me something that caused me to lose control. I believe that! And I was afraid he would make trouble after I refused him a couple of times after that. He threatened to tell you and I was afraid, so I let him do it a second time. I didn't cooperate and it was so bad I thought he would let me alone but he still wanted to do it. I didn't enjoy it and I made it difficult for him each time. You have to believe me."
"No, I don't. I don't believe you and I think you would have kept doing it if I hadn't caught you. I saw your face that day. It was clear you were enjoying yourself. You liked what you were doing and you wanted to continue. You had your arms around him and your face turned up for a kiss. You were smiling at him and the two of you had been up to the room earlier and had already fucked at least once that day. So, no, I don't believe you."
"Please! Oh, God, what have I done? Please Pete, don't push me away. I love you with all my heart. I screwed up and I'm sorry! I was wrong and I promise it will never happen again. Never! Please Pete, tell me you still love me. Please tell me!"
"Love has nothing to do with it Carol. Of course I still love you. How can I just stop something like that? You're the mother of my children and I've loved you since the day I met you. But I no longer trust you, and a marriage requires trust. To do my job, I have to be away from you and my children and when that happens, I trust that you will be there to protect what we have. When you are away, I know you trust me to take care of our home and our children, and I have. I've never betrayed that trust. But you have! I trusted you Carol and you betrayed that trust. So, how can I continue to live with you?"
She was now crying steadily. I hated to watch her cry and I wanted to go to her and comfort her. That need was so intense. I was a man and I couldn't stand to see a woman cry, especially one that I loved. But I had to back off, back away and let her cry.
She had betrayed me and now I was alone. She didn't even understand how painful that was to realize that someone I trusted so completely and intimately had betrayed me. That trust was lost and I felt so damned alone. She did that to me! And I hated her for that!
"I need some time to make arrangements. I want you to get yourself a good lawyer to protect yourself. I'm angry at you and I will try to hurt you so be sure to protect yourself. I'll file for divorce. I won't state any grounds. We can just split everything 50/50. You've always paid your way and I respect that. We can decide on child support but I will never stint on my kids."
Carol had stopped crying when I mentioned divorce. She was shaking her head back and forth, saying "No!" over and over. I ignored her as I continued. I wanted this done and done immediately. I couldn't stand to look at her and I had to get away. I stood; ready to walk out when she rose, pushing the chair back so violently it crashed against the wall.
"No! I'll fight you every step of the way. I'll get a good lawyer and he'll stop you. I'll not give up on our marriage. Never! I fucked up! I know it, but it meant nothing to me. Nothing! Damn you Pete. You know that! You know in your heart that I love you and you love me and that's forever! You know it but you're so mad at me you can't see that. Well, you will when you come to your senses."
She moved toward me with her hands out, beseeching me. I moved away, my own hands in my pockets. I stepped around the table, keeping it between us. I was too weak to take much more of this. I just wanted to get out; to escape!
"I know I deserve your anger and I know you're hurting. I want to die knowing I did that to you. I just want to die and never have to think of what I did again. I want to do that but I can't. You and the kids are my life and I won't let you break us apart. We belong together and that's the truth. No, Pete! I won't allow you to break us apart. I almost did it with my actions but we're still here! We're still a family and I've learned. I'll never do anything like that again. You just have to forgive me Pete. That's all it will take. Just forgive me and I'll make you know that it was the right thing to do. Just forgive me and give me another chance. Everyone deserves a second chance. As a cop, you know that!"



I had to get out of there. This was tearing me apart! I was already hurting so damned bad from her betrayal and now she was throwing herself at me, begging me for a second chance. I wanted nothing more than to give in, to let her back into my life. But I couldn't! I couldn't just forgive her! I hurt too bad to do anything but strike back at her: to hurt her like she hurt me. That's what she did to me.
"I have to go. I'll talk to you later, let you know who to call and who will represent me. I have to go!"
With that I turned and almost ran from the house. I got into my car and drove as fast as I could away from her and from the life I had come to depend on.
It had been almost two weeks since my confrontation with Carol and things were about to change. I was still in that same single room but I had made arrangements to move back into the house. Carol would stay in the second floor master bedroom and I would take the spare room. It was on the first floor and had its own bath and entrance. It was what they used to call a 'Mother in Law' apartment.
That arrangement had come about purely from a monetary bind. As a cop, I didn't make a lot of money and Carol's job as a paralegal wasn't a lot better. She made almost as much as I did, but we had a lot of obligations. The house, the kids, the two cars and the utilities with food and clothing. I had my attorney contact her attorney and pass on the request: she agreed immediately. She wanted me home and this was in her best interest. I knew what she was thinking but I didn't much care. I wanted to be closer to my kids and this would accomplish that. My lawyer didn't like it but he finally agreed if I continued to maintain separate bedrooms. He came to believe that the money angle would play well with the judge.
We were going to court. She had kept her promise. She fought me every step of the way. She raised objections about child support, and although I knew she found a new job almost immediately, she claimed hardship since she had to quit her job to stay home with the kids. She raised other issues and each one cost me money and time. She was smarter than I suspected but then she was a paralegal. She had access to knowledge that I didn't. But I was stubborn and I fought on. I relied on the department's legal team and they supported me pro bono.
I was with my kids every evening and during the weekends. I worked as few hours as I could and Ed supported me so that I could be home before they were ready for bed. I would eat dinner with them on weekends but I spent each evening during the week eating at one or the other of diners I knew about. I was losing weight and eating crap, but I was determined to make this on my own. Funny: usually it's the wife who has the problem getting by on their own.
When I was alone in my room during the evenings, Carol always made it a point to knock on the door and ask if I needed anything. Each night when I came home, the bed was made and fresh towels were in the bathroom. Everything I would need was there and neatly laid out for me to find. I understood her strategy and I appreciated it. But I didn't let it affect me.
Once I was in for the night, I rarely opened the door but she continued to make sure I knew she was just on the other side, waiting. It was killing me, knowing she was there. It was murder, pardon the pun but I resisted the impulse to open the door and pull her inside. When that urge became too hard to resist, I imagined her on her back with shithead's ass pumping up and down between her leg, and her with her legs wrapped around him. That thought worked for awhile but it soon faded since her description of their sessions sort of said that wasn't what happened. From then on, however, I used my right hand to satisfy the urges!
Our lawyers kept fighting and a month later we were finally summoned to court to find out why we couldn't come to terms. I arrived to find her and our lawyers waiting for me. She had requested a meeting with me before we were forced to let the judge decide. My lawyer was in favor, urging me to settle this civilly rather than have a judgment forced down my throat. He said I would not be pleased if the judge got involved. I agreed out of desperation.
We were shown to a small room without windows and containing a single desk with four chairs. I went in, followed by Carol who stood there looking around. She finally sighed, and took one of the chairs. I followed suit, taking the one across from her. I looked at her and made a motion for her to start.
"When are you going to forgive me and help me get our life back on track? You know this isn't what either of us want. I admit that I fucked up and I promise it will never happen again. I'm sorry for what I did. I'll do anything you want to make up for it. Just tell me what it is you need me to do and I'll do it. Do you want to have your own affair? Fine! I won't ask any questions and I'll wait till you tell me it's over. In the meantime, I'll remain faithful."
She was serious, that much I could tell. I did know her as well as anyone could and I knew when she was telling me the truth. And before you say anything, she never really lied to me before because I never asked any questions. I trusted her blindly. It never occurred to me to question her. So she had no reason to lie.
"I can't forgive you. At least not yet. I still see you and him together and in my nightmares, I imagine all sorts of things. Sometimes I wake and can't get back to sleep because of what I see when I close my eyes. How do you expect me to live with that?"
"Oh God, Pete! It was nothing like that. It was never like it was with you and I making love. It was just quick, dirty sex with no foreplay and no affection. What you saw in the lobby was me trying to convince him to get it over with. That wasn't me enjoying anything! I just wanted it to end and that day was the last for both of us. He had to tell you that I was ending it that day!"
I knew that part was true but so what? She still cheated on me and in doing that, betrayed everything I thought I knew about her. And for what? What did she gain by doing it? I had never asked her that. Why?
"Carol, tell me why you did it? Why would you throw away all we had for a stupid affair with another man? Why?"
"It was stupid and selfish of me. I was spending a lot of time with Jeff and he was a smart, smooth operator who always made it a point to flatter me, to tell me how sexy I was and how much he admired me. He talked about my kids and you and how lucky you were to have me. And he made no secret of the fact that he wanted me too. He kept after me and I began to look forward to his praise and his attempts to seduce me. I had no problem resisting him but I finally got it in my head that I wanted to see what it was like. He was not a threat to you and he never tried to be. I just thought it would be safe to do it once just to see what it would be like. It never meant any more to me than that."
"What about me and the kids? Did you ever consider what it would do to me if I found out?"
"You were never to know! Never! It was my secret and after I found out how guilty I felt, I knew I could never tell you. God, how it ate at me, but even so I did it again. I'll never know why! I should have told you and ended it immediately. I still ask myself why I didn't do that."
I listened but nothing made any sense to me. They were just words that carried with them the pain of her betrayal. I understood then that nothing she said could make it any better for me. I had to live with this and learn to either live with it or move on. I rose and said in as calm a voice as I could, "What can we do to make this happen quicker?"
She looked at me, her eyes brimming with tears as she considered my words. "Nothing! I haven't changed my mind. I don't want this divorce and I will continue to make it as hard for you as possible. You will have to throw me away because I won't go quietly!"
With that, she walked out of the room. We were going to court.
The judge wasn't happy and he made his ruling that the lawyers would get together and work something out or he would take it into his own hands and decide for himself. He told both of us that we were foolish people to force him to do something like that. He mentioned our two kids and wanted to know if we knew what we were doing to them. I listened, but I had heard judges rant and rave for years. I tuned him out. When he slammed the gavel down, I stood and walked out as quickly as possible. I went back to work.
Ed and I had a new case: one that involved a drug deal gone bad. There were two dead blacks and one dead Hispanic lying in the morgue. It was the beginnings of a real down and out drug war between two rival gangs. Right now the Hispanics were ahead two to one and the blacks had vowed to even the score. Ed and I were trying to mediate an end but it wasn't going very well. We were to meet one of the leaders that night and see what we could arrange. We were pretty sure of the shooters and we wanted them bad but we had to end the violence first.
Ed and I made our plans, and we both went in armed to the teeth. It was in a run down section of town but we knew it like the back of our hand. We parked the car in a strategic location, made sure we had plenty of ammo and a clear line of fire and we told dispatch where we were and to have a couple of units available if we called. Dispatch said cars were cruising the neighborhood and would respond when called. We had done all we could and now we just waited for Booker to show up. He was the kingpin we needed to call off the retaliation. If he would.
From the get-go, the meeting was a bust. First, three Hispanic men showed up and looked around as if to ask what the hell was going on. We were in neutral territory so they were in no danger from the other gangs but we didn't expect them and it looked bad for Ed and I. The man we were to meet didn't show at all. Now, we found ourselves in the middle of a bad situation. Ed and I had our weapons out as we faced down the three armed and angry men that thought we were trying to set them up. We had no idea what they were talking about but we were beginning to realize that we were the ones set up. We tried to talk our way out of it but someone, somewhere, started shooting. That's when all hell broke loose!
I remember Ed yelling, me calling Dispatch for backup, telling them "shots fired!" and both of us returning fire. We were trying to move back behind the car for some cover when I felt a smack in the middle of my chest. Then everything went quiet.
I saw Ed look at me in shock, I saw him get off a few shots and then he was talking to me, but I could hear nothing! I knew I had been hit and I thought Carol would be pleased that our divorce wouldn't be a problem since I would be dead. I realized at that instant I was going to miss her. I loved her with all my heart and the wave of sadness that washed over me caused my eyes to water and my heart to pound. I wished I had tried to work things out, to find some forgiveness, but it was too late now. I was afraid that by my refusal to forgive her, I was going to go to hell. I was shaken by a wave of pain those last thoughts brought. That was the last thing I remembered.
I woke suddenly and in panic. I looked wildly around me to see if the shooting was still continuing and if we were in trouble. I knew I couldn't hear the sound of gunfire but I knew it had to still be going on. I was trying to get up and having no success when someone put a hand on my shoulders and pushed me back down. I found I had no strength to fight them and let my shoulders slump back. I was surprised when what I lay down on was soft, rather than hard concrete. I closed my eyes, squeezed them tight like they taught us in academy and then opened them again.
I found myself looking directly into Carol's eyes. She was above me, looking down and her eyes were glassy and wet. I blinked again, several times, and tried to make some sense out of things. Why would she be here in the middle of a firefight? She could get killed! I tried to tell her that and couldn't get my mouth to work right. All I heard was a few mumbles that made no sense. And then it hit me: I could hear! And I noticed that there was no gunfire and no sounds of yelling or sirens in the distance. Nothing that should be there. I shut my eyes and tried to think.
"Pete, open your eyes! It's me and you're OK. You're in a hospital. You were shot and you've been asleep for a long time. You're safe Peter. Open your eyes!"
I heard the words and they seemed to answer some of the questions that were whirling around in my mind: why had the gunfire stopped and why were there no sounds of sirens and street cops and everything else. I had apparently been hit and I had been taken to a hospital. And I was alive! That was the most surprising thing of all. I was alive!
I opened my eyes and saw Carol staring down at me. When my eyes stayed open, she pulled back with a smile on her face. She seemed happy as she turned to call the nurse. I just watched her as she went out into the hall, holding onto the doorjamb as she motioned for someone to come. I had time to look at her as she stood there and I saw with surprise that she was dressed in a drab sweater over a worn looking housedress. That seemed so out of place for her that I noticed it even in the state of confusion I was in at the time.
After that, it was more confusion for a while. There were doctors and nurses all doing things to me and to the machines around me. I was feeling nothing from my apparent wounds but I was also not feeling much like celebrating. My head felt fuzzy, my stomach was definitely unhappy, none of my muscles wanted to obey my commands and I had an overall feeling of lethargy. I just wanted to go to sleep and sleep for the next week or longer. Anything to get my body to feel like mine again. I shut my eyes and felt it all drift away.
The next two days were strange for me. I woke later that day to find the nurse unhooking me from my support machines. I had to sit up, lay back, sit up, and in general move my body like a puppet. The best part was that I felt little pain in my chest where the bullet had gone in. The doctor who came in that afternoon told me they were able to get the bullet out and seal me up which was fortunate since the bullet was very close to my heart. If it had to stay inside, it would have moved eventually and killed me. I had been unconscious for almost forty eight hours. He told me my condition had been upgraded to satisfactory and that I could be discharged in a few days if nothing else changed.
Ed came in along with several of my friends from the department. Lots of uniforms, buddies from when Ed and I had done our time among them visited over the next two days and I felt better after their visits. Good friends make recovering much easier and faster.
I also saw my two kids, Julie and Jimmy, when Carol and Ed sneaked them in. They were too young to visit by hospital rules but we were part of the police department and the hospital gave us some privileges. I guess they saw too many of us hurt or injured and they tended to favor us. Not better care, just more caring. I spent almost ten minutes with Julie and Jimmy and that was the highlight of my day. I needed them, in more ways than one.
Carol was strangely different now and I was struggling to make sense of it. Neither of us had mentioned her affair since I had wakened. She was trying very hard to be the perfect wife: solicitous of me, always asking if I needed anything, telling me how much she loved me and how anxious she was for me to get well and come home, but she had trouble meeting my eyes and looked away often. She was clearly nervous and sometimes when the pain or the discomfort got to me, I would curse or make a growl which caused her to hunch her shoulders and turn her head away. Somehow that made me angry, angrier than arguments or words of apology would.
Only once did I say anything related to the affair when I said something about finding a place to live when I was discharged. Carol's face turned white, her breathing became rapid and strained but she didn't say anything. She looked back at me for a second, her lips quivering like she wanted to say something but then she looked away again. Instead of a rebuttal, she said that she was going to try to get the kids in to see me if she could and I quickly asked her how she could arrange that. The moment was forgotten and we continued to coexist, albeit uncomfortable.
Ed and Carol seemed to be getting along fine. That surprised me since Ed knew what Carol had done and Ed was fiercely loyal to me, as I was to him. I watched them together and they seemed to get along just as they always had. Carol and Ed's wife were close friends and Ed liked Carol. Always had. Still, it seemed strange. I decided to ask him about it when we were alone. That didn't happen till a day later, just before I was to be released. He was sitting with me, talking about the case we were working when we were shot.
"Seems Booker set us up that day, partner. He claims he got word we were gonna take him down and charge him with the murder of them guys. Wouldn't tell me where that came from but he knows now it was crap. He never apologized as you'd suspect but I could see in his eyes he was gonna get even. Know what partner? I called the team off. I don't give a shit and I ain't gonna try to stop him this time. Let 'em shoot each other up and see if I give a shit. It's cost you too much, us trying to stop those assholes from killing each other. More power to them!"
I agreed with him although it hit me in the gut to allow murder to happen. But sometimes, you have to turn your back and let things go down. Too many people would get hurt trying to stop something that seemed inevitable. So, let em go at each other and then let God sort them out. I nodded as he spoke and then agreed.
"Don't see any other way Ed. I have to agree. Let them do what they have to do and we'll sort it all out later.
"Say Ed. What's with you and Carol? I would have expected a little more loyalty from you, knowing what she did. Don't expect you to hate her or anything, but you two seem to be just fine."
Ed looked at me for a few moments, his mind obviously trying to filter out what to say to me. I had seen that look before, when we were working a case and questioning a suspect. Ed was very careful in his words and he always had control. I watched him come to a conclusion as to what to say. One thing I knew: I could believe whatever he told me.
"Pete, I have to say something to you now. You're my partner and I love you. You know that and you know what I mean when I say that. So, OK, here it is. I was the one that told Carol that you had been shot and that you were in serious condition. Pete, she went to pieces! She lost it man! She went down like she had been shot. She was so far gone, I had to pick her up and carry her to the couch. She was a wreck. I called 911 and sat with her until they could get there.
"I called Helen and she came over to get the kids when they came home from school and we waited until the bus got there. The emergency guys got there and gave Carol a shot to calm her down cause she was a complete wreck. Pete, she went to pieces, man. I hope to hell I never have to see that again with anyone. It made me seriously think about what we do, I'll tell you.
"Anyway, it was clear to me that you are her life, man. The thought of losing you was almost enough to kill her. Any woman who loves her man that much can't be all bad. You have to know that Carol is beside herself, knowing that she fucked up and almost lost you twice; once to a divorce and once to a fucking bullet. I don't know which was worse for her.



"She's been talking with Helen a lot and Helen's forgiven her. I see the way she's been here for you, so I have to say she has my vote. What you do is up to you but believe me, whatever the reason she fucked up, it isn't because she doesn't love you.
"Oh yeah, one more thing. Seems Mr. Lawyer is complaining to the city that the cops are giving him a hard time and there is no reason for it, but his complaints have gone on deaf ears. He was asked to submit his resignation by the partners in his law firm, and it has been suggested he consider relocating to some other state. Last I heard, he was giving it considerable thought. It was passed on to him that maybe the seizure of a dime bag of 'H' found in his car during a stop for a traffic violation could go away if he does as suggested.
"Pete, you've got a lot of friends in this town and a woman who loves you more than life itself. Give it some thought."
I watched him leave and thought about what I was going to do. I was due to be released tomorrow and I had to make a decision as to where I wanted to go. I had been living in the apartment at home and that was still my best bet but I wanted to be sure. I decided to discuss it with Carol when she came back.
Carol walked in soon after and sat down beside the bed. She was quiet and I looked at her closely. The strain on her face was clear to see and she looked like she hadn't been sleeping well. Maybe it was concern for me and maybe it was worry over the upcoming divorce. I wasn't sure of anything anymore. That was one of the side effects of infidelity: the loss of trust and confidence.
"Carol, you know I'm being discharged tomorrow?"
She looked up, meeting my eyes for a change. "I know. What do you want to do?"
"What do you want me to do?"
She took my hand, looked down at it as she said, "I want you to come home where you belong. Our home, yours and mine, where I can take care of you and the kids can see that you're back with us and everything is going to be OK."
That's what I wanted as well. I remembered the last thought I had when I got shot. The last thing I remembered was that I was sorry we hadn't had the chance to work things out and that I hadn't tried to forgive her. I also remembered the pain I felt at the possibility that I could lose them all. Maybe the shooting was a wake up call. A warning to me that I could easily lose it all in an instant. And I didn't want to die alone. My dad once said something to me when I was angry at a friend who did me wrong. He said "do you want to be angry or happy? You can't be both." He was more right than he knew.
Carol deserved the chance to explain her actions and she deserved a second chance. I had no right to be judge and jury since we were together in this marriage. We had kids and a home together. I wasn't alone and I had no right to make a decision that affected everyone and suited only me. She broke the agreement we made when we married but we both promised for better or worse. I couldn't invoke one part of that agreement and ignore the rest.
"OK, let's go home. Let's try to see if we can't get past this and survive. I'm willing to try."
Her look of love and devotion was enough for me to think that we had a chance. A real chance to stay together as a family.
Epilogue
I did return home and I recovered completely from my gunshot wound. I was back on desk duty in four weeks and back to full duty in six months. Ed and I solved our share of cases and I made Lieutenant. Ed made detective first class but he sort of stopped there. It was his choice. I eventually got a promotion to Captain and a division of my own and life went on. I missed being on the job but this was safer by far. Carol celebrated when I got my promotion and my desk and I understood why. I was reminded on cold days when my chest hurt.
Carol and I fought back and learned to be a couple again. Her new job was more demanding but it was also more transparent. She made sure I knew where she was at all times and never stayed late without a call to me and an explanation. She introduced me to all her coworkers and made sure I knew who was who. She told me to call her anytime for any reason and she would always answer. She did everything she could to make me trust her again and I finally felt able to do that.
We made love for the first time three months after I returned home. It took longer than I expected because I continued to fight the visions that would flare up at odd times. Before we made love, I had Carol tell me everything that she and Jeff did. She hated it but she did it and I had to admit, it was far less damaging than my imagination had provided.
I had nightmares for awhile, some of the shooting and some of Carol and her lover. I can't tell you which were worse. Carol seemed to be able to tell which ones were about her and she would try her hardest to be loving during those times. It did help some. I think her suggestion that we try some new positions and new experiences helped as well. As she said, I would be her first in all we tried. My ego liked that.
We got back to almost where we were before her affair. The kids grew, went on to high school and then to college and we stayed together. The kids got married, had grandkids and we stayed together. We were husband and wife. We loved each other and we cared for each other. But here's the thing. We never made it all the way back.
There was always that small doubt that lived in the back of my mind every time she was late, or out past the time she said she would be home. I watched her when we were out at parties or at a friend's barbecue. I wondered who called when the phone rang and she answered it. At odd times, I would look up and watch her face when she wasn't aware. I hesitated when she said she wanted to go out with friends and always stayed awake when she was out late. It was hardest at first and only gradually got better with time.
Did she ever cheat again? No! I knew that and I knew that she never would. She told me once that the worst part of cheating wasn't getting caught, or paying a price, or losing my trust. She said those things would slowly come back and I could even learn to believe in her again. She said the worst part of what she did was seeing the pain in my eyes when I learned of her betrayal. She said she never forgot that. She said it still woke her at times when she least expected it.
And she said she saw the occasional flash of doubt in my eyes even now, years later. She said the pain she felt when that happened was worse than any pain she had ever experienced. She said it was worse than childbirth. So, we both paid a price for her mistakes. Both of us!
Are we happy together? Yes, we are happy and we're where we want to be; with each other. But could it have been better? Yes. If she hadn't cheated it would have been better. I still sometimes feel angry at the loss, but I did say 'for better or worse.'
Consequences are a bitch!
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Why do people do the things they do when they understand that the consequences of their actions can be so devastating? No one really knows, and the reasons they give are always so foolish. In this case, what was in Shelly's mind?
Thanks as always to LadyCibelle.
*
Consequences-Shelly
Shelly Spalding
Shelly raised herself up from the bed on her elbow to watch his naked body walk toward the bathroom. She had to admit that his finely toned muscles and tight ass were something to look at: his wide shoulders, covered by well-developed muscles; his long legs with the solid calves; the narrow waist that seemed almost too small to support his upper body. As if he could feel her gaze on him, he looked over his shoulder to flash her a grin. She smiled back as the door closed and the sound of the shower carried through into the room.
She rolled over onto her stomach and thought about the feelings that were just now beginning to fade. The feel of his body on hers; his strong arms folded around her. The feel of his mouth on her breasts and especially on the nipples, which were still tingling from his assault. The feel of his cock as it slid inside her, reaching depths that had never been touched before. It all seemed like a dream, one she had only now experienced. It couldn't be real: but it was and that was a problem.
Shelly Spalding, thirty six year old wife and mother, was just now beginning to come to the realization of what she had done. She had been unfaithful to her husband Jerry Spalding for the first time in their fifteen-year marriage. She had betrayed him and her daughter Tracy and the sanctity of the wonderful family that they shared. And she had done it without a second thought. Until now.
As the thought of what she had done made its way into her sex-clouded mind, she began to shake. Her hands, the hands that had so recently held his hot and very hard cock, were suddenly clammy. Her mouth, which had so willingly tasted that hot and very hard cock was suddenly dry. Her body, that had welcomed his intrusion into that hot, wet place that until now had been the property of her husband and only him, was no longer relaxed and sated. Now she felt the need to get up, get dressed and get away!
Panic was beginning to take charge and it was driving her to move. She slid off the bed, searched frantically for her panties and bra, donned both; then the same with the skirt and the blouse, and finally the shoes. She stood, looked for and located her purse and her jacket. She grabbed them, rushed to the door and yanked it open just as the sound of the shower stopped. She went out, pulled the door shut, making no sound that would draw his attention. She moved quickly down the hall and took the steps to the first floor and the lobby. She looked around carefully and saw no one. She went through the door and out the front, looking neither left nor right. She got into a cab that took her back to her car and then she drove away.
The dark blue Cadillac Escalade that Jerry bought her for their fifteenth wedding anniversary carried her in soft, plush silence toward the large house on Scotland Drive in a very well-to-do section of Scottsdale, Arizona that was home. She pulled into the drive, waited until the garage door opened and drove inside. She turned off the ignition and sat there, letting her heart stop pounding and the perspiration dry on her face. The tick, tick, tick of the cooling engine relieved the silence but it did nothing to relieve the pain in her gut. She felt sick; the twisting pain playing havoc with her stomach. She sat still, waiting until it all passed and she was able to gain some sense of control.
She exited the car and walked inside to find the house quiet and empty. Her daughter Tracy was not yet home since she had cheerleader practice tonight. Jerry wasn't scheduled to be home until sometime the day after tomorrow. Both facts were known to her when she agreed to meet Reed Cunningham at the hotel that afternoon. She knew that she had no one waiting for her and no one she had to lie to. She was free to do exactly as she did: betray everyone who trusted her!
Shelly walked into the large open great room and dropped into one of the soft leather chairs that faced the fireplace that took up the entire south wall. The stone-faced wall rose two storeys to disappear into the beamed and vaulted ceiling twenty feet above. It had appeared as one of the features in a recent issue of House Beautiful. Their home had been featured as one of the most beautiful in Scottsdale. The architecture was praised as 'innovative and inspiring'. None of that registered on her consciousness however, as she stared at the now dark ninety inch, flat panel television centered in the entertainment center that flanked the fireplace.
Shelly worked as a receptionist for Walter Kincaid, a candidate for US Senate from the State of Arizona. She had been volunteering for his candidacy for the past five months and two months ago, she met Reed Cunningham at one of the many fundraisers she hosted. He had been very charming, very good looking and he had made no secret of the fact that he wanted her. She knew it, found it amusing at first and then later, she found it to be stimulating. She couldn't answer why and that bothered her.
His visits became more and more frequent, his attention to her more open and more demanding and through it all, she responded. At a word from him, her stomach did flips; a casual touch caused the skin where his fingers slid softly across her flesh to tingle; a smile or a glance caused her temperature to rise. She had never felt this way before, even with her husband! She should have stopped it immediately when she felt the desire begin to increase but she didn't.
The obsession that was Reed Cunningham began to grow inside her and to become all consuming. When she was at home, she thought of him. When she was in bed with her husband, she thought of Reed. And the most damning part of it was that her feelings for Jerry, her husband changed. She was short with him, the idea of making love with him was revolting all of a sudden. The man she loved and who had been her one and only for the better part of her adult life, was suddenly a stranger. She hardly recognized him when she looked at him. In place of the love she should feel, all she felt was the emptiness that was filled only by Reed. She felt itchy all the time, itchy to do something that she knew was wrong,
All she knew was that she was getting dangerously close to giving in to his request to meet him outside the campaign. That danger was realized today when she said, "yes!"
What happened today was still a mystery to her. She was answering phones when he came in. She smiled at him and he came over to talk to her after speaking briefly with several of the publicity people. She took a break and the two of them went outside to get a breath of air. Reed made his usual pitch, reached over to stroke her hair and touch her cheek and for some reason, something inside turned over and she was no longer able to say no. She found herself following him to his car and back to his hotel.
Once in his room, all thought of Jerry and Tracy was cast aside as his hands worked their magic. He stroked her arms, then her shoulders, then she was turned around and he wrapped his strong arms around her as he nuzzled her ear and that spot just below her ear and above her shoulder that made her weak in the knees. As she closed her eyes in pleasure, he unbuttoned the blouse she wore and pulled it aside. His hands then cupped her breasts and she leaned back against him, wanting only that he continue. She found herself wanting more and reached back to feel his erection pushing against his pants front.
She turned in his grasp and began to work on his belt and the button to his slacks. Once she had them open, she slowly pulled the zipper down and reached one of her small hands inside to grasp the blood-filled cylinder she knew was there. His groan of pleasure spurred her on and she dropped to her knees to assist her efforts to pull his trousers off and expose his cock to her attention. She had to taste him, just once. She opened her mouth and took him in, the soft skin in contrast to the iron hardness more than she expected. She closed her lips over him and slid her mouth down as far as she could go before it began to enter her throat. She moved back, her hand following. She wanted to bring him off, to taste the salty bitterness of him, but he had other ideas.
Reed lifted her to her feet, holding her close, letting her bare breasts press against his own naked chest. She could feel her own wetness now, so wet she was dripping. She reached down to pull his hardness against her own soft lips and sighed deeply when she placed the engorged head against her slit. She lifted one leg and placed it around his waist, giving him room. He pushed against her then and slid inside, his hard cock filling her completely. He drew back then pushed again and again. He fucked her standing there, one leg wrapped around his waist as one of his arms grasped her ass. She felt wild, wanton and daring. She grunted with the force of his thrusts but she wanted him to take her even harder.
They rutted like crazed animals for a few minutes before he let out one loud guttural sound and came inside her. As the hot sperm coated her insides, she climaxed and her moan of ecstasy was almost as loud as his. They stood together as they came down from their high of lust and finally, Reed pushed her back onto the bed. He climbed between her legs and entered her again, his engorged cock still hard and throbbing. She welcomed him inside her again and this time, their fucking was slow and steady. She came several times before he climaxed once again.
Reed was still not done and they took each other several more times that afternoon before she rose, dressed and drove home.
It was almost five thirty when she was brought back to the present by the slamming door, indicating that Tracy was home. She sighed once, raised herself up from the chair and went in to be a mom again. She felt a twinge at that thought but then she forgot as Tracy began to tell her about her day and the new boy that had asked her out. She was well into her story as Shelly began to pull things out of the freezer to make them a late dinner. Shelly worked steadily at fixing dinner, her thoughts elsewhere as she daughter talked on and on. Fortunately, Tracy was not paying attention to her mother and failed to see that, at times, her words were falling on deaf ears.
The two of them sat at the table and just talked as they ate the simple dinner she prepared. It was so pleasant, she thought, spending this time with Tracy as they chatted away about things that concerned only them. She watched her daughter and felt the love that she had for her blossom. She loved her daughter and her life. She loved the things they shared and the adventures her daughter had. She thought then about Jerry and how he had worked so hard to provide these things for them all and that thought brought about a flash of pain and an instant regret for the things she had done that afternoon. But then the face of Reed Cunningham filled her thoughts and all guilt fled. Her daughter's words faded as well.
Tracy didn't notice the sudden change in her mother and the silence that descended, until she had stopped talking, expecting her mother to come back with some comment about her story of Jason, her crush at the moment. But she looked up and saw that her mother was staring out the window, her mind clearly somewhere else. Hurt, Tracy stood, took her plate to the sink and walked out of the kitchen. Her mother hardly noticed and that hurt Tracy more than she would have believed. But then, her mother had been this way for months now and she was becoming concerned.
She decided to wait until her dad came home and then talk to him. He would know what to do: after all, he was dad and he could fix anything.
Jerry Spalding
Jerry Spalding was one of those rare young men who, in high school, discovered a very important secret. He had attended many speeches in the high school gymnasium about getting an education, finding a good job, working hard and getting ahead. It was necessary to impress those who were above you so that you, in turn, could advance yourself. He listened to every single word but didn't believe a single one of them. He didn't want to impress those above him. He wanted to work, yes, but not for others. His attitude was entirely different. Jerry knew what he wanted to do: he wanted to get rich by working for the most important person in the world; himself!
Instead of going to college and learning a trade or a vocation after graduating from high school, Jerry went to the library and haunted the self-help section. There he learned of buying and selling real estate and doing it in such a way that it took little money but had the potential of making a lot. He read, he learned, he investigated more and then he decided to give it his best shot. He found an old two unit apartment complex that someone wanted to sell because they had depreciated it down to almost nothing. They wanted to unload it at a bargain price and Jerry decided to make his first deal.
He lived at home with his dad. His mother had died of cancer when he was fifteen, and Jerry and his father had found a way to get by living alone. Although he was eighteen and could enter into a contract, he had no credit history so he had to get his dad to cosign for him. His dad was a very smart individual and saw exactly what his son was up to. He approved completely and cosigned with only a minimum of resistance. He kept his eye on his son but he saw very quickly that Jerry knew what he was doing. In less than two months, Jerry turned the property over at a nice profit. He paid the loan off, quickly found two more properties and did the same thing. Again, he turned them over and now had the money to go off on his own without his dad. Jerry was on his way to becoming rich! He never looked back.
When he was twenty two, he was already a millionaire and on his way to becoming even more wealthy. His company was into larger and larger deals and his name was well known around Scottsdale. He was often invited to parties where the rich had fun and contacts could be made. He was attending one such party thrown by someone of importance when he met Shelly Lambert. He fell hopelessly in love that same night and he went after her like he did everything else: with everything he had. His only purpose was to make her his own.
They dated for almost a year before Jerry proposed. Shelly was ready and accepted his offer of marriage. Her parents were both school teachers and they were impressed by Jerry's wealth and his personality. They gave their blessing and Jerry's dad had already fallen in love with Shelly. He said he would be delighted to have her as his new daughter. They made their plans and were married three months after Shelly turned twenty one. It was fortunate that Tracy was late in coming into the world since Shelly and Jerry knew she was pregnant before the wedding. Everyone else accepted the timing, or at least pretended to.
Time passed for the three of them and they went on to become one of the wealthier families in Scottsdale. Jerry and Shelly purchased the home they now lived in when Tracy was two and had lived there ever since. They expanded a few times, put in a pool, a large patio with grill and all the trimmings, a large koi pond with water plants. All the things that made it into one of the showplaces that ended up in House Beautiful. While they made no effort to avoid Shelly getting pregnant again, they were not successful a second time. When they checked into a clinic to find out what the problem could be, they found that Shelly was unlikely to conceive naturally and, as a matter of fact, they were told that Tracy was almost a miracle.
Jerry continued to make deals and made more and more money. Shelly stayed at home with her daughter and became involved with local charities and politics. When Tracy was older and spending more time away from the house, Shelly became more involved. That was when she decided to volunteer in the political field and then later on, for Walter Kincaid, a candidate for US Senate. That happened just three months earlier.
Jerry's Deal
Jerry Spalding was pleased with his day. He was in Denver and had spent the better part of the afternoon going over the contracts that he had agreed to with the consortium that owned the piece of property he wanted. They were sharp; he had to give them that. They caught a couple of the things he put in for that very purpose, but they didn't realize that they were supposed to catch them. As a matter of fact, there were several red herrings that they missed and he felt obligated to point them out as if they were a surprise to him as well. That established the feeling of trust that he needed to make this deal go as he planned.
The best part came when they all signed the contract and the secretary who acted as a JP notarized it. That made it legal and binding and he had exactly what he wanted! The property itself was not worth the money he paid and that made the consortium happy that they had pulled one over on the outsider. Jerry let that impression stay with them as he took his copies and left. He knew something they didn't: that property lay in the direct path of an expansion that the largest car maker in the world intended to make right here in their city. He now owned the most important piece in their expansion plans and he knew how to get exactly what it was worth.
Riding back to his room in the rented limo, Jerry calculated that he stood to make a bundle on the sale of that property. Once the expenses were satisfied, his investors paid back, he should easily clear a cool two million and perhaps more. And it could turn over as soon as a month from now. That would piss off some locals and please him enormously. And it would make Shelly very happy as well. He thought that something like that should snap her out of the blue mood she had been in lately.
What it was, he had no idea. He had tried to mention it several times but she refused to respond, telling him it was just his imagination. They hadn't made love together for almost six weeks. Oh, they had fucked on two occasions, when he made an issue of it, but it wasn't love making. It was just plain sex. She let him do it, making an effort to hide her lack of interest. He was angry enough to just fuck her, caring only for himself. She hadn't complained and pretended to care that he was satisfied, but he knew better.
The limo pulled up, let him out and he told the driver that he was finished for this trip. He tipped the driver a hundred dollars and made sure he knew his name by giving him his card. He knew he would be back and he liked to leave behind satisfied people who could be of value to him in the future. He went into the lobby of the only hotel in this small town and checked at the desk to see if there were any calls. There were none and that saddened him. But then, he hadn't expected her to return his calls. She hadn't bothered lately.
Once in the room, Jerry began to make his obligatory calls. He called his partners to let them know the deal was done and accepted their praises. They were the money guys and at one time he needed them more than they needed him. Now, things were different. In order to keep doing business with him and make a lot of money as a result, they had to buy shares in his corporation; the corporation he started himself that specialized in real estate, but not the kind that dealt with homes or even businesses. Jerry bought and sold parcels of land that had potential for huge profits. He was good at it and had an uncanny knack of knowing which parcels would move and which were dogs. He had made a small fortune in just a few years and he had parleyed that into even bigger gains.



His partners were no longer involved in what he did but he still kept them in the loop and offered them chances in some of the bigger deals. He felt it good business to stay on good terms with them and to spread the risk on the big jobs. It had been good for all of them and they continued to be willing to spend big when he told them it was in their best interests.
Jerry had made a lot of money over the years and he had used it to buy the house and the large yard that Shelly loved. He bought her whatever she wanted and she wanted a lot. A new car, jewelry, good clothes. Anything she wanted he gave her. He loved her with all his heart and to buy those things for her gave him pleasure. And he thought she returned that love, especially when they had Tracy. She was their pride and joy but Shelly didn't want to make the effort they would need to have a second child. That disappointed him but he gave in, as he did with anything she wanted.
After the partners were taken care of, he called his home. He waited as the phone rang and was only slightly disappointed when Tracy answered instead of Shelly.
"Hi Tracy, its dad. What's going on? I expected to hear from your mom, but no calls. Is anything wrong?"
"Nothing's wrong dad. Just mom being the way she's been for the past few months. We were talking at dinner tonight and she just went away. I have no idea what's wrong but it bothers me a lot. I just want you to come home and make things the way they were before it all went to crap!"
"Where is she now? Can she come to the phone?"
"She's in her room. She went up there after dinner and she hasn't been back down. She's being weird, dad. Just come home, please."
"I'm leaving tomorrow morning and I'll be home early in the afternoon. Don't tell her that I'm coming home a day early. I'll surprise her with something nice. I'll make it from both of us. How about that?"
"Sounds like it might work. OK, I won't say anything. By the way, I'm home late tomorrow. We have a meet and it won't be over till about seven. I'll see you sometime after then. Love you dad."
Jerry hung up, considered what his daughter said and was surprised that she had recognized the changes as well. He packed his bags and made ready to catch his flight the following morning. He wanted to get home as soon as he could. Maybe he could begin to set things right and find out what the problem was.
At Home
It was still early morning when he arrived at his office in downtown Scottsdale after the short flight. He checked in with his secretary and got his notes. He skimmed through them, stopping at one that caught his attention. It was from Nicky Prescott, a good friend of his. She was the widow of one of the few people he relied on early in his career. Her husband had been a guiding force for him and he truly missed him when he died in an accident three years ago. He had maintained his friendship with Nicky. He cleared his desk and then picked up the phone to call her.
When she answered, he spoke easily with her for a few minutes, catching both of them up on current events and then he asked her what he could do for her. Her answer surprised him and made him uneasy.
"Listen Jerry, you know I love you to death, and I really like Shelly. But I have to tell you that I'm worried. There is something going on between Shelly and this man, Reed Cunningham. He's a major contributor to Walt's campaign and he comes from a rather dark background. I've been at the headquarters and I've seen them together. There's something going on and it's not good."
Jerry listened, the words causing a sinking feeling in his stomach. He knew she was also a supporter of Walter Kincaid, the same man his wife worked for. These words, coming at this time when both he and his daughter had noticed something going on with Shelly was too much to be a coincidence.
"What did you see Nicky? Anything that was out of line?" Hoping that she would say no, he waited.
"Well, yesterday they left together without a word to anyone. They took his car and her car was still in the parking lot an hour later. And today, neither of them are in. She's never missed a Thursday before this. Walt always goes over the next week's agenda on Thursday so none of us want to miss it."
"It does sound sort of bad, doesn't it? I guess I'll have to look into it."
"I'm sorry to have to tell you this, Jerry, but I care so much about you. You and Tracy don't deserve this. You've always been there for me and I want to return the favor. I pray it's nothing to worry about."
They talked for a few more minutes before Jerry hung up. It had taken all of his control not to slam the phone down and drive home to confront his wife. But he knew that he would have to make plans first to find out the truth. Confrontation was not the best course of action, especially with a cheating wife. She would lie to cover her actions and she would do it without a problem. He needed proof if there was any to be had.
The Affair Begins
As Jerry flew home the following morning, his plane somewhere over the Rocky Mountains, Shelly was just rising for the new day.
Shelly woke at her regular time and made sure Tracy was up and getting ready for school. She had gone to bed very early last night, her thoughts a tangled web, weaving between her husband and Reed Cunningham. She couldn't stop her mind from going over the afternoon with Reed. She knew what she did was wrong and her guilt was strong, but when she pictured his eyes, his mouth, that magnificent body with its muscles and finally his rather large cock, the guilt retreated into the background and thoughts of Jerry faded.
Then she would remember her husband and the guilt resurfaced. He was the man she loved, there was no question about that. Jerry was her rock, her love and her future. He was her husband and Tracy's father and nothing was going to change that. And she did worry that what she was doing could jeopardize their marriage, but she wasn't sure why she couldn't stop thinking about Reed. What was it that dragged her thoughts back to him?
Tracy was not in a talkative mood that morning as she popped two slices of bread in the toaster, poured herself a glass of chocolate milk, spread butter on the toast and sprinkled it liberally with cinnamon and sugar. She sat sullenly at the table and ate, not responding to her mother. Shelly tried several times to talk to her but finally gave up, her daughter's reticence not causing any alarms in her head. She watched her head out to catch the bus and was slightly relieved to see her go. She needed some time alone to get her thoughts straight. Jerry would be home tomorrow and then she could try to make herself the wife he expected. She knew she hadn't been that person for some time.
Jerry's plane landed at the airport and taxied up to the gate as Shelly got dressed for the new day.
She was standing at the sink an hour later, dressed and ready to go to the meeting at Walter Kincaid's headquarters. This was the weekly agenda meeting and she never missed one of those. She was just cleaning up the few dishes from breakfast when the doorbell rang. She went to answer it, wiping her hands on a dish towel. She opened the door to find Reed standing there, grinning.
Taken by his unexpected presence, she stepped back and he took that opportunity to move inside closing the door behind him. He watched her as she stared back at him, her eyes wide and her mouth open in surprise. He said nothing but moved toward her and took her in his arms.
"You look and smell wonderful. I couldn't get you out of my head all last night, and I couldn't wait any longer this morning. I have to make love to you again. This time I want to make it last and I want to take you in your husband's bed."
Shelly was torn by conflicting feelings. Jerry was coming home tomorrow and she had to fight to get back to where they were: to make their marriage mean something again. She also felt the heat growing in her belly from the contact with Reed. His magnetism was overwhelming her and she knew she was falling fast. She had only one chance to say no and this was it.
"Please Reed. Don't do this! Please don't!" She struggled, but even to her, her words lacked conviction and the movement was less a plea for freedom than a move to feel his body slide against hers.
Reed paid no attention to her pleas and simply moved his hand down to cup her breast. He squeezed the nipple gently as he pressed his lips against hers. He almost smiled when he felt her body relax and sag against his. He knew she was his when her mouth opened to accept his questing tongue. He reached down and put one arm under her knees and the other around her back, lifting her easily. He pressed his mouth onto hers as he carried her upstairs and into the master bedroom. He dropped her down on the tangled bedcovers where she had slept alone the night before.
As Jerry was talking to Nicky Prentice, Shelly and Reed were just beginning to betray Jerry once again.
With little thought for what he was about to do, Reed kicked off his shoes, tore off his shirt and pants and helped Shelly do the same. She was almost as eager as he as she stripped to her panties. She was panting now, reaching for his already engorged cock with her hands. She wanted to feel that monster in her mouth right away. She could almost remember the taste of him from yesterday. Without thinking she was licking her lips as she pulled him to her. She took him inside and closed her eyes in pleasure.
Reed was content to let her do this for him. After all, once he came, he could last much longer as he plunged himself inside her. He also remembered her from yesterday and the feel of her legs wrapped around his butt was intoxicating. As he plunged into her, she had tightened her legs pulling him even deeper. She was one of the best pieces of ass he had had in a long time. He was looking forward to fucking her brains out this morning.
Jerry was making his plans for finding out what they were doing as Reed filled Shelly's mouth with his fluid. She seemed to be greedy for it, not like she was when doing it for Jerry. But Jerry didn't know that. How could he?
For the next hour, Shelly and Reed fucked each other with pure lust and abandonment. Neither thought of anyone but the other as they wore each other out. Once they were sated, they showered together and went downstairs to talk before Reed had to leave for an appointment. Their words were not those of lovers or friends but those of two strangers. They found that when they were not in lust, they had nothing to say to each other. Reed took his leave as soon as possible, the quiet and the strain of trying to say something inconsequential impossible to bear for any longer.
Jerry was just finishing his plans as Reed's Explorer moved down the long access road exiting the subdivision where Jerry and Shelly lived. He knew what he was going to do.
Jerry drove home, his plans now in effect. He decided that he would do nothing to alert Shelly until he had something worth taking that action. He remembered his promise to his daughter and had picked up some flowers and takeout Chinese for dinner. That was enough to ease her mind. Something different; something a loving husband would do for his loving wife. So much for pretense.
Shelly was home and sitting on the back porch, a cold drink in one hand and a magazine in her other. Jerry stood at the window watching her. He still found her beautiful, almost more so than when he had married her. She had long blonde hair worn straight, with short bangs and a sweep over one ear. Her eyes were that light shade of blue that he found devastating. She had gained some weight but it was all in the areas where it was most pleasing. Her curves were quite spectacular and he was aware of it.
He thought about their life up to this point and he had no idea why it had begun to change so dramatically in such a short time. Up until about three months ago, their lives had been ordinary, often predictable but sometimes spontaneous, and always fun. Tracy was the joy of their lives and both of them participated in her activities when possible. Jerry knew he worked a lot of hours but he was always home for them on weekends and most evenings. He took Shelly with him when he traveled when possible.
Then it had begun to change. Shelly became quiet, more on edge, unusually touchy about little things and their sex life had come to an abrupt halt. Other than the two times he remembered, she was cold and withdrawn. He had done nothing to bring that on and when he tried to discuss it, she closed him out. Now, it was beginning to make sense. Nicky's phone call had brought the entire thing into focus.
Jerry went back into the kitchen; got himself a cold bottle of beer, put the flowers in a vase and the food in the oven on warm. It would hold till Tracy got home. He looked once more at Shelly sitting alone on the porch and decided he had to let her know he was home. He walked out the door, letting it slam behind him. She turned and looked up at him in surprise. He thought he saw a flash of disappointment in them as well but he could have been mistaken.
"Hi honey. What are you doing home? I thought you were coming back tomorrow."
"Sorry to disappoint you but I finished my business and decided to come home instead of spending another lonely night in a hotel room."
"I'm not disappointed, silly! I was just surprised. I'm glad you're home. Are you hungry?"
"Not yet. I picked up Chinese on the way and put it in the oven. I can wait till dinner."
"That's very nice of you. Tracy will be happy to see you. She was feeling lonely last night. I don't know why but I noticed it. Maybe you can talk to her; cheer her up."
"Maybe. We'll see."
As he said that, he watched Shelly's attention turn back to the magazine and he knew that his suspicions were correct. She was thinking of someone else now, not him. The love he used to see in her eyes when he came home was missing, replaced by disinterest. That thought hit him hard just then and he almost gasped with the force of the blow to his heart. Nothing physical could hurt that much. He turned and walked back inside, before Shelly could see the tears that started to well up in his eyes. He rushed through the kitchen and into his office where he shut the door, flipped the lock and dropped down hard in his chair. He let go then and the tears came with a rush.
Shelly had similar thoughts as Jerry stood there. She searched for the feelings of relief and happiness that he was home should bring, but the only thoughts that came were of her and Reed earlier that morning in bed, screwing each other. She felt the heat rise to her face and turned it away and down to the magazine in her hands before Jerry could see. She was ashamed of her thoughts but she couldn't make them stop. She was obsessed with Reed and nothing she did made her stop dwelling on him and their time together. All she could think about was the next time. And there would be a next time, of that she was certain.
They made it through the evening and to the next day without either one letting the other know that there was a problem. Jerry was quiet and withdrawn and Shelly was remote and uninterested in either her husband or her daughter. Bedtime was typical, Shelly going up first, already asleep when Jerry came up.
Jerry and Tracy took off the next morning and were gone most of the day. Shelly didn't notice since she had gone into work and when Reed came to her, she went with him once more to a motel and there they stayed together until it was beginning to get late. She showered, dressed and drove home to find them gone. She fixed a small supper of leftovers and waited for them to return, her thoughts on Reed as they had been for most of the last several months.
When Jerry and Tracy came in later, they told her that they had gone to a ball game where Tracy's current boyfriend was playing, then the tree of them had gone for milkshakes and then to a movie. Jerry sat beside his daughter and it was fun when her boyfriend had tried to put his arm around her only to find Jerry's arm already there. Tracy took it all in stride and enjoyed being with both of them together. Shelly did feel a small tremor of guilt when she realized she didn't know who Tracy was talking about.
Nothing much changed for the next two weeks. Shelly met Reed twice more while pretending to be volunteering. It was the following Tuesday when Shelly announced she was going to go in to work at the campaign headquarters for a couple of hours. She was vague when telling Jerry when she would be home. He listened when she called and was calm when she said she might be back late. He agreed to start dinner and take care of Tracy. He hung up and then placed a call of his own. He gave instructions to the person on the other end and told him to call back the following morning.
Jerry and Tracy shared a dinner of pizza and Pepsi with hot cinnamon buns for dessert. Neither seemed to miss Shelly and they enjoyed each other's company. Tracy did mention once that her mother had missed a lot of dinners lately and when she did come home, she was not much fun. Jerry let her talk but said nothing negative about Shelly. It was noted in his mind however, that Shelly had let not only her marriage but her role as mother slip in her priority.
Tracy was in her room probably talking on her phone to Josh, her boyfriend, and Jerry was sitting, half asleep in his chair when Shelly came home. Jerry idly noted it was after seven, much later than the hours the campaign kept. He said nothing as she hollered in to say she was home, and wasn't even surprised when she ran up the steps and then the sound of the shower came on.
He lowered his head to his chest and let the few tears left come. He knew it was over and the pain returned, so damned intense, and not for the first time. Up until recently, he had maintained a faint hope that he was mistaken and that Nicky was wrong. He had hoped for his and Tracy's sake that this was nothing but a bump in their relationship and that she had continued to maintain their marriage as sacred. He had prayed that was the case but now he was positive that it was all a lie. The reports were conclusive! She was a living lie, and her promises nothing but empty words.
He fought the anger and beat it back with the control he had always been proud of. He had made a fortune for them, made a home for them and given them all he could. He had given as much of himself as possible and he had been faithful and true to his promises to both of them. His promise to Shelly was unbroken and he was fiercely proud of that. The temptations and the promises of others to make him happy were rebuffed. He had all he wanted and needed at home. His wife and daughter were his life.
Tracy would have the best he could offer to begin her life. Her education was paid for, all she needed to allow her to spend her time where it was needed, in place. He would make her wedding, when that happened, a joy for her and he would see to it that she and the man she chose had a good start in life. That much he could give her regardless of what happened to him and his life. He had made certain that his promises to Tracy would be kept. He was proud of that fact.
Jerry slept in his office that night, rose early and went in to the office. He signed the final papers for the Denver deal and made sure they were properly filed. He would turn that property over next month and make that two million. The people who wanted the property happened to be Asian and he would make certain that both of those two million that would be his share were directly deposited in a bank in Switzerland in an account that was already well endowed from years of deals with foreign clients. Neither Shelly nor the US government knew anything about that money since it never entered or left the US. The balance would be duly noted and deposited in the corporation's coffers. No problem with the government.



As he finished the paperwork, the call he was expecting came in. As he listened, the lump in his throat grew and almost choked him with the bitterness that grew inside him. He made notes, grunted when necessary and hung up with an order to messenger over the final report with pictures. He had the proof he needed now and he had the information he wanted as well. He knew who, where and when. And it wasn't a one time thing. According to his contact, it had been at least five times. It was enough. There would be no need for any more. Once was enough to destroy the promise forever.
Retribution
Reed Cunningham owned his own company. Cunningham Cabinets and Counters was a small but very upscale company that would custom design kitchen or bathroom cabinets and counters and would oversee the entire construction and installation for those who could afford only the best. His company wouldn't even start a job for less than $100,000. Most of their jobs were far more expensive and only the wealthiest could afford him. He was sought after by those who wanted to impress. It was also whispered that those who wanted the best in other areas could expect him to deliver. Several wealthy matrons had nothing but praise for his 'abilities'.
Jerry made note of this as well as other things. While he wanted to cause Reed Cunningham pain, he didn't want to hurt a lot of innocent people besides. So, since his employees weren't at fault, destroying the company was out but Reed was still in. His family was going to suffer but that was on him, not on Jerry. Jerry's family was also going to be hurt but neither Shelly nor Reed had worried about that, did they? The fact that Reed was married and had two girls, both under five years old, was his only weak point. The report mentioned that Reed was very devoted to his wife and his girls. In his anger, Jerry considered that weakness a vulnerability.
He made complete copies of all that he had, including the pictures that showed very clearly the two of them with their bodies wrapped around each other. He looked at one where both were naked and his cock was clearly inside her and she was holding on to the headboard of a bed in a hotel room as he pounded into her. His face was screwed up in concentration and hers showed lust and pleasure. That one made him sick to his stomach when he first looked at it and he still felt a stab of pain when he copied it for Reed's wife. Well, it was what it was and Reed and Shelly made it so! The two of them could answer for it! Jerry had no more interest in either one of them.
The next two days were full of things to do. Jerry closed all of his active credit cards, closed all joint accounts after withdrawing exactly half from each one. He made sure most of his assets were in the corporate accounts which were not community property and then took all of her jewelry out of the safe deposit boxes. He went to a jeweler he knew and had it all appraised and a certified note of that amount made. He sold the jewelry and left half of the cash in her account. His lawyer had made sure he knew that he would have to pay alimony but he accepted that as the cost of the divorce. Her infidelity was going to cost him in dollars, but she and Reed would also pay a heavy price! He stopped at his lawyer's office, signed off on the divorce decree and asked that she be served at twelve fifteen tomorrow at his home.
Last but not least, he made arrangements for the copy he made of all his information with the pictures to be messengered to Reed Cunningham's wife, to be delivered into her hands only, at exactly eleven o'clock tomorrow morning. He spent the last night of his marriage at home with his wife and daughter, neither one aware of what was coming tomorrow. Jerry wanted to spare Tracy the pain of a divorce, but he had no way to do that. He would take her aside as soon as possible and tell her the truth. That was all he could do.
Interestingly enough, Shelly was trying to be friendly that evening. She was trying to engage Tracy in conversation but Tracy seemed to be unwilling to let her in. Jerry watched with amusement as Shelly became frustrated. He was even more amused when Shelly began to ask him about his work and what he had been doing recently. Jerry almost laughed out loud when she did that. She never asked about his work! Never in all the time they had been married. He finally did laugh and she became furious with him. He tried to be serious but to no avail. He finally got up and walked onto the patio, still chuckling.
He remained outside until he was in control and then went inside to find Tracy gone to her room. He sat down and prepared to spend another night downstairs when Shelly spoke. She appeared to be angry and he suspected she was going to do something that she thought would show him. Well, let her try. She had no idea of what he was going to do tomorrow and that he no longer had any interest in her plans.
"I want to go in to campaign headquarters tomorrow. They need me to answer phones and take messages. Do you mind? I know it's Saturday and I hate to go in on a weekend but they really do want me."
Jerry almost laughed at that. He knew who really wanted her. He decided that he wanted this over so he considered and answered. "I need you here at home at noon tomorrow. There are some papers you need to sign and they can't wait. I have to insist. From noon to half past is all you'll need. After that you can do as you please."
Shelly looked like she wanted to argue but decided it would be out of character to do so. She agreed to be there and went up to bed, thinking to herself that she would call Reed and meet him later in the afternoon. She didn't care when, just so they could get together. She closed the bedroom door and dressed for bed. As she lay down, her hand moved in habit to the left where Jerry usually slept. She looked over at the empty place and felt a chill move down her spine. She suddenly realized that Jerry hadn't been sleeping beside her for the last few days. Actually he hadn't been sleeping with her for longer then that! She felt tears begin and she let the sadness overwhelm her.
Why was she doing this? What was she thinking? Reed had some sort of spell over her and she couldn't think of anything but him. Her marriage was falling apart and it was all her fault. Her daughter was growing away from her and Jerry was laughing at her feeble attempts to talk to him. And they were stupid. He could see it. What else could he see?
Suddenly she felt the fear that she could lose it all: lose everything she loved! And she knew deep inside that she did love Tracy and Jerry more than life itself. What the hell was she doing? Suddenly the obsession of Reed Cunningham felt like a fool's folly! No longer did the thought of him send a shiver of pleasure down her spine. Now all it brought was a tingle of disgust and fear!
She rolled over onto her stomach and pressed her face into the pillow. She was sobbing now, deep wracking sobs that hurt. How had she gotten to this point in her life? How had she shut Jerry out of her life so easily? How had she given herself to another man who didn't love her? She knew that about Reed: that he didn't love her and wanted her for sex only. They didn't make love: they fucked!
She thought back on the times she and Jerry had made love recently and realized she couldn't remember the last time. She thought and thought and finally remembered they hadn't made love either! She just lay there and Jerry had fucked her hard. Now that she thought back on it, he hadn't made love to her: he had fucked her just like Reed! Suddenly she heaved herself off the bed and ran for the bathroom only to lose it all before she made it. She knelt on the cold tile floor and spewed her guts out.
As she collapsed on the bed, sick to her stomach and sweating, she told herself that tomorrow she had to end it all with Reed. It had to stop! And she had to dedicate her life to her family and to Jerry once more. She did love him! She couldn't imagine her life without him and that scared her. Tomorrow things would change and the rest of her life would be different. She would make it up to him! She would do anything for him!
Downstairs, Jerry curled up on the couch in his office and shut his eyes. He had cried all he could and he had weathered the storm of pain and anger and all the other emotions that signaled the end of fifteen years of his life. Tomorrow was the first day of the rest of his life and he intended to make it a bang up day for the two people who were responsible for it.
The Last Day
Just before noon, Jerry came in from the garden where he had spent the morning. He washed his face and hands, stripped off his dirty shirt and work pants and changed into a casual shirt and slacks. He had given Tracy fifty dollars and sent her off with her friends to the mall. He went into his office and closed the door, taking the report and the pictures out of the small safe he kept there. He took one enlarged print of Shelly sucking Reed off and looked once more at it. He felt only a small twinge of anger now. Good! He placed it face down on the report. He was ready.
Right at twelve, Jerry opened the door to his office and called Shelly to come in. She came almost immediately with a smile and went in to sit in the chair in front of his desk. That was where she sat when he wanted her to sign papers. He closed the door and walked around the desk. He sat down and pulled out the picture. He kept it face down while he waited for Shelly to settle. She smiled at him and held up her pen.
"OK, I'm ready. What did you want me to sign?"
"Nothing yet. I want to show you some things and let you comment on them. The papers you need to sign will be delivered at twelve fifteen. So, we have some time."
Just then the phone rang and Jerry picked up. He listened for a second and then put the receiver down. It promptly rang again and again Jerry picked it up. He listened, smiled and then looked at Shelly.
"Do you want to talk to a Reed Cunningham? Seems to be very upset and wants to talk to you."
Shelly's face turned pale and she jerked her head back and forth. She seemed to be very nervous when she replied.
"No, I don't want to talk to him. Tell him no! Just hang up!"
"I'm sorry Mr. Cunningham. She doesn't wish to talk to you at this time. Perhaps she'll see you later. Goodbye."
The phone rang again, but this time Jerry let it ring. He stared at Shelly and was pleased to see the panic building. He decided to let her off the hook, so he unplugged the phone to stop the sound.
Shelly was no longer smiling. She looked at Jerry and asked, "Why the delay? You know I wanted to go in to volunteer today. Why can't we do it now so I can get there?"
Shelly was asking herself why he had called her at home. It was insane for him to do that. She had to get this done and find out what was going on. She didn't know that Jerry was about to answer that question for her.
Jerry pulled the picture toward him, raised it up so that he could see it while the plain back was toward Shelly. He looked again, felt nothing and smiled to himself: he could do this thing! He laid the picture down face up and turned it so Shelly could see it clearly. She looked down, and the forced smile on her face disappeared immediately.
"You know! How did you know? Oh God, not now! Oh please, God, not now! Oh please!!!"
Shelly's face turned even more pale, one hand came up to cover her mouth and her other hand gripped the arm of the chair she was sitting in. She seemed to be weaving back and forth and Jerry was afraid she was going to pass out. He watched with amazement as she did just that. Her eyes rolled up in her head and only the whites showed as she slumped sideways. Jerry reacted without thinking and tried to catch her before she hit the floor. He was unsuccessful but he did pick her up and set the chair back upright.
Jerry went into the hall to the half bath and got a glass of water. He went back into the office to see Shelly still unconscious. This bothered Jerry mainly because he wanted her awake and conscious when the divorce papers were delivered. He felt no compassion for her now. One of the papers was a restraining order prohibiting her from remaining in the house and he wanted to make sure she read that one. That one had taken some time and care but a picture was worth a thousand words and the judge was convinced.
Jerry considered and finally, shrugging his shoulders, walked over to the chair and unceremoniously dumped the glass of water over Shelly's head. She jerked, sputtered and came awake. She was shaking her head and wiping her face. She looked down at the picture and the tears started all over again.
"Jerry please! Let me tell you how sorry I am. Please Jerry, let me talk to you. Let me try to explain. I've been crazy, that has to be it. Jerry, please let me explain."
Jerry was satisfied that she was back and went around to sit behind the desk again. He pulled out several more pictures, all normal sized, and threw them at her as she pleaded with him. She hardly looked at them before pushing them away.
"Put them away! They don't mean anything. Reed doesn't mean anything. It's over Jerry. It's done with. I'll never see him again. Never!"
Jerry interrupted her then. He had no patience for listening to her lies and empty promises. Her actions spoke very clearly to him and the point was taken.
"There are several things I want to tell you, Shelly. It's all written down so you don't have to remember it but here they are. First, I have closed all of our joint accounts. They are now in your name only and only half of what we had is in there.
"Second, I have had the jewelry appraised. Most of it I bought for you as gifts and as a symbol of my love for you and our daughter. My love for you is now dead, and since I bought it for you, I chose to sell it. I left half of that value in your accounts. The meaning in the jewelry is dead and the pieces themselves mean nothing anymore.
"Third, I have made sure that all of the money that belongs to the corporation is in corporate accounts where it can't be touched by you.
"Finally, there are papers coming at twelve fifteen for you to sign. I am going to divorce you, Shelly, of that there is no question. I don't care what you say or do, I no longer want you in my life. You are a cheat and an adulteress and I want you out!"
"Oh, please, Jerry, don't say that! I'm sorry! I'm truly sorry and I made a mistake! I know it and I was going to end it today. I was wrong and I know that. I saw last night what I was doing to our family and I understood how wrong I've been. It's over, Jerry, and I want to come back to you. You have to forgive me! Please, Jerry, don't do this! I realize what I did."
Just then the doorbell rang and Jerry stood. He walked around the desk to take Shelly by the arm and lifted her out of the chair. She resisted so he half walked, half dragged her to the door. He held her as he opened the door to admit the courier.
The young man standing there looked at Shelly and asked in a clear voice, "Are you Mrs. Shelly Spalding?"
Shelly nodded, refusing to look at him. He reached out to take her hand and placed an envelope in it. "You've been served!" Without another word, he turned and walked down the sidewalk.
Jerry led Shelly back into the office and had her sit down again. She was too stunned to do anything other than what Jerry directed her to do. Jerry went around the desk and sat down once more.
"There are a few more things to say. I made a copy of this report and the pictures of the two of you and had them delivered to Tina Cunningham today. She has the same information about her husband that I showed you. Those phone calls were from your lover, Reed Cunningham and he wanted to talk to you, probably to ask you why I did what I did."
Jerry laughed out loud as he said, "People like him never understand how the people they betray can be angry enough to strike back."
Shelly looked up in shock. "You didn't! How could you do that to him? How could you be so mean? He has young daughters at home!"
Jerry reacted to her words in fury! Her words were insane! How could he? How could he be so mean? Insanity!
"Me? Mean? What the hell is wrong with you Shelly?!
"The two of you are married to other people but that didn't stop you from fucking the hell out of each other, breaking your vows and destroying your marriages! Now you want to blame me, and let him off without harm? What the fuck did I ever do to you to make you want to do this? Did you just want to destroy me? Was that what it was all about? You and Reed wanted to destroy me, ruin my marriage and my daughter's home? Is this your sick idea of some imagined form of justice?"
"Jerry, no! That was never my intention! We never wanted you or his wife to find out! Never! You and Tracy were never to find out about my betrayal. Never! And I never meant to hurt you. You were never to know and then you wouldn't be hurt. Never! Never! Nev……….."
Jerry broke into her denials.
"Too bad, your lover is now in deep shit just like you. I hope it was worth it to you Shelly. I tried to give you everything, and I loved you with all my heart and I never stopped. Not until you stopped it for me. I've been patient these past months, waiting for you to come back to us, but you just went further away. You chose him over us. Now you got what you wanted. You gave us away."
"That's not what I did! That's not what I wanted to happen! I never thought it through! Jerry, please, don't throw me away. Please, Jerry, please!"
"There is a restraining order in there, Shelly, that prohibits you from living here at the house. You have twelve hours to get your stuff together and leave.
"And don't worry. I intend on telling Tracy exactly what you did and I don't know what she will choose to do about you. She's old enough to decide who she wants to live with. That will be her choice. But I will tell her. That I promise!"
Shelly seemed to have collapsed into herself. She was sitting in the chair, defeated and beaten down. Jerry looked down on her and found himself lacking in compassion. He felt dead inside when he looked at her and that scared him. He told himself that he would be OK once she was gone. He hoped that was true.
"Shelly, I'm leaving for a while and I expect you to be gone before I get back. Tracy is taken care of so don't worry about her, as if you cared at all. The way you've been acting, it was clear that you forgot about her just like you forgot about me and your promises to me.
"My lawyer's name is in the packet you got. Get yourself a good one and let them work it out. You should be well enough off since this is a community property state but don't count on a lot. There will be alimony and I'll not fight that, but I made my plans once I found out about you. Since you were screwing me, I wanted to be sure I screwed you. That was the only screwing I was getting over the past few months.
"Congratulations! You got what you deserved! You and I have nothing more to say to each other except goodbye."
Jerry stood then, pulled off his wedding ring and dropped it to the floor in front of her. He had kept his part of their agreement and of that he was proud. He had never betrayed her in any way and had done all he could to provide for her and love her and make their home as safe and comfortable as possible. She had shit in it!
Jerry walked out of this home and into a future that Shelly was no longer a part of.
Consequences are a bitch!
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Charlie and Layla
I really wanted to make this a Consequences story but I didn't have the heart to do it. Neither Charlie nor Layla meet the requirements. I loved both characters and couldn't do that to them. Read at your own risk.
Thanks as always to LadyCibelle for her comments, suggestions and editing.
Part One
Charlie
"Listen, Sheila, thanks for doing this. I know Mrs. Wilson will be home sometime around eleven or so. Is that still OK? Just to be sure, I'll pay you in advance, and give you an extra $20."
"Thanks for the extra, and It's fine Mr. Wilson. I can stay as late as needed. I'm eighteen now and on my own most of the time. And, I can use the money since my job at the diner doesn't pay that much and I'm still a few hours short for my certificate as a stylist. I should be done next spring."
"Great Sheila. Well, I'm on my way. Tell Mrs. Wilson I left something for her in the bedroom. I'll see you."
With that, Charlie Wilson went out, got slowly into his car and drove away. He looked back once, taking in the quiet tree lined street, the street lights glowing softly, relieving the shadows beneath the trees, the other homes on the block and most of all, the soft lights in the windows of the home he just left. He had no idea when he would see it like this again, if ever.
He pulled into the circular driveway in front of the Gateway Inn and went in to register. He told the clerk that he needed at least a week and wanted a room with a fridge, a microwave and necessities such as an iron and a board. He gave her his credit card and watched as she keyed the room number into the swipe card. Once he was finished, he parked his car, got the two bags and walked to the elevator. He took it up three floors to his room where he unpacked, plugged in his laptop and phone to charge, and then turned on the TV, keeping the sound turned down low.
He sat there on the bed, his hands clasped in front of him, staring fixedly at the flickering movement on the screen. He stayed in that position for the next two hours, his eyes blind as his mind worked, punishing him over and over. The only movement he made was when his cell phone rang once before going directly to voice mail. He glanced over at it, then back to the screen. Over the next hour, the cell rang incessantly but there was no further reaction from Charlie Wilson.
Layla Wilson
Right at eleven that same evening, Layla Wilson pulled into the driveway and waited till the garage door rolled open all the way. It took the entire opening to take her SUV, the one she bought with the bonus money Charlie made last year. It was his idea to buy her a new car to replace the nine-year old Toyota she was driving. She didn't want to take the money but she did hate that old car and Charlie did insist. He was like that, always trying to make things easier on her and their four year old daughter Christine.
Before her thoughts took her in that direction any further, Layla pulled up and into the garage. She was halfway in when she noticed that Charlie's car wasn't there. That was strange; that his car was gone. He was supposed to be home watching Christine while she was out. . . . . Once again she stopped those thoughts.
She shut off the car, remained sitting there as she tried to calm her jumbled thoughts. What she did tonight had to be forced deep into a dark corner where it could be viciously stamped out. She climbed out and walked into the kitchen, finding Sheila, their next door neighbor's daughter sitting at the table reading from one of her texts. She nodded at Sheila, walked past her to the family room, then into the den and finally back to the kitchen.
'Where's Mr. Wilson, Sheila?" Layla took off her coat as she waited for the young girl to tell her where Charlie had gotten off to. It was not normal for him to go out this late. Especially for his job as salesman for Diamond Auto Parts. He got a lot of calls at home in the evenings and even on weekends but he never went out on calls after working hours. He said himself that his customers worked normal hours; not like those she was expected to work.
Again she cut those thoughts off as she heard Sheila tell her that Charlie had called her just before seven to come over. She said he waited till she arrived, left for over an hour before coming back and going upstairs. Then after spending some time up there while she put Christine in for her bath and then to bed, he came back down with two suitcases. She said he talked about having to go away for a while.
Layla listened to this with disbelief and almost called the young girl a liar until she heard her say that Charlie left her a message upstairs. She paid the girl, sent her out the back and watched until she made it into her own home, then shut and locked the back door before going up to get the message. Her mind began to go down that dark path she had been avoiding all evening even as she fought it. As she climbed the stairs, her mind began clamoring for attention, refusing to be shut out again, and the dark fear that had been nagging at her all evening began to break through the blocks she had set up.
Why now after this had been going on for the past three weeks? Why now did she begin to have these feelings of guilt and that dark fear? Why now? And why had Charlie picked this time to do something completely out of character and scare her this way. She was scaring herself and she had to stop. There was a perfectly simple explanation and all she had to do was read the message Charlie left. Before she went into the bedroom, she stopped and peeked into the room where Christine slept. She was calmed by her daughter's angelic face.
Leaving her daughter's room, she walked down the hall to the master bedroom. She stood inside the doorway, looking around for the message. Instead all she saw were several photos scattered on the bed. She walked over, reached for one and raised it up to see what it was. She stared at the photo for several seconds without movement before her legs weakened and she collapsed silently to the floor, grabbing the bedspread as she fell. She didn't see the additional photos that slid off the disturbed spread and landed on the floor around her. She made no sound as she crumpled into a ball and began to silently weep. Her shoulders moved, her face shone from the tears rolling down her cheeks, but still there was no sound.
On the floor, the photo of her and Carson Jennings, her mentor and her lover lay face up. In the photo, they were locked in an embrace with faces pressed to each other and his hands resting obscenely on her ass. A second photo showed the two entering a door together, the number 107 clearly indicating it was either a hotel or motel room door. She knew the other photos no doubt showed similar things.
Hours later, or perhaps it was only minutes, Layla stood, walked into the closet they shared and saw that his side was almost empty. He had taken most of his shirts and suits for work. She didn't need to look in the small bathroom to know that his articles were also gone. She didn't need any more proof that he had left her and was gone, and she had no doubts as to why he had gone. The pictures showed her perfectly well why. And now that he was gone, she had to admit she wasn't surprised. After all, she knew Charlie better than he knew himself.
She sat on the bed, much as Charlie Wilson had done earlier and continued to cry. One could wonder why she was crying. Hadn't she brought this on herself? Hadn't she expected that Charlie might find out and react this way? Hadn't she told herself that what she was doing was so very wrong? The answer was simple: of course not! How could one cheat on her husband of seven years, a man that she loved and adored, and ask those questions? Asking would have demanded answers and the answers were not allowed in her sordid world of denial.
In spite of the knowledge that she had poisoned her life with Charlie Wilson, her husband and the man she loved, she reached for the phone to call him. She thought somehow that if she could talk to him, this would all go away and he would come home to her and Christine and she could explain that it was all a big mistake they could just ignore. Thinking this insane thought, she dialed and waited. She almost answered his voice mail prompt before leaving a message. "Charlie, where are you? Please call me right away." She hung up, and dialed again, again getting his voice mail. She repeated this four or five times, leaving the same message, before it reached her conscious mind that he was not answering.
Layla sat on the bed, looking at the pictures scattered around with unseeing eyes. She was motionless and silent, eerily similar to Charlie's actions in a motel room miles away. She held her cell phone in her hand and occasionally, she would press and hold the speed dial button that was Charlie. She would raise the phone to her ear, stare blindly at the wall, then disconnect.
Charlie and Layla
Charlie Wilson was a simple man: average height, average weight and even tempered. Some said he was good looking, most said he was 'not bad'. His hair was brown, as were his eyes. His grades in high school and later in college were average: C's and B's. He graduated from a four year college in four years, and his degree was in fine arts like most others.
His family was also very typical and normal. His dad was a high school grad but, with no money for college, took a job in civil service and became a mailman and had been for almost forty years. During those years he had moved up the ranks to work mostly in small town post offices. Now, he had his own small office and was a postmaster in a small town. In truth, it was a nice post office and very well run, but like most small town post offices, it was nothing outstanding.
His mother was a housewife, raising Charlie and a sister while keeping the house clean and neat. She was pretty, still able to fit into the clothes she had kept for years, and very well liked. She was typical of most housewives of that generation, preferring to concentrate on making her home as nice and welcome as she could, to having a career of her own outside the house. Meals were always on time and always the same. Monday was meatloaf, Tuesday was. . . . . . . Well, you get the picture.
One problem that Charlie had was that he was shy. He was painfully shy and that shyness dictated his behavior all through high school and into college. He was alone, but not distracted by that since he was used to it. He made few friends and especially no lady friends. To consider dating frightened Charlie to death. Instead, he used his mind to take him on flights of fancy and books became his refuge. He was fortunate in that he had a very highly developed sense of logic and his mind was certainly disciplined. That discipline carried him through what was to some young people a wasteland of uncertainty and insecurity. Not so with Charlie. He was safe and secure within himself.
Layla Spiro was not a simple girl. She came from a good family, one that had money: not really wealthy but very well to do. She did well in high school, graduating in the top of her class. She was a cheerleader of course, and was head cheer in her junior and senior years. She lost her virginity to Jake Monroe, the varsity football quarterback in her senior year and lost Jake two weeks later. She was heartbroken, more over losing Jake than her virginity. He was the big man on campus and she needed to be with someone like him for her own vanity. In her anger, she became more promiscuous for a while but then realized she was only punishing herself.
From that point on, she began to concentrate on her grades and getting into college and into the world of advertising. She graduated high school with honors, was accepted to many major colleges and finally picked one that had a good social life and was rated high in her chosen field. In college, she was inducted into the best sorority and dated the most popular boys, none steadily. Sex was occasional, and not remarkable. She concentrated mainly on her studies and went to the parties put on by her sorority but stayed fixed on her goal. She took as many courses as she could and finished her degree in three and a half years, almost four months ahead of her peers. That gave her an edge in finding the best jobs. Her degree was in communications and she graduated in the top 10%.
Charlie graduated the same year and found a job selling auto parts when one of his friends steered him toward that job. That seems like a strange choice for someone as shy and reserved as Charlie, but it came about in a strange way. Charlie wanted to teach but soon realized he wouldn't make a lot of money and the job was not as easy as he first thought. Facing a bunch of kids who were more interested in embarrassing him than in learning was too much for him. He was shy, they were determined, and they too often succeeded, so he took the salesman job and soon found he had a knack for it. He was more surprised than anyone to find that when selling, he was anything but shy or ordinary. That pleased him and he knew he had found his calling. He worked the first two years on salary and then jumped in with both feet, working strictly for commissions. He doubled his salary in the first year.
Coming out of college, Layla found a job with the top advertising firm in the city and settled in right away, learning all she could about the job, the craft and making contacts. Since she was who she was, she had little trouble with any of these tasks. She made friends with the top artists, made contacts at parties and get-togethers, left her business card everywhere she went and two years and three months after starting, she was made the youngest department team leader in her company. She took the assignment and made it her own, coming up with first class ad contracts. She was a success.
As the fates would have it, there was a power failure in the city one afternoon when Charlie was there for a meeting with a buyer for a large chain. A successful sale would make Charlie's year. He had done well so far but this could be one of the single biggest orders of his life. He was ready and able and optimistic and already planning on how to spend this year's bonus.
Layla was meeting a client at the same time, hoping to sign them to a long term contract with her firm. It would be a very nice plum in her basket and Layla would be the lead artist of course and the contract would be very lucrative. She stood to be very nicely compensated if this could be brought home and a promotion she had been working toward would be one step closer.
Charlie started toward the elevator just as Layla did the same. Being a gentleman, Charlie stood to one side while Layla moved past him into the elevator. Charlie followed, asked her for her floor, punched the appropriate buttons and the doors closed. Charlie stood very quietly, his eyes avoiding hers as he always did when in close proximity to a beautiful woman. As they started up, the power failed, trapping them between floors, together in the dark until the emergency lights came on.
Layla was immediately panicked and began to hyperventilate. Charlie was more sanguine about the whole thing and watched as his lady companion began to struggle with her breathing. Understanding immediately what she was going through, as Charlie himself was slightly asthmatic, he forced himself to talk softly to her, patting her shoulders, rubbing her arms and soothing her as much as possible. Layla began to respond, her breathing began to settle down and soon she was much better. She took several deep cleansing breaths and was fine.
Charlie and Layla talked and shared their backgrounds while waiting for the power to come back on. Layla seemed to be very comfortable with Charlie and soon they were laughing and enjoying each other's company. Charlie felt very at ease with Layla and for the first time in his life, found himself comfortable and happy this close to a beautiful woman. They were sitting together on the elevator floor when the power came back on and the elevator moved upward once again. Charlie felt a small pang of regret.
As the doors opened and Layla exited, she turned, gave Charlie a blinding smile, and handed him her card. "Please call me" she said as the doors closed. Charlie took the card; put it in his shirt pocket with full intentions of calling as soon as it was proper. He continued on to his floor with his thoughts pleasantly on Layla's smile.
Charlie and Layla dated steadily for the next six months, both enjoying the other and sharing all their hopes and dreams. Charlie came to look forward to being with someone else and enjoyed going out to places he rarely visited. Layla was a passport to a life Charlie had only read about. He was happy for the first time in his life when with someone else. Their relationship progressed and sex between them was hesitant at first then more passionate as Charlie found Layla enjoyed what he was doing. For the first time in his life, Charlie found himself in love and no longer wanting to be alone. Charlie got his nerve up, tried several times before successfully popping the question. Layla accepted immediately and they made plans to marry.
Marriage was wonderful and the two enjoyed their time together. Love making was very important to both and they learned how to please the other in every way possible. Layla was more experienced than Charlie but Charlie was quick to learn and very interested in whatever she could teach him. Charlie read some books, made some suggestions and they found several new things both enjoyed. To Layla, Charlie was a wonderful lover that made time to always satisfy her. She loved to satisfy him and to hear him sigh with contentment. To know that he desired her made her happy. Charlie felt much the same and together they were perfectly matched.
Christine came along after two years and both were ecstatic. They didn't care whether it was a boy or girl and both chose to keep the sex a secret till birth. The pregnancy was easy for Layla and Charlie was an attentive husband in all things. Layla found ways to keep her Charlie happy in bed right up until it was time. Charlie did all he could to make Layla happy but she didn't need sexual satisfaction in the last month so Charlie backed off himself.
Layla stayed home with Christine for the first year but wanted to go back to work as soon as she could find a good daycare. When one was found, she went back and life became normal again. Days were for working on their respective careers and evenings were to be shared with the daughter they both loved. Weekends were spent doing things together as a family. Life for Charlie was perfect and Layla was content.
For the Wilson's money was not really an issue. Charlie was conservative in all things and he put as much money aside as possible for Christine's future. He spent only what he thought was necessary but never denied anything for Layla or Christine. Layla was very successful in her job and made a very good living. During a good year, she would make upwards of $90-100,000 a year, and had never made less than $75,000 over the last five years. Charlie made considerably less, closer to $55-65,000. Bonuses were usually an extra $5,000 to $15,000 and Charlie never failed to make a bonus. As the bonuses came in, Charlie usually did something for Layla with them. He rarely wanted anything for himself: his happiness was providing for his family.
Layla
About the time Christine turned six, Layla was promised a promotion to Division Head if she could keep up the good work for another year. To help her, she was placed under the direction of Carson Jennings, a high-powered ad executive in the company. Jennings was a typical ad man: tall, wavy brown hair, striking blue eyes and a handsome face, one that looked good in advertisements. He was as smooth talking as he was good looking and he had been very successful over the years.



Layla looked forward to learning from Carson Jennings and talked about him to her husband Charlie. He listened, made appropriate comments and encouraged her to learn what she could but he wondered out loud why she needed anyone like him at this stage of her career. Layla secretly agreed with him but was not yet ready to say anything like that, especially to Charlie. As a matter of fact, she stopped mentioning Carson to Charlie altogether fearing her temper would slip and she would tell Charlie how unfair she thought it was. She did not want her husband to be involved.
Over the next few weeks, she observed that Carson was doing exactly what he was there for. He was constantly looking over her shoulder and checking her work. His comments were favorable at first and then became even more so as time passed. He spent most of his free time with her, and she became accustomed to his presence. He gave her suggestions and hints that led to more and more success. She was pleased at how things were going. He was leading her down the path toward that promotion and she gladly followed.
It was after Carson had been there for almost two months and she had successfully landed two very nice contacts that he made the first move. It was subtle, just a hand that lingered too long on her back, an accidental touch when she was leaning over a drafting table, a hand on her shoulder that turned into a caress. Rather than make a point of it, Layla decided it was an accident and just ignored it. Unfortunately it wasn't long before it happened again, and that time she was sure it was no accident.
Frustrated and uncertain, Layla still didn't say anything and tried to let it go. After a few days when nothing more happened, she was sure it was just an isolated event. But a day later, it happened again and this time, Carson made no secret of what he was doing. Layla tried to brush it off but Carson refused to be pushed away. Layla finally spoke to him, making it clear to him that his touching was not welcome. He backed away, looked at her in anger before turning away. She relaxed, hoping that it was done with.
That was the night Charlie talked to her about Carson and she took his words to heart. But nothing happened until much later.
Charlie
Charlie listened to Layla, absorbed all that she said about Carson and considered it all. Charlie was like that: he would never make a decision in haste, or in absence of facts or information. He would investigate, consider, weigh pros and cons and then make a decision. Thus it was with the information Layla gave him about Carson Jennings. He decided to talk to Layla about his concerns at the first opportunity. But before he could say anything, Layla stopped talking about Carson almost completely. She rarely mentioned him anymore and Charlie considered that as well.
It was several weeks later when Layla came home seeming upset and distraught. Charlie played with Christine and helped with dinner while hoping Layla would tell him what was wrong. When she didn't, Charlie was disappointed but decided that she would tell him if it was something serious. He did think once more about Carson Jennings, and decided to have the talk with her he had postponed from earlier.
Charlie took Christine upstairs to bed, gave her a bath and spent a long time with her. He wanted to give Layla time to calm down and maybe make up her mind to talk to him, but if she didn't, then he would do the talking. He put his little princess down and read her a story till she fell asleep. He turned out the light, stood looking at her sleeping face before going downstairs to talk to Layla.
He found her sitting at the kitchen table, the dishes done and everything put away. She looked up at him as he entered but said nothing. He sighed, grabbed a cup of coffee and sat down across from her.
"Layla, honey, we have to talk." He watched her face screw up into an irritated mask. It was clear she didn't want to get into whatever it was that was bothering her. But Charlie needed to say what was on his mind.
"I need to say something to you that I should have said earlier. It's about Carson Jennings." At that Layla's head jerked up and the blood fled from her face.
"What about Carson? What do you know about him?" Her questions were almost panicked in nature. Why the panic? Why the reaction? Now Charlie knew he had to say what was on his mind.
"I know from what you told me that there is no reason for Carson Jennings to be where he is in your life. You don't need someone like him to oversee your work. If he's there, it's because he chooses to be there. And if he chooses to be there, he has an agenda, and his agenda would most probably be to seduce you."
Charlie made this statement based on his careful reasoning and intuition. Charlie was very good with facts and he was rarely wrong. Layla knew this from experience and the fact that Charlie had come to this conclusion on nothing but her words from weeks ago didn't surprise her at all. It did, however, terrify her that he seemed to know that Carson was her problem.
"I want to warn you right now that he will be making his play for you very soon if he hasn't already. You are smart enough to resist him but I just wanted to warn you in case you hadn't noticed his play.
"One last thing Layla. You know that the choices you make will have consequences, so before you decide anything, think about that. I'll say no more except that I love you, my wife, and I will trust you to do the right thing."
Charlie said no more, instead choosing to pull her up to her feet, take her in his arms and hold her tight. She clung to him and began to cry softly. He knew that his words had come just in time. Charlie now knew that Jennings was making moves on her and he felt confident that she could handle herself just fine. Charlie led her upstairs to their bedroom where he made slow passionate love to her till she was pleading with him to take her hard and fast. He did as she asked and they fell asleep in each other's arms.
Layla
It was on a Monday, almost a full week later after Charlie had spoken to her and she had in turn spoken to Carson when things changed. As she prepared a presentation for a potential new client, Carson Jennings came into her office and closed the door. He sat down in the chair across from her and watched her until she completed the section she was working on. She knew he was there and used the time to calm herself down. His presence was not welcome.
She looked up, met his eyes and nodded. "Hello Carson. What can I do for you?"
"Well Layla, I have news. The company has finally made me an offer to retire with full benefits and a great severance package. I'll be able to take my wife on that cruise around the world that she has been after me for."
Layla heard this with mixed feelings. On the one hand, she was pleased that he was going to be gone and out of her way. That part was more than she had hoped for so early. On the other hand, he would no longer be in a position to help her on her career path. His recommendation would have been good to have. She wanted the promotion since it would make a big difference in her earning potential. She and Charlie could use the money, even though he never said a word about it. She knew he would be more comfortable if their income were higher. Maybe then he would consider a second child. She wanted one, he was being very cautious.
"Congratulations Carson. I'm very happy for you. When do you leave?" She didn't want to seem too anxious but to have him gone quickly was preferable since he was going to go anyway.
"Next week. It's all arranged. I do have something to say to you." He looked carefully at her with his eyes partly shut. "Maybe this could work to your advantage. Would you like to hear my proposal?" His grin was not pleasant and Layla was not anxious to listen, but of course, she had no choice. He was a very powerful and influential man in the company.
"Of course I'll listen. Go ahead. How could this be to my advantage?"
"When I leave, the board wants my recommendation on your ability. They would be very interested in my thoughts and would most likely follow my recommendations. I have the following proposal."
He shifted in his chair, leaned forward and put his hands on the edge of Layla's desk. He appeared to be a predator measuring his prey before springing. Layla was becoming very uncomfortable but couldn't say anything without appearing foolish.
"I propose you spend two hours with me in a room at a motel where we would make love. I will not hurt you or do anything that you would find abhorrent. Nor will I do anything that would cause you harm. It would just be sex between two consenting adults, nothing more. You love your husband and I love my wife but I sometimes need more than she's willing to give.
"If you do this, I will recommend to the board that you be promoted at the first opportunity and that your abilities are such that a major promotion would be appropriate." He looked pleased with himself as he saw the look of shock on Layla's face.
"But, if you chose not to do this, I will tell the board that I believe you have reached a level already greater than your abilities warrant. A move backward at the earliest opportunity would be my recommendation."
Now he moved back in his chair, his smile wide and his eyes bright. He waited, knowing that he was in a very strong position. Layla sat stiff in her chair, her eyes also bright with unshed tears. Her mouth was open slightly in what could only be shock as her mind struggled with the words she heard.
Carson stood, leaned over the desk and said very quietly, "Take a day to think about my proposal. I'll speak with you again on Wednesday. I'll be gone for the next day. Think carefully my dear. This is a one time only offer."
Layla sat in her office for the next hour, hardly moving. Her mind was processing the proposition from Carson and the most surprising thing was that she was actually considering it. Once the shock had passed, her mind had begun looking at the facts. She knew that Carson would do what he threatened. If she refused, which she was first inclined to do, he would follow through and recommend a demotion. But, if she did what he requested, a promotion was certain.
Layla had a day to think more on this. She would take the time and make her decision. It was not something to be rushed so she would give it the time it needed to decide.
Charlie.
When Layla came home that evening, Charlie could see that something was bothering her. He knew instinctively that Carson was the root cause of her problems but he had already made his pitch and it had been a strong one. She knew his position and there was no need to press it again. A good salesman didn't press his initial advantage until he was given an opening or an indication that pressing was wanted. Layla had given him no such signal.
They shared a meal, Charlie cleaned up the kitchen since it was his turn while Layla played with Christine. They both took her upstairs to bed and stood side by side when she was ready to close her eyes. Both had serious issues on their minds, but unlike most issues, they didn't share these with each other.
As they walked back downstairs, Charlie took Layla's hand and led her to the couch. They sat down and he put his arm around her. Layla leaned against him, comforted by his closeness. She snuggled against him, his smell familiar and welcome as she slowly relaxed. Thoughts of Carson faded as she closed her eyes and let herself drift off. Being in Charlie's arms was safety enough to allow her to forget, if even for the evening.
As she drifted off, Charlie made plans to try to find out what the problem was. For the first time in his marriage, Charlie was worried. But Charlie was a methodical man and he would take the necessary steps to get the facts so as to be able to make a decision. All it would take would be concentration and awareness of everything she did. And Charlie knew her almost as well as he knew himself. Any strange move or thought or action would be noticed.
Layla
Tuesday was a long day in her life. There were no major projects on the burner to keep her occupied and her main people were out on assignments. Carson was gone for the day as promised so she was alone and without demands on her time. She began to think of Carson's offer.
The only reason she actually considered it was that it would not be the first time she had cheated on her husband. That thought almost made her physically ill as she remembered.
It was five years ago. She had been at a lunch meeting at the Biltmore hotel restaurant with three businessmen, and two martini's during lunch had fortified her courage as she made her presentation to help sell the proposal. The men had liked what they saw and had promised to give her a firm decision the following day. They excused themselves and left to catch a plane back to their headquarters. She was pleased with the meeting and was reluctant to go back to work.
As she sat at her table, making notes and considering having one more drink, she was startled by a voice she recognized. "Layla? Layla Spiro?"
When she looked up, she saw Jake Monroe, her first love. She stood only to be almost smothered in his huge arms. "God, it's so good to see you again. It's been almost ten years hasn't it?"
Layla was laughing when she said "just about. And it's Wilson now. Layla Wilson. My husband is Charlie Wilson and I have a little girl. Her name is Christine. But how are you Jake? It's been so long."
Jake spun her around before setting her back down. She had invited him to sit with her and they had ordered drinks while they caught up. It was fun being with Jake again and her mind, now freed from most inhibitions and bad memories, floated back to that time when Jake had taken her for the very first time. In her memory, now clouded by time and three, or maybe four martini's, it had been a glorious thing. She watched his face as he talked and she remembered.
Perhaps her inhibitions lowered by the alcohol, the edited memories of her first time, and the euphoria of her earlier meeting and the promise of a successful contract, may be blamed for what happened next. She found herself in Jake's hotel room, and Jake groping her breasts under her suit jacket and blouse. The memory of Jake and her first time made her expectations of this event so much different than it actually was.
She felt his hands, those wonderful hands that were trying to undo her bra and buttons, and in her alcohol-enhanced state of arousal, she decided to do it for him. She took off her suit jacket, unbuttoned her blouse and unsnapped her front fastening bra. She was considering her next move when Jake grabbed her shoulders, spun her around and pushed her down onto the bed, her face and breasts pressed into the mattress while her feet remained on the floor. She heard the loud zip and then she felt his weight come down on her from behind. She felt his knees move between her legs, spreading her thighs apart and she prepared for his entrance with pleasure welling up in her mind. She was wet and ready.
Fortunately, her memories were still in charge as she remembered her first time and the pleasure that it gave her. The truth was that the first time was quick and painful but in her memory it was neither. She was wet between her legs and that alone saved her from injury as Jake drove himself deep into her, sliding easily between her swollen lips. His weight, pressing against her naked back, held her in place as he began to pump into her with long, steady strokes. As he began to increase his pace, his huge hands slid underneath her to grasp her breasts.
As he plunged into her over and over, his hands were kneading her breasts and his callused fingers were rolling her nipples. She was trying to recall the pleasure from her memories and trying to feel something similar now, as her first lover took her from behind. He was huge, that she did remember. He was much bigger than her husband Charlie and the difference was painful rather than pleasant. She felt the spreading of her lips trying to accommodate the huge phallic monster invading her. As he continued to plunge into her, she bit her lip trying to still the grunts of pain.
Jake was now grunting constantly as he pumped into Layla. His balls contracted all too soon as he felt his climax approaching. He gave no heed to what Layla might want and, driving as deeply into her as he could, tensed and let his semen flow into her body. He held her pinned to the bed as he evacuated all he had inside her until there was nothing left. With a grunt of satisfaction, he backed off her and dropped to his knees on the floor behind her. He completed his humiliation of her by swatting her behind with a loud 'crack'.
She remembered getting up, walking quickly into the restroom with all her clothes. Once inside, she locked the door, sat to let the semen flow into the commode, then took a sanitary pad from her purse, one she always kept for emergencies and put that inside her panties. She dressed quickly, looked at her appearance in the mirror, avoiding her own eyes and then, once she felt together, left the restroom. She walked past Jake, who was lying on the bed with one arm over his eyes and opened the door. Jake gave a startled 'Hey?" which she ignored as she left the room. She ran down the stairs rather than wait for the elevator and walked quickly to her car. All the alcohol she had consumed was long gone, burned off in that brief flash of passion and lust.
After sitting alone in her car in the parking lot and letting the shame and humiliation she felt run its course, she had driven back to work. Reliving the entire experience over and over as she sat at her desk, she had given up and excused herself to drive home. Arriving two hours earlier than normal, she went upstairs to her bedroom. She took a shower, changed all her underwear, hiding them in the bottom of the hamper, and then lay down on the bed where she cried for the next hour. She found herself physically ill and she crawled under the covers, her face flushed and her breathing labored. She felt too ill to pick up Christine and had to call Charlie to do it for her. She remained in bed all that evening, avoiding her husband and her daughter as she continued to let the overwhelming shame of what she had done run its course. She prayed over and over that those memories of her time in that hotel room would go away and never come back. The sickness slowly subsided and she began to feel better. That was until Charlie came in and sat with her, offering his sympathy and telling her not to worry as he would take care of everything for her. His kindness brought a return of the guilt and that forced her into a session in the bathroom, throwing up. She remained home the following day until she felt able to face people again.
Once she was back to normal and the worst of the guilt was past, she examined her actions, put it all into the category of a tragic mistake that she would never make again and promised herself that Charlie would never learn of her infidelity. Fortunately she was on the pill so pregnancy wouldn't be an issue. After a prayer asking for forgiveness, a promise of faithfulness renewed and a vow to be the best wife a man like Charlie could ever hope for, she dressed and went out to pick up her daughter.
As these memories ran through her mind, Layla did indeed become ill. She jumped up from her desk and ran into the ladies' restroom and voided her stomach of what remained of her breakfast. The thought of what she did that one time was still painful. She had done all she could to make it up to Charlie and he had never given any indication that he suspected anything. Ironically, it was that fact, that she had gotten away with it before, and the fear of what Carson would say if she turned him down that made up Layla's mind. She would do as Carson asked and, like with Jake that time at the Biltmore, it would be once and never again. And there was an upside this time. Carson would recommend that she be promoted.



That she should tell Charlie what Carson threatened her with crossed her mind only once and that was fleeting. She ignored her conscience, filed Charlie's warning away, promised herself once again that this would end it all, and made it final. She would do this thing.
As she drove toward home, stopping to pick up Christine, her mind was whirling with the magnitude of what she planned. She was alternately pleased that the promotion was hers and the extra money would convince Charlie that they should have a brother or sister for Christine, and then saddened that she would have to betray Charlie to make it happen. She quickly put that out of her mind as she had before. Charlie would never know and so wasn't an issue.
Her path set, her betrayal of her husband now in motion, Layla saw only her own ambitions and goals. Charlie was pushed into the background and was no longer a factor in her decisions.
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Layla does the deed and thinks the promotion is hers. She is relieved and happy that it is over and that she can get back to being Charlie's loving wife. Oh, how the Gods laugh when we mortals plan!
Thanks as always to LadyCibelle.
Part Two
Charlie
That night at dinner, Charlie noticed almost immediately that Layla alternated between forced gaiety and unintended sadness. He had been waiting for some indication that something was going to happen and this was as clear as a flashing light to Charlie that Layla had decided on something significant. Without any more facts, Charlie knew that he had to wait for anything unusual to surface. He remained alert but said nothing about his suspicions. Layla for her part did not notice anything different about Charlie. Of course, Charlie's intuition was heightened by his suspicions and Layla's instincts were dulled by her obsession with what she intended on doing.
Tuesday night was a rather wild night by most standards. Layla wanted to make love and she wanted to take the lead. Charlie loved this most times, but tonight it saddened him since he felt it signaled Layla's intentions to do something she felt she needed to apologize or make up for. As a man, Charlie was almost helpless to do otherwise than enjoy the attention and her ministrations, which he did. Layla was insatiable and Charlie was pressed to keep up with her. The evening passed, both were sexually satisfied and Layla fell soundly asleep wrapped in Charlie's arms. Charlie followed, but much later and less deep; his mind in a turmoil of anxiety.
When Charlie received a call from Layla the following afternoon telling him she would be home at the regular time, but that she had to go back out that same evening for a dinner meeting with some clients, he knew that the unusual occurrence he had been expecting had come. Normally she met her clients right after work and they would go to dinner together from there. Never had she gone back later. He told her that it was fine, and yes, he could stay with Christine. Maybe they could do something special together. She said she would be home by ten so not to worry.
Charlie thought about it and decided he would take the initiative now that he had more to go on. His analytical mind planned and planned and finally came up with actions. He called his neighbor and asked their daughter Sheila if she could help him set up a surprise for his wife. Layla was leaving to go to a business dinner that evening and would she come over as soon as she saw Layla leave so that Charlie could make a few trips to make arrangements for the surprise. She agreed, which would free Charlie up to drive to his wife's place of work where she would supposedly meet the clients before taking them out to dinner. According to Layla, she would make a quick presentation at the office then they would discuss details over dinner.
When he arrived home that evening, he found Layla making a quick dinner for him and Christine before running upstairs to change for the dinner meeting. Layla seemed nervous, a fact that was not lost on Charlie as he pretended everything was as it should be. It was almost seven when Layla came down, kissed him and Christine before leaving. She hesitated once; seeming like she wanted to say something, then went out the door. Once she was in the garage, Charlie called Sheila and told her that Layla was about to leave. As Layla pulled out of the garage, Sheila was coming in the back door.
Charlie gave Layla five minutes to get started before kissing Christine goodbye and pulling out to drive to her office. He was nervous, but resolute as he pulled up just in sight of her SUV. It was at the office as she said she would be but it was not more than five minutes later that she came out, followed by a tall, distinguished looking older man who Charlie assumed was Carson Jennings. She spoke to him for a second, then got into her car, but instead of driving away, she seemed to be waiting. Seconds later, the man drove past her in a sedan and pulled out of the lot with Layla right behind him.
Charlie watched the two cars pull away and as soon as he could, he pulled out to follow them at a distance. He stayed well behind them until the sedan pulled into the lot of a small motel just off the interstate. The sedan pulled up to the office and the man got out. Layla pulled in close behind and waited. When the man exited the office and got into his car, the two of them drove toward the back of the parking lot. Charlie followed, grateful that it was dark enough that with the lights on, Layla could not make out his car or who was driving. He stopped in sight of the two as they exited their cars. Charlie stopped, raised his small digital camera and waited. He was rewarded with several shots of the two of them in intimate contact before entering one of the rooms. Charlie got a good shot of them with the door open and the room number shining from the inside light.
He waited until the door closed, remained almost fifteen minutes more to be sure, then drove home. He went inside, packed two suitcases with essentials and added a small overnighter with toiletries. Before leaving, he printed out most of the better pictures and left them on the bed for Layla. She would understand. He took his bags downstairs and gave his instructions to Sheila. Once he was sure she had everything straight, he took his bags and went out to his car. It was all he could do to make it out the door before breaking down. When he finally recovered his control, he drove away.
Layla
Layla set it up with Charlie after speaking with Carson Wednesday morning. Carson was pleased at her acquiescence to his proposal and looked forward to an enjoyable evening with the beautiful younger woman. He promised her that it would be enjoyable for her as well but she didn't give him any encouragement. She simply agreed, nodded when he told her to come to the office about seven to follow him to a motel room he had reserved. They would spend a couple of hours in bed together and that would be that. He would do as he promised and she would get her promotion.
She finished out the day somehow without breaking down and when it was time, she drove home. She fixed dinner for Charlie and Christine so that they would have a nice dinner while she was with Carson. She was nervous and afraid Charlie would notice but he seemed to be fine. She wondered again why she was doing this and she reminded herself once again that it was for the promotion, the benefits she and Charlie would receive and the fact that Charlie would never know. A thought crossed her mind that this seemed to be what they meant when they said once a cheater, always a cheater. The fact that she had gotten away with it once before gave her the courage to do it again. If she hadn't done it that one time, would she have been as willing this time? Probably not!
Once Charlie was home, she ran upstairs, found some fancy underwear that she kept for special occasions and put that on. She wore a short skirt, but not too short. The blouse was nice but not special and she put on just a little makeup. She thought about her appearance for a few seconds, then went back in the bathroom and changed out of the fancy underwear and put on her regular cotton briefs. She didn't want to give Carson the idea that she would do anything special to look extra nice for him and the fancy underwear would make her look too sexy. Once dressed she went downstairs, began to leave a couple of times before finally forcing herself out the door.
She knew that Charlie had been quiet that evening but she was afraid to say or do anything that might force her to show her nervousness to him. Charlie was so smart and so quick. No, she had done the right thing, just leaving. She drove to the office, went up to find Carson waiting and then after he assured her that he had written out his recommendation, he gave her a copy. She read it over, satisfied that it said what he promised, watched as he signed it and tucked it away safely in her purse.
They went down to the cars; she got in and waited until he pulled out, then followed. As she drove, she tried to quiet her heaving stomach. She was close to being sick to her stomach and that would ruin the whole thing. She had to go through with this! It was important to all of them: Charlie, Christine and her. Too important to let this ruin it. This was nothing: she told herself that as she drove. This was nothing! Nothing! Carson was a pig! He was! But he was a pig that held her future in his fat hands.
Carson drove about ten minutes toward the interstate where he pulled into a small motel. She followed him, parked her car and walked with him to the room. Before opening the door, he asked her again if she was sure she wanted to do this. God knew she was going to need all the help she could get, but to assure him, she pressed herself against him, reached up on tiptoes to kiss him. He put his arms around her, slipped his hands down to cup her ass and crushed her body against his. She was repulsed by his eagerness and she was happy when he finally keyed open the door and then pulled her inside away from prying eyes. She was more relaxed when the door closed, locking her shame and disgust inside.
The next hour with Carson was both better and worse than she had anticipated. He was an animal, without any consideration for her or her pleasure. He wanted simply to have her as his sex slave, to give him what he obviously couldn't get at home. He insisted on a blow job and she did as he asked. Fully clothed, she knelt before him and took his penis out of his pants. It was not difficult since he was small and narrow and very short. She was privately amused and repulsed by his size and she mentally berated him and his performance, making herself feel somewhat better. She was hoping he would allow her to finish him off orally but instead, she had no sooner gotten started when he pulled her up, told her to get undressed and lay down on the bed.
When she had complied, he moved over her in the typical sixty-nine position and began to work on her with his mouth and tongue. She tried to take his cock into her mouth but he was moving so much, it became difficult. She finally reached up and grabbed him with her hand and held it there, not even trying to take him in. She was distracted by his somewhat amateurish actions on her and wondered if he had ever done this before. Charlie entered her head for a brief moment and the pleasure he gave her before her mind clamped down, shutting any thought of him away. Not here and not while she was with this bastard!
Carson finally rolled over and got to his knees. He moved between her legs, positioned his small cock at the opening to her vagina and pushed forward. She was dry and waited for the pain of his entry but felt only a mild sensation that was not even uncomfortable. Carson dropped his weight on her, lifting only his upper body on his arms. He began to pump into her, grunting like a pig while trying to get himself off. She briefly related this to masturbation, Carson doing the masturbating and her being a picture in a magazine. The thought made her smile and she had to turn her face away, so as not to give him the pleasure of thinking it was him that made her smile.
After only a few minutes of noisy pumping, Carson grunted once very loudly and came inside her. Fortunately, she had insisted on a condom if he intended to fuck her. He had reluctantly put one on and that protected her from any diseases he might have had. She lay still while his climax passed and glanced over at the alarm clock beside the bed. It had already been over an hour and she doubted he could recover enough to do it again. As he rolled off her and went into the bathroom, she sat up, pulled the bedspread against her nakedness and waited. Sure enough, he came out a few minutes later and told her that she was free to go. He actually had the gall to ask her if she enjoyed it. She didn't answer, dressed and fled the room.
Instead of going directly home, she drove to a small diner and went in for a cup of coffee and the time to try to erase the entire time from her mind. She felt ill, but not as ill as the first time five years ago. This was bad, but it had not been as terrible as she thought. Carson was inept and the entire experience took on the feeling of a joke. A bad joke to be sure, but certainly nothing that should ever threaten her life with Charlie. He was so much better in so many ways than Carson could ever know. As she began to put the entire thing behind her, the memory of that man of top of her came back and she realized that she couldn't escape her guilt so easily. She would have to live with it just as she had all those years ago.
She drove home, still slightly sick to her stomach with what she had done but that faded as she realized it was over. It wasn't as bad as she had anticipated. Carson was a pig just as she thought, but he was a pig without much staying power. She had done it! It was done, the promotion was hers, the benefits that she and Charlie would gain would help to put this evening out of her mind forever. It had been harder than she expected to do what she had to do but it was over. It was done!
She wanted to call Charlie, tell him about the promotion but knew she couldn't. He would want to know what that had to do with her dinner with clients and then she would have to lie. She hated lying to Charlie about anything and something like this would be impossible. He would never know! He must never know! Never, never, never!
As she pulled into the driveway, she was almost happy again. She wanted only to talk to Charlie, her love and her husband. They couldn't make love tonight because it was too soon after Carson. Even if she showered for hours, it would be too soon to erase that memory. The only thing that would satisfy and erase the memory of Carson Jennings was the feel of Charlie inside her where only he belonged. That would happen as soon as she could make it happen, but if he wished it tonight, she could make him happy. He liked when she used her mouth on him. Actually, she enjoyed that as well. Maybe she would suggest that. Smiling, she pushed the remote for the garage door and waited.
Ten minutes later, her world had crashed and she was alone.
Charlie
Thursday morning, Charlie went to work. He was a dedicated employee and never missed a day of work. Even when he was sick and stayed home in bed, he used the phone to make cold calls or contacted his many customers, if not for an order, then just to make sure they were happy. This Thursday was no different for Charlie. Other than for the other thing.
Charlie made a few calls required by the messages the receptionist had left on his desk, then called his father, now a retired postal worker. He told his dad he wanted to see him and his mom as soon as possible. He was told to come over now. Charlie cleared his desk, checked out and drove home to see his parents.
He settled into a soft, comfortable, brown chair in his parent's very average home and told them what had happened. He explained how he had come to follow her and what he saw. They listened very carefully, asking few questions until he was finished. Once he was done, they looked at each other and then his father began talking.
"You must know Charles that one in every two marriages ends in divorce. This is very common and is the norm now. You were very fortunate that your marriage lasted as long as it did before this happened. Layla is a very beautiful and talented woman and far above those like us. Divorce is the common thing in these cases and this is the course you should follow. Custody of Christine will be given to Layla but she makes more money than you do so there should be no alimony. There will be child support which is just and as it should be."
Charlie listened to this advice with a heavy heart. Charlie was very average of course, and his father was correct. Divorce was the natural way of most marriages and Charlie was well aware of averages. Numbers and averages were his life. Or at least had been before he met Layla. After Layla, Charlie felt a part of things, more in tune with everything around him. That was because while Charlie was average, Layla was anything but average. She was beautiful, she stood out in a crowd, she drew attention from men and women alike. They would look right through Charlie and see Layla. He said as much to his mother.
"That is true," his mother said, "and is a good thing since she is married to you. But apparently Layla is returning those looks from other men. At least one man, for certain."
She looked sadly at Charlie and continued. "If Layla is returning those looks, my beautiful son, then you have nothing you can count on. You are certainly average, and that is nothing to be ashamed of, but average apparently can't hold your wife.
"This is often the case," she said, "and is also typical of a beautiful woman. Average men like you, Charlie my son, aren't fated to be married to beautiful women like Layla. She is not average and she can't live an average life; yet there is nothing at all wrong with being average. It is the same as being normal and dependable and much like everyone else. Not a bad thing at all."
Charlie reached for one shred of hope, a ray of light in the darkness of his mind. "Should I talk to her and have her explain to me what she was doing? Could there be an explanation that would justify what she did, mother? Should I listen to her before I do anything?"
"Of course, you should listen, but there is rarely a reason good enough to explain betrayal. She will try to justify her actions but you must be careful, son. Unless there is danger to you or your child, there can be no reason that would be satisfactory. Money, prestige, advancement or promises of future benefits are not sufficient and are only excuses to do what should never be done. Be very careful, my son. Be very careful."
So it was that Charlie drove back to this motel room, thinking about what his parents had to say. If he listened to them, his marriage was over. His head told him the same thing, but his heart was crying out for some reason to forgive her. He missed his daughter already and that was the one thing he couldn't shut out. He missed Layla as well and that was another thing he couldn't deny. Together, they were his life!
Later that evening, Charlie had made his decision. Right or wrong, he had little choice in his own mind. After all, he was who he was and that couldn't be changed! He picked up the motel phone and called Layla. He waited until she answered, then without preamble or explanation, said his prepared piece.
"I will be home tomorrow evening at the regular time. We will have dinner, spend the usual time with our daughter, put her to bed and then you and I will talk. Goodnight Layla." He hung up without giving her time to speak and lay back on the bed. It was done and he knew he wasn't going to be able to sleep until he was finished.
Layla
Layla had finally fallen asleep that first night, her cell phone still in her hand when she finally woke the following morning. She looked at it, remembered the night before and in her disgust at herself, threw the cell across the room, hardly flinching as it smashed against the wall. She was looking at the place where it smashed before noticing the small figure standing in the doorway.
"Mommy? What was that crash? I heard a loud noise and it scared me." Christine stood there, her blanket in one hand and her doll in the other. She had apparently just woken up and now she was looking to her mother for assurance.
Layla looked over at the clock before standing and going to her daughter. She was shocked to see that it was almost nine in the morning and past time for both her and her daughter to be dressed and gone. Well, this morning was not like any other morning!



"I'm sorry, sweetie, mommy just did a bad thing. Now see what I've done? My phone is broken and I'll have to throw it away. When we break things on purpose, we lose them. Remember that sweetie." She almost choked as she realized the double meaning behind that statement.
Layla pulled herself together and took her daughter back to her room where she helped her dress for the day. Without conscious thought, Layla took her downstairs and fixed her breakfast. Daycare was not an issue today, maybe not tomorrow either. Layla was not going to be going in to work today, and perhaps never again. At least not where she worked yesterday.
As she watched her daughter eat a breakfast of cereal and milk while playing with one of her many dolls between bites, Layla thought about her job and what she had done because of her desire to get ahead and earn what she always thought were the things she wanted. During those hours when she was alternating between sleep and wakefulness, the thought of her time with Carson Jennings surfaced and each time, she linked it in her subconscious with betrayal. Not just the betrayal of Charlie and Christine, but the betrayal of her self-respect, her work ethics, and all the hard work she had done to get where she was yesterday before she went to that motel. Why would she think she had to let Carson have her body to justify her promotion? Hadn't she worked hard, done her share, paid her dues? Why did he have to threaten her with the loss of her job just to make her receptive to his blackmail? He obviously saw something in her that he knew he could take advantage of, and that thought sickened her.
She sat there, watching what she had discovered was the most important thing in her life: Christine, her daughter. She wondered why it took all of this to understand that. This, her home, the child she had created with the only man she had ever loved, and the man himself, were the only things in the world that should ever demand what she had given up. Only they were worth her life and her self-respect! Not a job! Not a promise of advancement!
Well maybe she had destroyed her life with Charlie, her marriage to the man she loved without end, but she still could change her life for the better before he took the rest away. She couldn't and wouldn't give any of them up without a fight! Her husband, her Christine, and her home were all she had left that meant anything! She knew what she had to do, and even knowing that it would take all of her courage as she humiliated herself, it would be done!
Layla made several phone calls in the den where she sat with her files and her PDA while Christine played. She wrote several names and addresses down on a pad and finally sat back in satisfaction. She would be OK now, even if Charlie did as she expected and filed for divorce. She had to make a living for her and Christine and now she was sure she would have no problem. She made sure Christine was safe and playing, then picked up the phone one final time and made the final call. It was a short one but it was very satisfying for Layla. She hung up finally, smiled at the phone and stood.
"Come on little one. Let's go to the park and have some fun. Would you like that?"
Christine laughed and jumped up. "Let's go mommy. I'm already ready!"
Much later, after a very happy day for Christine and a cathartic one for Layla, she finally put Christine down for the night. It was just a few minutes later when her phone rang. She grabbed it quickly to avoid waking Christine and answered. She prayed it was Charlie but what she heard was more than she had hoped.
"I will be home tomorrow evening at the regular time. We will have dinner, spend the normal time with our daughter, put her to bed and then you and I will talk. Goodnight Layla."
So like Charlie. From his words and his tone and the abrupt beginning and ending, Layla knew he had made a decision. That he didn't even give her time to answer or say anything was also Charlie. When he decided something, he went full steam ahead. During their marriage, she had always had a say in everything before he decided so she always knew how he came to his decisions. But not this time. She had taken herself out of the marriage equation. She knew that's how Charlie would see what she did. And he was right to think that, even if he was wrong about the reason.
She didn't sleep again that night but at least she had something to look forward to. Charlie was coming tomorrow and that was all she cared about. She had her own things tomorrow but she would be ready when he came.
Charlie
Charlie spent the day doing what he always did: he sold auto parts. It wasn't glamorous or sexy or anything like that but it was a necessary job and Charlie did it as well if not better than most. He got a few new customers based on recommendations from others and he did his utmost to convince them he had the best products at the best price.
His boss stopped in several times to check on him since the receptionist told him that Charlie seemed to be different, less willing to speak to those around him. She said he seemed pale and a little sick but being Charlie, he would never not work. She worried he might be sick or at least not feeling well, but when he checked, Charlie was either on the phone with a customer, checking inventory on the computer or sending orders down to shipping. Accounting said he was driving them crazy with credit checks for new customers.
Charlie continued working all afternoon but quit an hour earlier than normal. It was as if he was watching the clock. At four sharp, he stood, closed the door to his office on his way out and walked swiftly down the hall toward the exit. He spoke to no one and no one tried to stop him for conversation. This was not typical for Charlie who tried very hard to talk to everyone at least once a day. He always said it was so they wouldn't forget him. Strange behavior, but no one cared: they all liked Charlie. That would have surprised him since it never occurred to him that people could like him for who he was.
Charlie drove back to his room at the motel, called for a pizza delivery and waited quietly for his food. He paid the delivery guy, sat back down and ate three slices of pizza without much interest. His mind was working, and the food was simply a necessity, not at all distracting him. He finished the last slice, carefully put the other pieces in the small refrigerator, then brushed his teeth, washed and shaved for his evening out.
Charlie's mind was working as he pulled into his driveway right at six o'clock. He was unsure of himself now and he knew he needed the regimen that he would have eating dinner, playing with his daughter and then putting her to bed. This was routine and he craved it. But if he divorced Layla, his routine would disappear forever. It would take time to establish a new one, but it could be done. He had been so sure this routine would endure. Charlie didn't often swear but as he walked toward the door, he swore silently to himself. He swore several times as a matter of fact. He was still swearing when Layla opened the door.
First Meeting Post Affair
"Charlie, please come in. Why did you knock first? This is your home, as much as mine and your daughter is here. Why would you think that you had to knock?"
Charlie looked at Layla and was surprised to see that she looked no different than before. What had he expected? That somehow she would have a red letter tattooed on her forehead? That she would somehow be crushed with her betrayal and her whole countenance would show that betrayal? Of course not! Charlie was not used to being stupid or out of control of any situation but that was how he found himself now.
"I don't know why I knocked. It just feels different now. It's just different, that's all. Where's Christine? Is she here?"
Layla watched her husband and for the first time since she saw the pictures, her heart broke. She saw now, in sharp detail, how she had hurt him, how she had shaken his world. She, better than anyone knew the controlled realm Charlie lived in most of the time. She knew the terrible shyness that he struggled with all the time, and that she had helped him overcome when she gave herself to him as his wife. It was one of the things she loved about him; that made him more human than the self-assured snobs of her pampered life. Charlie had always needed her and that had grabbed her heart and made her love him all the more.
As she watched him stand there, hunched shoulders and downward looking eyes, she almost lost her control. She moved quickly away from this new man she had created with her actions. She called for Christine to come see her father, and when the little girl rushed into the room and into her dad's arms, Layla took that chance to run out of the room and into the small powder room off the kitchen. She shut the door, shuddered once and then fell to her knees, tears pouring from her eyes.
"God, what have I done? What have I done to him? How could I have forgotten what this would do to him? Was I so consumed with ambition that I put the possibility of his finding out what I did out of my head? Could I have been so selfish?"
She waited but of course, there was no answer. She didn't need to wait for an answer! She knew the answers, just as she had that day when she asked herself the same questions. That was the day she refused to consider them, knowing that if she did, she could never go through with it. But that wasn't acceptable to her then, was it? Now? Now it was too late!
She stood, wiped her face with a damp towel, checked her appearance in the mirror, carefully avoiding her own eyes as she had been doing lately, then opened the door and walked carefully back into the kitchen to finish preparing dinner: acting like a normal mother and wife. Acting: was that what she was doing right along?
Charlie was in the family room, listening to his daughter tell him about the new doll she had and the things she was going to do with all the other dolls. He sat on the floor, his eyes watching each move as if for the first time. He laughed with her, not at her as he was always careful not to do, and delighted in her response. He carefully concentrated on her and not on the absence of Layla. He noted that she had left immediately when Christine came in. He didn't know what that meant, but he was not reassured.
Charlie was still watching Christine play when Layla came in to tell them both that dinner was ready. Charlie helped Christine wash her hands and then followed her into the kitchen. He helped her into her booster seat and made sure she was safely tucked in, then sat in his usual place, carefully watching his daughter, avoiding Layla's eyes. If he had looked, he would have been surprised to see her doing exactly the same thing.
Dinner was a tense time for both Charlie and Layla, but Christine had no such problem. She talked and talked and accepted Charlie and Layla's help with her meat. She talked as they cut it for her, she talked between bites, she talked until both Charlie and Layla began to relax. From time to time, they actually met each other's eyes briefly before looking away. But by the time the meal was over, they were actually behaving as they always had. Charlie helped Christine down from her chair, helped her wash her hands once again to remove much of her dinner and then followed her into the family room once more. She turned on the TV and settled to watch cartoons. Charlie went back in to help with the dishes only to find the table already cleared and Layla loading the dishwasher.
Charlie stood there for a second, then turned and went into the small den to check on some files he needed. He was putting them into his carrier when Layla interrupted him.
"Coffee is ready. I'll take it into the family room. Is that OK?"
Charlie nodded once and continued with the files. He didn't realize it but to Layla it was an indication that he intended to take all of his files, a move indicating that he was leaving permanently. To Charlie it was simply work related and he needed these files. To the outsider it was a strong indication that communication had broken down between these two unhappy individuals. Whose fault would that be? Fault would be the wrong approach. Consequences were at work here, but were those consequences permanent?
The three of them spent the remainder of the early evening as they normally did. For Charlie this was relaxing and welcome, the routine affording control. To Layla this was torture, avoiding the coming talk. Charlie was not thinking ahead since that was Charlie's way. He dealt with things as they occurred, preferring to be prepared in a general way for any possibility. Layla was not so sanguine, preferring to be well prepared specifically for a specific event. This was one such event.
Finally, it was time and together the two took their child upstairs to bed. They had all played hard, trying to ignore the tension and the stress surrounding them and Christine had benefited from their attention but now was very sleepy. Together they tucked her into bed, stood together watching her as she snuggled into her comforter and closed her eyes. She was content, the two people who made up her life present and together. The previous day had not been happy: daddy gone and mommy sad. But tonight it was back the way it should be. Such is a child's world, or should be.
They walked downstairs separately without speaking, Charlie going into the den while Layla got cups and coffee. She came into the den, set the tray down on the small table and took the chair next to Charlie. The two chairs and the small table were a gift from Layla's parents. It was the first time they had seen the small home and her mother had been distressed at the small size of the room. She covered it quite well by saying they found a 'perfectly adorable little chair and table' set for them. To Charlie, it was an amusing little episode but he never knew what Layla thought. Maybe she was embarrassed? He never asked, but should have. He asked now, just to have a way to begin this conversation,
"I never asked you at the time Layla, but how did you feel when your mother made the comment about the "little set" she bought. Did that embarrass you, that our home was so small?"
Layla was prepared for almost anything but this caught her quite off guard. She sputtered for a moment and then replied "Of course not! I love this place and I've never been embarrassed by anything we did. My mother knows that."
"Wouldn't you prefer something bigger, more what you were used to? I know this must have always been less than you would want."
The direction of Charlie's comments was disconcerting to Layla. What she wanted to do was throw herself at Charlie's mercy and beg his forgiveness but this talk of the size of their home was madness.
"What are you doing Charlie? Why aren't you yelling at me, accusing me of betraying you and Christine? Why are you doing this, this silly game? Is it just to get even with me? To hurt me like I hurt you?"
Charlie didn't answer. He simply looked down at his hands which were clenched between his knees. He was struggling, trying to find the words to say what he needed to say. He finally stood; his hands still clenched together so hard his knuckles were bleached white with the strain. He finally swallowed, looked at Layla directly with eyes wide and tear-filled and said,
"I want to come home! I want to be here; with you and Christine. I just want to forget everything and come home!"
Layla was so shocked at Charlie's words, she couldn't speak. She stared at him, her mouth open and her eyes wide, trying to convince herself that she had heard him clearly. He wanted to come home? To her and their child? No accusations, no yelling, no recriminations? She stood up, walked slowly over to where he still stood, frozen in that pose of agony and wrapped her arms around him as tight as she could. She clutched him to her, forgetting for the moment what was between them and prayed out loud.
"Thank you God! Thank you, thank you, thank you!"
Layla backed away, pulled Charlie's hands apart, took one to her lips and held it there.
"Come home now my love. Come home right now, where you belong."
So, Charlie did as she asked and moved back home. But something was different; Charlie had changed and Layla would soon understand that nothing was as she hoped. Nothing!
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Part Three
Layla
Layla called in the following morning after Charlie came home and took several days off. She had more than enough vacation time accumulated and she wanted nothing to detract from her duties as Charlie's wife. She was slightly disappointed that Charlie had decided to sleep in the spare room last night, but then she thought it was just Charlie being Charlie. She planned on making his night special tonight and she knew he couldn't resist her charms. He, just like every other man, never had been able to do that.
She still had things to do and made an appointment to go to the spa where she was known. She would have a makeover, so that she would look her best for Charlie. She had made up her mind to do something to make her less of a victim. Maybe it would be successful, maybe not, but it was part of her plan. She spent the rest of the day working around the house, cleaning, washing and ironing, and all those things she normally hated. She was after all, a wife and mother first, and an ad executive second.
She fixed a perfect meal for them all then picked up Christine at daycare at the usual time. She took a shower and changed her clothes before Charlie came home. She wanted to look especially nice for him tonight. She owed him more than she could ever repay. He had forgiven her and that was more than she could ever have hoped.
Charlie came home at the usual time, spoke calmly to Layla, kissed Christine and went into the den to put his work away. He came back out, washed his hands and went in to play with his daughter. At dinner, they talked about things as usual, finished and cleaned up. They spent the evening with their daughter and together put her to bed. As Layla watched Charlie, he seemed normal, behaved as always and relaxed. She should have been comforted by that but she was strangely uneasy. He was different and she couldn't identify what it was, but something was there.
After Christine was in bed, Layla fixed them coffee and took it into the family room where Charlie was sitting. He had the TV on and was watching one of the all news channels. Layla sat on the couch next to him, setting the tray of coffee on the coffee table. She leaned back and put her arm around Charlie. She laid her head on his shoulder and closed her eyes. Charlie's response should have been to lay his head against hers and ask about her day. Tonight he did neither. Layla waited but he didn't respond.
She straightened up, poured the coffee to cover her embarrassment and disappointment, handed one to Charlie and took one for herself. Suddenly the warm cup felt good to her hands which had grown cold. She found herself shivering for no reason and feeling as if there were a cold wind blowing into the room. Charlie seemed unaffected and showed no reaction to her pulling away. Layla stared at him, his profile all she could see as he continued to stare at the TV.
As the evening progressed, and Charlie said little except for responses to something she said, she began to understand that what happened yesterday was not what she assumed. Charlie was not back, unchanged and himself. This Charlie was different, more remote, less loving and distant. The cold she felt seemed to radiate from Charlie as he sat there, removed from her. As she considered all that had happened, she suddenly knew that her prayers had been answered but only in part. Charlie was back home but the old Charlie was gone. Maybe forever! She felt the back of her eyes begin to sting with the onset of tears and closed her eyes. Her throat closed, making swallowing difficult, and she wanted to scream to release the fear, but she could do nothing but sit there and let it wash over her.
Charlie
When he made the decision to come home, it was a simple matter of Charlie being Charlie. As always, he looked at his choices and made the one that was best for Charlie Wilson. He was shy, uneasy around other people unless selling auto parts, making a deal to buy or sell auto parts or when he was with Layla. Layla was his crutch in social situations. Before Layla, Charlie had never had a girlfriend. He had dates, but they were always disasters. He became tongue tied, clumsy, a real loser, but with Layla that was all gone. With her, he was easy, well spoken and comfortable. Without her he was reserved, painfully shy and easily embarrassed. Those who knew him made allowances for him and liked the real Charlie in spite of his awkwardness.
In addition, Charlie was well aware of what other men thought when they looked at his wife. When Charlie saw that she disregarded their advances or comments, it made him proud. That someone like Layla would chose him made him more confident in himself. It didn't overcome all of his shyness but it certainly made a big difference. He stood taller with Layla around him. He smiled more, talked more and made friends more with her than without her.
So when Charlie decided to come home, it was for the first reason. Charlie could not stand being by himself again. He couldn't even consider the idea of entering the dating game again. He had friends but they were his and Layla's friends, not his. He knew that without her he would revert to his shy self, staying away from social situations and people of all kinds. He didn't want to go back to that Charlie again. He couldn't stand the thought of that existence. And he loved Christine, without end. To be away from her, even for an evening or two, was painful to him. So, to go back was necessary.
As to the second part, he knew now that his understanding of what Layla thought when other men made their advances was incorrect. She didn't always choose him, and she had sometimes chosen others. While he always felt he satisfied her in the bedroom, that their lovemaking was satisfactory and sufficient for both of them, he allowed as how that was also an assumption that appeared to be wrong. So, on one hand, he needed Layla to avoid an existence that would be devastating, but on the other, he would have to forgo the sexual needs since he was not satisfactorily meeting the needs of his wife, Layla.
Rather than say anything to Layla about his reasons for coming home, he chose to avoid the subject and move into the spare room. It was very small and very close, but it would spare him the embarrassment of failing in the bedroom. When he didn't know he was failing, it had been fine. He felt they both enjoyed their lovemaking, but now that he knew she needed more, it hurt so he chose to avoid it altogether.
Layla was acting as she always did so that made Charlie feel he had done the best thing. She seemed to be happier with him around, something Charlie didn't pretend to understand, but that was fine. They were completely normal around Christine and that was as it should be. The evenings were the worst, when she wanted to continue the pretense that she loved him and wanted him, but he was not able to reciprocate. It was too hard for him.
In this way the first week ended and Charlie had to face a weekend with Layla. He was not looking forward to it but it had to be done. It was best he try to learn how to deal with this since it was going to be this way for a long time.
Layla
Three days after Charlie returned home, she was convinced it was all wrong. Charlie wouldn't touch her! He wouldn't share her bed, he wouldn't snuggle with her in the evenings as he once had, he talked to her only in response to direct questions and he seemed to move away whenever she came close. She was slowly going crazy waiting for him to accept her once more.
As the weekend began, Layla came to a conclusion. She had to tell Charlie everything. What she did and why she did it. She had to make him see that she had never stopped loving him, regardless of what she did. And the others meant nothing to her! Even Jake meant nothing. It had taken that one time to show her that and she knew it almost immediately. She had never fallen again on her own. With Carson Jennings, it was job related, and based solely on her own avarice and selfishness. Charlie had to understand and come to forgive her. She knew that he hadn't done that when he came home so she had to make him see that what she did couldn't be enough to destroy what they shared.
Saturday was one of the longest days she had ever endured. She gave Charlie no indication that she planned to speak to him that evening but she spent the time going over and over in her mind the words she would use. She had to convince him that she was sorry and that she regretted the things she had done. She would be honest with him: tell him exactly what she had done and who she had done it with. Charlie knew neither of the men so that was a plus. He would have nothing to fear from either one.
The day passed, Christine was bathed and put to bed, Charlie was relaxing in the family room with a beer in his hand and the TV remote in the other. She had changed into a light summer dress, one that was low cut in the front and off the shoulders. It fell just above the knee and made her look fabulous. She knew this because Charlie had told her so many times. Taking a deep breath, she walked in and stood directly in front of Charlie.
"Charlie, we have to talk. It's clear to me that although you have come home you haven't forgiven me. You won't touch me, you won't make love with me, you flinch whenever I touch you. I can't stand this Charlie. I love you so much but I can't live this way. I have to tell you what I did so that you can forgive me. You have to let me tell you now Charlie."
She watched as Charlie put down the remote, took a long draught of the beer before setting that down as well. He said nothing for a few seconds, then raising his eyes, he looked at her.
"It's very simple, Layla. I came home because I was afraid to be without you. I don't want to live the way I did before you came into my life, alone with nothing but my work. With you by my side, I was able to make friends, meet other people and put my shyness aside. Before I met you, that was impossible for me. In truth, it was awful before I met you and I don't think I can go back to living that way. I need you and my daughter to make my life complete. I know that is a very selfish reason but it is my reason."
Layla smiled at those words, understanding that Charlie needed her. That was such good news, she tried to interrupt, to make him stop and listen to her but she was not prepared for what came next.
"As to what you said, no, I don't have to listen and I don't want to hear what you did. I know that you chose another man over me and that was your choice. I always believed I was the only one you wanted, but in that, I now see I was wrong. I thought when we were out and other men looked at you and wanted you that all you wanted was me. I was proud of that, and in my pride, I was foolish. Now that I know better, I have to accept that. So, the tradeoff was to come home to live with you and our daughter so that I would never be alone again but to somehow stay blind to what you do with other men. I hate what you did but it was your choice. So you can understand why I don't want to know what you do with those other men."
Layla was so shocked by his words that she was unable to utter a single word in her defense. As she stood there stunned, Charlie rose, walked up the stairs and down the hall to the spare room. She heard the door shut and the small click of the simple lock. She was still sitting there an hour later when she made up her mind. She knew what she had to do.
Charlie
Charlie shut the door behind him and turned the small lock. It was more symbolic than anything else. It wouldn't keep anyone out, but it was a sign that he chose to stay inside alone. He needed to be alone right now to swallow the grief that his confession had raised. He had been so careful not to allow it to surface. He had kept an outwardly calm face for Christine and Layla to see. Charlie, the stalwart one, the solid one, . . .the coward. Other men would call him a wimp and they would be correct.
Now that Layla knew why he was back, Charlie expected things to change. That was a bitter pill that he had to swallow but even that was acceptable. She would do her part to maintain the outward appearance that they were still together, and that he could continue to be a part of their society. Their friends would never know and he could interact with them without fear. But she would know that he knew his place with her: that she was free to do as she chose with her lovers and he would say nothing. Charlie the wimp, the cuckold! But it was better than living in seclusion as he did before Layla. He told himself that again and again and hoped that soon he would come to believe it.
Charlie lay down on the bed, squeezed his eyes closed and willed the tears not to come. He was still a man, even if he was to be humiliated and embarrassed by his wife. He told himself that he would live with it somehow. His brave words to Layla were just that: words that he had to make true. Somehow, some way, he had to make it true.
The Following Week
Sunday passed much as had Saturday and Charlie spent as much time with Christine alone or with Layla present as he could. Charlie didn't want to be alone that day. He was almost manic in his behavior when he was with Christine and only slightly more reserved when Layla joined them. Christine enjoyed the attention and seemed to swell with importance; her small brain didn't understand the tension between her mommy and daddy; she simply knew she had their full attention most of that day.
Evening came and for some reason, she was allowed to stay up much later than usual. Her daddy was keeping her occupied so that her mommy didn't interrupt until finally she got so sleepy she couldn't continue to play. Then, her daddy took her up to bed but stayed to read her a story during which she fell asleep.
Charlie stayed upstairs after he read Christine to sleep. He took his shower, laid out his clothes for the next day and then went into the spare room to read until bedtime. He left the door open, not expecting Layla to come up for an hour or so later. She had stopped asking him to come back to their bedroom so Charlie no longer felt he had to lock the door. He read, the book something he found in the den, but he remembered little of it later. He glanced over at the clock and saw that it was not too early to try to sleep. He turned out the light and covered his eyes with his arm. Sleep came but slowly.
For her part, Layla stayed downstairs as long as she could, knowing that Charlie would not welcome her into his bed this evening any more than he had the previous week. At least this night, she could go to sleep knowing she had a plan. She had a plan to try to save her marriage without Charlie's reservations. His beliefs were based on a lie. One he believed, but a lie nevertheless. She was determined to shatter that lie in the next few days. She would shatter it or she would fail miserably. Either way, she wouldn't hurt any more than she already did.
Monday morning, Charlie was up and gone to work very early. He had been going in earlier than before ever since he moved back home. It was to avoid seeing or having to talk to her, and she understood that, but today, that didn't bother Layla at all. She had things to do and places to go and she needed the time to get Christine ready for daycare without having to explain to Charlie what she was doing.
She drove Christine to daycare, made arrangements to pick her up later, then drove down to her office. Once there, she closed her office door, picked up the phone and called to confirm the appointment she had made with Philip Bassett, the President of the company and her boss's boss. She stated the reason as personal so as to go over the head of her own boss, Angela Statson. She was scheduled with an appointment for ten that morning. She hung up the phone and began arranging her work.
Charlie
While Layla was making her arrangements, Charlie was doing much as he did every day. He was calling customers, making sales, arranging deliveries and earning the salary that paid for the things his family needed. The need to do so was still primary in Charlie's mind; the need to provide for his family even now that it was splintered. That hurt Charlie personally but did not take away his understanding of his role as father. His role as husband was not affected by his wife's actions either. He was well aware that she earned more than he did so his earnings were not necessary for her well-being. Perhaps her higher earnings contributed more to his daughter's welfare but still he would earn his wages and contribute to his family's support.
Those around Charlie couldn't help but notice his behavior. Charlie was always a little reserved, but today and most of the previous week, he had been withdrawn and moody. This was a major change for Charlie so after whispered worried questions between several of those around him, Walt Smith, Charlie's only personal friend decided to find out what was wrong. He waited until almost lunchtime to sit himself down in Charlie's office and wait for him to complete his latest phone call.
"OK Charlie, you and I are going to lunch. We're having a liquid lunch so let's get started."
Charlie wasn't much in the mood for company so he tried to decline the invitation but Walt was not about to let it go. Charlie was a lot of things, but strong in the face of persistent urgings by someone else was not one of them. He was much too polite to continue to refuse so he went. Walt drove them to a small bar and grill he frequented and found a table for them in the back. Once they had ordered their grilled bologna and onion sandwiches with a bottle of Rolling Rock for each, Walt dove right in.
"OK my friend, spill it. What's the problem? Tell me now so I don't have to waste a lot of time nagging you. You know I will, so just get right down to it and let me enjoy my lunch."
Charlie thought about refusing but something inside was begging him to tell someone else so that this heavy burden could be shared. While Charlie thought of himself as weak, sometimes even meek and subservient, in reality he was a very strong individual. Most men with his personality type would have been driven into seclusion by the events in his life, forced to withdraw from reality, but instead Charlie had found a purpose in life and was successful at it. What he was going through would cause many to do something stupid or thoughtless, but Charlie bore it all inside, trying as hard as he knew how to not hurt others. He felt he had succeeded but still, it was a heavy burden to carry alone.
He started to tell Walt the problem and after three more beers and almost two hours of talking, he found himself telling him everything. All his worries, his fears, his beliefs of his wife's actions, his need for her support. Walt heard it all and marveled at the strength his friend showed in what he did to resolve his problems. Walt was truly amazed; knowing that other men would have lost control, filed for divorce, kicked the cheating bitch out to the curb, or any one of a number of other things. Walt himself was one of those, but he also knew Charlie and this solution was so like him. Charlie had weighed the options, chosen the only one that would work for him with his own issues and went back home to live with the woman who had almost destroyed him.
Few would understand Charlie and most would condemn him as a wimp; a weak, pathetic excuse for a man. They would be very wrong and, in their arrogance, would misread a man stronger than they could imagine. Walt was one of those few who understood. That was why he was Charlie's friend and why Charlie trusted him.



"OK my friend. I can't tell you how much I respect your decision. You did the only thing you could do and that took great courage. It took more guts then I have and I hope you can stick to it, but it's going to be hard. You need to find some way to give yourself some peace."
Walt looked at Charlie, his mind working. He wanted to propose something to Charlie but he didn't know how it would go over. What the hell, just go for it!
"Charlie, have you ever considered a hooker? Paying some woman for a little piece of tail now and again? If you're going to avoid your wife, you have to have some way to take the pressure off. Your right hand is not going to do the job for long."
Charlie was listening but not really concentrating. He had already had four, or was it five, beers and one was normally his limit. But it had been good telling Walt about Layla's betrayal. And that's exactly what it was, wasn't it? She betrayed him and her wedding vows. Charlie felt he had been a fool for all those years. How could he have believed that a beautiful woman like Layla could fall for a loser like him? He was nodding his head in agreement at his flash of insight, but Walt took that as agreement to his suggestion and looked around for a hooker. He saw one sitting at the end of the bar and beckoned her over. She smiled, left her seat and walked over on four inch heels.
Charlie was still lost in thought as Walt made the arrangements. After visiting the ATM across the street, he slipped the girl a hundred and fifty dollars, which he fully intended on getting back from Charlie in the morning, and got up to allow her to sit in his seat next to Charlie.
"Listen Charlie, I have to get going, but this is Skye and she wanted to meet you. Skye, this is Charlie. I'll see you tomorrow good buddy."
Charlie mumbled his response and was unaware of what had transpired until he felt a hand move up his leg and onto his unresponsive cock. Unresponsive that is until the girl squeezed it several times while rubbing her hand up and down the now growing length. Charlie looked first down at the small hand that was bringing him such pleasure then back up to the face that was smiling at him.
The girl kissed him full on the mouth and then, taking one of his hands, got up and pulled him with her. Charlie rose from his stool and stumbled after her since he had no real thought of what else to do; the pleasure of a woman's company his sole motivation at that instant. His normal shyness was overcome by the alcohol in his system. Out the door they went and around the side of the building, Charlie still following. The girl looked around, headed toward a section of the parking lot deep in shadows where the sun didn't reach and walked him over there. She pushed Charlie back against the wall of the building and squatted in front of him. She pulled down his zipper, reached a small hand inside and pulled out his now semi erect cock.
"Holy shit, this thing is a monster! Damn Charlie, what's with you? I can't see why any woman would run around on anything this big. Damn!"
Charlie was leaning back, thinking to himself that this was not a bad thing at all. The girl must be someone he knew and she seemed to be bringing him some pleasure. That was a good thing and one that he wanted to continue. Layla always brought him pleasure: that thought making him sad and causing his cock to begin to deflate. He started to tell this girl something when he felt a warm, wet sensation around his cock. Ahhhh, yes. Layla did that a lot. She was very good at it, almost as good as this girl, and Charlie always enjoyed it. He enjoyed it now, his flaccid cock regaining some of its bulk.
As Charlie rested against the wall, his legs spread wide to allow the girl room to do what she wanted, his eyes closed and he remembered happier times. Times when he and Layla spent hours in bed, making love and. . . . . . . . . Suddenly, Charlie's reverie was interrupted by a sudden pressure in his tightened balls, followed by an eruption of liquid through his now rock hard cock and into the waiting mouth of the girl kneeling in front of him. Charlie never thought to warn her and she sputtered a few times before moving back and letting his fluids splash onto the parking lot. After the long period of enforced celibacy, Charlie had a lot of fluid. She spit, mumbled a curse, then stood.
"OK honey, that's worth fifty bucks, but I got to tell you, next time give a girl some warning! You could drown a girl!" She looked down to see Charlie still hard and ready for more. "You still got a hundred bucks worth coming. Do you want to fuck me now? I can bend over and you can do me from behind right here in the lot. That'll save you the price of a room and we'll call it even. What do you say?"
Charlie stared stupidly at her until she took his lack of response as agreement. She moved over beside him, bent over with one hand resting on the wall and pulled her already tight miniskirt over her ass and up to her waist. She looked down at his still hard cock, grabbed his arm and twisted it until he moved over behind her. She reached back between her legs, grabbed his cock and moved it toward her opening.
"Take it easy at first big guy. That's not the normal sized battering ram you know. Just ease it in and give me a few seconds. I usually wet up pretty quick."
She was dry but she was also quite stretched and there would be little feeling for her. But that was fine with her anyway. She did this for money, not pleasure. She had been forced into prostitution when her husband dumped her for someone younger and it hadn't been fun for many years, even with her current boyfriend, and before him, her husband. She braced herself against the wall, both hands now holding her face clear while the john pumped into her.
Charlie did as nature intended when his erection felt the entrance to her vagina. He leaned forward, driving his hips forward as well and felt himself sink completely inside the girl. Once inside her, he held still as she asked him, his normal politeness saving her from serious harm. When she wiggled her ass and pushed back against him, his alcohol soaked mind knew what to do and he did it. He gripped her hips with his large hands and began to drive into her. It took a long time since the blowjob had drained him, but he persisted and was rewarded by small moans from the girl. After plunging inside her for several minutes, he felt the surge that meant a climax on the way. He started to plunge into her faster and faster until he came to an abrupt stop. As the surge took over and his balls contracted, he felt the remainder of whatever fluids still remained flow out and into the girl.
As he came, he felt her vaginal muscles grip his cock and began to palpitate it. That was a sign of her orgasm and in order to allow her to finish, he kept both hands on her hips and continued to pump until she came down. He continued until he became soft and it started to be uncomfortable. At that point, he backed away, letting his now flaccid cock slip out.
"That was great baby! Really good. Shit! I actually got an orgasm that time and that surprised the hell out of me! You should be proud! I've never had an 'O' while I'm working. Matter of fact, I can't remember the last time I came." She stood up, pulled her skirt down over her hips and smoothed it down with both hands.
"Worth the money for you, honey? It sure as hell was a new experience for me, one I really dug! Well, take care of yourself and I wouldn't mind hearing from you again sometime. Next time I'll do you for free! You can always find me right here."
With that she disappeared back toward the bar and went inside, the door slamming shut behind her.
Charlie, now aware of what he did, and beginning to understand that he was not as inadequate as he believed, went around the building to his car and drove back to work with a smile on his face. He walked down the aisle to his office, raised one hand in a pumping action when he walked past Walt's desk and went inside and lifted the phone. There were calls to make and contacts to contact and parts to be sold. That was what he did. And deep inside his chest, a strange feeling was growing: one of confidence. Confidence in himself!
As Charlie worked that afternoon, a new Charlie was beginning to surface. He didn't know or recognize it just yet but circumstances were brewing that would make a big difference in Charlie's life. Charlie picked up the phone with a smile on his face and called a customer that had been particularly reluctant. Today, he was going to become Charlie's newest conquest!
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Part Four
Layla
Right at ten Layla walked down the hallway to Phillip Bassett's office and announced herself to June, his secretary. She had the letter from Carson Jennings with her which she intended to show him. She sat patiently until June summoned her into the office with a smile and a nod. Layla entered, stood stiffly until the door closed behind her, then waited until Mr. Bassett asked her to sit. She took a chair and sat, her back straight and her legs squeezed tightly together. She was more nervous than she could ever remember but this was what she wanted to do. She also understood that it would be very humiliating, but she had little choice
"Well, Layla, while I enjoy your company, I have to ask why this sudden request for a meeting. Is there something wrong? Your work has been outstanding, as always and I would hope you have no issues with Angela."
Phillip Bassett gave no indication he suspected anything out of the ordinary, but he clearly was interested. Layla was a valuable employee and he was very aware of her abilities and her worth to his company. He had been reminded of that just the other day.
"No sir, Angela and I are fine, but something is definitely wrong. I want you to read this letter and tell me if you have seen it before."
She handed him the letter from Carson Jennings and waited until he had time to read it through. She watched very carefully as he read and wasn't surprised to see a look of confusion come over his face. It was what she expected. It was part of why she was so angry at herself.
"I'm sorry, Layla, but, no; I've never seen this letter before. To tell you the truth, I am somewhat surprised by it. What do you expect me to say or do about this?"
"Actually, I expect nothing from this letter. But, I want to tell you how I came to receive this letter and what I did to get it. I want you to listen to me very carefully. And please, let me tell it my way. This is very embarrassing for me but I have to do it. It is important to me to do this now."
"Of course, Layla. Take your time and tell me what it is. You seem very upset. Is something wrong? Has something happened? Please, go ahead and I will certainly listen to what you have to say."
Now that it was time, her face burned with shame knowing what she was going to say would be humiliating. There was so much riding on this meeting and she was counting on it. Layla carefully folded the letter and slipped it into her purse before beginning.
Over the next fifteen minutes and in a strong voice, Layla told Phillip Bassett everything, beginning with the time she and Carson first began working together right up through the evening she spent in his motel room. She gave him a copy of the receipt with Carson's signature she got from the motel clerk and the time-stamped pictures her husband had taken of her with Carson outside the motel. She didn't hesitate when she told him what Carson demanded of her and she was clear that she did everything he asked her to do. She admitted her reasons and denied nothing. When she was finished she stopped, her chest heaving, her lips quivering with humiliation and her head down, her eyes on the floor.
Bassett said nothing for a few minutes, then he cleared his throat, lifted the phone and asked his secretary to call Judith Blessing, the VP of HR and have her come to his office immediately. While they waited, he asked Layla several questions, and seemed to be very disturbed by her admission that her marriage was in serious trouble. He answered his phone, nodded to himself when he was informed that Judith was on her way, and asked his secretary to bring a pot of coffee as soon as possible and to hold all calls.
Once all were present, the coffee poured and Layla holding the cup in both hands as if to warm them, he began, speaking to Judith.
"We have Layla's word that Carson Jennings blackmailed her to perform a sexual favor in return for a promise of a favorable recommendation. She admits to agreeing to his request because of his statement that refusal would result in an unfavorable recommendation and a recommendation of punitive action in the form of a demotion. I've read the letter from Carson, seen the pictures of the rendezvous and Layla has confirmed that her marriage is in trouble as a result since her husband suspected Carson's motives all along. I have to say Judith, I believe Layla's version of the events based on a meeting I had with Carson just yesterday."
He stopped to give Ms Blessing the time to digest his words and signaled to Layla for the letter. She pulled it back out and handed it to him. He unfolded it, looked again at it and passed it over to Judith. She took it, read it carefully, her face twisting in disgust as she read. She nodded to herself, handed the letter back to Phillip without comment.
"Carson said some things to me about Layla and I took them at face value at first. But the more he talked, the more concerned I became. It's not necessary to go into detail but what he said makes complete sense now that I hear Layla's side.
"We have some decisions to make, Judith. Layla, please leave us for a few minutes. Come back here in one hour if you will. Say nothing to anyone please." Phillip rose, came around his desk and took Layla by the hand, leading her to the door.
"Trust me Layla. I understand the importance of this and you won't be sorry you brought this to me." He watched her walk out, looking for all the world as if she had just lost her best friend. He thought that was exactly what happened and he was very sad knowing that someone in his employ was at fault.
"When Layla returns, please let me know immediately. Thank you June."
Charlie
Charlie worked over that day, something he rarely did. After coming back to the office, he had worked steadily for the next four hours, finishing the last call at half past six, an hour past his normal quitting time. He was surprised to see he was alone in the office. He gathered up his belonging, locked his office and left for home.
He had avoided thinking of what he did with the hooker that afternoon. He knew she did what she did for money and that those girls made the 'john' think that he was the greatest lover in the world. That's how they got repeat business and Charlie knew the value of repeat business. After all, that's what made him so successful. Repeats! It didn't escape him however that the girl had actually had an orgasm. That was a fact Charlie knew for sure. And it surprised her as well: he could see it in her face! She said he should be proud of himself and surprisingly enough, he was. It told him that if Layla had to go looking for more than he could give her, she needed more than most women. In that case, no man could satisfy her, not even Charlie.
Charlie pulled in and was surprised to find Layla still not home and Sheila playing with Christine in the family room. They had finished dinner, a takeout by the looks of the cartons still sitting on the table. He walked in and asked Sheila when Layla had called her to sit. Sheila said she got the call at quarter past four, in time to pick Christine up from daycare. That was a big surprise to Charlie since he couldn't remember the last time Layla had not been there. She made it a point that it was her job and she would not miss it for work.
He dismissed Sheila and cleaned up the cartons from the kitchen while Christine played with her dolls on the floor. Charlie was concerned, the break in the routine causing him to try to imagine what could be so important to Layla that she would let some one else pick up her daughter. He had some thoughts and those thoughts made him ill. Maybe she had begun to seek other men to fill the void in their relationship. After all, he told her he understood her need for more than he could give her. Maybe now she felt that she could do so with his acceptance.
Charlie took Christine into the family room and let her play while he meditated. It was almost her bedtime when he heard the car pull in and the garage door open. He looked at his watch to see that it was already past seven thirty and almost bedtime for Christine. He decided to let her see her mother before putting her to bed. Christine had not done anything wrong and to punish her mother in that way would be to punish her as well. Charlie couldn't do that. So, regardless of what she had been doing and with whom, Charlie would wait and let Christine and Layla have some time together.
Layla
She pulled into the garage and shut the door behind her. She sat there motionless for several seconds before taking a deep breath and opening the door. She moved slowly up the three steps to the door leading from the garage to the kitchen. She looked in the glass window to see the kitchen clean and spotless. Charlie. He would have done that. She pushed the door open, threw her briefcase down on the table and took off her suit jacket. She threw it in the general direction of a chair but it missed, falling unheeded to the floor. She moved sluggishly through the kitchen and into the hall, hearing the chatter of her daughter to one of her dolls. Charlie would be sitting with her, watching carefully to everything she did and said.
She stepped into the family room, saw her daughter's look of pleasure and bent over to hold out her arms to receive her. As her small body flew into her waiting arms, she felt a surge of love and contentment. She picked her up and held her tightly against her body, the warmth and the love reviving her somewhat. She needed that so badly right now. It was all she had now that Charlie had turned away from her. She was holding her so tight that Christine finally began to wriggle to get free.
She set Christine down and said hello to Charlie. He turned his head to look at her and the look on his face was enough to cause her legs to buckle. She reached out to hold herself up, letting the shock of that look sink in. What must he be thinking? Suddenly, she realized that she had not bothered to let Charlie know anything about her day and where she was! She knew what he must be thinking!
She went back out to the kitchen to recover her wits. How could she have not let him know? She was with Judith and Phillip most of the afternoon and it wasn't until almost seven o'clock that they had finished their conference. Layla had stayed because her demands would be met and that was necessary to her plan. Unfortunately, Charlie didn't know anything about that and his mind must have come up with a scenario that was probably not pleasant. What should she do? She had no choice but to continue on the path she had chosen.
Charlie and Layla Talk
Charlie waited until Layla went out of the room. He stood; feeling twenty years older than his actual age, and bent down to take Christine by the hand and lead her up the stairs. She wanted him to carry her and he did, the comfort of her arms and legs wrapped around him a blessing. Her love was untainted and unconditional. He returned it in kind. They talked for awhile as he helped her into her PJs and made sure she washed and brushed her teeth. A few brushes through her soft brown hair and she was ready. Charlie watched her climb into her bed and waited while she said her prayers. Once she was ready, Charlie turned out the light, cracked the door to allow a small amount of light to shine in and went slowly back downstairs.
Layla was sitting in the kitchen, a cup of coffee clutched in her hands and her face twisted in sadness. Charlie felt the need to speak to her, to ask her questions. He was afraid of the answers but in true Charlie fashion, needed to ask: his concerns for his daughter's welfare foremost in his mind. It would not serve him well to go to bed with questions unanswered and he had no intention of punishing himself! He took a beer from the refrigerator and sat down opposite Layla.
"May I ask where you have been and who you've been with? It's not like you to forget your daughter or have someone else pick her up. And I did assume that you would not be with anyone I knew. I hope you remembered that."
Layla felt as if she had been slapped. Charlie said those words in such a soft, accusing voice, the contempt visible on his face. He made an assumption and now he was asking her to verify it. The first surge of anger passed, her mind realizing that the question, while rude, was justified in his mind. After all, she had made him think what he did. It was her actions that caused his rational mind to travel in that direction. What did she expect? After what she did to him, she could break her routine, not tell him what or where she was and expect him to just shrug and say nothing?
"I was with Mr. Bassett and Judith Blessing all afternoon. Phillip Bassett is the president of our company and Judith is the vice president of human relations, reporting to Phillip."
"And why may I ask, were you with them? And why was that important enough for you to not pick up Christine? You've never done that before."
"I had some things to clear up with them and there was something I wanted from them. It was too important for me to not finish with them. I made arrangements for Christine but I failed to notify you and for that I apologize."
"I see. And did you see anyone else today? Other than those you work with?" The suggestion was very clear in his words and his tone.
"No. I saw no one else, Charlie. And I never will. Never again. It makes no difference what happens to us, I never will."
His voice rising in anger, Charlie responded, "You've made promises before that you couldn't keep Layla, so please don't try to make any more to me. I'm sure you mean them now, but you don't seem to be able to keep them."
Those words were enough to bring the tears rushing out. Layla bent her head to her arms resting on the table and let them come. There was no use denying them now. Let them come and wait till she could control them again.
God, how words could cut like a knife!! And from Charlie, who had never raised his voice to her or to Christine!
Charlie sat stoically while she cried. He hurt just listening to her, but he had no choice but to ask and remind her of the facts. What he said may hurt, but it was true. They had to keep up appearances after all. That didn't give him much solace.
Layla lifted her head, wiped her eyes with the back of her sleeve and squared her shoulders. She looked at Charlie with red rimmed eyes still showing unshed tears.
"I guess I deserved that. But I didn't expect it of you, Charlie. I guess I've brought out the worst in you. I'm so very sorry about that."
She squared her shoulders and raised her chin in some semblance of pride. She felt strong enough now to continue with what she planed.
"I have something for you Charlie. It is why I was so late. It took time for Mr. Bassett and Ms Blessing to prepare and get approved. I have it now and I want to give it to you."
Layla picked up her briefcase and opened it to pull out a small letter sized envelope. She laid it on the table in front of her and continued.
"You said some things last week when telling me why you were coming home. I remember the words almost verbatim, Charlie. Words that I know you believed with all your heart. But they were so very, very wrong that they stayed with me. You said,"
"you chose another man over me and that was your choice. I always believed I was the only one you wanted, but in that, I now see I was wrong. I thought when we were out and other men looked at you and wanted you that all you wanted was me. I was proud of that, and in my pride, I was foolish. Now that I know better, I have to accept that."
"Those were your words, Charlie, and they were wrong. They were so very wrong that I knew I had to do something to show you how wrong you were. If I can do nothing else, I have to make you see that you were wrong! That's where I've been today and this is what I wanted to give you."
She pushed the envelope across the table toward Charlie. He picked it up, opened the flap and pulled out the two sheets of paper inside. The first was folded and looked to be on company stationary. When he opened it, it was a printed check with a statement section on top. He read the statement carefully. It said,
BY ACCEPTING THIS PAYMENT, NO FURTHER ACTION WILL BE TAKEN BY MRS. WILSON AGAINST THIS COMPANY OR ANY OF ITS EMPLOYEES. THERE ARE NO OTHER CONSIDERATIONS STATED OR UNSTATED CONNECTED WITH THIS PAYMENT. CASHING THIS CHECK INDICATES AGREEMENT WITH THIS CONDITION.
Charlie looked at the check and saw that it was made outto him in the amount of $250,000. It was a shock to his system to see so much money in one check. Charlie was a good salesman but even with most orders, the deposit checks were only five digits at most. This one hadsix!
He laid the check down on the table and looked at the second sheet. This one was very simple and was a resignation letter, signed by Layla and dated today. Charlie, in his orderly fashion, read it through twice, looking for any catch. It was simple, and co-signed on the bottom by Angela Statson, Layla's boss.
Charlie looked at Layla and asked a simple question. "Please tell me what I am looking at."
She took a deep breath and began.
"You said that I did what I did because I found you lacking. That I needed more than you could give me. That was so far from the truth and I had to find some way to show you. I didn't go to that motel room because I wanted something that you couldn't give me. I had another reason and one I'm not proud of. The check is payment for Carson Jennings' propositioning me. Before you say anything, let me explain.
"I wanted that promotion at work. You know the one I mean. We talked about it when I was trying to explain why Carson Jennings was working with me and you asked; if I was so good at the job, why was Carson Jennings necessary. You were correct; he wasn't. But I told myself he was and he actually helped me a great deal. I was sure the promotion was mine and I was already making plans as to what we could do with the extra money.
"You have to understand Charlie that I was thinking of the extra money and that it could make you reconsider us having another baby. I wanted it so much and I wasn't thinking straight at the time. But I was sure the promotion was mine. It would mean the difference to you. I was so happy until Carson propositioned me.
"It was so easy for him, knowing how much I wanted the promotion. He said it was mine if I would spend two hours in his room having sex with him. If not, he would give me a bad recommendation and I would be demoted."
Now the tears started again. Layla stopped, went to the sink and splashed cold water over her eyes. She got a towel from the drawer and wiped her face before sitting back down. She looked at Charlie, sitting quietly as she asked, and started again.
"Instead of going to management and reporting him, I began to think of doing what he asked. I didn't think of it as you might expect. There was no feeling of excitement, or anticipation of making love with another man. That never entered into my thoughts. All I could think about was the job and the promotion. For that, I am so ashamed. It makes this nothing more than greed on my part. No other reason than greed and self absorption. I sold myself for money!
"It was awful Charlie! It was worse than I expected. He was a pig, an arrogant man who took advantage of my weakness and my doubts and made me do something that I will regret for the rest of my life!"
Charlie was not as shocked as Layla might have suspected. Her need for approval on the job was something Charlie understood and he had always known how much it meant to her. He was beginning to see what she was trying to say to him and he appreciated the attempt. He watched her to see if she was finished.



"There's one other thing I have to tell you now. It may make you reconsider your position and I wouldn't be surprised if it means the end of our marriage. But I have to be honest and tell you now while I have the courage. There can be no more secrets between us.
"One reason why the decision to have sex with Carson Jennings in exchange for a recommendation was so easy for me was that it wouldn't be the first time I cheated on you. The only other time was five years ago and it was only one time. It was with Jake Monroe, a boy I dated in high school and the one who took my virginity. I met him after a meeting with some clients and I was happy about landing a big contract. Jake and I talked and I had more to drink than I realized and I ended up in his room. It was horrible and after it was over, I was sick to my stomach. You have to remember that time: I took a few days off from work and you thought I was suffering from a bad case of the stomach flu. But it wasn't the flu; it was guilt!
"That was the only time in our marriage before this that I was unfaithful to you Charlie, and it was wrong. I never told you because I didn't want to hurt you. But the sad part of it was that since you never knew and were never hurt, it occurred to me that I could do it again this time and we would both benefit from the money and the promotion. I know now how wrong I was and I am truly ashamed: ashamed of my greed and my causing you to doubt yourself. That is something I can never forgive myself for.
"But Charlie, I had to make you see that it was never any lack on your part. You have always been more than enough for me and both times I cheated, it meant nothing. You are my only love and the only man I have ever made love with. You are all I want or need."
Layla bowed her head and waited for Charlie's response. She had given him all she had to give. The first time and this time were two times too many and she had her doubts whether Charlie could ever forgive her. She couldn't forgive herself, so why should he?
Charlie
After Layla finished, he was too confused to make sense of most of what he just heard. It was clear that she had done this to impress on him that the sex with Carson Jennings was just as she said. She wanted him to understand that and to make him see that it was only for the purpose of her job and not to find satisfaction outside the marriage. He appreciated the thought and the reasoning and typical of Charlie, took it as it was intended. Why she thought she was justified when she chose to do it in the first place was not within his ability to determine. Nor was the earlier episode with her high school lover.
Charlie sat there, not looking at Layla. He was trying to decide what he should say or do and he was having no luck. It was difficult, this whole thing. He had the advice of his mother and father, the advice of his friend Walt, and the assurance of the hooker whose name he couldn't remember that he was more than able to satisfy a woman in the bedroom. He also knew that he had also been unfaithful to Layla. That was on his mind and had been since it happened. He was not of the opinion that he had a 'get out of jail free' card because of what Layla did. As he saw it, if her fidelity was so important to him, then why would his fidelity to her not be as important to her?
The one thing that kept coming into Charlie's orderly and disciplined mind was that Layla had been unfaithful twice in their marriage and Charlie had only been unfaithful once. That inequality had to be rectified if Charlie was to make any sense out of any reconciliation. And he did want to reconcile. That much he knew. He had come home partly because he wanted to be near Layla even if he couldn't have her as a woman. But that had been put to rest in Charlie's mind by Layla's demonstration. A quarter of a million dollars and loss of her job was a very strong argument. Charlie was very keen on strong arguments.
Charlie came to a decision. Right or wrong, he was going forward and he would take his chances. He stood, waited until Layla looked up before speaking.
"I accept your words and the proof you gave me. I believe you when you say that I was enough for you in the bedroom. The money will be used for college for Christine. I want no part of it since I know the source. But it is honest money and it cost you a lot so she will benefit and in so doing, clean the money of its taint."
"Thank you, Charlie. I wanted so much for you to understand that you were never the cause of what I did. It was my fault and only my fault. I never stopped loving you or wanting you. My guilt will be my punishment. Only you know how bad that can be. You know me so well."
"True. There is something I have to do and I think that once I do, we can decide how to move forward and see if we can get back to our life together. There will have to be changes and we have to face reality, but that can be done. And you have some decisions to make about your own life. I want you to be thinking of that while I take care of some things for myself. Is that acceptable to you?"
"Of course it's acceptable. Anything you want me to do, I'll do. Anything Charlie. Just tell me."
"I will, but I want you to be thinking while I'm gone. Think about what you did and why you did it. If you don't understand why, you have no chance of not repeating it. You will surely do it again when the conditions are right."
"Never! No, Charlie, I will never do it again!"
"I've already told you that your promises are worthless. You broke your word twice after promising me you would forsake all others.All others, Layla, so please, do as I ask. I will want you to tell me why when I return. Do you understand?"
Shocked by the anger behind his words, Layla straightened up and face him directly.
"Yes. I understand. Where are you going?"
"It's best that you not know. I will be back, but I don't know exactly when."
Skye
Charlie returned to the bar where he had discovered a truth that he needed at that time. Now he needed something entirely different and he planned on enjoying himself thoroughly. He parked, walked into the bar and looked around. He was pleasantly surprised to find her sitting at the bar by herself. She saw him come in and her face broke into a huge smile.
"Charlie! I'm so happy to see you. Buy me a drink?"
"I will if you tell me your name. I forgot to ask before."
"My name is. . . . . . ." She looked around, her pretty face screwed up in concentration. She leaned toward him, putting her mouth next to his ear and whispered, "my real name is Patty. No one else knows that but you, Charlie. Please don't spread it around. Everyone else knows me as Skye."
"Good enough, Skye. Would you like to come with me? I can get us a room where we can talk and then have some fun. Is that OK? I'll pay you whatever you ask for a few hours."
"I told you before Charlie. For you, it's no charge."
Charlie, no longer timid and shy, no longer just average as he had believed for so long, left with Patty.
Layla
Layla watched Charlie leave and thought to herself that she was so lucky that he had chosen to come home and try to move forward. She wasn't foolish enough to believe he had forgiven her but she was happy nonetheless. Her Charlie was coming back.
Layla walked upstairs to the bedroom where she shed her clothes and went in to take a shower. It was her intent to make herself beautiful for her husband and try to seduce him back to their bed. It was a strange position to find herself in. Men had always desired her; her husband had always loved her body and how she made him feel. She knew he noticed when other men looked at her. She certainly did and she was pleased that, when they did, Charlie knew she belonged to him and him alone. At least he thought that was true and for a while, he had come to doubt that.
She was confident and secure around Charlie most of the time, knowing that he desired her and that she could always count on him to be there for her. But not now. Charlie had refused her advances and had lived beside her for almost a month without touching her in any way intimately. Her confidence was shaken and her belief in her control over her husband was gone. Destroyed by her foolishness.
As she dried her body, put on the powder he loved, dabbed a spot of perfume between her breasts and under her ear, she wondered if she could win him back. The thought that perhaps she couldn't sent a chill down her back and made her legs weak. She held on to the edge of the counter until she felt control return. She finished her application of lipstick and walked over to the bed. She sat there, trying to find the answers Charlie asked of her. She was confused about Jake Monroe. Carson Jennings was clearer but no less disturbing.
As she considered both times, the one thing that came to her was that in both cases, she had thought only briefly about Charlie. The more she thought about it, the more she began to see that Charlie had never been part of her considerations. With Jake, her inhibitions were low because of the alcohol but even as she sat with him, talked with him and finally went up to his room, she never thought of Charlie. She should have remembered while she was sitting at that table that she was Charlie's wife and his wife shouldn't be sitting in a bar with another man and drinking. It wasn't until afterwards that she did and then the guilt happened. Afterwards!
With Carson, she had thought only fleetingly about Charlie. She had dismissed him so easily by saying he would never know. As if that made a difference! And the guilt again came only afterwards. In both cases, Charlie was never a deterrent, only a consequence.
It came to her then so suddenly. Her problem had been that her Charlie was so calm, so quiet and so retiring that she had put him aside when she had to make a decision for herself. She simply ignored him as if he wasn't a part of her life; as if he wasn't a part of that decision. Just as he did tonight when he decided to do something: he hadn't considered her or asked her opinion or even informed her of what it was. He went off by himself because she had made herself irrelevant to him.
As that thought became clear in her mind, it occurred to her to wonder where Charlie was. Could he be out with another woman? Could he be doing what she had done? The thought made her begin to shiver and she felt the stirrings of illness in her stomach. Oh, God! Had she driven him to do to her what she had done to him? She ran to the bathroom once more but this time to let out the sickness that her thoughts brought. She suddenly realized that this was how her Charlie had to think when he followed her to that motel room and watched her go inside with Carson. It was too much! Too hard!
Hours later, she was still sitting on the edge of the bed, waiting for her husband to return home to her. Layla was no longer confident and secure in his love for her. She was no longer the strong confident woman who knew that men desired her and that her husband wanted her. She was no longer the woman who she had been only a month before. She was terrified that her husband, the man that she truly loved, no longer loved her.
It was almost morning when Layla lay herself down, alone in her bed as she had been for too long. Her Charlie hadn't come home at all last night and her last thought was to wonder if she would sleep alone forever.
Layla and Charlie
They did as Charlie suggested: the following day, after Charlie came home late in the morning, they sat down and talked. There was a significant difference in the two that morning. Charlie was calm, very controlled, willing to listen and consider all that Layla said. He gave very little and asked for a lot. He heard the conclusion Layla had come to the night before and agreed with her. In his typical fashion, he suggested ways to correct that failing in his own character. Layla listened and agreed, although with a small grain of fear as she heard what he intended. She realized that his trust in her was no longer absolute.
For her part, Layla found herself with little room to bargain. She was in the wrong and Charlie was not as forgiving as she expected. There was a new strength in him, and a smugness about him that she didn't care for. But, as they talked, she realized that the new Charlie was much stronger and more secure than the old Charlie. She had to get used to the change, knowing that it was her actions that brought it about. She felt no less love for him and maybe a new respect was born. It was a respect that Charlie demanded.
Shortly after they had reached their new accord, Charlie returned to Layla's bed and they made love again. Layla had missed him so much that she was willing to do anything he asked. There were several new demands but none Layla found objectionable. As she assumed the position for one of the new positions Charlie liked, she wondered where he had learned it. She lost her thought as Charlie entered her. All she could think of then was how wonderful it felt to be so full.
Layla found a new job and stayed with it for only a year before she became pregnant with their second daughter. Charlie suggested Patricia for the name, Patty for short. Layla was surprised and asked Charlie where the name came from but Charlie simply smiled and said it was a name from the past and one that brought him pleasant memories. While Layla had her suspicions, she pushed them back and agreed with his choice.
She wondered again, as she had for the past year where Charlie went that night. He would only smile when she asked, much as he smiled when she asked about the name Patty.
The end.
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Consequences-Contessa
I looked at my reflection in the mirror, straightened my tie and pulled it a little more snuggly around my neck. I smiled, making sure my teeth were clean and no lingering piece of something-or-other was there to mar my visage. To my image I said, "Jeff, my man; you look marvelous!" I nodded once to myself, impressed at my own cleverness, stepped back, picked up my wallet, watch and a clean handkerchief and then, as ready as I would ever be, walked downstairs to the kitchen. I smelled coffee as I strode in and reached for a cup as I passed the counter where they were kept on a small rack.
"Coffee smells good. I really need a cup before I have to do this thing."
This thing was a meeting I really didn't want to have with a vendor I disliked immensely, but he was a necessary evil and I had little choice. It was first thing so at least the rest of the day would be tolerable. I didn't hate my job but it was really boring. I needed a change and if something didn't happen soon, I was going to make my own change.
I was speaking to Essie, my wife of nineteen years and the love of my life. Actually, her name was Contessa but everyone called her Essie. That came from a little sister who couldn't pronounce her name and Essie is what came out. It stuck. We had a son, Phillip, who left for college a month ago, leaving the house an empty nest. At least that what's they called it when the last or only child left the home. Why, I had no idea. Essie and I would still be here and we counted for something, or at least I felt we did. But, hey, who understood those witticisms that everyone said when they didn't know what else to say?
I directed my attention to my quiet wife. "Have any plans of your own today? I should be home on time, and I thought maybe we could go out to dinner tonight. Save you having to fix anything and we haven't done that for a while. Might be fun." I threw it out, expecting her to turn it down as usual.
"No, I don't have any real plans, but I might go do some shopping, check out some shops, anything like that. And no to the dinner. I'll be too tired anyway. I'll just call for some takeout."
I looked at her, not the least bit surprised by her answer. She was not even looking at me and probably hadn't even when I came in or spoke first. She hadn't been looking at me for some time now, longer than I could remember.
"Well, I didn't expect you would go for it, but I wanted to ask. Takeout is fine. It's something you've gotten very good at preparing."
That was a sarcastic and mean response, but it was also true. I knew I could say it however, since it would be too much trouble for her to respond in anything other than an apathetic word or two. As I waited, I was proved correct when she simply looked up for a second and then back down, ignoring me. Her response was typical and what I expected. It fit the pattern I had learned to live with; one that began long before today. It began sometime before Phillip left for college and had nothing to do with the 'empty nest' syndrome that Art, my friend and resident amateur shrink, kept telling me was the cause.
Essie had changed a lot in just a short time. Short in that we had been happily married for those nineteen years and we dated a year before that. She and I had been a team, a couple with dreams and plans and we shared everything. That began to change about a year ago and the change had become more pronounced as time passed. The Essie I married was becoming a stranger in our home and the loss was tearing me apart. The real problem was that she didn't see it and refused to do anything about it.
In truth, a lot of things had changed now. She used to go to the gym with Phil when he was home, but he told me she had stopped that several months before he left. She still looked trim and buff but it was beginning to be obvious that she was starting to slip around the waist, and I could see just a little bit of a tummy beginning. Not enough to make her less attractive but enough to let me know something had changed.
In addition, she had begun to be irritable and snappish with me. Nothing major, but it was rare that we could have a conversation without her ending it with some snide comment about me or my habits. Little things, like my hours being too long or the trips, too many. I hardly ever worked overtime now and I hadn't traveled for almost seven months. But it didn't have to be correct; just something to snap at me about. The old Essie would never do that without trying to smooth things over by discussion. Essie always talked first and acted later.
Her behavior changed radically and that affected the way we interacted with others. Essie was just forty two but looked younger. I was older, at almost forty nine but I tried to stay fit for her. Most people would think we were both younger than our ages and we had always been proud of that. But that was when we went anywhere together and that hadn't been the case in almost a year. No reason; just her refusal for one reason or other. In truth, I had stopped asking about five or six months ago. There was no longer any point. The comment about tonight and dinner was asked in a sarcastic tone, not that she would notice, just like her answer had been automatic.
The thing I noticed of course, being a man, was that our love life had simply faded away and died. We had always had an active and varied sex life. We did everything and enjoyed each other completely. We knew what the other liked and we always made sure that they were satisfied. But that changed. I asked, I begged, I pleaded; I did all I could to find out what happened and why she suddenly stopped wanting to make love but her answer was just a shrug and a comment about change of life and being too tired most of the time. She refused to see anyone and finally got angry when I continued to bring it up. Being the man I am, I simply let it go, hoping it would pass once she got through the 'change'. Being the man I am may be one of the reasons our life is in the state it is.
All of these things went through my mind as I sat alone with my wife at the table. I finished my coffee, rinsed my cup and placed it on the drain-board. I walked over to the door, picked up my briefcase, looked back at her sitting motionless at the table and said, "I'll see you tonight." There was no response.
I opened the door and walked out to my car, feeling the weight of the world on my shoulders. God, how I had loved that woman my whole adult life! How I had wanted to grow old with her and do all the things we talked about when we were younger: all the things we dreamed about, the things we could do and the places we could go. It was not even a year ago when she talked about the possibility of our moving to Florida if I got that promotion to regional VP. It was a strong possibility and still was. She hated living here in the Midwest where the winters were long and cold and the summers were short and not all that warm. She hated the cold.
I was still depressed as I opened the door to my office and turned on the lights. I settled down behind my desk, opened my computer and waited for it to boot up. I got a cup of office coffee, grabbed a doughnut from the box someone had brought and went back to open my email. I was munching on a coffee-soaked bit of doughnut when I opened the email from my boss requesting I get my butt into his office ASAP. I smiled at that since it was not that uncommon to be summoned that way. TJ and I went back a long time, both of us joining Edmonds Manufacturing around the same time. Now he was a senior VP of Design and Implementation and I was a senior manager of Research and Design.
I finished the doughnut, wiped my face and walked down the hall to his corner office. I passed the desk of Art Malone, my friend and confidant and waved in greeting. A quick word or two, a promise to stop on my way back and then on to TJ's lair. I stopped to talk to Maurine, his secretary, who told me to go right in; he was waiting.
That meeting was one that changed my life both for better and for worse. He told me I had been promoted to VP of Design for the Southeast Region! I was going to Miami as soon as I could turn everything over to my second in command and finish the projects I had open! I should be able to make the move in less than a month. I had finally climbed to the position I had coveted for so long. Essie and I could move to Miami and we could afford to buy a very nice home there, subsidized by the company. Maybe one on or near the shore, with a slip for a boat and a nice sized sailboat; motorized of course.
After sharing the news with Art, making plans with my second in command, and summarizing the open projects with provisions for either closing them or transferring them, I found it was way past lunchtime. I sent everyone out to lunch and called home. I wanted to tell Essie the news. I dialed and waited but got only the answering machine. I didn't leave a message and tried her cell next. That also went directly to voice mail so I just let it go. She was probably with Jane as she said. I decided to go home early and try to convince her to go out to dinner to celebrate. This had to be worth a dinner, at least.
I stopped at the florist and picked up two dozen long stemmed roses, pink, her favorite. I also got a large box of chocolates with nuts, also her favorites. I had the card printed with the message:We finally got the transfer to our dream location. I love you. Jeff
I drove the entire way home humming to myself, a silly grin on my face. I was happy and on top of the world. Finally, things were coming true for us. A new future and a new life waited in Miami. Essie would change, become my active wife again and we could begin our new life together. A team like we had always been, before she started to change. I stopped that thought: this was a new day and a new beginning! Nothing could stop us now! I drove into the driveway much faster than usual and almost slammed into the garage door before stopping. I had to calm down! I was almost delirious with happiness. It was all coming up roses! That reminded me to grab the roses from the back seat, along with the candy and the card before I went inside.
I opened the door, put down my keys and carried the flowers and candy into the living room, ready to place them on the couch for a surprise later when Essie got home. I rounded the corner and moved toward the couch only to stop at the sight in front of me. As I stood paralyzed, I saw Essie with her blouse open and her skirt pulled up over her waist sitting on the couch. Between her legs was Bill Parker, our next door neighbor and one time friend, his arms under Essie's legs, holding them open for his assault on her sex. In that sudden burst of clarity that comes suddenly during some event, I noticed the room, her position, his, her panties lying on the floor in front of the couch and his pants down around his ankles. It was all crystal clear and etched into my memory for all time.
Neither of them heard me so they continued what they were doing. That was Essie, moaning and urging Bill Parker to keep on doing what he was doing. She had both hands on his head, holding him in place. For his part, Parker was licking away, one hand now stroking his own penis as he ate Essie out. It was obvious that this was not something new to either of them as Parker clearly knew what turned Essie on. I used to know that quite well. Seems I had been replaced.
I stood there another twenty seconds or so before sense returned. I felt the shock and disgust of what I was witnessing replaced by a cold anger. I wanted nothing more than to kill both of them but that was not my way. That passed and then I knew what I wanted to do. Still holding the flowers and the candy with the card, I walked into the room, moving around the couch and stopping in front of Essie, standing behind the naked ass of Bill Parker. I kicked that naked ass hard with my foot until he stopped what he was doing and looked over his shoulder. All he said was, "Oh, Shit!"
Essie's eyes had opened and she met mine staring back at her. The lust began to fade and they got wider and wider until I was afraid they were going to pop out of her head. Then she began to shake her head back and forth, saying. "no, no, no" over and over again. She realized her position and began pushing Bill's head away at the same time he was trying to pull back. The result had him sitting on his ass in front of me, almost sitting on my shoes.
As she stared at me, her eyes now full of tears and her lips trembling with her shame, she was trying to pull her skirt down and close her blouse, neither one easy to do with her hands trying to do both at the same time. I watched; the disgust on my face clear. As she looked back up at me, her mouth working and trying to form words, my disgust faded but only to be replaced by pain at seeing what my world had become. I felt the betrayal, the loss, the anger and finally the pain and I knew it was over. I had lost her forever and there was no way back. I decided to finish this now.
I took the two dozen long stemmed roses and pulled them out of the small vase they came in and threw them at her where she sat. I watched as they hit her in the face, falling around her body onto the couch and the floor. The vase followed, hitting the wall behind her. Finally, I took the box of candy, opened it and dumped the chocolates on the floor as well. The card followed, landing on the edge of the couch.
"Now I understand why you are always too tired to go to dinner with me or to make love with me. I see it now."
I turned to Bill Parker who was trying to get his pants up and his shoes on. I waited until he straightened up and then I hit him in the face with all of the anger I felt inside. I was pleased to see the blood spurt from his mouth as he fell down again. I watched as he levered himself up on his arms and I directed my next comments at him.
"I don't know how you intend to explain this to your wife after I fill her in on your afternoon activities with my soon to be ex-wife but be prepared to explain it. Now, get the fuck out of my house before I throw you out!"
I said no more but went upstairs to pull down a suitcase and begin packing. I was still furious but the anger was now fading and a new feeling, one of a deep and wracking pain began to fill me. The loss of all I had believed in was almost too much for me. The long rise from the euphoria of the promotion and then to the equally long fall to the worst depression of my life left my legs suddenly shaky. I was almost finished packing when it became so strong that I had to stop. I fell to my knees there on the bedroom floor and I cried as I hadn't since the day my mother died. I let it come, knowing there was little I could do to stop it. I waited until it had run its course, leaving me empty.
I felt her as she put her arms around me, holding me tight with her cheek pressed to the top of my head. She was crooning at me as if I were a baby: "I'm so sorry Jeff, I'm so sorry."
That was enough to stop my crying as the anger returned undaunted. I swallowed once, letting the anger grow until it burned bright again. It pushed the pain down and back, forcing it to release its hold on me. "Take your filthy hands off me! And get away from me; you stink of sex and you make me sick!"
I stood, my legs still shaking but beginning to get stronger, and closed the suitcase. I turned to look around and saw Essie kneeling there, her own face contorted in shock and covered with tears. Her shoulders were shaking with her sobs but I no longer cared.
I went into the bathroom and grabbed my shaving kit. It had my razor, my toothbrush and several other odds and ends that I kept for traveling. I took those things, dropped them into a small plastic bag and walked back out to grab my suitcase. I pushed past Essie still standing in the doorway and threw the bag and the suitcase down the steps, caring little where they landed. I went back in, looked around, picked up one or two small things from my bedside table and then walked down the steps to find my bags.
As I walked out the door, I heard Essie screaming at me to stop, to come back and talk to her but I wanted only to be gone from that place. I knew then that my marriage was over and I think I felt a small breath of relief that it had finally come to this. Everything had been moving this way for the past year and now it was time to accept that it was finished. All the sniping at me, the avoidance, the disregard for me and my needs and the total disrespect that I had endured were over. Miami was waiting and I was going alone.
I decided as I drove away that I wouldn't say anything to Bill's wife. Joyce had her own demons to fight and a useless husband wasn't going to change anything for her. Bill had his own hell at home to live in and I wished him and Essie the best. They deserved each other. I had a new job, a new place to live and freedom to enjoy the rest of my new life with someone who would love me for who I was. I never looked back.
Contessa
I had been feeling depressed and anxious for some time now. I knew part of it was that Phillip was going to be going to college soon and I would be alone for most of the day then. Part of it was the beginning of that time in a woman's life before menopause when she begins to believe that she is no longer young and beautiful and alive to all life has to offer. My world had been Jeff and Phillip and the house and the things I could do to make their world a pleasant and safe place for so long now that the fear of losing all that was almost a sickness.
Most of all, I was feeling very strange a lot of the time. Nothing I could put my finger on, or something I could tell a doctor about, just a strange feeling that something was wrong. I felt off, not myself, and I was beginning to become worried about it. I hesitated to talk to Jeff about it knowing he would try to get me to go for help somewhere. He was a man and all he could think was to try to fix things. I didn't want things 'fixed'! I just wanted to be left alone to take care of myself. Nothing needed fixed!
He had already talked to me about my unwillingness to go out or do things, and the death of our love life, something I had little or no interest in now but for the life of me, I didn't know why. I used to love making love with my husband and nothing happened to change that. I just couldn't get up the energy to do it now. But that would change again. Things would run their course and I would be back the way I was. I just needed time.
He wouldn't believe me but I knew I was neglecting him something awful. He tried to do things for me, ask me to go to dinner or to a play or just out anywhere. I said no: nothing he suggested raised any interest inside me. I soon got tired of his asking and began to snap back at him and say mean things to him that I later regretted but never apologized for. I finally began to let it go, just let his pleas slide off my back. I began to ignore my husband, and often, my son. Later, it got even worse but by then it was too late for me to change it.
I didn't realize it at first, but my decline had begun. I began to let my time at the gym with Phillip slide since I doubted I would continue once he left. I didn't enjoy it that much anyway but Phillip loved the way it made him feel and he wanted that feeling for me. While I enjoyed his enthusiasm, I never got into it the way he did. I began to miss some sessions and then more and more. But it was dumb luck that things happened then, just after I decided I was going to quit.



While I stopped wanting to exercise with my son, I did enjoy the attentions of the other men there. Not in any way other than to make me feel better about myself: they meant nothing to me in any other way, certainly not in a sexual way. I wasn't even sexually interested in my husband so it was very unlikely I was going to get aroused by someone else, especially not a stranger. I wasn't interested at all until Bill Parker began to show up at the gym more and more.
Bill was our next door neighbor and lived with his wife Joyce. Joyce was a recluse, almost an agoraphobic. At first, she used to go out only when absolutely necessary, sometimes to a party but she much preferred to entertain at her house. When others invited her and Bill, she refused and she made no excuse. Bill tried to get her to get treatment but she refused to leave the house and made only token attempts to talk to anyone except by phone. That was useless and she discontinued that at the first opportunity. Since then, she remained housebound. Like most of his friends, I had stopped going to see Joyce, bothered by her problems and uncomfortable around her. Not much of a friend was I?
Bill was ten or twelve years older than me and owned a small hardware store in town. When Joyce began to stay home and her illness was diagnosed, Bill decided to sell his store and stay close to home with his wife. He had been with her for over thirty years and he felt it was his duty to try to help her. He did all he could for her but she continued to get worse and finally, she refused to leave the house except for a doctor's appointment or some emergency. Those also became rare and finally, she left not at all.
We began to talk during our breaks at the gym and I learned more about him and Joyce. I apologized for not visiting Joyce more but he simply said he understood. He told me all of their story and I found myself feeling sympathy for him. My heart melted at the sadness I saw in him. I wanted to help him but all I could do was let him talk. I listened and became more and more sorry for him. I wished there were more I could do to help but I was helpless to change anything for him.
I found Bill to be a charming man, and once I noticed, a very well built man with a good body and a flat stomach. I also have to admit, I noticed a nice bulge in the tight gym shorts he wore. I especially noticed that it got bigger after he had spent some time talking to me. That started some thoughts in my head that had been missing for some time. The only real problem with that was that when Bill was out of my sight, so were those thoughts. My husband didn't cause them to reoccur in the evenings and they lay dormant until I saw Bill again at the gym. Those thoughts got me to thinking.
The next time Bill and I were together, watching Phil work out, I got up my courage and asked him about his love life with Joyce. He seemed embarrassed at first but finally, told me that there was no love life any more. Joyce had no interest and refused him whenever he made an attempt. She got angry if he tried now and called him names if he persisted. He had finally given up and no longer considered her a wife except in name only, but he was too much of a man to divorce a sick and needy woman, especially one he had loved.
That night at home, I made my decision. I knew what I could do to help Bill and at the same time, help myself. In my own mind it was so clear: if only Bill could arouse those feelings in me and if Bill was forced into chastity by a frigid wife, then I could help both of us at the same time. It was so simple! I would offer to have sex with Bill for his satisfaction as well as mine since I couldn't become aroused by my husband and he couldn't satisfy his cravings with his wife. It was a perfect solution to our problems! It was so clear to me at that point in my life, so very simple.
At no time did I consider what I was going to do as cheating on my husband. I couldn't get aroused by my husband so I was not meeting his needs and he couldn't meet mine, so, in my own mind I thought that this way I could regain my own desires and maybe they would carry over into my marriage bed. That would be a good thing for Jeff, wouldn't it? Bill could get some satisfaction with my body, and that would be a good thing for him. Hopefully, I was going to get some satisfaction from Bill gauging from the way his pants bulged out when he was talking to me. It seemed to me to be a clear win-win situation! With that thought, it was settled.
The following day, I went to the gym with Phillip and Bill was already there. I watched him work out, admiring his body as it glistened with his sweat. I wanted to reach out and rub those shining wet muscles and feel that bulge in his trunks so badly that I felt things I hadn't felt in months, perhaps even years. I was horny! I was actually getting turned on by watching Bill's body! God! I knew then I had made the right decision.
Once he was through with his workout, I talked to Bill and told him what I had decided. He listened, his mouth curved up in a wide smile and he actually blushed! He was almost comically grateful and said he had wanted to make a move on me for months but was afraid to do so, fearing it would ruin our friendship. He had some reservations, doing this behind Jeff's back but I explained our lack of love making and he seemed to accept that. Actually, Bill would have accepted anything I told him just to get into my pants. I understood that. I knew men and Bill was all man!
We made plans the first time to meet at my house. Bill would tell Joyce he had to go somewhere, drive around the block, park his car and walk through the back gate and into the house. No one could see him once he entered the yard and no one would be interested in him anyway. Jeff would be at work as usual, Phil was going to be gone all day on a trip to one of the local colleges with his senior class, so I would be alone.
I waited in the kitchen, watching the backyard that morning until I saw him come in, close the gate and almost run to the back door. I held the door open and he came in without slowing down. It wasn't until he stopped and turned that he noticed I had on only a robe. I stood there, grinning at him and when his breathing had slowed, I untied the belt, letting the robe fall open. Underneath, I was naked and freshly shaved between my legs. I had always kept myself shaved but lately I had been neglecting it. Not today! He let out a groan, almost a sob as his eyes roamed over my naked body. I admit to being turned on by his admiration and I pushed the robe from my shoulders letting it fall to the floor. I stood there, naked and fully exposed to this man who was my neighbor and Jeff's friend. I let him devour me with his eyes, feeling no shame and no regret.
He waited only seconds before walking over to me, pulling my body against his and pressing his mouth over mine. He was not gentle and that turned me on even more. I accepted his tongue into my mouth, my own meeting and dueling with his. I was beginning to get warm when I felt his hand grip my mound hard, one finger slipping inside my warmth. It was a shock and for the first time, I wondered if I had truly thought this out. That thought was lost as he jammed another finger inside and began to finger-fuck me with hard, driving strokes of his hand. I came almost immediately from his onslaught and I felt my knees begin to weaken.
As I came down from my climax, Bill had already dropped his pants and his shorts and was pushing me back against the counter. I was helpless to stop him and he lifted me up with his hands under my naked ass and pulled me against him. When I felt his erection pushing against me, I held my breath. He pulled me onto his cock which he then jammed inside me. I wrapped my legs around his hips as he drove me hard against the counter, my back slamming into the edge as his cock drove into me over and over. I heard myself screaming at him to fuck me harder and harder and he answered with a growl of pure primal lust.
I was almost unconscious from the shear pleasure when I felt him stop plunging inside me and his body become rigid. He pulled almost out of me, than with a growl, jammed inside again as deep as he could where he stopped and held himself as his seed spewed inside me. The feeling of his scalding hot cum inside where nothing had been for so long brought my own orgasm and I gripped his hips with my legs holding him against me as I let my own climax run its course. We came down together, both of us spent and sated. I let my legs relax and fall to the floor as Bill lowered my body back down.
I moved back, one hand holding the sperm inside me until I could make it to the bathroom. Bill watched me go, his own pants laying on the floor beside him. I closed the door and let the cum inside begin to seep out of me and I then cleaned what I could with toilet paper until I felt clean enough to put my panties back on. I would shower later, but for now, I was OK. I walked back out to find Bill dressed again and sitting at the table, looking cautiously at me. I smiled, walked over to kiss his cheek and sat down opposite him.
"Thank you Bill. That was more than I could hope for. You were wonderful and I enjoyed it very much. I hope this is just the first of many times we can help each other."
"No, please, thank you Essie. I never expected that to happen. I have never cum so hard in my life. You are a wonderful lover and I agree that this should be only the first of many. Do you think we could do this again tomorrow, at the same time?"
"I think we can. Phil will be in school and we can make it upstairs to the bedroom the next time. This time was too quick but it was wonderful. I think we can be more comfortable in bed. We can take more time to get to know each other and find ways to make the other happy."
That was the beginning of our affair which continued almost daily until the end of the school year. After that, we were more careful and the frequency began to decrease until we got together once or twice a week and sometimes less. Bill was still a wonderful lover and I enjoyed our time together. The only problem was that nothing I did carried over into my husband's bed. I still had no desire to make love with him and I felt nothing I was doing was wrong. I knew that I was not thinking correctly but I didn't care. I didn't want to give up Bill and I didn't want to make love with my husband Jeff. As a matter of fact, I got angry at Jeff because he couldn't turn me on like Bill.
The one thing I knew was that I didn't love Bill and the thought of living with him was not one I would ever entertain. I loved Jeff; that was a surprise that I wasn't even aware of until it was too late. But I did know that in my heart and although it didn't stop me from doing what I was doing with Bill, it kept me feeling safe, knowing I had the love of my husband Jeff to fall back on. Funny that I never doubted that; the thought that I could lose my husband not even a glimmer on my radar.
The summer ended, Phillip went off to college and Jeff continued to work predictable hours leaving me and Bill more time to have our sexual liaisons. Things were slowly ending with Bill and we both knew it but we still got together as often as we could. We sometimes just did oral for each other, the effort of full sex not worth our time. I loved the way Bill did it and often just let him go at me as long as he liked. I would blow him if he asked but I didn't really enjoy it very much. He seemed content to do me and I let him.
That's what he was doing when Jeff walked in and caught us.
In retrospect, I remember it like it was just an hour ago. I was sitting on the couch in the living room, my blouse open where Bill had been fondling my breasts. He had pushed me back, dropped to his knees and lifted my skirt up to my waist. He unbuckled his pants and pushed them down, then knelt in front of me and yanked my panties off. He held them up in triumph and grinned at me. I grinned back and opened my legs, letting him have room to begin to eat me out. I leaned back enjoying what he was doing and I let my body respond, the climax still a ways away. I was just beginning to feel the stirrings of lust when I felt Bill jerk and pull away. I opened my eyes and as the lust died, I stared into the eyes of my husband, Jeff, standing there.
Now, as I look back on it, certain things remain clear and precise. The first time I looked into his eyes, I saw disgust and anger. Then, as I watched, I saw the anger begin to be replaced with something else. It took a minute, then I recognized it. I had seen it a few times before in my life with Jeff. It was pain. Pain coupled with sadness. I can't begin to tell you what that felt like: to see that pain and that sadness and to know that I was the cause of it. Nothing in my life hurt as much as that knowledge. Not even the loss of my parents when they died in a fiery car crash. That look, the one I saw that day will haunt my dreams for the rest of my life. As bad as that memory was, it was far less then the one that happened a few minutes later.
Bill dressed and ran from the house with only a quick, "I'm so damned sorry." I watched him go, blood dripping down his chin, understanding that for the first time in almost a year, I felt nothing for him. I cared nothing about what might happen to him as I slowly walked up the steps to find Jeff. I don't believe at that point that I understood what had happened and how my life was going to change. I only knew that I had to go to my husband and try to explain.
I walked into the bedroom and stopped in total shock. My husband, the man I loved with all my heart, the man that provided a strong, loving home for me and our son, was kneeling on the floor, his head in his hands, sobbing, his heart broken. I almost died myself then. At that instant, all I wanted was for God to take me. Take me then and let me not have to see what I caused for my husband. My heart broke at what I had done to this man.
I went to him, knelt on the floor behind him and held him in my arms. I held him tight, whispering softly to him that it would be all right, that it would be all right. I had to tell him, I had to let him know: "I'm so sorry, Jeff. I'm so sorry." Over and over, holding him and waiting for him to hear me and understand. I wanted only to comfort, to love him as a wife should.
He pushed me away! He pushed me back and away as if he couldn't stand my touch! He was angry and in his anger, he said words that still echo inside my head when my eyes close and everything becomes quiet. He said words that caused my world to stop, to change forever! His words:
"Take your filthy hands off me! And get away from me; you stink of sex and you make me sick!"
They say when you die, your whole life flashes in front of you. That could well be true because I think a lot inside me died that day, but my whole life didn't flash in front of my eyes; just the things I lost. My life with Jeff, my home, the times we spent as a family, the dreams we shared for our future, our plans for our retirement years. All the things I loved and cherished: all those things that we shared together. Those are the things that died that day. And part of me died with them.
Epilogue
Today I'm sitting here in a small apartment that I rent from month to month. I could afford better since Jeff left me comfortable, but I have no desire for anything better. In front of me are the final divorce papers, telling me that my marriage is forever gone. Jeff has moved on with his life, now in Miami, the place we both dreamed about. It seems like that was forever ago, but actually was only a year or so. I saw the note after he left that day, those words almost screaming at me at what I was to lose. It was lying on the floor near the scene of my debauchery. So simple: . .our dream location. I love you. Jeff .
My apathy and my disinterest has returned, banished for a short time by my betrayal of my husband, then by my losing fight to regain my marriage to Jeff. I fought the good fight but I was hampered by his refusal to talk to me or try to understand what I did. It took some time for me to understand that the why was never important. The facts were, especially to Jeff. And what could I really say to him? After all, I did it and I continued to do it even after my rationalization of trying to restart our love life faded away. It was OK to lie to myself after all but I couldn't lie to him. Not after what I did to him.
Our son Phillip hated what I did but he eventually forgave me. He is my only connection to what I used to have: a life with a man who loved me and who I loved back with a fierce passion. Why that passion deserted me for a time is still a mystery that I fail to understand. Over and over I search for a reason, any reason, but none comes. But it's too late now anyway so why dwell on it? My life now is much as it was before Jeff ended it. I go nowhere, I do nothing, I think of little else but what I lost. I never see Bill anymore and don't want to. I sit and think and remember what once was.
Mostly, I remember my thoughts as I decided to have my affair with Bill. It was so clear, so simple then. I thought of the good things that could happen; I thought of the plus's and the minus's, the pleasure I wanted and could enjoy, but I never once thought of the consequences of what I was going to do. I never once thought of what could go wrong: what bad things might happen. I thought of everything that I could gain from it but never once did I think of what I might lose.
Consequences are a bitch!
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In her latest album, Amaranthine, ENYA recorded a song entitled 'A Moment Lost'. The song suggests that something happened in one instant that changed someone's life. I wanted to try to write a story that uses that idea. The sentence is as follows: "A moment lost, forever gone can never be again". In addition to that song, Simon and Garfunkel recorded a song called 'The Sound of Silence.' As I was writing this story, the sadness of that song also spoke to me and I incorporated it into this short tale.
My praise for ENYA. If angels sang, they would sound like her.
Edited by my own angel, Lady Cibelle.
*
"Hey Linda, aren't you ever going home? It's past 4:00 and I'm clocked in. So, go home girl!"
That was JC Powers, one of the two young girls covering the evening shift at The Gap where I worked as Store Manager. She and Sheila would cover the store till closing at 9:00, or sneaking the door shut a few minutes earlier if the mall foot traffic was slow. Usually was this time of year. They would use the time to clear the register and set the store displays for tomorrow. All routine but still taking valuable time from two beautiful young girls ready for partying.
"I'm just finishing up some things and then I'm gone. Thanks JC."
"OK, boss, but you spend too much time here. Just go home. Sheila and I have it."
Actually, I was just thinking. Nothing important, just random thinking. Letting my mind wander before time to get going so I could be home by 4:30. That was my usual time to start dinner for Phillip and I. Just the two of us the last two years, since the kids moved out to start their own lives. Just us after twenty-four years of marriage; the typical empty nest couple.
I encountered little traffic this afternoon so the ride home was easy. Only took twenty minutes or so before I pulled in to the driveway of the two storey, Mediterranean-style home we shared in the suburbs of Cincinnati, Ohio. It was probably too big now with the kids gone. Probably should consider moving to a condo or an apartment closer to town, but Philip loved the place. Maybe one day.
I went in, stripped off my work clothes and changed into jeans, tennis shoes and an oversized sweatshirt. I took the pins out of my hair to let it down. It flowed free to fall against the top of my shoulders, the soft waves framing my face. This was home and comfort. Phillip always loved my hair down and me in tight jeans. I usually bought a half size too small to wear at home just for him. Stupid, but he liked it and I liked that he liked it.
I walked into the den to look at his chair. I still smelled pipe smoke and it reinforced the fact that this was his room. The dark paneling, the soft leather desk chair, the working fireplace that he had converted to gas logs, the shutters on the windows that were partially open, letting in a soft light from the evening sun. He would always be there after dinner, finishing off some work from the bank. Just a few things, never a lot. He was good that way, never bringing his work and worries home.
Just past 5:15 and Phillip would be arriving. He was punctual, never early or late. Always right on time. He always came in, stopped in the kitchen to say something sweet and give me a kiss on the top of my head, then moved past to change into his casual clothes and then back to the living room and the paper. I stopped what I was doing, and moved to the doorway, seeing him in his favorite recliner, the paper open to the business section and him mumbling over the stock reports or the latest mergers. I smiled at the familiar sight and thought how lucky I was to have this. I truly had everything: a beautiful home, a man who loved me, two successful children on their own and making it in the world.
Dinner was always a discussion of the events of the day. We began with a rundown of my exciting adventures in the world of fashion, his latest problem-solving foray into the requests for more money from the local contractor remodeling the local restaurant, and finally to the world events and the failure of our government to fix the little things that bothered the average guy. This later really bothered Phil. He always took it personally when he saw the constant arguing of the politicians. But, not too personally. Just mildly pissed.
After dinner, I would wash, he would dry and we would decide what we were going to watch that evening on TV, or if we were going to go out the next night for dinner, or in general, our plans for the next few days. Phil was organized and I didn't mind. It was a pleasant time together.
We would finish up and then Phil would go to the den to finish his work while I made plans for grocery shopping, do some laundry and in general, organize my day. I worked four days a week, one of those on the weekend, so I had time to do those things. I remembered that I had to pick up some of Phil's suits from the laundry. Tomorrow, I'd do that. I also remembered that he wanted me to pick up a new battery for the camcorder at the Radio Shack in the mall. I wasn't in a hurry to do that since I never learned how to use it.
The evening passed with all new episodes of our favorite shows and I just enjoyed the mindless noise. I was tired tonight. I really just wanted to go to bed and try to catch up on my sleep. I had been restless the past several weeks, waking up often before turning over to try to go back to sleep. I knew what was bothering me but I didn't know how to fix it. I had made a mistake. A very bad mistake. As I started thinking of it again, it all came crashing back on me.
It was our twenty-fourth anniversary, and we had planned to go out to dinner, and then to a movie we both wanted to see. I had a new dress for the occasion, a neat little black thing that showed too much of me for comfort. But Phil loved me in it and I agreed to wear it for him. He was to pick me up at 7:15, in time for our reservations at Michael's. I expected a wonderful evening with a nice ending in bed with the man I loved.
At 7:10, Phil called to say he was going to be late. It seemed a client of the bank had just arrived in town and the President wanted Phil to take him to dinner. When I complained, Phil told me that this client was very important and his assets were vital to the bank. He had no choice. I was not convinced and I was furious with him. This was our anniversary. He pleaded with me for understanding but I was too angry to listen. He suggested we plan to do our dinner the following night but I wouldn't listen. As he attempted to placate me, all I responded with was my silence. We hung up, me angry at him still.
As I sat there fuming, I decided to ask Karen Hall to go with me to make use of the reservations and charge the evening to Phillip. Karen and Charles were our next-door neighbors and Karen was my best friend. When I called, I got Charles, Karen's husband. It seems that Karen was at her mother's house in nearby Silverton. I knew her mother had been ill but Karen didn't mention being there tonight. I told Charles that I wanted her to go with me to dinner but not to worry now. Charles wanted to know if I wanted him to go with me but I declined. Actually, Charles gave me the creeps sometimes. He seemed to always be trying to get a glimpse down my top or watching my ass as I walked by. Karen never commented on it so I let it go.
I hung up the phone and decided this night was going to be a bust. I poured myself a glass of champagne from the bottle I had chilling which was going to be for a toast before our evening began. I was about to raise my glass in sarcasm when Charles knocked on the back door. I let him in without thinking about it and offered him a glass of the champagne. He helped himself and we sat down at the kitchen table and toasted each other.
I was enjoying the champagne and the company and I began to feel a little warm. The glow from the champagne was pleasant and Charles was being pleasant and I let my guard down and told him about my aborted evening. I told him how I was hurt, how Phillip had let me down, how he had ruined my evening, and I mentioned with a leer that he wouldn't be receiving my charms that night in bed. We were laughing and drinking the champagne and I was feeling better. Charles was actually being good company. We continued to talk as we finished the bottle of champagne. I didn't notice that I drank most of it while Charles made sure my glass was never empty.
The bottle was now empty and it was getting late so I suggested it was time to call it a night. I was feeling tired from the champagne and the depression from the whole evening contributed to an overall lethargic feeling. I just wanted to go to bed and forget it for now. Maybe things would be better tomorrow. Charles rose to leave and I started to walk him to the door. I staggered a little and Charles put his arm around me to help me keep my balance. As I straightened up, he pulled me tight against him and kissed me hard on the mouth. I was so surprised that I think I responded without thought. His kiss was not all that unpleasant but I was not thinking too clearly. He dropped his hand down my back and pulled me against his body.
Before I knew it, we were upstairs and Charles was pushing me back against the bed. As the edge of the mattress hit my legs, I fell back and ended up sitting on the edge of the bed. I was still trying to understand what was happening when Charles unbuckled his belt and let his pants drop to the floor. For a second I just stared at the bulge in his boxer shorts. The whole thing happened in a fog but it was beginning to clear. I think my panic and my fear of what was going to happen burned away the fog of alcohol, and that was enough to shock me back into reality. I was about to push him away when I heard a roar.
"What the hell is going on here?" Get the hell away from my wife!" Phil was standing in the doorway, having just come home. Not finding me, he had come upstairs looking for me. The face I now saw was a picture of fury.
Charles moved back quickly, releasing me and mumbling, "I'm sorry. I'm so damned sorry. I wasn't thinking. I'm sorry!" He yanked his pants up, stumbling as he tried to move away from Phil at the same time. He finally succeeded and rushed past Phil and down the stairs. I heard the door slam as he fled, leaving me there to face my husband.
I was stunned by what had happened and what Phil had witnessed. He couldn't know my thinking. He wouldn't know I was about to stop it. He would only know what he saw. Coupled with my anger at him earlier, his thoughts were obvious: I was going to have sex with Charles to punish him! I had to let him know that it wasn't what he thought it was.
"Phillip! Wait! This isn't what it looks like. You have to listen to me. It's not what you think!" I started toward him when he held out his hand, forcing me to stop. He said angrily, "I know exactly what it was. It was perfectly clear. You were angry with me so you decided to punish me."
"Phillip, no! No! Listen to me." I had to get through to him. But before I could say anything more, he turned and went back out the door into the garage. I went to stop him but as I opened the door, his car started and he backed out of the garage, his tires squealing as he sped down the driveway. He reached the street and pulled out and drove away. I could only stand there watching him drive out of my life. As I walked back inside, I heard only silence.
The memory of that night was still so clear. It was almost as if it was just happening, but I had to stop thinking about it! I decided to put it out of my mind now and just get ready for bed. It was past time and I had to open the store tomorrow so I needed to get up very early for that. Phil always wondered why I continued to work those hours when all I had to do was schedule myself to come in later. I was store manager so it was my call, but I felt if someone else had to do it, I would take my turn. He did understand that.
A nice hot shower, time to blow-dry my hair and then to bed. I finished, turned off the lights and climbed into my nice soft bed. Phil would always be there before me and he waited till the lights were off before reaching for me. I always put on just a touch of perfume to make myself more attractive to him, but it never seemed to be necessary. Even when we were both tired and so sleepy that we could hardly hold our eyes open, Phil would reach for me. Always.
Tonight, I turned out the light and lay there. I listened to the sounds of silence all around me. Those deafening sounds of silence that were now my constant companion. They began that last night, in that moment when he left the house after seeing what he saw and believing that I was about to be unfaithful to him. That night still played over and over in my mind during this dark time between wakefulness and sleep. His words to me promising to make plans for our anniversary the next night. The plea for me to understand. I heard him but was still feeling so sorry for myself about my disappointment that I didn't even answer him. I hung up on him after responding to his pleas with silence.
Phil didn't come back that night. I went to bed hoping he would call, but by morning I hadn't heard from him. I had gone to work then, hoping that Phil would call as soon as he felt ready to talk to me. I knew he would. He had to let me explain. I waited all day but he didn't call. I was just ready to leave the store for home when the phone call came. It was from the police and they told me Phil was killed in a car accident just hours before. He was dead on arrival at the hospital and they told me they could send a car for me. In my shock, all I could think of was that I hadn't had time to tell him how much I loved him and that I had never planned on cheating on him. I had planned on telling him at home that night. I needed to tell him! How could I tell him now? It wasn't right! It wasn't fair! I had to tell him!
That was my last thought before I collapsed. It was days before I could honestly say that I began to function again. Days before I accepted that my life had changed for the worse. Days before I knew I would never be able to tell him how sorry I was. Days before I began to live my life alone without the man I loved. Days before I tried to learn how to forgive myself. It was just a brief moment in time. It should not have been long enough to destroy my life! It was simply a moment lost, forever gone, and I couldn't change it.
I asked myself over and over again why I had let the situation with Charles develop as it did. Why had my anger made me let my guard down and put myself into a situation where Charles could get the wrong idea? Why had I been so angry? I had no answers, but I wished with all my heart that I could have had to time to try to tell Phillip what I was feeling. He would have been able to tell me what I did wrong. He was so smart, so understanding. He was my rock and he would listen to me and forgive me. He would! I know he would! But I couldn't ask him now or ever again.
Phil would never reach for me again in the dark after I turned out the lights for sleep. My perfume would never entice him and he would never cradle me to sleep while he whispered in my ear those precious secrets we shared. I could never tell him all I needed to, things he had to know and understand. He had to know that my life would never be the same again without him. But, all I heard in my restless dreams when the lights went out, when sleep began to approach and I cried out to Phillip to forgive me, was the sound of silence.
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It was just one afternoon that didn't really mean anything. She just had to see what it was like.
Edited by Lady Cibelle
*
I must be crazy. That's what I told myself as I looked at my reflection in the mirror and almost changed my mind again. But I didn't. What I saw was a middle-aged woman with long red hair and big green eyes that were now narrowed with intent. I looked down at my body, still firm and well proportioned and ran my hands erotically down my side and over my hips. I decided that I would keep the black lacy bra and matching panties I had decided on before and then reached for my jeans. I slipped them on, an errant and deceitful thought reminding me that I had to press Jeff's slacks and shirts before I put them away. I slapped that thought down and pushed it away! It had no place in what I was doing!
With difficulty, I slipped the button into the slot and let out the deep breath I had been holding. I needed to do that just to button these jeans. I knew they were a size too small but Jeff liked them and so did I. Again, the unwanted thought crept into my mind as I looked at the curve of my hips and the skin-tight fit of the jeans on my thighs, especially where my legs joined. That cleft was most erotic and I liked the way I looked when I wore them. I knew I should have either let them out or put them into the bag for the Salvation Army, but these jeans were just what I wanted to wear today. I told myself, almost defensively, that Harris would like them as well.
The blouse I wanted to wear was one that was so sheer the bra would show clearly when it was on and buttoned. But it was just slutty enough that it would be perfect for this afternoon. I blushed at my own thoughts before pulling an oversized top over my head to cover the transparent blouse. I made sure the neck was snug, not showing any white and that the bottom hung down over the tight swells of my butt. I looked at myself once more, making a turn to show all of me, and decided that it was perfect. The legs were a little too tight, but Jeff wouldn't notice my jeans with this top and he had no way of knowing what lay under that same top. He would assume that I was just wearing my normal jeans and sweatshirt: my androgynous look. That thought brought a brief flash of anger that quickly dissipated.
I calmed my thoughts and then walked downstairs to find Jeff, my husband of sixteen years and my two children, Amy and Bradley, both thirteen years old, sitting together in the kitchen, discussing their afternoon plans. They were paternal twins and looked nothing alike. Amy was happy with that result while Brad didn't care much one way or the other. In my eyes, they were both beautiful and perfect. Right now they were all smiling and sharing some secret among themselves. That also wasn't unusual for this family. They weren't real secrets. Our family was well-adjusted and healthy and we discussed our problems openly and freely, but just the suggestion of a secret was enough to get some well-meaning argument started. Just good family fun.
I sat down and listened for a few minutes without really caring what they were talking about. I just wanted to look at my family again before doing what I planned for the afternoon. I looked first at Amy, the daughter who I loved without reservation. She took after me in her looks. She was tall for her age, taller than her brother and likely to stay that way throughout high school. She was cute, her red hair worn long and straight, the bangs over her brow giving her huge green eyes a continuously surprised look. She was well proportioned for her height without that skinny look that a lot of teen girls hang onto until late in their development. To top it off, she was bright and intelligent.
Brad was more like his father. Jeff and Brad were both short and stocky. Jeff was just three inches taller than I was and Brad was not far behind. Jeff was well built, his chest and shoulders wide and well-developed and his hips narrow above strong muscled legs, while Brad still had to grow into his bones. He was almost as tall as his dad but he didn't have the strong definition to his body that would come with maturity. Both had the same light brown hair and gray eyes and both shared the same wild sense of humor. That humor drove his sister crazy at times but she knew it was just fun. I loved it and treasured it.
When they finally slowed down, I got their attention and asked to review my 'list' once more. This was a list of things that each needed that I would pick up while on my once a month trip to the mall. I had always loved to shop while Brad and Jeff hated it. Amy would go but now, only with her friends. Going to the mall with her mother was not 'cool' so I planned my trips to go alone, armed with my list. Today was a little different but none of them had any clue as to how different it was going to be. They only knew that this was my routine and they all accepted it. I counted on it as I began to review with each one what they wanted.
As I went through this activity, I reviewed in my own mind what items I had already purchased. I had begun this list earlier and gone to the mall several times over the last two weeks to pick up as many of the items as I could in advance. The twins had added some last minute things to the list over the past several days but that was no problem. I did intend on going to the mall for at least a half hour before leaving for my real destination. I could finish my shopping in that time. As they finished with comments on my paying attention to their special wants, I felt a tug of guilt that I quickly pushed back. I had made my decision and I was not going to change my mind now.
This afternoon had been planned for almost a month and I felt more than ready. I had begun planning it almost immediately after the last one. Only I and one other person knew about my plans for this Saturday afternoon and he wasn't part of my family. And to be sure, the decision to do this hadn't been easy. It took a lot of arguing and persuading with my own self to finally decide that it was something I really wanted to do. Even after I made the decision, the arguing wasn't finished. Just this morning before I began to get dressed I was still trying to make up my mind. I almost decided not to go ahead but then a comment from Jeff made me certain. It was certainly nothing of any importance but it seemed so much more to me.
Jeff had not been very open with me recently and that was probably my fault, but I felt I had my reasons and Jeff was not willing to discuss them with me. We hadn't been intimate for some time and we were just barely tolerating each other. I had slowly convinced myself that everything that was wrong was his fault. This morning was typical: I had made some suggestion about dinner, asking Jeff to order something so I wouldn't have to fix anything. Jeff offered to do the cooking but instead of accepting that offer, for some reason I snapped at him as I had been doing so much lately and asked him why he couldn't just do as I asked. He didn't answer for some time and then finally said he would do it my way. Then he walked away and went downstairs. I was still angry at his attitude but I wasn't sure why. It just seemed that everything he did now was enough to make me angry.
As I gathered my things together for my trip to the mall, I let my mind wander. I waved distractedly at the kids when they yelled goodbye and I don't remember whether Jeff said anything or not. I was still thinking back as I backed out and drove toward the big shopping mall just a few miles from our home. My mind was thinking about my life and my marriage, trying to find some justification for my intended actions.
Jeff and I were married in the fall of 1991. Jeff was a chemical engineer working for The Powers Group, an engineering consulting firm of some repute, and he was only one of many young engineers working their way up the chain of management. Jeff was one of the better ones and his future seemed bright. He was twenty-seven and was already a group leader with promises of promotions to come. He was handsome, witty and eager to have fun. I met him at one of the local watering holes while out with some of the girls from my office.
I was a pool secretary, working for a law firm whose primary cases involved corporate work. I had a degree in languages and could translate from German and Spanish to English. Those were the areas of my expertise and I was paid accordingly. I was all of twenty-five and had just gotten out of a long but unsatisfying relationship with a man whose only claim to fame was his good looks and rumors about his amazing ability in bed. I agreed with the first but certainly not the latter. Our breakup was mutual and left me with a lot of time on my hands. Going out with the girls was one way to use some of that time.
We met while I was waiting at the bar for drinks. I had the honor of buying a round and I was waiting for the bartender to fill my order of three whiskey sours and two gin and cokes when Jeff came up behind me. I didn't realize he was there and backed into him when I reached for my wallet. I excused myself but when I turned, his grin caught me by surprise. He smiled wider when he saw me and said, "I would say I'm sorry, but that would be a lie. It was actually very pleasant."
I was ready with a smart comeback but after looking into his innocent gray eyes, I choked back my reply and returned his smile. I decided to reply in kind. "I'm glad you enjoyed it. It was certainly my pleasure."
He laughed, a laugh that really caught my fancy and I asked for his help in getting the tray of drinks back to my table. He followed, I set the drinks down and turned to him with my hand out. "Hi, my name is Samantha Bradley, Sam to most of my friends."
He answered, "Glad to meet you, Sam. My name is Jeff Watson. Would you care to join me? I'm with some other guys as well, but we could get a table for the two of us."
I was taken by surprise by his impetuous request but quickly made a decision. "I'd be happy to. Just let me tell my friends and then we can find a table." I turned back to my group, but they had been watching and listening and the grins told me they agreed with my decision. I spoke to Lucy, the girl I was most likely to go home with and told her that I could manage. She laughed and slapped me on the back. Jeff then walked with me over to an empty table and once I was situated, went off to talk to his own friends. He came back and we spent that entire evening with each other, and that was the beginning of our courtship.
Over the next half-year, we became boyfriend and girlfriend, then lovers and finally moved in to live with each other. We found a small apartment and began our lives as a couple. It was not that long before we decided to make it permanent and married. Both Jeff and I continued in our jobs and we began to save for a small house. Jeff was promoted twice during that time and now was a regional manager with a group of five engineers working for him. His future with the company looked very good.
I was still working in the law firm and I was doing pretty much the same thing, but the money was good and it went a long way toward moving the day we could afford our home closer. We continued in that way for the next two years before I announced to Jeff that I was pregnant. He was so happy, he couldn't stop calling people and bragging about becoming a father. I was happy he was happy but I was also getting to that point where I would have to quit and stay home with the babies. We had both agreed that I would stay home and raise them at least for the first five years. That was my choice and Jeff readily agreed with it.
We found the house first, made an offer and once it was accepted, we signed the papers and became homeowners. It was a wonderful house, with three bedrooms and a large yard with a swing set the previous owners left behind. It had a fence around the back yard and we did some work to make it safe for toddlers. Our twins had been born without problem and we brought them into the nursery we had ready. It had two beds, two lamps, two of everything necessary for a baby to wear. It was perfect and I loved everything about it. I settled in with my new family and never looked back.
During our life together, one thing was always constant. Jeff and I loved each other and we showed each other every day. I would fix his favorite meals and make sure he had his favorite beer for the weekends. He would send me flowers at least once or twice a month and he always asked about my day and how the kids were progressing. We sat together each evening after the kids were in bed and cuddled. At bedtime, either Jeff or I would initiate sex at least twice a week and usually more. It was lovemaking at its sweetest for me and satisfying for Jeff as well.
Jeff was a hard working engineer but he never let the job become his life. He would bring work home, but he always did it when the kids were napping or when they were being bathed or fed. He did his share but when work was necessary, I took over the kid duties while he finished. But that was rare and he never made it a habit. If there was a choice between work and family, Jeff would always choose family first. I loved that about him.
As the kids grew, I became restless and finally asked Jeff if he minded if I went back to work. He said he didn't have any objections if it made me happy. Jeff and I talked about it, made a schedule of things to be done at home that we felt would work for both of us and I applied for a job with my old firm and a couple of the others in town. I was lucky and got offers from two. Jeff and I talked it over and I agreed to go back to my old firm even though the money wasn't as good. But with Jeff's position now, money wasn't really the driving factor. My old firm had flex time and my hours could be adjusted. That made the difference to both Jeff and I. I accepted and started back to work. The twins were nine years old at the time.
When I think back, I believe that was the start of the change in our relationship. Was it my fault? I don't know but if I had to guess, I'd say. . . . probably. I know that going back to work was a new life for me, one that was totally different than running a house with two kids and a husband. As the years passed, and I became more involved in the work I did, I no longer had the time for those special meals we always shared or to be sure the fridge was full of Jeff's favorite beer and the twins' favorite sodas. Snacks would often run out and Jeff or I would have to make a store run for necessities. Weekends became time to do the things that didn't get done during the week and we found we had less time just to sit and talk and cuddle and. . . . . . . Yes, things changed.
With all that changed, the one thing we both tried to maintain was our love-life. We felt it was important not to lose that closeness, that intimacy that we shared most during those times. It wasn't always about sex but it was always about intimacy. Some nights, we would just fall asleep in each others arms. As a result, nothing changed in the bedroom until about a year ago. I can remember that night almost like it was yesterday.
I had been working on a major case with a lot of critical translations. So critical I had to spend more and more time in research on technical terms and scientific notation. It was taking all my days and I had to extend it into my evenings. I would bring the work home, rush to fix a quick dinner, often order take-out, then nag the twins and Jeff into cleaning the dishes and the kitchen while I rushed off to the small den to continue my research on line. That continued for some time and my evenings became filled with work.
At bedtime, I was often much later coming to bed and Jeff was often asleep when I did. On those occasions where he wasn't, he would reach for me and I would slap him away in irritation. I told myself that he wasn't thinking about me, only himself. Why couldn't he see that I was tired? I needed to sleep so I could continue the next day, working on my job like he did on his. He said little those nights and rolled over and went to sleep. I never thought much about it, just happy that I could get to sleep.
Then one night when I had come to bed very late, ready to go to sleep, my eyes so heavy I could hardly make it up the steps, Jeff reached for me as I slid under the covers. I didn't react, too tired even to slap his hand. He reached down between my legs to rub me while he took one of my exposed nipples in his mouth. At first, the sensation was so pleasant I just lay there enjoying it until the irritation came rushing back. I needed sleep, damn it! Why couldn't he leave me alone! I reacted in anger and pushed his hands away. Then I let him have it.
"Damn it, Jeff! I need to get some sleep. Can't you keep your damned hands to yourself? Just leave me alone!" With a weak flash of guilt, I continued, mumbling, "Maybe this weekend we can get together."
I rolled over, put the pillow over my head and tried to get to sleep. My heart was pounding in my anger and my gut was roiling, the acid burning, but it wasn't long before I fell to sleep, and slept soundly all night and well into the following morning. I woke late, rolled over to find Jeff already up and gone. I looked at the clock to see it was past seven thirty and I was going to be late if I didn't get started. I jumped out of bed and got dressed, ran downstairs to find no coffee and said a few unflattering epithets about Jeff's lack of consideration under my breath. Both kids were up and dressed and ready for school but they didn't say much to me. I didn't notice, so wrapped up was I in my own concerns.
That night when Jeff came home, I noticed that he was very quiet. Not only that, but both Brad and Amy were also sort of withdrawn and seemed uneasy. I asked them what the problem was but both denied any concerns. I decided to let it go and ask Jeff after they went up. I went into the den and worked on the translations still outstanding until very late. By the time I went out to find Jeff, he had already gone up to bed. I decided it was time to talk to him so I turned out the lights and followed. I wasn't even aware of what time it was.
The first thing I noticed when I did go up was that Jeff was sitting on the bed, but he hadn't undressed. That was very strange in that he had obviously been up for some time but he was just sitting there, no book open or anything keeping his attention. He just looked at me as I walked into the room. I stopped and looked back, trying to fight my rising irritation. I finally asked him, forgetting that this was exactly what I wanted to do in the first place. Ironic? Not to me at the time.
"What's going on, Jeff? You've been so quiet all evening and so have the twins. And you were gone this morning without waking me and you didn't even fix coffee. And the twins were quiet this morning as well. What's going on, Jeff?"
"Why would I wake you, Sam? Didn't you lash out at me the night before about keeping my damned hands to myself, not letting you get some sleep?"
"I was just so tired, Jeff, and I could hardly keep my eyes open. I just wanted to go to sleep, that's all. I didn't mean to yell at you. It was just that I was so tired. I'm sorry I upset you."
"I know you were tired, Sam. I guess your job is so important, we just forget that you need time to yourself. A lot of time. Every evening now, it seems. You just go into that den and that's the last we see of you. We just can't compete with your precious job anymore, Sam."
The sudden surge of anger caught me by surprise and before I could control myself, I said, "Well pardon me all to hell! I guess I should just forget my job, the people who depend on me and just say that my husband needs some pussy so I have to stop everything and give it to him. Well, guess again, buster!"



Before the echo of the last words faded, Jeff rose, pushed past me and went downstairs without a word. I stood there, shaken by my own words and not sure what the hell had just happened. I was stunned and unable to move. After what seemed like ages, I finally walked over to the bed and just collapsed. My head was spinning and my mind was in turmoil. I was shocked at myself for my outburst and ashamed as well. I tried to understand what I did and why I did it but nothing came to me. I was unsure of what I should do. Should I go downstairs and apologize to Jeff? Should I just wait until he came upstairs and then apologize?
I undressed and got ready for bed, waiting for Jeff to come up. I would apologize and try to make it up to him. What I said was inexcusable, that much I knew. I would just lie here and wait for him. That was my last thought until the alarm woke me the next morning. I rolled over and pushed the alarm before the memory of last night came back to me. I looked over at the place where my husband slept to see the covers undisturbed. Jeff had not come to bed at all! I rose, threw on a robe and ran downstairs to find him, but he had left for work already. It was an hour early but he was gone.
I worried all that day at work but by the time I was ready to leave to go home, the urgency had left me. I apologized that evening when Jeff returned from work and he seemed to accept it but he was never the same after that. Yes, I believe that's when things began to change. As I remember it now, it was almost three more months before I finished that job, and after that, things just never seemed to get back to where they were. That was about a year ago, give or take a month. Yes, that's when it all changed.
Harris Falkner was a law student and a summer intern at the firm when I first noticed him. He was no more than twenty-one or twenty-two and he was just trying to get his foot in the door by working for several of the partners as a clerk. He was eager and quick to learn and I was fascinated by him. He introduced himself one afternoon and asked if I could help him in a translation. I told him that I could find some time later that afternoon and for him to get his things together so we could do what he needed quickly. He did so and I was able to help him. He was grateful and after that, he rarely missed a day without saying something nice to me. I began to look forward to his short visits as a pleasant part of my day.
As time passed, Harris became familiar with most of the staff and he and I spent time together when we both had some free time. I found out a lot about him. He told me that his family had money but he wanted to make it on his own. He was finishing his undergrad work this year and would go on to law school next term. He was cute and I found him to be very interesting. He was over six feet tall, slim build with a handsome face and dark brown hair that was always falling over his eyes. His blue eyes were fascinating, his gaze so intense you felt you were the center of his world.
I became aware that he was flirting with me almost from the start but I found it to be very flattering. I was confused since I was at least eighteen years older than he and that difference didn't seem to bother him. I was almost old enough to be his mother but he never treated me that way. It was never platonic and it certainly didn't bother me. Our flirting become more blatant and I admit to being a party to it. I just told myself it was harmless and would lead to nothing.
That's where I was as my life with Jeff continued to deteriorate. We had not been intimate for at least three months. We seemed to be fine when the kids were present but after they went to bed, it was almost silent. We had sex a few times earlier but that just stopped since we both knew it was not making love. We hardly ever talked about anything other than necessary things and we shared no intimate moments either in bed or out.
It was no longer my job that was keeping us apart; it had become almost a habit now. We never talked about it or discussed our marriage or that it was in crisis. I did discuss it with Harris on several occasions and my lack of sex life did finally come out. Why I would discuss my marriage with someone like Harris was a mystery that I didn't really understand but that's exactly what I did. I discussed it with this boy rather than with my husband. I knew that Jeff had tried on several occasions to get me to talk about it, but I rudely dismissed his concerns as trivial. That was when I started on this path, the path leading me down this slippery slope toward betrayal.
As things with Harris continued to develop at work, my fortieth birthday was coming up in a month. Jeff mentioned it one evening when we were with the twins and I just dismissed it as of no consequence. Jeff asked me what I would like to have and if I wanted to do anything special. I thought about it and decided that I wanted nothing more than to just ignore it. I told them that and made him promise not to do anything with the kids to celebrate. He tried to discuss it but I was not in the mood and I snapped at him. He stopped talking about it and seemed angry when he said that he would not mention it again. Both Amy and Brad seemed upset as well, but I didn't pay much attention. I simply forgot about it as I had been doing lately.
It was now near my birthday and I hadn't noticed anything out of the ordinary at home so my wishes were being honored. But I didn't know how I felt about it now. That's what I wanted, wasn't it? Not to do anything? Well, at that time, it was. Now, as I talked about it to Harris, I made it seem that Jeff had just pushed me aside and decided to do nothing. How did I come to that? I didn't have a clue! I guess in my own clouded thinking, I was trying to minimize my husband and maximize my own suffering, while drawing Harris into my illusion. I think I had already begun to rationalize my feelings of abandonment and place the blame on my husband. I know that none of that was real but in my mind, it all began to build up and my resentment began to grow. I used my relationship with Harris to vent my anger and my frustrations.
Harris was a perfect foil for my resentments. He listened, he sympathized with me, he made flattering comments about my beauty and how he would never desert me as Jeff had. He never missed a chance to downgrade Jeff or build me up as a desirable woman. Even though he was much younger than me, he said he understood me and my needs. He told me that girls his age were shallow, interested only in fun. I was more mature and I understood what was real. By the end of the month before my birthday, Jeff and I had discussed the idea of meeting outside work. I mentioned my monthly mall trip and asked if he would like to meet me for a drink afterward. He agreed and we made plans.
That Saturday, I had my list and I was moving quickly through the mall since I was very familiar with all the stores. I usually enjoyed this time to myself, more so lately. Although I was shopping for all of us, I was alone and I loved browsing the store windows without having to hurry or please someone else's schedule. I was almost finished when I felt a tap on my shoulder and turned to see Harris standing behind me. I smiled as a jolt of pleasure went through me. I was happy to see him and we chatted as I moved toward my next stop. I went in, Harris right with me and I admit to being pleased that this young man was so intent on being with me. After the first store where I found all my items, the fun of sharing my choices with someone who was interested was a pleasure.
The afternoon passed quickly and when I was finished, I noticed that the time had just flown by. It was already four thirty and I had to leave to make it home in time for dinner so I reluctantly told Harris that our time for drinks would have to wait. He walked out with me and helped me carry my purchases to the car. Once there, I loaded the trunk and shut the lid. As I turned, I moved right into Harris' outstretched arms. He pulled me tight against him and he kissed me with such passion I didn't even resist. We kissed for several minutes right there in the parking lot of the mall. As his young body pressed against mine, I felt his arousal as it pressed against my stomach. I enjoyed the feeling and wondered what it would look like, so young and eager. I finally pushed him back and looked at him in surprise.
Harris took both of my hands in his and looked back at me. "Stay with me, Sam. I'll get us a room so you can stay. I want to make love with you so badly. Please, Sam, stay."
I was shocked at his suggestion but the idea began to pull at me. I found myself wanting to do this, to be with him and to stay with him. But I knew that Jeff and the twins were expecting me home and if I stayed, they would worry and would be calling me to find out where I was. I had no reason to stay away. I had no excuse that would satisfy my husband. And I had to be sure he couldn't find out if I did stay. No, I couldn't do this now. But when?
"Please, Harris, let me think. I can't do this today or anytime soon without plans. I'm married and it's not so simple for me. I have people who are expecting me. Let me go now. I'll talk to you at work next week. Just let it be for now. But I will think about it, Harris. I will. I think I want this too."

Without waiting for his reply, I hurried to the driver's side door and slid in, shutting the door behind me. I started the engine and backed out quickly, almost without looking. Fortunately, I was clear and I pulled out and drove away, not looking back. I drove home with my packages and by the time I pulled into my driveway, my mind had calmed down and I was able to spend the remaining weekend with my family without any suspicion. Actually, if I had even noticed, I would have found Jeff not even paying attention to me. We had fallen apart so far and I never saw it.
During the next few weeks, I talked with Harris and convinced him that I was still considering his suggestion. We maintained our usual routine and went to lunch on several occasions. We kissed several times, each time more intense than the one before and my need to be with him increased. During our kisses, there was more and more body contact and each time I could clearly feel his arousal. He even felt my breasts on some occasions and he usually had my ass in his hands. I took him in my hands as he gasped with desire, but we went no further than contact through our clothes. At the end of that month, I found myself becoming wet just at the sight of him.
I finally came up with the idea of meeting him for the afternoon on the Saturday I was scheduled for my monthly shopping trip. The idea of purchasing most of the items in advance, a few at a time, came from Harris. He just suggested I get the list started early and buy the items as they suggested them. That way, my trip would be no different to those at home and I would have more time to be with Harris. I agreed to do that and over the next two weeks, bought almost all of the list before that Saturday. Harris told me that he had reserved a room in a motel a block away from the mall and that we would meet, do what few things remained and then drive to the motel in separate cars. I agreed and our plans were set.
My reverie was stopped by my arrival at the mall. I once again asked myself if this was what I wanted to do. I had no hesitation as I told myself, yes! I drove into the mall parking lot and drove around to the section outside the Macy's store. I saw Harris' bright red Mazda convertible and pulled in beside him. He waved and walked around his car to slide into the seat beside me. He leaned over and pulled me tight against him as he kissed me hard. I returned his kiss and I opened my lips to allow his tongue to enter me. As his tongue moved in and out of my mouth in rapid motions, I reached down to feel him already aroused. I stroked him gently, being careful not to do too much here in the car in public. We broke apart and walked together into the mall.
I did my shopping in record time, Harris right beside me all the time. When I checked the last item off my list, he leaned down and kissed me. "OK, you know where to go. I'm so horny I can't wait any longer. I'll see you there." With that, he spun around and almost ran out of the store. Laughing, I paid the bill for my purchase and walked to my car. I placed the bags in the trunk and then started the car.
I sat there for a few minutes, just talking to myself one last time. Did I or did I not want to do this. That argument was very short and before I had a chance to question my decision, I drove to the Hargrove Motel and around the back to the last row of doors. Room 158, that was the number Harris whispered to me before he ran out. I parked in front of that room, reached behind me to grab the small bag I had packed and placed in the car and went up to the door and knocked. Harris answered almost before I knocked twice. He pulled me in, laughing. I went, one quick, guilty look around to be certain and then the door closed.
Once inside, Harris grabbed me and for the next few minutes, was all hands and mouth. It was like High School, all over again. I had only a second to ask myself what I was doing here before his fingers entered me and all reluctance was gone. I helped him get rid of my carefully chosen black lacy bra and my matching panties and then he had me on the bed and was forcing his legs between mine. He was fingering me at the same time he was sucking on my nipples and I was so hot I couldn't decide what I wanted. He decided for me and before I could say or do anything, I felt the head of his cock spread my opening and then he was inside me.
Fortunately I was wet already or he would have hurt me in his haste. I lay back and experienced only the second cock of my life. I was a virgin when Jeff took me the first time and that time was not very good. After that, I learned how to enjoy it and Jeff was a wonderful lover, always patient and caring, bringing me to orgasm every time. Harris had neither of those qualities and I noticed that immediately. The second thing I noticed was that he felt no different than Jeff inside me. I guess most men were the same size and their equipment was mostly the same.
Harris was plunging into me with hard strokes. I raised my hips, trying to encourage him to slow down and allow me to enjoy it but he didn't seem to understand what I was trying to tell him. I raised my knees and he moved deeper inside but his strokes were so hard and fast, he couldn't last very long. Almost before I had time to enjoy what he was doing, I felt his pace suddenly increase, then he moaned and came. I felt his semen flood my insides before I was aware that he hadn't used a condom.
Harris stayed inside me for a few minutes as he slowly softened and then he pulled out and rolled over on his back. Once he caught his breath, he said, "Holy Jesus! That was outstanding! God, I've never cum so hard in my life!"
I lay there, hot, wet and horny and this kid was done? Not so fast! I raised myself up on my elbows and looked down at his sweaty face. "You may be done, Junior, but I'm hanging here with a load of your sperm inside me and nothing else. Where the hell are the condoms I told you to bring? And you left me hanging and I expect you to fix that and fix it very quickly. Like right now!"
With that, I pulled him over and took one hand and forced it between my legs. "If you can't get it up yet, then finger me till I cum. Hurry up, I need to cum so I can get myself cleaned up. Then we can do it with the condoms and you can take a little more time for me this time."
Harris took the hint and fingered me with enough energy to make me climax. I had to help him find my clit and then he seemed to know what to do. I let the climax run its course then I went into the bathroom and thoroughly cleaned myself out making sure all of the fluid was either so far up it would stay or far enough down that I could get it out with my small douche kit, part of my emergency bag. I was taking no chance that any evidence of Harris could leak out and betray me. No way was my husband ever going to find out about this.
By the time I came back out of the bathroom, Harris was laying back, his hands behind his head and his cock standing almost straight up, already dressed in a pink condom. "I'm ready to go again, so come over here and this time you can do the honors."
I smiled at the sight and sighed. This could be a lot of fun. His youth had one big advantage over my husband; he could be ready in no time. I climbed onto the bed, threw one leg over his prone form and then squatted directly over his hard cock. I took it in one hand, positioned it between my lips, now lubricated with a little K-Y, and dropped down, taking him completely inside me in one stroke. I slowly rose and then dropped again, over and over, slowly increasing my pace as I felt the lovely feeling come creeping slowly over my body. This I loved; controlling the pace and making sure I was satisfied.
Harris took my breasts in his hands and twisted the nipples as I moved on him. The feeling was so intense, I felt a climax roaring up on me. I came so hard that I almost stopped fucking him but I continued and had two more climaxes before he gripped my hips and held me tight on his cock. He ejaculated inside the condom but I could feel his cock twitch with each spurt. I fell forward onto his chest and we slowly came down together.
We spent the next four hours together in that room, fucking in every conceivable position. Harris was able to get hard even after cuming. Sometimes he didn't even get soft between times. I was like a woman possessed and had to do everything I could imagine. I even had him try to enter my ass but it hurt so much, I made him quit. I was ready to quit but Harris begged me to do him once more, using my mouth. I have to be honest; I hated doing that but he had already brought me to one crashing climax with his mouth on my clit so I felt I had to return the favor. It was not fun, but he came quickly and then I was done. I went into the bathroom, spit his fluid out and brushed my teeth, rinsing with mouthwash.
As I washed up, putting my lipstick and makeup back in place, I noticed that it was already past six o'clock. I almost panicked then, my usual time for coming home was four or four thirty at the latest. I hadn't noticed the time passing. I reached for my phone, then decided that it was too late to call. I hurried out of the bathroom, now fully dressed and ready to go home. I would have to make up some story that would satisfy Jeff.
As I walked into the room, Harris was dressed as well. He smiled at me. "This afternoon had been the best day of my life. You are fantastic and I hope we can do this again very soon."
I had asked myself the same question as I put my lipstick back on. Should I do this again? I examined my feelings and I felt a small seed of guilt that was trying to find its way out. I decided I needed time to answer his question. "I don't know, Harris. This was great and I enjoyed the time with you, but I'm married and I don't know how I feel about cheating on my husband."
Harris tried to convince me that it was just sex and didn't have anything to do with my marriage but I wasn't sure. We parted and I promised to talk to him next week. He watched me pull out and when I looked back, he was standing beside his car and he waved. I drove home, my thoughts on the afternoon and the experiences I had.
I knew that I didn't love Harris and never could. I did love Jeff but we were having problems and that was something I had to work on. I did enjoy my afternoon with Harris but I thought that there was little difference in the sex with Harris and Jeff. Jeff and I made love, or at least we had before the recent problems. Harris had more stamina but Jeff had more finesse. The only reason I enjoyed this afternoon was that sex with Harris was illicit and there was a small kernel of excitement about that. But my last thought as I pulled into the driveway was, 'was it really worth the chance of damaging my marriage?'



I walked into the house, my mind still with Harris and the time we spent together. I was so involved with my thoughts I didn't see the empty boxes in the garage, the mess in the kitchen, or the stacks of dishes in the sink. As I walked through the kitchen and down the hallway, I didn't notice the extra chairs in the living room or the banner stretched across the family room over the fireplace. My mind elsewhere, I walked upstairs to the bedroom to change my clothes and get rid of the tight jeans and the see-through blouse before Jeff could see it.
I was humming to myself, the pleasure of my afternoon with Harris still coursing through my blood, the heat of the time we spent together making my face burn. I also could feel the soreness between my legs and I knew that I would feel worse tomorrow. I thought then that it was a good thing Jeff and I hadn't been intimate for some time. He wouldn't be likely to notice anything amiss. I walked into the bedroom and almost ran into Jeff standing just inside the doorway. I stopped in confusion as I took in his presence.
"Jeff! You scared me! What are you doing standing there?" I was beginning to panic, my top was half off and I suddenly realized that the blouse and my tight jeans were visible to Jeff if he looked. I quickly pulled my top down again as I tried to push past him. It was not to be as he blocked my path and then asked me a question that I wasn't expecting.
"Where were you? Where have you been and who were you with?" Jeff's voice was harsh and cruel and it took my breath away. I stopped, stepped back and stared into his eyes. They were cold and hard. That was the first thought that came into my head. Jeff's eyes were so different, more different than I had ever seen them. He had light gray eyes that normally sparkled when he looked at me, but now they seemed darker, less alive, more steel gray than before. Why were his eyes so different?
As his words penetrated, I gasped and thought to myself that he knew! But he couldn't know! I had been so careful, so sure of myself. I had never mentioned Harris in my conversations, never mentioned our lunches, or our time together at work. No! He couldn't have any idea of where I had been that afternoon. He was just upset at how late I was. That was all it was. I had to go on the attack! I had to distract him!
"What are you talking about, Jeff? I was at the mall all afternoon. The packages are in the car and I need you or Brad to go get them. They're in the trunk. And I was by myself, just like always. I'm sorry I'm so late but I had some trouble finding everything and then I decided to get a bite to eat before coming home. That's all."
Jeff didn't say anything but he grabbed me by the hand and dragged me from the room, down the steps and into the kitchen. I tried to resist but he didn't even pause. He wasn't very gentle about it but I was almost afraid to say anything to him. I stumbled after him, my heart beginning to pound in my chest and I was having trouble breathing naturally. I was beginning to feel a deep dread in the pit of my stomach.
Jeff stopped in the middle of the kitchen and pointed. "Look! What do you see? What do you see, Sam?"
I looked and now saw the dishes and the boxes and the printing on the sides of some of the boxes indicating 'Prentice Catering'. There were containers full of food and deserts, some nested inside other, the food spoiled. I looked around and now began to see all of those things I missed when I came home, my mind then still in the motel room with Harris.
"What. . . .? What did you do, Jeff? And where did all of this come from? Who was here? Do you. . . . . "
I looked around and could see the chairs and the banner from where I stood in the kitchen. Now I knew what happened: there was a party for me and while everyone was here, I was with him, in bed! How could I explain? What could I say? And why did Jeff and the twins do this after I told them not to? Of course they would still try to celebrate my birthday! They would do this for me! After all, they loved me! Oh, God! Oh, God, what have I done? What have I done?
Then the tears started, the pain of my betrayal slamming into me so very hard. "Jeff, I'm sorry. I didn't know so I didn't come home on time. It was just a mistake and I'm so sorry, but I didn't know you were going to have a party. You should have told me and I would have been home. I'll let everyone know it was my fault."
Jeff was not moving. He continued to stare at me and his eyes remained cold. I was beginning to feel that sense of dread grow. I had to get past this and make it up to Jeff and get his attention off of me. I felt exposed and unsure of myself. I had to get upstairs and change so that I could work on Jeff and make him forget this.
"Jeff, let me get changed and then you can tell me who was here so I can. . . . . ."
Jeff interrupted me with his next comment. "Who were you with! I asked you before and you didn't answer me. Who were you with today?"
"I was by myself! I told you that! Why are you asking me this?" I decided that I had to attack him to offset my confusion. Why would he ask me that?
Instead of being distracted, Jeff snarled, "Who were you with this afternoon for five hours in room 158 at the Hargrove Motel! Who were you fucking in that room today? Whose cock were you sucking in that room today? Answer me that, Samantha! Answer me that!"
Oh, God! He knew! He knew everything! Oh, my God, my God! I had no answer! I couldn't get my mind to function. All I could hear were those damning words from my husband's mouth. I was choking, my throat was closing up and my eyes were burning, the fear so intense I almost collapsed.
Jeff was furious and I had no idea what to do. What could I say? What could I do? I had to do something! I had to do something! But before I could say or do anything, Jeff walked toward me, reached down to grab my top by the bottom-edge and ripped it up and over my head, exposing my see-through blouse. The worst part of it was that now I was without my black lacy bra! He pulled it so hard, my arms went up without my intention and he tore the top off. He tossed it aside and stood, arms on his hips and disgust on his face, looking at my naked breasts exposed by the blouse.
I tried to cover myself but Jeff would have none of it. He grabbed my hands and pulled them apart. Then in a shocking move, he ripped the blouse open, exposing the bite marks and the swollen nipples that were still sensitive and bruised where Harris had bitten and pinched them. The tingle that I had earlier, the pleasure I felt when Harris was using me, was gone and now I felt only the pain.
My humiliation complete, I sobbed and pushed past Jeff and ran back upstairs and into the bathroom but he followed me and held the door open when I tried to close it. I was crying and screaming at him to get out, but he refused to move. I went in anyway, and took off my tight jeans. I had washed myself out before coming home but my labia was swollen and red. There were bite marks on my thighs that I hadn't noticed and my panties were missing. I had forgotten that in my haste to get out of those damned jeans I had given my bra and panties to Harris as a reminder of our time together!
I realized as I stood there, naked and exposed to my husband, the marks of my betrayal clear to him, that Jeff knew everything. I thought I had covered myself so well, and that this afternoon would be my secret and my salvation. Now I knew better and I was so ashamed. Now that it was over, and I had been caught, the fear of what could happen came to my mind. Up till now, I had considered only my pleasure, my illicit intentions and what I would gain by it, but never once had I considered the consequences of exposure. Never once had I considered what I could lose. The consequences of my actions that afternoon never entered my mind.
I reached for my robe, the one I kept behind the door for after showers and put it on. I pulled it tight to cover my body, trying to block the evidence of my betrayal from Jeff. Even that wasn't enough so I wrapped my arms tightly around my chest and held myself. I couldn't look at Jeff, unable to meet the eyes that I had seen downstairs. I couldn't stand to see that pain, that lost look. And I didn't want him to look at me. I was suddenly ashamed of my nakedness and I was ashamed for my husband to see me. I wanted only to cover myself and hide myself from his knowing eyes. I wanted that, but it wasn't to be.
"Get yourself downstairs, right now. We have things to talk about and we have to do it now. Amy and Brad are with your mother for the night. She took them when she left. They were here, along with my parents, for the party."
"Jeff, what. . . . . .?" Jeff just ignored me and went out the door and down the stairs, leaving me standing there. I didn't know what to do but I didn't want to have the conversation I knew was coming. I thought that if I didn't go down, it couldn't start. But like my foolish decision about what I did today, I knew this was also a foolish thought. I walked slowly down the stairs, holding onto the railing to prevent myself from falling. My legs were wobbly and I felt faint.
I walked slowly into the kitchen, pushed aside a stack of boxes, not caring where they fell, and sat down at the table. Jeff was already sitting, staring at the tabletop. As I looked at him, I felt some relief that I couldn't see his eyes now, but I did see a tear roll down his cheek. That took my breath away! How could one little tear do that? But it did and it told me more by itself than a thousand words could say. I knew then my selfish actions had hurt Jeff so very bad and suddenly I saw the result of my actions clearly. My feeling of dread was now in full force!
"What do the children know? Jeff, what do they know? Please tell me." I was hoping against hope that they knew nothing.
"They know, Sam. I'm sorry but they know." Jeff still wouldn't look at me, but his words were like a slap to the face.
"Why would you tell them, Jeff? Why would you hurt them before talking to me? Why would you do that?" I was angry; angry at Jeff for telling them and angry at myself for making it possible to hurt them.
"I didn't tell them, Sam! They overheard your sister tell me. It was an accident really, just a stupid accident. Patty just stumbled into it. It was her job to follow you today to make sure you didn't come home too early when we were still setting up, and then to let us know when you started for home so we get ready to spring up and yell 'surprise' when you walked through the door. She was just protecting our surprise for you."
Jeff sat up straight, his eyes drilling into mine. I noticed without thinking how red his eyes were now. I asked myself why they would be red. I answered my own question: crying, of course. How stupid of me.
"Patty followed you and then when she saw you with some man, she got interested. She followed the two of you out to your car and watched you kiss him. She said the way you were kissing told her that something was wrong. She ran to her car and got it in time to follow your car to the Hargrove Motel a couple of blocks away. She watched you and that man go into room 158 and then waited for ten minutes. When you didn't come back out, she walked up to the room and was able to peek into the window where the drapes didn't come completely together. She saw enough."
Jeff was now without emotion. He continued, his voice becoming more and more cold and remote as he relayed the information my sister had given him.
"She drove home to let me know what she saw. She was sobbing and almost hysterical but she wasn't going to tell me. I made her sit down and take a breath and then tell me what was bothering her. She didn't want to, knowing it was going to hurt me, but with everyone here and waiting to surprise you, she had little choice. As she was telling me what she saw, I looked around and saw Amy and Brad standing there. They heard it all."
"Oh, God, Jeff. What did they do? What did they say? Oh, God, what have I done?"
"They were crushed when they heard Patty tell me what you were doing. Amy broke down and cried and Brad just stood there, cursing. I didn't even try to stop him. I let them alone until they were done, and once they had let it out, I tried to talk to them and calm them down. It took some time, and then I had Patty talk to your mom and dad to let them know what happened. That had to be done so that they could handle Amy and Brad tonight."
I listened in absolute horror. How had it all come apart so quickly and so completely? One afternoon, just a simple decision to do something I had never before considered and this was the result. My family broken, my parents and my children aware of it all and my husband. . . . . Was there any hope for me? Could I put my family back together after this? I stopped my stupid crying and tried to pull myself together. I had to try, to do whatever I could to make this right.
"Jeff, what now? Can you ever find it in your heart to forgive me? I swear to you that this was the first and only time I've ever done anything like this, and I can promise you it will never happen again. Never!"
I stood and walked around the table to stand next to Jeff. I put my hand on his shoulder, to comfort him but he angrily pushed me away. I stood back, my shock at his anger bringing a new batch of tears as I waited for his answer.
"I don't think there's any way that can happen now, Sam. You see, I made a mistake today as well. When Patty told me what you were doing, I had to see for myself. I didn't believe you would do something like that to us. I just couldn't believe it. So, I went to the motel myself while the party was breaking up. I parked my car and walked up to room 158 and looked for the break in the curtains that Patty told me about. I found it and I looked."
"Oh, God, no! You didn't see me! Jeff, please tell me you didn't see me and what I did! Jeff, please tell me you didn't see anything! Jeff, please?"
"I can't, Sam, I can't. I saw you on that bed, him behind you with both of his hands on your tits as he slammed into you over and over. And the look on your face was enough to make me sick! You were consumed with lust and your face was twisted in a way I never saw before. Oh yes, Sam, I saw you. And it broke my heart."
Jeff was crying openly now. Tears were coursing down his cheeks and dripping onto the tabletop. I saw them and I knew. It was too late!
He got up, walked upstairs and came back down carrying two suitcases. He had packed earlier and was ready.
"I'm leaving now, Sam. I'll file the papers first thing Monday morning. We can split everything evenly, including custody of the kids. Since this is a no-fault state, there should be no problem. Brad and Amy already know my intentions and they have accepted it. They're old enough to get by.
"I don't know what you'll tell them, but I trust you with that, at least. I didn't say much more than I couldn't accept what you've done and that I need to file for this divorce. We discussed it; they wanted to see if I couldn't get past this, but I told them there was no way that could ever happen. Finally they accepted it and said they would stay here with you. They're good kids and they won't hold it against you for long. They're young and they'll forgive and forget. They will, but I can't. I'm sorry, I just can't."
"Jeff, please, don't do this. I love you with all my heart and I'm sorry! I swear I'll do anything you ask to make this up to you. Please don't leave me like this. We have to talk, to see how we can get past this and go on. We have two wonderful children and they need both of us. Jeff, please give me another chance."
I was sobbing and choking the words out but I had to try. I had to make one last effort, even if it was too little, too late. I had to try. But when he looked at me, and I saw the pain in his face and the lack of hope, I knew his answer.
"I'm sorry, Sam, but I can't do it. I can't!" With that, he turned and stumbled out the door and out of my life.
The divorce went through just like Jeff said. No fault means just that to the courts. They don't ask for counseling, although I begged Jeff's lawyer for him to join me in therapy. They don't ask for conversations and compromises, although I begged Jeff's lawyer for those as well. I refused to sign until Jeff would let me talk to him but his lawyer said that the divorce would continue anyway, with or without my signature. When I wanted to talk about visitation, again his lawyer said that would be decided by the court if I objected to sharing custody. He said joint custody is common and unless there is reason to abridge that, joint means joint and that's that. As to a conversation, Jeff refused to discuss my brief affair with Harris and said that nothing I said would change anything. He said that what I did was what caused him to divorce me. The why of it was not important to him. I had no answer for that.
I never spoke to Harris again. When he heard about my divorce, he left the firm and I never heard from him again. Of course, that was fine with me since I no longer felt anything for him. I tried to talk with Jeff but that was quickly shut down. He wanted nothing to do with me. My kids were a problem for a while but they soon forgave me just as Jeff said. Brad was worse than Amy but he eventually got past it although we aren't as close as we used to be. I hope that will change with time. They are my only contact with Jeff now. He won't even talk to me when he comes to pick them up.
That day, the day Jeff walked out, was my fortieth birthday. That was five years ago and I still remember it. I remember everything from the minute I walked into my house that day like it was yesterday. But the hours before that are different. It's strange that I can't remember that afternoon with Harris. When I try to think about that afternoon, I get sick to my stomach and that's followed by a splitting headache that lasts for hours. Strange, isn't it? The most important day of my life and I can't even remember that part of it. That's just one of the consequences of trying to remember something so terrible it ruined your life. Unfortunately there were so many more.
Consequences are a bitch!



        The Mechanic

        Heather likes to party too much.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-mechanic-5

Title: The Mechanic

Author: thecelt

Category: Non-Erotic

Description: Heather likes to party too much.

Tags: cheating, wife

Series: The Mechanic


A story about a woman who wants more than she has and finally makes a mistake that convinces her husband that what he thought was the truth, is all a lie.
Edited by Lady Cibelle. From her comments, this story took a major turn for the better.
I sat in the cab of the flatbed truck I was driving, looking through the window at the small trailer a few hundred feet away. I had been sitting here for almost twenty minutes without an intelligent thought in my head: just memories. It looked the same: the mailbox in front with the name Prentice; the driveway empty now with my car gone and, if she still lived there, Heather would be at work. I wondered if I stayed long enough whose car or truck I would see pulling in at the end of the workday. Wouldn't be Drake's; he wouldn't lower himself enough to come down here to this part of town. More likely Heather would go to him anyway.
As a small flash of anger erupted, I almost left. Instead, I tapped my fingers on the steering wheel and wondered what I should do next. For the hundredth time I asked myself why I took this delivery, the one that brought me back here to the place I left over two years ago. I left in anger and humiliation, swearing never to return, yet here I was. It was a stupid thing to do and I almost started the truck up to drive away, but just then, toward the back of the lot I saw a swing set and a sandbox, filled with bright colored toys. That was almost more than I could take and the tears caused the light to flash with coruscating colors, almost blinding me. I guess Polly would be almost four now: my daughter that I hadn't seen for far too long.
I remembered the last time I had been here at the trailer I once called my home. It was two years ago on July 3, the day before the day of celebration and partying and hell raising. I was one who used to do a lot of that, but by then, I had changed. That life was over for me, but I guess it wasn't for my wife, Heather. I tried to push that memory back, but sitting here at the site of my downfall, it forced its way back to the front of my mind. It still hurt. I still remembered the argument about the party and my refusal to attend. That was the beginning and end of my life as it was then. I hadn't been back since that day.
My name is Jesse Prentice and my wife of three years is Heather Prentice. We lived here in this small trailer, working to save all we could for our first house. We were going to buy a home as soon as we were able. We had the neighborhood picked out: it was called Cayman Estates and promised 'all the comforts of the islands'. It even had a small artificial lake! We were taken in by the glitz and the advertisements but then we were young and silly and in love. So, we watched the listings and the advertisements to see when a house was listed for sale. When one was listed, we went to see it with a realtor just to dream and make plans and dream some more.
Heather was a licensed RN but wanted to work fewer hours than she would as a nurse, so she worked as a receptionist for a construction company in town. I was a licensed mechanic and I worked for the Ford dealership as a master mechanic. At twenty four, I was one of the youngest men there but I was the only master mechanic, fully trained by Ford on all of their cars and trucks as well as Jaguar cars and some other foreign ones. I could do almost anything needed and as a result, had a great job with a decent salary. Together, Heather and I were able to put a nice chuck of change back each payday.
When I was younger, I did raise a lot of hell but when I met Heather MacArthur, I was beginning to calm down. Heather was very popular and was one of the prettiest girls in school. She was a cheerleader, a majorette in the band and dated only the biggest jocks and the captain of the football team. She was well known and sought after by a lot of young men when she graduated. At eighteen, she was no longer jail bait and she had her pick of a lot of older men who wanted a good looking girl to hang on their arms in public. I would see her around some times on the arm of some good-looking man. I certainly wasn't one of those.
I finally met Heather by accident when she came in with her father to buy a car. Her dad was Walther MacArthur, a very wealthy man and well known around town. Apparently he had promised her a car for a birthday present and they were here to pick one out. I was on my break, talking to Harry Sykes, one of the salesmen when they came in. Both Harry and I spotted Heather at the same time and we both said the same thing; "Sweet Jesus, look at her!" Not very original but heartfelt just the same. Harry went out to offer his services as I watched from his office. She was just gorgeous! At least that's what I thought when I looked at her.
She was wearing shorts with a loose T-shirt and tennis shoes. Her dad was in a suit and tie but no one cared much about him. Harry was too good a salesman to let the girl distract him and began his sales pitch to the dad. They went over to look at a cute Ford Focus, red in color with a lot of options. The girl looked it over, turned to check out the rest of the display models and, of course, gravitated to the Ford Mustang convertible. She walked over to it and I watched as she leaned over the door to look inside. I decided that I was not going to miss this chance and walked over to stand beside the car. When she looked up, I smiled and asked if I could answer any questions. She took me for a salesman and just nodded toward her dad.
"Pop wants to buy me one of those little sedans but I really dig this one. How much more is it than the one he's looking at?"
"About the same since that one is loaded with options. This beauty is pretty well stripped-down to make the price lower. But, it's got a lot more power, it's a rag top, and it's a whole lot better looking. Just tell dad that the price is the same and see what he says."
"But what's it missing? You say stripped-down: what does that mean?"
"No power seats, no satellite radio, no power mirrors, no leather, and no extras of any kind; that sort of thing. It's got all you need though: radio, air, power steering, windows and locks."
I saw her thinking and watched as she considered it. She looked back at the Mustang, then at me and finally walked over to her dad. She said something, pointed at the Mustang and smiled. So did he, then they both went back to looking at the Focus. I smiled to myself. The girl had common sense and that impressed me. I saw dad and Harry walk toward his office and I moved aside to let them pass. The girl walked over toward me and said,
"The Focus will be a lot better for me. And I like the extras. The rag top is cute but not as practical."
I agreed, we chatted and I finally introduced myself and told her I worked in the repair shop. She told me her name and after a few more words, I asked her out. To my surprise, she accepted. That was the beginning of the best summer of my life.
Heather and I dated all that summer and into the fall. After graduation from High School, she had decided not to go to college but to attend the Tech Center instead for a degree in nursing. She and her parents argued about it but she won and got her license. But after checking into jobs at the hospital and the clinics, she decided to take a job at the construction company because she would have fewer hours and make more money. That was where she was working when I first met her.
After working for almost six months, she took her car and clothes and moved into a small apartment with another girl. I talked with her dad just before she moved and he said they were disappointed but that Heather wanted to be on her own without help from her parents. She said they had given her so much and she wanted them to begin to spend money on themselves instead. I thought it was a beautiful sentiment and so did her dad. But, he was sad to see her go.
While Heather and I dated, we weren't exclusive by any means. I would have considered it but not her. She was having too much fun. She and I had never had sex, although we did some heavy petting. She said she wasn't ready and wanted to stay a virgin until she felt she was ready to commit to someone. I wanted that someone to be me but I didn't tell her that then. I asked her about her other dates but she assured me I had been further than anyone else. That pleased me even though I wasn't sure I totally believed her, but Heather told me a lot of things that I found hard to believe. At the time, it made no difference, since it was her choice and if it wasn't me, then so be it.
Things changed about a year and a half later. Heather and I had been dating for all that time and she seemed to be dating other guys less and less as time went on. I was moving toward asking her to marry me, but before I did, I made an offer on a double wide trailer in a nice trailer park just outside of town. It had paved roads, mailboxes, lots of trees and this particular trailer had a small porch with a white railing and an awning for the roof. It was vacant and I wanted it in the worst way. I held my breath until the offer was accepted and then it was mine!
I spent that next Saturday moving all my stuff into the trailer with the help of a couple of the mechanics I worked with. We did the entire job in less than five hours and I was now the proud occupant of 136 Calvin Lane, Whirlwinds Trailer Park. I hadn't told Heather anything about it since this was the final piece in my plan to ask her to be my wife.
That evening, I drove over to Heather's apartment, intending to ask her to marry me. As I pulled in, I saw her getting out of a car with Drake Cunningham, one of the guys she worked with at the construction site. He was a big wheel and I knew he was the son of the guy who owned the place. I stayed in my car and just watched as they walked over toward the door to her place. She had taken me up once to see it, but she never allowed me to come up after a date. She said the place was not all hers and her roommate would be mad if she brought guys up there.
She stopped at the doorway, took her keys out of her purse and then said something to Drake. He shook his head and said something back. She shook hers again and started to turn away. Drake grabbed her shoulders and pulled her against him. I almost jumped out of my car to defend her when it occurred to me to wait and see what she would do. She said something and when he put his arms around her and lowered his face to hers, she kissed him back with her arms wrapped around his neck. It was not an innocent goodnight kiss! I watched as the kiss continued and saw his hand drop down to caress her ass. She did nothing to stop him and as I watched, she turned in his arms, took the key and put it in the door.
At that point, all I wanted to do was hurt someone; hurt them like I was hurting. I was going to ask this girl to marry me and here she was making out with this bastard, just like I thought she did only with me. I was halfway to the door where they were standing when she looked over to see me coming. She pushed Drake away and started to say something to me but she never got that far. I pulled Drake away from her and before he knew what was happening, I hit him in the mouth. He staggered back, his hand holding his torn lip where blood was beginning to drip.
Heather screamed at me to stop, moved toward Drake to comfort him. She knelt down there in the gravel of the parking lot and cradled his head in her lap. I stood there, my blood boiling and my eyes fixed on her as she bent to caress his bleeding lip. That was all I could stand. I reached in my pocket and threw the ring box at her. I was so angry and hurt that it made no difference to me that now I didn't want to give the ring to her. I just needed something to throw at her.
As the box bounced off her shoulder and fell to the ground beside her, I spat out "to think that I almost made the worst mistake of my life! I hope you get what you want Heather, but that's clearly not me."
I was almost in tears as I turned and ran back to my car. I jammed my foot down on the gas and tore out of that lot. I drove back to my trailer and went in and sat there in the dark, my mind a whirlwind of confusion, anger and hurt. I sat there all night, trying to make sense of my life. How could I have been so wrong about someone? I thought she loved me like I loved her, but what I saw was not a woman in love unless it was with the dickhead she was with at the time. No way could she love me and still do that. No way!
It was almost light when I finally got up, walked back to my bedroom and fell across the bed fully dressed. I fell asleep almost immediately and I was so tired that I didn't even dream. I slept until almost noon before I woke again. I glanced at the alarm clock and just shrugged my shoulders. It was Sunday and I had nothing to do now that Heather was gone. I decided to get up, shower, change and maybe take in a movie. I shoved myself up, stripped naked and walked into the shower. It was small but big enough for a big man or two or three small kids. Right now, it was hot and that's all I cared about.
I stood there letting the water run down over my head and shoulders and almost cried with relief. I hadn't realized how tight my shoulders were and my neck was still tense. I felt the water begin to work its magic and I leaned against the wall letting it. I was so tired I hardly recognized the small draft of air as she came into the shower with me. I stiffened, tried to turn to confront her but the size of the shower kept me almost confined since she had her arms wrapped around my waist and her body pressed against my back.
I finally succeeded and pushed her back and away from me. I tuned off the water and screamed at her, "What are you doing? I saw you with Drake and it's clear to me you were about to let him follow you upstairs. I saw you, Heather! He had his hands all over you and you didn't even try to stop him. I was there! I saw it all!"
She stood there, defiant, with a small smile. "No you didn't. What you saw was me telling Drake that it was never going to happen between him and me. He was angry and was trying to force me to let him make love to me but I wouldn't let him. I turned to open the door so that I could slip in and put it between us but that's when you came over and grabbed him."
"That's bull, Heather! I don't believe you! That sure wasn't what it looked like to me. He had his hands on your ass and you let him. You put your arms around his neck and held on to him when he kissed you. You're lying, but I don't know why. All you had to do was tell me you wanted him and I would have backed away. It would have hurt but I would have done it for you."
"You're wrong, Jesse, and I want you to understand that. You're the only man I want and the one I want to make me a woman. If I can't convince you any other way, then I want you to take me now. Take me and make me yours. Do it now, Jesse, if that's the only way. I can't lose you now."
I hesitated, torn with the desire to take her as she offered, but knowing how much she always told me it meant to her to be a virgin for her husband. But what did I see that afternoon? I found it hard to believe what she was telling me but then I didn't know for sure. I never knew for sure about the things Heather told me. Had I stopped whatever might have happened by my actions? But then where had she been all night and this morning? With him? The question in my mind was whether I could trust her or believe her. That was the big question and one I had to decide right away. I looked down at her face, turned up to mine in pleading.
This was a moment that would define my life. If I chose to believe her, I opened myself up to the chance that she was lying and it would come back to bite me in the future. If I pushed her away, all my plans and dreams would change and the future would be one I had never considered. I decided to take a chance and believe her!
I told her that and I thanked her for her offer but that I couldn't do it, not knowing what it meant to her. She smiled at me, reached down to caress me and drive me slightly crazy before releasing me with a laugh. She backed out of the shower and left me to fend for myself. I listened carefully and heard the door close as she left. I relieved my frustration and dressed. I was going to ask her to marry me that evening, hoping and praying that I wasn't making a mistake. As I got ready to go out, a small nagging voice kept asking me where she spent the night. I tried to silence it and only succeeded when I got to Heather's place to pick her up. Then it was too late and I asked her for her hand in marriage. She accepted and I forgot everything but her.
We did marry and she moved into the trailer with me. We continued to work and we were doing alright for money and were able to save a lot. We wanted to buy a house but the down payment was more than we had at the time. We began to save now with a goal in sight. Heather got pregnant about a year after we were married and Polly came along nine months later. Heather worked up until a month before she delivered and then went back to work six months later with Polly in day care. We continued to save and work toward our own home.
I had been taking as much overtime as I could since we were so very close to making the down payment. Polly was two now and ready for a room of her own. I was getting excited and had let the realtor know we were close. She said she would call when the next home came available. I was very tired and I didn't have a lot of time or stamina for going out but I thought Heather understood that. We had a few arguments but she usually backed down when she considered what we were working toward. She went out a few times with her girlfriends and while I didn't like it much, I could hardly complain. She gave me no reason to doubt her and she was usually home early. That continued until the day before the big July 4th holiday.
I was really beat with working all the overtime and the extra six hours on Saturday. All I wanted now was to go home, take a long hot shower, grab a cold beer and take it out onto the deck and just flake out. I just wanted nothing and nobody except my wife and child for the rest of the weekend. Too soon it would be Monday and I would do it all over again. But, hell, it was worth it. Soon we'd have the money for the down payment on that house over on Island Drive in Cayman Island Estates. Our dream home and our first real place; not that the trailer was not a home, but after all, it was just a trailer. This was an actual house! For a mechanic with no formal education, it was a real goal. Just a few more weeks and we would have what the bank demanded for a down payment.
It was almost four when I pulled in, saw that Heather's car was already there and went inside. She was in the back, and I just hollered to let her know I was home. I heard the water running so I decided I could wait for the shower, grabbed a cold one and headed outside to my chair on the back deck. I kicked off my shirt and shoes and settled down with my feet up on the railing and my ass in the soft cushion of my glider. I let out a big sigh and took my first swig of the beer. Heaven! Pure Heaven! I had no intention of moving the rest of the day.
I was dozing as the tension left my body and I almost dropped my beer, but I snapped awake in time and took a big swig to try to stay awake. I was almost done with my beer and was considering going in for another when Heather came out. She had two beers with her and I told her how much I loved her. I took the beer and started to settle back when I noticed that Polly was not around anywhere. I had been listening to the silence and that meant no Polly. At that revelation, the fact that Heather was dressed to go out registered into my relaxed and slow-moving consciousness.



"Hey, where's the little one, and what's with the fancy duds? I told you that I was going to just try to catch a little rest and some sleep tonight. I need to wind down and let my body recover before I get back at it all over again. The money's great and we're making a real dent in that down payment but it really takes it out of me."
Heather stood there, a beer in one hand and her face beginning to cloud up like it did when she got angry at me. I had no idea what I did but I figured I had no choice but to hear her out. She opened her mouth a couple of times before she got the words out.
"I sent Polly over to mom's for the night. She'll keep her until we pick her up tomorrow afternoon. Tonight, you and me are going to a party. The company is setting up in Tohm's Park for the fireworks and the beer and hot dogs and stuff are on the company. We need to hurry to get good seats. We have seats in the amphitheater reserved just for employees and their families. You and me. So, get dressed and hurry it up."
"Bullshit, Heather! I told you I wanted to stay home tonight! That party is just a bunch of your work buddies, including Drake and his crowd. You know I hate him and that whole bunch so why would you think I'd go tonight after I told you flat out I didn't want to go?"
"Because I want to! I spend every afternoon at home with Polly and then nights with both of you. I never get to go out anymore; you never want to go out now. All you want to do is work and stay away from us. We hardly ever see you and when we do, all you want to do is sleep. We haven't even made love in over two weeks. Tonight I want to go and I'm going whether you go or not. I'd rather be with you but if you won't go, I will!"
"Fine! We'll go but not to that damned party. Not with those people! I won't go that far. We can go out to dinner, drive down by the river and watch the fireworks from the bank down on Water Street. Like we used to when we were dating."
"No! I want to be with my friends tonight! Drake may or may not be there but it's not important. I just want to sit with my friends and have some fun. Now, let's go!"
"No! If you want to go, then go! But I won't go with you; not with them! Make your choice. It's spend the evening with me or without me. It's up to you."
"Then I'm going without you! Don't wait up for me. I may just go out with them afterwards and have a few drinks and do some dancing. Something you and me don't do much anymore. You can stay here and drink your beer and sleep on the damned couch if that's what you want to do."
With that, Heather went down the steps to the path around the house. I heard the van start up and then start down the street. I let my anger keep me there as the sound of the engine faded away, leaving me alone with my beer and my anger. I was damned if I was going to go after her and more than damned if she thought I would spend any time with that rat bastard Drake and his band of sycophants. Just because he was the owner's kid and had a big job there didn't mean squat to me. Just a smartass pain in the neck who wanted to get into my wife's pants regardless of her being married. I was sure he hadn't so far but he wouldn't stop trying, that much I was positive about.
I went inside, saw that it was past five o'clock so I set my beer aside and found something to eat to fill the void in my stomach. The food didn't do much about that and it dawned on me that the void was the absence of my wife and child. I hated being away from either of them for any longer than I had to be. This evening was not going to be the relaxing time I had hoped for. I found the couch, lay down and fell asleep. It was well past eight thirty when I woke from the sound of fireworks going off all around me. I was still alone.
I went in and took the shower that I had wanted earlier. As I dried myself off, I decided that I would go on down to Towner's Bar and Grill, where I knew they would be now that the fireworks were over. It was the place everyone went to have a few beers, do some real dancing and make out if they could find a willing partner. That thought made me just a little queasy when I thought of Heather and Drake, together even on the dance floor. I felt that I had best make an appearance. I dressed in casual slacks and headed down to the place.
It was almost ten when I pulled in and headed for the front door. I saw Janie Cummings and her husband just coming out and stopped to talk to both. I liked Jake and Janie and we had shared a lot of barbecues with them.
"Hey guys. How's it going? Been awhile. We should get together and do a cookout. Seen Heather?"
Janie looked at Jake and that look made me nervous. I didn't like it at all. Something wasn't right and I needed to know what that was.

"OK, what the hell is that look about? What's going on in there? Is there something I need to know?"
Janie nodded to Jake who then took the lead. "Look Jesse. I think you need to get in there right away. Drake is making a real big play for Heather and she's in some kind of snit tonight. She's not turning him away like she usually does. We both tried to talk to her but she's not listening. Just be careful: Drake's got his boys around him and they're keeping her friends away."
"Thanks Jake. I'll do just that." They followed me back in as I walked away from them and went inside, looking around as I strode onto the dance floor. As I looked toward the right where the booths were I spotted Drank sitting next to Heather. They were sitting very close and I could see Drake's arm where it disappeared below the table. I knew where that hand was. Heather had a strange look on her face, one I had seen before. She was already showing signs of having too much to drink!
I walked toward them, stopped at the table and yelled at Heather. "What the hell are you doing, sitting with this asshole? Get your butt up and let's go home!"
I don't know what I expected but what I got was a grin from Heather just as I was grabbed from behind by two men, one on each arm. As they pulled me back, Drake got up and before I knew what he planned, his fist landed on my chin. At the blow, stars exploded in my head and my knees buckled as I slumped toward the ground. The two arms holding me up prevented me from going down. I did stagger backward and I pulled both of them with me. Heather watched this happen but did or said nothing that I could see. I do remember a small smile on her face just before I lost sight of her.
As the stars faded, my anger came to the front and I struggled to get free. As Drake came toward me again, I stopped struggling and waited. As he came into range, I let the men holding me take my weight as I raised my legs and kicked out at Drake's face. I felt my shoes hitting flesh and felt a wild surge of glee. I had kicked the son of a bitch good. That was the last I remembered as another man took Drake's place and hit me again and again in the face until the stars faded along with all the lights and sounds. I lost consciousness.
When I woke, I was sitting in the seat of my car with the engine running. I was covered with blood and my face hurt everywhere. I also had a couple of bruised ribs and my stomach felt cramped from where fists had sunk in deep. I looked toward the bar and saw at least four guys standing there watching me. There was one guy standing by the car and when I noticed him, he said only, "Get the fuck out of here and don't come back. Your wife belongs to Drake tonight and you'll get her back tomorrow. Tonight she belongs to him, not you. You come back and you'll get more of the same. Next time, we'll drive you over to the lake and let the car go off the edge of the road. Think about it."
I did and while I wanted nothing more than to go back in and take Drake on, I knew I had no chance. These five guys were watching and waiting and I had little doubt they would do what he threatened. Drake had a lot of control over their lives: he controlled their livelihood. I tried to push my door open, but the guy pushed it back closed. He reached into the car and grabbed my shirt front. "Think before you make a mistake!" I hesitated another few minutes before driving away. I had no choice at that time. I drove home, went inside and showered again, washing away the blood and the dirt. Afterwards I looked at myself in the mirror and saw a bruised and battered face that was quickly growing black and blue. I had a beautiful shiner and a cheekbone that was twice its normal size and I hurt all over. My head was killing me, but I was still alive and walking.
As I walked into the living room, I sat down and took stock of my evening. I told Heather before tonight that I would not go to any of her company parties because of Drake and his henchmen. She had always accepted that before tonight. Also, I had told her of my desire to stay home this evening because of the horrible number of hours I had been working. She had agreed with that as well. But tonight, when I expected her to honor her agreement, she changed everything. She went out without me in anger and got together with Drake Cunningham, a man she knew I detested and who I didn't trust! And the worst thing was that when I went to bring her home, she ignored me and did nothing while Drake's men dragged me outside and beat me senseless.
As I thought about what happened, my anger began to grow. I was furious and I wanted to do some damage to Drake and even to Heather. I could hurt him physically but not her. I weighed my options. First, I could get my pistol and go back and kill that son of a bitch! That would give me serious pleasure but would also get me arrested and sent away for a long, long time. No, the gun was out!
Next, I could wait until later and then go over to his place and sneak in and smack him with a ball bat while he was in bed with my soon to be ex. But I had heard through the grapevine that he had a state of the art security system around his place and that would also get me arrested. Breaking and entering was out. Anyway, I didn't want to see what I was sure I would see.
Finally, I could do nothing and wait until Heather came home, then I could divorce her. Honestly, at that point, I considered that the best option. But it had drawbacks: first I would be a cuckold and everyone in town would know it. Second, since her family had money and I didn't, a divorce would mean I could lose most of everything we had and that included custody of Polly. That was too much to lose. Anyway, I couldn't stand to stay here knowing everyone would know what happened and how I was humiliated by him and my wife. No, divorce was out, at least right now.
I was still thinking what to do when I noticed the sun was starting to come up. She had spent the night with him! No word, no calls, nothing! Had she been anyplace but with him, she would have called me! There was no question now about what she had done and who she did it with. And the worst part of it was that this entire worthless town had allowed it to happen. Not one damned person had come to my aid! Not one person had tried to help! It was clear that Drake ran this place and I was nothing but dirt to everyone else, including my wife. Now that she had made the decision, my path was clear.
Without conscious thought, the decision as to what to do came to me. I was going to pack my bags and head out of this damned town. I wasn't going to divorce Heather because that would free her up to go with that son of a bitch Drake and allow him to take custody of my little girl. No way was that going to happen. She could have him if that's what she wanted! They would have to live as sinners, not able to marry, but they would have to live with that. But so long as she was married, Polly would remain my daughter. I might not be able to see her, but I wasn't going to desert her.
I would leave all the money we had saved for the down payment to Heather to take care of my daughter. Everything we had was in joint accounts so she could use any of it. Once I had relocated, I would be sure to send half of my salary each month to Heather to take care of my daughter. While that may seem like a strange thing to do to a lot of people, I knew it was the only way to insure that she couldn't say I had deserted them and left my child without support. If she wanted to file for divorce, fine! But she would never be able to say I was a deadbeat father! If she did file, I would fight for custody based on her character and her willingness to cheat on me in public. Either way, I would continue to do my duty until Polly was old enough to leave.
An hour later, I passed the sign for the city limits and I was on my way! I was hurting, my heart was broken and my mind was in turmoil but I was not going to stay and be humiliated by my wife in front of my daughter. No! Heather had made her choice last night and it wasn't me! Now I was making mine. I was leaving her and what she did behind me. She could explain to our two-year old why her daddy was no longer there. Let her try!
To be continued
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I drove most of that day and stopped at a small out of the way motel for the night. The next morning, I continued and drove all that day, my body still aching and my head pounding. The second night, I stopped at a roadside park and slept in the car. I was aching and it was uncomfortable as all hell but I saved a few bucks that I would need soon. By the following day, I was a thousand miles away from the scene of my humiliation and when I came to a fairly large town, I felt that was far enough.
I drove around until I found a free clinic and had myself checked over. I still had my insurance from work and I used it. Seems I had a mild concussion and two cracked ribs. The rest was just bruising and sore muscles and the Doctor on staff told me that fortunately, I was going to live. I sarcastically asked him why that was fortunate and he just laughed. He advised me to take some time and let my body heal. I needed to find work, so I asked him if he knew of any places where a master mechanic could find work. He gave me a name which I was able to check out a day or so later.
Based on his lead, I was lucky and landed a job with a custom car dealer named Josh Fields. I felt that my luck was changing when I found out that he bought and sold luxury cars, detailed them and put them in tip-top shape and then sold them for a nice profit. Most he got from Europe or Asia as used cars, saving a bunch of money on import taxes, and then sold them to US buyers. He made a lot of money at that business and as soon as he found I was more than just a simple mechanic, he began to use me more and more. Based on my work, he paid a decent enough salary to keep me happy. I was able to make him even more money since I knew the best way to accomplish his goals. We got on great and I soon found myself enjoying my work.
That first month, I took my check, cashed it and kept a third of it. I took the remaining cash, put it into an oversized envelope and addressed it to Heather Prentice at our old address. I drove a hundred miles in the opposite direction to mail it so there would be no way to trace it back to me. I just dropped it into a mailbox and drove away. I did that every two weeks after that and continued for the next two years, each envelope containing more money that the one before. No two envelopes came from the same place so there was no way to find me. I didn't want to be found. Other than the first one I sent, I never included anything in the envelope but cash. The first one had a slip of paper with my name on it, my reasons for leaving, and a statement saying the cash was for my daughter's care. I was very clear that the money was for Polly and whatever was left should be used for her care. I wanted it documented that I was not abandoning my obligations for my daughter. But after that first envelope, I said nothing more.
I found a nice place to live close to work that I could afford, with a small kitchen and everything I needed to be comfortable. I moved in and began my new life. I furnished it slowly with odds and ends that I found at garage sales and in advertisements and I was pleased with my purchases. I had a nice little bachelor pad that suited me just fine.
The only thing I brought with me from my past was my intention to change things. I remembered my failure to defend myself that night when everything went to hell. I knew that there were three or four guys that night, but they were just regular guys. They had no skills or training when they kicked my ass. It was just them and their fists and feet. But I wanted to be sure that the next time I was in that kind of situation, I would make anyone who tried to take me on pay a heavy price. I signed up at the local gym for martial arts training, explained my purpose and my goals to the Sensei, and I pursued it obsessively from that day forward.
In the meantime, I also took whatever courses Josh recommended to me. They were all designed to allow me to work on his cars and I soon found that there wasn't a lot of differences between them and a regular American car. Just more of the same and some minor differences that made little, if any, difference. In truth, most of the differences between European, Asian, and American cars was hype and arrogance. If it was foreign built and cost a bunch of money it had to be better; right? Wrong! The parts cost more but were actually made by the same people who put different labels on the ones with the higher prices. Since I knew that, I often made Josh even more money but using those parts. They were perfectly good and performed the same as the labeled parts.
As time passed, Josh and I became close friends and he began to trust me to make some of his deliveries. He knew I talked to the buyers, explained a lot of special features, showed them ways to get the best performance from their expensive toys, and give them the assurances they wanted. They began to ask for me and I began making the deliveries and I found that I enjoyed talking to the customers and telling them about their new machines. We all benefited and it was a good deal for Josh, the customers and me.
I met a lot of good people during my two years there. Some became friends and I began to socialize more. There were two or three nice bar and grills that I went to with my friends and there were girls at most of them that seemed to be regular patrons. One place I frequented more than the others had a group of girls that usually came in once or twice a week. Up to that point, I had stayed away from dating or socializing with the opposite sex but I was a man and I found myself craving company other than the men I usually went with.
After several times seeing them there, I finally introduced myself to one of them that caught my eye. Her name was Shawn and she was a redhead with that wonderful pale skin that tells you they are true redheads, and deep green eyes. She had legs that seemed to go forever, a waist that was so small I thought I could touch my own fingers if I put both hands around it, breasts that were truly outstanding and hips that wiggled when she walked. OK, she was one sexy woman!
I asked her to dance and she accepted. We found we had a lot in common, both of us with spouses that were more trouble than they were worth. Shawn wasn't divorced but her husband had run off with another woman and she was simply waiting for the legal time limit before divorcing him. She said she had a few months to go. At first, I just told her I was separated and had no intentions of going back, but after a while I told her about Heather and why I left and I told her about Polly. She listened and told me she understood. She eventually introduced me to her two year old son, Bill. We dated often and things began to get serious. I was happy with her and with her son and I just let it develop. I knew I would have to make some decision soon but for now, I was happy.
We found a lot to talk about and we got together several more times and we knew we were going to make love. When we did, it was sweet and wonderful and as we lay together, our hands clasped, we agreed that we wanted to continue our relationship. Where it might go was up for grabs but I was willing to try. We began to spend most of our time together and I got to know and love her young son. She would stay over at my place when Billy was with one of his friends for a sleepover. Those nights were some of the best I had ever experienced. We would make love, lay together and talk, make love again and finally fall asleep in each other's arms. I had never felt this way about anyone, including Heather. I realized that one day as I was returning from a night with Shawn. I think that was when I knew it was over with Heather.
A few weeks later, Josh had a buyer for a Mercedes sedan that he had shipped from Germany. I had gone over it and found only a few minor problems which were easily corrected. It had no air conditioner as was usual with cars that had been made for German domestic consumption. I put one in, tuned the engine and checked all of the critical points. When I was satisfied, I let Josh know it was ready. When I did, he asked me if I wanted to deliver it myself. It would be a three day trip and he wanted someone he trusted to make it. There was a lot of money involved and I would be carrying a cashier's check back with me.
I was at loose ends since Shawn was gone to visit her mother and wouldn't be back for a week, so I decided this might be a blessing in disguise since I was lonely and sad with her gone. I actually missed her and Billy more than I had thought possible. I needed something to occupy my mind so I told Josh that I would take the delivery and he was pleased. He even offered a bonus, so I accepted the assignment happily.
I wasn't paying much attention to the destination when I told Josh that I would be glad to do it for him. A few days off and on the road were a pleasant diversion and sort of a vacation for me. It wasn't until I got the directions that I realized where the delivery was to be: it was the town where I came from that night I ran away. Oh, shit! Did I want to do this now? My life was almost perfect: I was happy with Shawn, I had a great job with a decent boss and I had almost forgotten the humiliation that my wife dealt me. I decided then that maybe it was time for me to go back again; back to the scene of my humiliation, yes, but more importantly, the home of my daughter. I wanted so much to see her again. And it was finally time to divorce my cheating wife! I left the next day, not sure of what I felt.
I made the trip, taking my time and finally arrived. I found the address of the buyer and delivered the car to a gentleman on the West side of town, a side I had never bothered to visit since I could never afford anything there. I knew the man well, but only by reputation: it was Carl Cunningham, the owner of the construction company where his son Drake worked, but he had no idea who I was. As I read the address and the name, I swallowed my sudden flash of anger, remembering that Carl probably had no idea of what a shit his son was. He probably knew very little about Drake's life and how much of an asshole he really was since he had retired and left the running of the business to Drake.
I pulled into the driveway of a large home located on an estate of probably twenty five acres of prime real estate in a suburb that boasted only grand estates. I had to announce myself at the gate and wait till the huge steel-barred barrier moved back to allow my access. I drove up the shaded drive and stopped where a waiting man indicated. As I jumped down from my truck, he introduced himself as the man I had come to see. I simply nodded and gave him my first name only.
He told me to go ahead and get started. I backed the car off the flatbed, Carl inspected it inside and out, I went on a test drive with him and I gave him the paperwork with the certification and the warranty. At that point, as he was reading the contract, he told me that the car was a gift for his son.
"This is for my son. He's a big help to me in my business and this is sort of a thank you. He's been after me to get one like this. He's trying to impress some woman, I think and he intends on giving her his old Mercedes. I don't understand him sometimes. She's married, although I think her husband ran off on her but Drake seems to be spending all his time with her. Beats me why he doesn't go after one that doesn't have all that baggage. She even has a kid. How about that?"
I kept my mouth shut and decided to take what information I could get. I made a comment just to keep him talking.
"Hard to understand some people. Why'd her husband run off?"
"I've got no clue. Drake said something about him being a coward and too afraid to stick around. And he was cheating on her, as Drake tells it, but Drake is a good man; he'll do right by her if she chooses to take him."
OK, so daddy didn't really know what a shit his son was. Not surprising. Too bad though; dad seemed like an OK sort of man. And wasn't it interesting that my faithful wife was spending her time with the man that ran her husband off? And he was giving her a car? In payment for what? I just nodded as men do when talking about other men's problems with women.
"Maybe so. Not my concern though, sir; I just work on these cars. I can't afford one of my own anyway."
We made the deal; he gave me a cashier's check for the full amount and drove me back to my truck. I shook hands and drove away and with absolutely no prior intention, drove over to my old neighborhood and parked the flatbed down the street from my old trailer. I sat there, not knowing what to do. I had a lot to think about now. It appears that with me gone, old Drake was having a go of it. Maybe the only way to get into Heather's pants wasn't to get her drunk. Maybe he had the secret after all, and maybe that night wasn't the first or the only time with him. Maybe the first time was much earlier. Maybe what I thought that night, that she had too much to drink, was really just her doing what she wanted to do anyway.
But now, two years later, there I sat, looking at my past and trying not to let it get to me. The toys and the swing set did cause me some real grief which refused to pass. I had trouble breathing for a few minutes and my face was flushed and I was sweating like a pig but I began to find some degree of control. I took several deep breaths, closed my eyes and concentrated on the fine setting of the computer control of the gas injection sequence of the. . . . . . The panic attack I was having finally passed and I was almost calm again. That's when her van passed me, moved down the road further before pulling into the driveway. I knew it was her as soon as I saw it. It was the same old Toyota van with the same license plate.
I slid down in the cab so that only my eyes were visible peering over the dashboard. If she looked this way, it would appear that the truck was empty. I watched as she climbed out of the van and walked quickly up the steps to the door, looking neither left nor right. She seemed to be pretty chipper. I wondered where she was working now. Although if she were smart, she wouldn't bother. I was sending her quite a bit more than she needed to take care of our daughter. She opened the door and went inside, closing the door behind her.
I slid back up and was thinking that I should drive away as fast as I could when her mother's Mercedes sedan pulled up and stopped. I watched as Grace stepped out, opened the back door and helped my daughter out of the car. Polly let Grace lift her out and then I watched spellbound as she ran to the steps, went up like a whirlwind and standing on tip toes, opened the door and went inside. Grandma Grace watched her with a smile until Heather stuck her head out the door and waved. Grandma got back in her Mercedes and drove away.
I sat there for another twenty minutes and watched as Polly came out the back door and started playing with the swing and her toys. After a few minutes, another little girl came over and the two of them played together. I was mesmerized, watching my daughter, understanding that I had missed her more than I knew. She was now almost four but she seemed to have changed so much in the two years I had been away. How was I going to be able to just drive off again and leave her? I couldn't!
I drove away with tears in my eyes and a pain growing in my chest. I drove around to the Motel Six and got a room for the night, using cash to make the reservation. No credit cards: I hadn't had one since the night I left. Too easy to trace if someone had a mind to. I wouldn't have put it past Drake to try to find out where I was and make sure I didn't come back. Well, maybe I would let him and his friends know I was back in town. Maybe I would. The pain I was feeling now was loss; the loss of my daughter and my place in her life. I needed to do something to get rid of the pain!
I sat in that motel room, the past rewinding in my head as the details of my humiliation played over and over. Each time, I got just a little more angry and I felt my control fighting a losing battle. I waited until about ten that evening before I gave up and gave in to my inner fire. I drove downtown to Towner's Bar and Grill where Drake and his crew would probably be sitting and holding court. I walked in, looked around and spotted Drake and a couple of his guys sitting at a table in the back. I felt the joy of anticipation well up in my gut and I welcomed the feeling. It began to ease the pain that had taken root earlier.
The bar was only sparsely occupied this night and that was to my advantage. I walked slowly up to the bar and ordered a beer on tap. I could watch the table in the mirror behind the bar and I could see Drake's table clearly. I sipped my beer and waited. It took only a few more minutes before someone walked up to Drake, pointed toward the bar and said something. There was some snickering and I watched Drake look over my way and smiled to myself. Now we would see what we would see.
One of the things I learned in Martial Arts training was that patience was a virtue in so many ways. The other thing was that anger was a tool and could be used to fuel one's actions. It was always an advantage to he who controlled it. I had learned control from my Sensei and I used it to control my anger, the anger that had been growing ever since his dad mentioned his son and my wife. I patiently nursed it all evening as I sat in that motel room and I let it simmer as I drove down to this place. Now, it was a clear, white-hot flame burning gloriously in my chest and in my mind. I stoked it a few more times just to be sure it remained hot and clean. All it took was the picture of Drake sitting there.
Drake sent one of his minions first to check me out. I decided on my plan of action and waited patiently as he walked up behind me, put a hand on my shoulder and spoke.
"Hey, don't I know you? Ain't you that chicken shit that ran away a couple of years ago leaving his wife and kid alone? Jesse, pussy-assed Prentice, ain't it?"
I didn't even put my beer down. I just turned and said with a smile, "You got me. What can I do for you, friend?"
He laughed and walked back to Drake's table, told him who I was and then watched as Drake got up and headed my way. So far, so good. I put the glass down and gathered my body under me so that I had both feet ready to hit the floor as I turned to face him. Position and anticipation were the key things in a confrontation, and a confrontation is what I was hoping for. I needed some backup so over my shoulder, I said to the bartender, one that I remembered from the past "Make sure you remember who starts this, Jim. I have no intention of that being me and I want an interested observer who sees everything. Do you understand?"
The bartender looked over my shoulder at Drake and nodded. "I hear you clear, Jesse. I understand, but I hope you know what the hell you're doing."
"Count on it." With that, I closed my eyes and let my training come to the front of my mind. My Sensei had drummed that into my head over the course of my training: Don't think; let your body remember and let it act! Now I had to do just that. There were four of them and only one of me, just like that night when my life changed forever. My emphasis on training with my Sensei had been on reactive defense: that was defense by reacting to another's offense and using the other's anger or actions to defeat him. My Sensei told me I was very good at it and now I would have to put it to the test in the real world. This was not a controlled training facility.



By the time Drake and his buddies got to me, I was sitting quietly, my arms at my sides and my back pressed against the bar. My mind was empty, the fire that fueled my actions was blue-white with its heat. I waited, watching only Drake. He stopped just out of reach and laughed in my face.
"Well, well, well! If it isn't the pussy that ran away with his tail between his legs letting me have his wife for the night. She was one fine piece, Jesse, my man. You probably know that it wasn't even the first time for her too, don't you? I'm sure you remember the first time? But since you ran away, it says you didn't even care. I wouldn't have let anyone have her if it was me, but you weren't here to stop me were you?"
I said nothing, watching him and the others. The flame burned a little hotter but I maintained my control. It would happen, just give it time! In my subconscious, I knew that only one of the men with him was someone I needed to be aware of. The rest were just background and would come in only when things were in control and they were sure of not being hurt or having to fight. Besides Drake, that man was my only concern and I never let him or Drake out of my sight.
My silence seemed to bother Drake as I anticipated and he started again. "Why don't you run back to whatever hole you hid in for so long? We've gotten along without you for a good long time now and Heather seems to be content with me. We're a thing now and you can't do anything about it."
I listened to his words and my own mind wondered at the truth of it. I had the sinking feeling he was telling me the truth. This was his territory and here, he was king. No need to lie and no need to worry about me. As I heard his words and the truth began to make itself known, my inner fire blazed almost out of control. With an iron will, I damped it down. Now it was time to push the buttons and end this farce. I wanted my revenge, and while my Sensei would not approve, I had to do this. I had been dreaming of it for years and now I was going to make it happen. There was no way I was walking away this time. Now, I would finish what Drake started two years ago. First, push the button and then wait for the reaction. I decided to push it hard and get this over. I put a sneer into my voice as I spoke.
"I doubt Heather is with you, Drake. She wanted a lot more than I could give her but she always had taste. You're a nothing and she knew that. You were always a loser and she felt bad for you. She didn't like you, but she did pity you. So did I. Just a poor loser who couldn't get a date without his daddy's money. Only able to keep a woman if he had four or five guys to help him. Do you let them in bed with you to keep your women happy? Do they have to hold them down while you do them?"
I watched the anger flare up in his eyes and I waited for the response. I had pushed, now he reacted. Drake stepped closer and reached out with both hand to take me by the collar and pull me toward him. I let him, and when he pulled, I pushed away from the bar and took Drake backward. Two steps and then he lost his balance and fell to the floor as I raised my arms inside his, breaking his hold. He hit the floor hard, hitting the back of his head as I stopped and waited. None of his buddies had yet moved, the action happened so fast. Now they were undecided, looking from Drake to me and, again, I watched them and waited.
Two of his guys pulled Drake to his feet. His face was blood red and his breathing was fast, indicating his fury. He was already out of control and I knew with a thrill of satisfaction, that this fight was already over. Just a few more moves and he would be done, but I didn't want it to end too quickly. I would take him out fast and then turn my attention to his boys. I felt as much anger for them as for Drake. They were his surrogates and they would pay the price I needed to exact. I let my body relax and waited for his next move.
Drake ran toward me with rage on his face, his arms out in front trying to grab me. As he came within reach, I turned slightly sideways, grabbed one of his arms and pulled him with all my strength, jerking him off balance. He stumbled and ran face-first into the edge of the bar, my arm assisting his flight. His nose hit first, followed by the rest of his face, and the solid 'thunk' indicated the end of Mr. Cunningham's desire to fight. He crumpled in a pool of blood and slid to the floor, one of the bar stools tipping over as his body fell against it. I could see his broken nose and a few of his teeth that had fallen out.
Except for a brief glance, I hadn't turned to watch Drake's flight, instead watching the others. I was rewarded by the one I had anticipated as the one to watch turning toward me even before Drake's demise. With a loud curse, he stepped toward me and pulled back his arm to throw a punch. He was a big mother and as I waited for him to swing, I remembered this man as the one who stood at my car and told me that he would do more to me if I stayed. He told me that Heather was Drake's for the night and laughed at me. I was going to do more than just disable this one.
He threw the punch and I twisted to one side, then back as his swing hit thin air. I watched and sure enough, he turned cat-quick and tried to strike again. This time I let the punch get almost to my face before grabbing his arm and twisting, letting my legs go limp putting all of my weight on his twisted arm. As his arm hit the edge of the stool, I heard the snap clearly followed by his scream of pain. The arm had broken just below the elbow, my weight and the angle putting an ungodly strain on the bone. As he backed away, I let just a touch of my anger out as I struck him with one blow to the chest, right in the middle and just above the bottom of the chest bone. I finished it with a kick to the groin and he collapsed unconscious to the floor. My Sensei would have been proud. I wanted to kill him, but I didn't! Two down, two to go.
The other two were now more cautious and tried to take me in a pincers move, one to each side. They were scared but saw no way past me. I smiled at them, then stood motionless, my eyes closed and my senses heightened, once again waiting for the aggressor to make the move. I would simply respond: self defense! I said a silent thanks to my Sensei as they went for me. I did as he would direct: I grabbed each behind their heads and used their momentum to ram their heads together, watching the lights go out of their eyes as they fell unconscious to the floor. Four started and four ended up on the floor. I walked over and just for spite, kicked Drake between the legs. He was out and didn't react but it felt good, just the same.
I returned to the bar, picked up my glass and drank a sweet draught of draft beer. It had never tasted so sweet. I wasn't even breathing hard as the fight had taken nothing out of me. As I sat the glass back down, Jim looked at me like I had just grown a second head.
"My God, Jesse! I've never seen anything like that in my life. How did you learn to do that? Jesus, man! They never had a chance!"
I felt a surge of anger come over me that had nothing to do with Drake and his crowd. This fucking town! This fucking place that stood by and watched! I turned to Jim, the same bartender that watched that night and gave vent to my anger.
"Just like me, here in this bar, right Jim? I never had a fucking chance and not one God-Damned person lent me a hand! That includes you, Jim! No one even raised a voice to try to stop it: not you, not my wife and none of those that said they were my friends! I told myself that night that I would never let it happen again, and it never will! You can pass the word if you want. Come near me without my permission and it may be the last thing you do! Now, I'm leaving! Just tell the cops what happened and try to have the guts to tell it truthfully. It's best you do, Jim, cause if you don't, I will be back and you won't be happy!"
"Where you going, Jesse? What do I tell them if they want to get in touch with you?"
"I'll be at the Motel Six just down the street. I'm alone but I'm leaving tomorrow at dawn, so if they want to talk to me, tell them to make it quick. And remember what I said: tell them the fucking truth or you'll find I can be very hard on those that try to screw me."
I walked out of the bar and drove back to my motel. I should have felt elated over my victory; my revenge on Drake and his cohorts. But in truth, I felt nothing. The words of both Drake and his buddy about my actions that night two years ago and Drake's assertion that Heather was now his did get to me. I thought I was over that; that the time I spent away from her was enough to erase the pain of her betrayal. But I was wrong. It still hurt and his words brought it all crashing back down on me. My victory tonight was a hollow one.
I had gone over that night in my mind a thousand times. Why had I chosen to run away? I knew the reasons I gave myself as I drove away from the scene of my humiliation, but did I ever believe them? I had questioned why I gave up so easily and never found a reason that justified it in my own mind. The big one was that Heather chose to betray me with the man she knew I hated. I think I knew that night that my marriage was over. Even if I had stayed, it was done.
Another was that I was outnumbered by Drake and his gang. But why didn't I stay and confront her the next morning when she came home? I did stay all night and I was still there when the sun came up but when she hadn't come home, why had I just given up? For the same reason I went away: I believed my marriage was over when she went with Drake and there was no way I could ever forgive that. That was the truth but it didn't stop the hurt and the pain of giving my daughter up. That was the hardest thing I ever did.
As I was sitting there, going over and over that terrible night in my mind, someone knocked on the door. I assumed it had to be the police and waked slowly over to open it, but instead of a cop, I recognized Jake Cummings. He waited until I nodded and stepped back to let him in. I remembered he was the one that told me what was going on that night before I went inside to see for myself. He and Janie must have disappeared when the trouble started, but I didn't blame him. At least he was one that tried to do something.
"Hello Jake, long time, no see. How you been? Janie OK?" Why not be cordial? Hell, I was leaving in the morning so I wouldn't have to see him or Janie afterwards.
"Jesus, Jesse! I heard what you did down at Towner's! Jim called me and told me what happened. He said you were staying here. Have you been home? Have you seen or called Heather? She's been crazy, not knowing where you were or where you went. We all went crazy looking for you. She even hired a PI but he couldn't find any record of you anywhere. No one knew what happened to you."
I just stared at him. "Why the hell would I have wanted anyone to know where I was? If I drove three days to get away and made sure no one knew where I was, why would you think I would tell you now?"
I just shook my head and smiled at his stupidity. I guess I had to try to explain it to him so he would understand at least a little of what I was feeling.
"What did you think, Jake? That I would stay here after what she did to me with that son of a bitch Drake? After he and his boys beat the living shit out of me while everyone else stood around and watched? And Heather just sat there and watched like the rest! I saw the smile on her face when Drake stood up and pushed me back. She was having a great time watching me get beaten up.
"No, thanks! I was given the message that night that she and Drake were going to spend the night together and he would return her in the morning. I made my decision right then and there. Fuck her and fuck this town! No one gave a shit and just let it happen, so let this town and my cheating wife have it all. I left and I never regretted it once! I just came back to do a job and I did it. Now, I'm going back to where I'm respected and have decent friends who care about me."
Jake listened and then shook his head in denial. Why, I had no idea but I didn't really care. But, I owed him for what he did and I told him that.
"Jake, you at least tried to warn me that night but you were the only person to do anything. So, I listened to what you had to say and now I'll ask you to leave me alone. Thanks for what you did, but goodnight!"
Jake stood in front of me and refused to move. I was becoming angry and I didn't want to hurt him, but I was done with this. I started to put my hand out to point toward the door when he sat down and said, "No! You'll hear me out first. I have something to say and I'm going to say it. If you have to, you'll have to forcefully remove me."
"I'm not going to do that, Jake. I have nothing against you. Just say what you have to say and then go."
"Fine. That night when Drake and his boys started in on you, Janie and I tried to get Heather to come with us, to get her away from Drake. I had the car ready to take her home but she wouldn't come. She told Janie she was going to find you and make Drake let you go. She went back inside and that was the last we saw of her.
"We drove over to your place the next day and we found the trailer empty. You must have already gone but Heather wasn't anywhere around. We called her cell but couldn't get an answer. We tried most of that afternoon but without any success. It was later that night when we went back to the trailer and found her there.
"It all went to hell the following day when Heather couldn't find you. She called everyone in town and they all looked for you but you were gone. Heather was in a state! She was almost hysterical and we couldn't get her calmed down for days. We finally took her in to the hospital and they kept her a few days for exhaustion and depression."
I was surprised at that but not enough to change my mind about what happened. I could believe Heather never expected me to run away but then she never knew me well enough if she expected anything else! And, at the same time, she was the one that went out without me, the one that made it clear she was going to do whatever she wanted and with whoever she wanted to be with. She was the one that chose to be with Drake Cunningham that night! That brought me back to reality in a hurry and reminded me that she was not the innocent that Jake thought she was.
"When Heather was finally discharged from the hospital, she went in and quit her job at the construction company. She told us she filed a complaint against Drake and he offered her a lump sum payment to drop the charges and not leave. He had to keep it all from his old man, you see. She decided to take the settlement but only if he promised to let her alone. That's when she took a job at the hospital. But during it all, she never stopped trying to find you. We all did our part to help since we all felt guilty for not doing more that night.
"Heather knows you're back since I called her after Jim talked to me. She was excited and ready to come to see you but she's afraid to talk to you. She knows she screwed up bad that night and she knows she's responsible for making you leave as well as the beating you took trying to get her to come home.
"I know how you saw it and you have to understand that you were only partly correct. She did go out without you and she did end up in that bar with Drake, but most of that was just bravado. She said she had no intention of staying with him and when you showed up, she was ready to make you grovel, but Drake took it out of her control. When the fight started, all Hell broke lose and you were gone before she could do anything.
Now he looked a little uncomfortable as he finished his tale. He couldn't meet my eyes as he ended with, "She never explained to us where she went that night and she never admitted to doing anything, but we decided to believe her, Jesse. We think you should too."
Now Jake stood up and walked toward the door. "I don't know what to tell you, Jesse. I know Heather loves you and misses you and so does Polly. I guess it's all up to you. I wish you luck my friend."
I walked him to the door. "I hear what you're saying Jake and I appreciate your intent, but she made a choice that night that caused this to happen. She knew what would happen if I showed up but she did it anyway. What she did caused all of this and I refuse to take the blame for it. I was working for a goal we both decided was important. She knew my feelings about Drake and those people she worked with and she knew I wanted no part of them. That wasn't acceptable to her but rather than try to work it out, she defied me, my wishes, and chose to do something no married woman should do. She went to a bar with another man and she had too much to drink. She knew what might happen and she did it anyway. Please don't try to make me the bad guy here and the only one that can make it right."
Jake looked at me sadly for a second and then finished. "Whatever you decide, Jesse, I'll be with you. You know her better than any of us, and she made a big mistake that night. Maybe you're right and she did betray you. I kinda agree with you but Janie couldn't see any bad in Heather. You're the one that has to make the right choice here. So, just be careful you make the right decision for you."
Jake looked at me for another second before opening the door and walking out. The click of the door closing sounded loud in the sudden silence. I sat down on the bed and lowered my head into my hands. He was right in what he said and I knew it, but my anger hadn't disappeared just from what I had done. I was still furious with her and what she cost me. I wasn't sure I could ever get past that, at least in this town. I had no desire to return here where Drake and his family ruled. If I did return, trouble would result and someone would get badly hurt. It might even be me.
I looked at the clock by the bed to find it was almost midnight. I was still jazzed by the fight I had and I wanted nothing more than to be doing something. I stood, thought for a second and then decided to take a drive by the old Cayman Estates where we had planned on buying a house for the three of us and for any more children that might come along. I smiled to myself as I remembered our silly plans. We would buy the house, decorate it to our tastes, fix up a room for Polly and one for another baby. Heather had the materials all picked out and I had my eyes on a mower and some other tools that every homeowner had to have. Ah, the dreams we had. All gone now. All gone just because she had to go out that night with her friends. All gone because she chose to be with him. All gone because Drake Cunningham was a total ass and a bully and Heather chose that over me.
As I drove to the neighborhood where we would have bought our first real home, the tears started to flow. The adrenalin had burned itself out of my system and I felt the hurt again, just as I did that night I drove away. I had to pull over for a few minutes until the tears stopped before continuing. I had to do this if for no other reason than for closure: they always said you had to have closure to get past the bad times. When I felt more controlled, I continued and drove into the development through the gates that looked like big, rolling waves. "All the comforts of the Islands." That was still on the gates as I drove into the almost completed development.
It was full of houses now, lights on and beckoning weary workers home to their own castles. I drove slowly down the streets, imagining the men out in the yards, the women gossiping over the fences, the kids running and playing before their parents made them come in for the night. Just as we pictured it before it all collapsed. Now it would never happen, at least not for us and not in this neighborhood. Maybe for someone else.



I stopped at the end of one of the cul-de-sacs that ended with a small park and thought about what I wanted to do now. This trip down memory lane hadn't closed anything. It only brought up painful memories of what could have been. I decided that I should just get started toward my home. Home was now where I worked and where I had friends that cared about me. Shawn was there, her son was there, and I had no doubts about her loyalty. She was hurt just like me and she knew what that meant. She couldn't do it to someone else and neither could I. But I did have a child that I continued to love and miss and nothing would change that. I had to resolve that, but maybe now was not the time.
I put the truck in gear and headed back out of the development, toward my motel. I would pack, pay my bill and get on the road. I could be back by the end of the week and I would take the weekend to determine what I wanted to do. Maybe it was time to file for divorce and get on with my life. Let Heather get on with hers. According to Drake, she was with him now and maybe that was as it should be. He could certainly provide for her and Polly. That thought didn't give me any pleasure at all. As a matter of fact, it made me more angry than I was.
I smashed my fist against the steering wheel in anger. In my anger, I yelled: "No! This has to end now!"
With that thought, I turned toward Heather's trailer. It was time to make some decisions and end this dance.
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I drove into the road leading to what used to be my trailer and saw that her van was still there. I pulled in and parked my flatbed truck down the street from the worn Toyota and shut off the ignition. Now that I was here, I felt all of my old anger and uncertainty return. I used my training to gain control and after a solid five minutes of self-flagellation, berating myself for my weakness, I felt a degree of calm return. I opened the door of the truck, stepped down onto the gravel road leading up to the path to the door and convinced myself to move. I walked slowly to the steps, walked up and reached out to knock on the door. After all, this was no longer my home.
As I waited, working on my breathing to regain my hard-earned calm, I looked at the small porch fronting the trailer, It needed work: paint and sanding and a general reconditioning of the plank floor. Well, that was no longer my job now, was it? But it still rankled, knowing that I had worked my ass off to buy this place and make it ready for Heather and my child and because of her and her damned need to party and screw around, it was going to pieces! As I felt some of my calm slipping away, the door opened.
As I focused on the face in front of me, I saw that it was the face of Heather's mother, Grace MacArthur. What was she doing here? Her Mercedes was not here, only the van. I stepped back in surprise but not before she had seen me clearly.
"Jesse? Is that really you? My God, Jesse! Come in, come in! God, where have you been all this time? What happened? Jesse, come inside!"
I stood there, my own surprise temporarily freezing me in place. As Grace spoke, she reached out and grabbed my arm and was tugging me inside the door. I finally found myself following her inside. The door slammed behind me as Grace led me into the small living room, the one I had been so proud of. It was a pull-out, and the room was a full five feet wider than the sixteen feet the trailer provided. The pull-out contained the couch, a chair and a small storage shelf. Grace pointed to the chair and asked me to sit.
I did as she asked and just stared at her for the time it took for me to process her presence. For background, Grace never liked me. Her husband, Walther, had no love for me but he did accept me as his son-in-law with some reservations. Grace, on the other hand, always felt Heather had married beneath her and never hesitated to tell me or anyone else how she felt. Now, she acted as if she were glad to see me! And why was she here, with her car gone and Heather obviously not here as well? Polly? Where was Polly?
"Hello, Grace. Yes, it's me and I used to live here, if you remember. Of course you never stopped by when I lived here but now that I'm gone, you seem to have little trouble finding the place. Anyway, I was in the area, delivering some merchandise and decided to stop and see my daughter. Where is my daughter by the way? I assume Heather is out with her boyfriend, Drake? She must be helping him get better. I hear he had a bad accident." I snickered to myself at that. It certainly felt good to remember him slamming headfirst into the bar.
Grace had the grace to blush at my comments. She and I had never gotten along and it seems that nothing had changed. Well, so be it. All I wanted was to see my daughter and if the opportunity presented itself, to deal with Heather. It was time to divorce each other and let her get on with her life. All I would ask for was liberal visitation to see Polly. I wanted nothing more from her or the life I had here. That life was gone, along with my marriage. Heather had moved on, or so it seemed. Now it was time to make it legal.
"Heather is out tonight. She called me and asked me to sit until she could take care of something. I don't know what it was but she said she'd be back around midnight. Polly is in bed and I sit for her sometimes. Walt and I both try to help when we can."
"I send enough for her to hire a decent sitter and to find a better place to live! She has no need to ask you for charity!"
I was sending Heather far more than I ever earned when I worked for the Ford dealership and we were making it fine at that time with just my salary. Hers allowed us to save some for the house, but we didn't need her salary to live on.
"Maybe she's living too high now that I'm gone: she always did like to party. I remember her need to party was what led to my beating and forced me to leave. So, it seems nothing has changed. I saw Drake early on tonight and he told me that he and Heather were together now. Seems like he could take better care of her."
Grace's face was pale and her hands were clenched tightly together in her lap. She was angry and it showed. Well, too fucking bad! Heather was her daughter and Drake was more to her liking than I ever was. She should be happy now that I was out of the way. I decided to finish my conversation and see my daughter and then leave. The whole idea of talking to Heather now seemed so stupid and futile.
"I guess you're much happier now that she's with that scumbag. He's got money and he's someone important; more her style than I ever was. Or so you kept telling me and everyone else. I'll just look in on Polly and then leave."
I stood and walked down the hall to Polly's bedroom. I opened the door slowly and looked in. She was asleep, one arm wrapped around a blue bunny and the other on her pillow near her face, her hair billowed out on the pillow. I stood, transfixed at the sight. How I missed this piece of my heart. My eyes filled with moisture as I looked at her. I made no sound, not wanting that picture to end. I filled my mind with her as she lay there. I was not aware of Grace coming down the hall behind me. She laid one hand on my shoulder and I made no effort to move away. She wasn't worth the effort.
"She's missed you almost as much as Heather. Both of them cried for so many nights after you left. You broke their hearts and it's taken all this time to heal."
I turned away to look at her as she backed away. Her face was set and she seemed determined to say more.
"You have to come back to the living room and sit down and listen to me, Jesse. If you want to leave after that, it will be your choice. But if you don't listen, you'll be proving me correct in what I believed of you."
She turned and walked down the hall and with one more look at my sleeping daughter, I followed. I walked into the room, chose the single chair that used to be the one I took to watch TV and to sleep in when TV was dull. I sat down and looked at Grace. I nodded and leaned back, ready to listen. I cared not one damned bit about what she thought of me! Grace had to have her say; her time to tell me what she thought of me and how it was all my fault, and I could listen. She meant nothing to me anymore. Actually, she never had.
"Say your piece, Grace. You need to blame me for everything and that's just fine. I just don't care what you think now any more than I did before. I tried with you but I wasn't good enough. So, go for it!"
Grace faced me, her lips pinched in disapproval. "I need to tell you what happened that night and afterward. You were gone and you have no idea of what your wife and daughter went through. I'll tell you so at least you'll know the truth. That much I can do.
"You're right: I never thought you were right for Heather. I always believed she would choose someone more of her level. Drake was rich, well-to-do and his father was an important man in this town. I would have accepted him for her. But she told me she had no use for him, ever. She always said she would rather die than be married to someone like him."
I laughed at that. "She was right about that. He didn't want to marry her; he wanted to get into her pants. Drake was way too selfish to ever want to take care of anyone besides himself. She was just a quick fuck for him."
"I guess I should have expected language like that from you, Jesse Prentice! You have no respect for Heather and never did! I never respected you, that's true. I thought you were too common for her. I never bothered to learn anything about you and when she decided to marry you, I almost disowned her. It was her father that convinced me that I should reserve judgment on you. So I did. I watched, and to my great surprise, Heather seemed happy with you. She loved you and when Polly came along, she had never been happier. I began to think that I was wrong about you.
"Then you left her and my grandchild! You just up and left! I was furious at you, and Heather was beside herself! I tired to comfort her and take care of her but she kept pushing me away, telling me I didn't understand. When I spoke of you, she would snap at me, telling me to keep my mouth shut about you. I didn't understand. You left her and she would not let me complain about you. I was stunned!"
I was getting impatient. So far, this was what I expected. Grace wanted to blame me and she didn't understand why Heather wouldn't allow that. No surprise so far. I opened my mouth to try to say something but she stopped me with a wave of her hand and a glance that took me by surprise. There was real anger there.
"I know what you're going to say! Heather finally told me the truth and made sure I knew what really happened. She confronted me one night when I was really getting into it and running you down. She told me what really happened, how you came inside and faced Drake down and then, how after you hit him in self defense, his cronies jumped you. I didn't get the rest until much later when I heard about it from one of Drake's friends: that they told you he was taking your wife away and if you tried to stop them, they would likely kill you."
Well! I admit I was surprised at how much she knew. I wasn't sure anyone knew the last part. That was said to me in the parking lot away from everyone else. I heard it and one of the gang must have bragged about it to someone else. But, this didn't change the rest of it.
"Then you know that Heather brought this all on us by her actions. She knew what would happen that night and she decided her party time was more important than her marriage to me. She made the decision and I had no choice but to leave, believing she and Drake were going to get together and the shame of that was too much for me. I couldn't live in this town if that happened. I don't know what really happened after I left, but none of her friends could find her that night and she didn't get home until well into the afternoon the next day. Where was she? Who was she with? Did she ever tell you that much?"
Grace looked surprised at my words and before she could realize what she was doing, she shook her head telling me she had no idea where Heather was all that night.
"Well, now you know the truth, Grace. She did it; she went out without me; she drank too much and ended up with Drake at that bar. And when I came in, she just laughed at me. The beating was something I could have lived with but the humiliation of what was going to happen was too much. I knew that she intended on staying with him that night. And I believe to this day that she did spend the night with Drake."
That reminded me of the night I proposed and after hearing Drake's words at the bar, I wondered now if I hadn't made a mistake that time. I suddenly understood quite clearly that the same thing happened: She spent the night with him and then came back to me the next day pleading innocence. I decided Grace should hear about that as well. It seemed to me that maybe I had been given a warning and I ignored it.
"I don't know if Heather ever told you, Grace, about the night I proposed to her? I went to her apartment with a ring and the intention of asking her to be my wife. When I got there, she was with Drake and they were kissing. He had his hands on her in ways that he shouldn't have been able to unless she were willing. They were going up to her apartment. I saw them, I got angry and left that time and went back to my trailer. It was the same thing then. It was the next day, later in the afternoon when she told me that it was just her trying to tell him to leave her alone and I believed her. I often wondered what happened after I left her there that night. I think I knew the truth, but I chose to believe her and I married her.
"When I saw her that night at the bar, she was with Drake again and my doubts came flooding back. It seems I was right in what I thought might have happened that night. It seems she never got over him."
Grace was shaking her head and smiling now. She seemed to have gotten past whatever was making her angry. Maybe it wasn't me.
"You're wrong, Jesse! You're so very wrong! Heather told me she never even liked Drake that well. He was always chasing her and I thought it was cute, but she didn't. She said she asked his dad to make him leave her alone and she put out the word that she wanted nothing to do with him. And she made it clear to me as well. You're wrong about him and her. There was never anything between them and there never could be.
"Heather loves you, Jesse, and she won't let herself forget you. She's very unhappy now and the only thing she cares about is Polly. I've tried to get her to go out and have some fun but when she does go, she says she can't enjoy herself. I sometimes baby-sit for her but she's always home early on those nights. She only goes out on the weekends and then she's with the girls. She never dates, or at least not to my knowledge.
"I know you've been sending money to her every two weeks. I know it's enough to allow her to stay home with Polly but she won't do that. She saves every cent you send and puts it into a college fund for Polly. She lives on what she makes and hasn't touched a single dollar of the savings that the two of you had."
Grace rose from the couch and reached for her purse. "I'm going now, Jesse, and you will have to stay to sit with Polly until Heather gets home. I'll take the van and she can return the car tomorrow. She drives it a lot because she's sure it starts and that the brakes are OK. Her van is pretty well shot: you were the one that kept it running all that time. Now, it just barely manages to run. Why she won't get rid of it is beyond me, but it'll get me home. Good night, Jesse."
Before I could do or say anything, she was gone. Now, I had no choice: I had to stay and wait for Heather to come home. As I watched her leave, I thought about what Grace told me and I found a lot of holes in her story. First, the van was never any problem. I was a good mechanic, one of the best. It was fine when I left: a new engine, new brakes and tires and everything running like a top. That shouldn't have changed that much in the time I had been gone. Anyway, the guys at the garage would have fixed anything at all for Heather at cost.
And Heather didn't have to work at all to support our child. What I sent was more than enough to do that and the past year I had been sending a little extra for Heather. If Heather was working and making any kind of money, she could afford to buy a new car if that was a problem. And working at the hospital was not a low paying job. They were giving bonuses for signing up.
Finally, Heather couldn't stand to stay at home if there was a party somewhere. I had that fight often while we were married and she left more than once without me. Most didn't involve Drake and his cronies but some did. That particular night was not unusual; only her reaction was. So, it was hard for me to believe Heather wasn't still going out with her girls to party. What she did when she was out wasn't something Grace would know about and nothing Heather would tell her, but with me out of the picture, there was little to stop Heather from enjoying the attentions she always got from men.
Well, I did want to have this out and now it seems I had no other alternative but to wait until she was in front of me. I stood there, trying to decide what and how I wanted to confront her without anything coming to me. I decided to walk down the hall and look at my daughter again. That was something I could do without thinking. She was my little girl and now I could look at her to my fill.
I heard the clock in the living room strike one and I decided to go in and take a seat. No reason to be uncomfortable while waiting for Heather to get back. Grace said she would be home just after twelve, but I thought to myself, that is unless she decided to stop to see her boyfriend, Drake. Now, here it was, one o'clock. With Drake's problems at the bar tonight, he probably spent some time in the emergency room at the hospital so Heather would have had to spend a lot more time with him than normal.
I was having a lot of trouble believing what Grace told me. I couldn't see Heather not going out and partying like she did before. After all, that was what got us to the place we were now. No, Heather was a party girl and nothing was going to change that. So, odds were she was still seeing Drake and her mother was none the wiser. She used to brag at how well she could fool her mother when she was younger. Things didn't change much.
I was just considering finding something to eat when I heard a car pull in and stop. I looked out the window and saw her mother's car pull into the driveway, followed by an older Mercedes sedan. A brand new car, actually the same one I had delivered earlier to Drake's father, sat on the street, waiting. Heather got out of her mother's car, a big man got out of the other car, gave Heather something, probably the keys, and walked back to the one waiting on the street. Heather waved back at the newer car which then pulled out and left. I saw her look around for the van, then just shake her head and start for the door.
It was just seconds later when the door opened and she came in. She moved into the room, shut the door behind her gently and just stood there, looking at me in shock. I was surprised at the changes in her since the last time I saw her. She was slimmer by several pounds, her once short blond hair was now longer and brushed to a shine, her dress was much shorter and tighter than those she wore when we were together. She had that look that she always got after dancing and drinking; sort of starry-eyed and unfocused. She would suck on breath mints if she had to be with her mother. I looked into her eyes and I could still see the spark of vitality that used to be there, but this wasn't the Heather that I left.
"Hello, Jesse. It's been a very long time since you were here last. How are you?"
Those words were said in a soft voice that I had never heard before. I was suddenly unsure of what I was going to say. It was clear that this woman was different from the one I left. She wasn't at all sad and unhappy: so much for Grace's assurances! This was more like the Heather that I knew before we were married. Could it be that she was not the same girl I left behind? I had to be sure. I had to know, but now I had to be very careful.
"Hello, Heather. I'm good, thanks. And it's been over two years since I was here last. The last time was the night you decided to party with your friends without me. I'm sure you remember that night."
She moved over to the couch and sat down. She took off her coat and dropped it beside her on the couch. She had on a short skirt, one that just reached her knees, a blouse that looked to be a size too small, high heels and way too much makeup. She must have come directly from a party.
She raised her eyes to meet mine and said, "Yes, Jesse, I remember that night. I remember it very well. As a matter of fact, I can't forget that night. I see you when I close my eyes and I see them drag you outside. That's all I remember before Jake and Janie dragged me out the back door."



The first lie of the night! Well! Now I knew what was coming and how she was going to play it. Now, my mind was suddenly made up. I decided to encourage her to tell me more. Maybe a few details would help. Maybe some of what they did to me would help her make up a good story!
"They worked me over pretty well outside, Heather, the four of them. I had a concussion, some broken ribs, and some internal bruising. It hurt for weeks afterward. They knocked me unconscious and put me in my car. They stood there, Heather, waiting for me to wake up. And do you know what they told me that night? I'll tell you the exact words: they have never left me. They said, "Get the fuck out of here and don't come back. Your wife belongs to Drake tonight and you'll get her back tomorrow. Tonight she belongs to him, not you. That's what they told me, Heather! They told me if I tried to get to you, they would make sure I went off the cliff into the lake. That's what they told me.
"I guess I wasn't so stupid as to think of dying for you since you chose to be with Drake, so I went home and waited and you never came home. No calls, no excuses, no pleas for me to come get you. Not a word! It was morning before I decided you had been with him all night. Since everyone saw what you did and what happened to me, I decided that I couldn't live with the shame. I left."
She had tears in her eyes as she listened to what I said. When I said "I left", she broke down and began to cry. I watched, unable to make myself go to her as her shoulders shook and her sobs filled the quiet. She stayed that way for long minutes before the tears stopped and she quieted. She wiped her eyes and again, raised her eyes to mine. I could see the tears had not been real! Her eyes were bright with her contempt!
"Nothing happened, Jesse! All I can remember is that Janie grabbed me and pulled me toward the back as Drake and his guys pushed you out the door. I was with Janie and she and Jake made sure that Drake didn't come for me. He and Janie stayed with me all night and into the next morning. I tried to call you all night but I couldn't get an answer. When it was light, they took me back to the trailer but you were gone. I had no idea where you were and I waited for you to come home. But you never did."
"Why would you expect me to come home, Heather? You deliberately shamed me by going to that bar with Drake and sitting with him and making out with him. I saw where his hands were and I saw the smile when you saw me: it was one of satisfaction! I was so angry that I could have killed both of you, but Drake decided to be a big man. That's when he and his men took care of me.
"And just so you know, I didn't even leave until late that next morning. I waited all night for you and you never once called. You never came home and you were with him all night. And I talked with Jake this afternoon. He said you wouldn't go with him and Janie. They never saw you again until later the next day. They even went to the trailer to try to find you but couldn't. So much for your lies, Heather
"As I sat in our trailer, aching from the beating I had been given by Drake and his gang, and waiting for you, I remembered that night at your apartment when I was going to propose. I know now that I made a mistake by trusting you then. I should have been more suspicious, but I loved you and I let my love convince me that you were telling me the truth. I guess with what you did that night and with my thoughts on what I saw those years ago, it came to me that I had been a fool. So, I chose to leave."
"Oh, God, Jesse! I was the real fool. I know what I did and I will regret it the rest of my life! That night at the apartment, I was telling you the truth. The only thing I did wrong was to tease Drake a little by telling him I was in love with you. I wasn't going to take him up to my apartment! He had never been there and I was making sure he wasn't going to get up there this time. I had already told him no, but I wanted to get the door open and have it between me and him. That's when you showed up. I let him touch me earlier just to make him less suspicious. That was my mistake and that's what you saw. I swear to you that all I said was the truth.
"And the night of the party. Everything I did was wrong! I was angry and in my anger I got stupid! I wanted to hurt you, but never by doing anything with Drake other than using him to make you jealous. I wasn't drunk, only a little tipsy. I knew what I was doing and when I smiled, it was just because I was happy that you finally came to get me.
"But when Drake got up and rushed you, I knew then that everything was going wrong! That was not what I planned. It wasn't what I expected and when Drake got up, I was so surprised that I just sat there. I saw him swing at you and I started yelling at him to stop, but no one listened. Then everything went to hell and the next thing I knew, I was in my driveway at home. I spent the night with my parents.
"It wasn't until the next morning that it all came home to me what I had done. You were gone and I then understood what you must have thought. You didn't know where I was and the last thing you knew, I was still with Drake. It all came down on me then. I knew that I had driven you away and I had no idea where to reach you. I searched for months afterwards but I was never successful. Polly cried herself to sleep every night for weeks and I had no way to comfort her. What could I tell her? That I had driven her daddy away from home by my stupidity? I had no words to ease her pain and no lies to tell myself to ease my own.
"All I can say to you now, Jesse, is that I never betrayed you and I never stopped loving you. In all this time, I've been with no one else and I never will be. My life without you is now only about our daughter. All of the money you sent has been set aside for her. All our savings are still intact. I've taken nothing of yours since you left. I've stayed here in our home waiting for you to return. Now that you have, I've said all I have to say. It's up to you now.
"If it's any help to you, all I want is for you to forgive me and come back to me and our daughter. That's all I've wanted since the night you left. I'll never make the same mistake again, I swear that to you."
I sat there almost in shock at the lies this woman told me without a blink! All lies and all denying what I now knew was true. Heather had spent the night with Drake at least twice that I knew of. The night I almost proposed and the night of the party. Probably many more I didn't know about. And Heather, for all her skills and her love of adventure and partying had always been a good liar. The story she told me tonight was one lie after another and she did it with a straight face! She lied to make her story what she wanted me to believe. Just like that night all those years ago. That was one of the reasons I had chosen to believe her all those years ago.
Heather did the things I knew about: making the decision to go without me, making the choice to sit with Drake and have too much to drink, making the mistake of expecting me to come to her rescue without any consequences. And when I did come and things got out of hand, she simply took advantage of the situation and spent the night with Drake. It was clear to me that she had always had a thing for him but knew he would never make a good husband. So, she chose me and when the novelty died, she found a way to have her cake and eat it too. She did those things all right, and the result was me getting the beating of my life and leaving her and my child behind.
But hadn't she paid a price? I had gone off and found a new life for myself with good friends, good money and a new start. I hadn't made the decision to start looking for a new woman in my life but Shawn had fallen into my lap and I would take advantage of it once I finished my life here. Now, I was sure I wanted to do that. Heather was still my wife, but she lied to me when she had a chance to tell me the truth. Her regrets were hollow and I had no reason to believe her when she claimed she wanted me to come back to her. But she should have known that wasn't going to happen: not the coming back part. I would never live here in this God-forsaken place where Drake and his kind did as they pleased.
And the other thing was that I now was positive about her association with Drake, both in the past and now. She said nothing had ever happened between them but I no longer believed that. I thought she was a virgin when we married and that I was her first, but I remember now that she told me her cherry was broken during her time as a cheerleader so not to worry about causing her any pain. I believed her because she felt so tight but then she was always tight, even after Polly was born. I caught her that day and felt I had stopped her before she had a chance to go with Drake. But, she was gone that night and most of the following morning before coming to me. When I asked her about Drake, she said nothing happened, but I no longer believed her. And what about in the years since I had been gone? Had she ever been with him in that time? The gift of the car seemed to answer that question.
I made up my mind then to end this without any further lies and deceit. I wanted to let her know without any question.
"Heather, the car you came home with tonight is Drake's old car. He gave it to you. The car waiting for the other driver was the one I delivered to Drake's father just this morning. And his dad told me that Drake was with a woman whose husband had run away after cheating on her."
Her eyes widened and she started to say something, now that she knew I was aware of the gift from Drake. I continued on, waving my hand in her face to still her lying.
"And both nights you said you were with someone else, you were with Drake. The night I almost proposed and the night of the party. Even your mother didn't know where you were the night of the party and had never known about the night I wanted to propose. She didn't see you either time. And my phone never rang once. Neither my cell or the house phone. So, why continue with the lies, Heather? Just let it die."
Now there were real tears. As I threw her own lies back at her, I could see the surprise turn into fear and finally into actual pain and tears. She knew it was over now. Why she cared was beyond me but I had to ask.
"Why are you crying, Heather? It was over that night you chose to cheat on me in public! You had to know that! You must have known me better than that! You had kept it private before that and I didn't have a clue. At least, I wouldn't let myself believe you could do something like that. But that night, you had to know I could never accept you with him or any man. You had to know that!"
"I'm sorry Jesse! I was crazy mad that night and I couldn't help myself. I had too much to drink and I made a stupid mistake. That's all it was! Honest, it was just a mistake! Drake doesn't mean anything to me! You're the only man I ever loved. You have to come back and forgive me!"
"No, Heather. It wasn't a mistake and it wasn't the first time. You had been with him even before we were married and you probably never stopped. I now wonder if Polly is really my daughter. I don't know any more. All your lies, your deceit and your contempt for me. It's too much!"
"No! Please, Jesse! You can't believe any of what you're saying! Polly is your daughter and you can't doubt that! And you're wrong about Drake. I don't love him and I'm not with him. He gave me the car just to help us out! And I haven't been with him before. You're wrong! You're wrong!"
"No, Heather, I'm not wrong! You've told me and others too many lies! Me, your mom, Jake and Janie. Anyone who could find out the truth, you lied to. And I believed you! That was my mistake! You liked to party way too much and you couldn't stop. And Drake was a big man who had money to spend and to buy you things. You slept with him the night I was going to propose and then you came back to me the next day and convinced me that you were still a virgin.
"I should have known it was all a lie, but I loved you then. I would have believed anything you told me and I did. But now, I caught you in those lies and I know the truth. You've cheated on me in the past and you've never stopped. But it makes no difference now. I'm done! I'll be gone tomorrow and you'll be free. I'll file for divorce as soon as I get back."
Heather was now stunned with the way things had gone. Why she wanted me to stay was beyond me. Could she really love me as she said? It was clear she at least thought she did but it wasn't enough to make her remain loyal. She had to cheat with Drake. He was rich, a playboy and someone who didn't care about rules or fairness. She and he were of a type and deserved each other.
"I'll give you all I have here, Heather. The savings account, the money I sent, the trailer, and anything else here. Take it all! It means nothing to me anymore. I just want to forget you and what we had. It was all a lie and not worthy of remembering. The only thing I will demand, is time with Polly. If you try to fight that, I'll destroy you and Drake in any way I can.
"I'll agree to child support but not to alimony. I'll never give you a dime to spend on that son of a bitch you're screwing. I hope both of you rot in hell for the rest of your lives. Just call me first and I'll come get my daughter. I'll be glad to take her now if you want. She'll just get in your way. Party girls don't need someone to hold them back."
I was finished and ready to leave now. I had said my piece and I suddenly felt like the weight of the world had been lifted from my back. I felt light and happy. Shawn and Billy were waiting for me and I couldn't wait to get back. I looked down at Heather who was still crying. I wanted nothing more than to walk out, but just as I started, I heard a small voice ask, "Daddy, is that you?"
I looked down and saw my daughter standing there with her eyes wide and a thumb in her mouth.
I looked at Polly, smiled a big smile and said "Yes, baby. It's daddy"
"Hi, daddy. Are you going to come home to live with us again?"
I looked at Heather, back at Polly and made up my mind. "No pumpkin, I'm leaving tomorrow. But I will come to see you as often as I can. Would that be OK?"
"Why can't you come home again daddy? I want you here with us."
"Your mommy and I aren't going to be together any more baby. Mommy has someone else she wants to be with. So, I have to go back to where I live and be with the people that care about me like she cares about you."
Heather had tears in her eyes as she spoke calmly for Polly's sake. "That's right honey. Daddy has someone else now and he has to go back to them. But you'll see him really often now. He'll come to see you as soon as he can."
She stood and looked at me for the last time. I felt a tug of the old affection and love that hadn't completely died. How could it die so quickly? I was human and I had feelings that would take a long time to go away. But now I had someone else to help me and I couldn't wait to get back to her.
I walked over and took her in my arms. I was amazed at the fragility of her body now. I held her and she wrapped her arms around me as if afraid I would pull away. She whispered in my ear, "I'm so sorry, Jesse. I was crazy and I'm paying a horrible price for it. Can you ever forgive me?"
"I already have. Just take care of yourself and our daughter. I'll have everything to you as soon as I can and I hope for the best for you. Never forget that I loved you with my whole heart once. I would have done anything for you if you had only asked. Now, it's too late."
"I know, Jesse, and I don't know how I'm going to survive without you. Regardless of what you think, these last two years have been hell for me. I believed that since you hadn't divorced me, there was still a chance you'd come back to me. I never stopped loving you, Jesse. Drake is a distraction, nothing more. He does love me but I never loved him. And Polly is your daughter. Don't you ever doubt it. I swear to you on my life that you are her father!"
"Thank you for that, but it isn't important. She's my daughter and nothing will ever change that. Maybe you can let her come to visit me. She'll like Billy and Shawn. They're waiting for me now."
I let her go, her sob almost making me change my mind, but it was too late. I leaned down to kiss my daughter and then, with one last look around, I left to go back to what was now my home and my only thought was "Shawn, I'm coming home!"
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She thought her beauty could get her anything. After all, it meant nothing to her but it meant so much to others. That was until she met him. Surprise!
*
You sit down on a stool at the end of the bar and look around. Your eyes rest on me as I take a drink from my glass. I smile inwardly, and enter into a silent conversation with you as if you're actually sitting here beside me. It's a conversation I've had many times and probably will again. I just wish you were someone else, someone I would rather be talking to. But you're here and he's not. In fact, he won't be here tonight or any night. As usual, that thought causes a flash of pain but it seems to be less each time I feel it. After all, it's been two years.
But, as I said, you're here tonight, so my imaginary conversation goes something like this.
Hi. You're probably asking yourself right now, "Who the hell is she? I know I've seen her around but I just can't place the name with the face." You would be right: you would recognize me if I was the face behind that glass screen, surrounded by that black plastic frame and the studio backdrop was behind me. Right! My name is Megan Reilly and I'm an anchor on Channel 9, a channel you get right here in your little city.
The problem you're having is that we're sitting in a bar on seventh street in downtown Podunk City, USA, not my TV studio. You keep looking back at me as you sit at the bar, trying to convince yourself that it would be worth it to come over and try to hit on me. But then I see the hesitation in your eyes. Hell, I've seen it so many times before, and it was always the same reason. Just look at me! Have you ever seen anyone sitting in a bar alone that looked like me? Of course not! Beautiful women, especially ones that look like me with my long, wavy, platinum-blonde hair; high cheekbones under clear, translucent skin; eyes so blue most people thought they had to be contacts; a body that made men drool; those women never sit alone in a bar in Podunk City. And I am sitting here alone. Why, was a story in itself and I am going to tell you all about it.
First you have to know who I really am. Not the public face and body that everyone sees. Not the voice of the network writers who tell me what to say. Not the story that holds your attention for the three days we allow it to dominate the airwaves. No, the real person behind all of that crap is the one who you have to understand to understand my story.
Next, know that regardless of how much you love to look at me and how much you think you admire me, I loved to look at myself and I admired myself even more! Sound narcissistic? It is! Massively so! I am a narcissistic bitch! I have been since my early childhood when everyone told me how beautiful I was. I was a beautiful baby who grew into a beautiful child and later into a beautiful young woman. All through growing up, I remember people telling me how beautiful I was. I was almost ten when I suddenly realized that when men told me I was beautiful, it sounded different than when women would tell me the same thing.
That's when I realized that my looks and my body were things that men valued far more than women. My men teachers in grade school were far easier on me and gave me better grades than the women teachers. The same carried over into high school. I did nothing at that time to earn those marks but I did understand that my looks were the key. I learned to smile mysteriously at the men teachers and the young men who surrounded me all through school, and as I graduated grade school, then high school and went on to college, I began to perfect those gifts that God gave me.
You also have to understand how I grew up. My parents were strict evangelicals and I was forbidden to date or to go out with even a group of girls during high school. I went all the way through high school as a virgin, and not only that, I had never been seriously kissed by a boy. I was almost eighteen before I went out with a boy for the first time and that was prom night. I was allowed to go because my dad was in the hospital with a massive stroke and mom was with him so I was staying with my aunt who said I could go.
As a date, it was a bust! He was nervous at being with me, the most beautiful girl in school, and I was nervous being with him, the team quarterback, the most popular boy in school. I was afraid that my ignorance would turn him off, and he was afraid that his imagined lack of experience with beautiful women would make me think less of him. Together, we were hopeless. The night ended before midnight and while many girls lost their virginity that night, I went to sleep, my virginity intact and my mind confused.
Shortly after that, my dad died and my mom kept me home under a tight reign. That disastrous date was my first and only date with a boy until I graduated and went out on my own. I graduated high school, still chaste and still unsure of what I could accomplish. I was about to go out on my own with a full scholarship to college and while I was anxious to be on my own, I was also afraid of what I didn't know.
That confusion lasted only until my first semester in college. I was staying on campus in a room with three other girls and when I was asked out by a boy in my freshman English class, I accepted. My roommates tried to prepare me for my first real date but it was a bust again. He was nervous as usual and I was afraid, as usual. It was like that until I went out with a senior boy who was very popular and who didn't seem to be awed by my beauty. He took me out for some dancing, then a few drinks later at the lake where we sat on a blanket looking at the moonlight reflecting off the lake. It should have been very romantic but all he wanted to do was paw me and get into my pants. Fortunately for him, I was of the same mind. That was the night I lost my cherry and it hurt like hell!
I talked to my roommates about what happened and believe it or not, they were a great source of help to me. I learned from them a lot of what I needed to know, but that night opened my eyes to my charms over men and I began to be more selective in my choices. I now knew what it was like to have a boy between my legs and it was OK, I guess. It wasn't a turn-on for me but they sure liked it. I let a few more take me that first year but more and more, I began to keep my legs shut and my eyes wide open. Opportunities presented themselves to me as the year went on. I quickly learned that a smile and a wide-eyed response made some of the male teachers look twice at me and my grades seemed to respond accordingly. Just like high school! I began to use that mysterious smile I learned in high school and my grades continued to improve. I even used it with some of the more butch women teachers with the same results. I was learning!
I used my ample charms in my sophomore year for the first time to seduce one of my professors. I was having trouble with my first math course and I needed the credit to go on in my chosen profession in Communications. I decided one night as I sat in my dorm room studying that I would try something overt. In other words, I would actually do something to make him give me a good grade. I was twenty and he was closer to sixty but I decided he would be no challenge for my charms. So, after making an appointment, I found myself one afternoon on my knees in his office with the door closed and locked. What he asked and what I gave was enough to give me an 'A' for his course. He made no trouble when I told him that was the price for my silence.
The next two years were much the same. My dates were reserved for those who could do me some useful favor. That included professors, student advisors, student assistants. My grades were high and I had no trouble navigating my final years. I found during those years that using my looks and my body for personal gain had only good consequences. They were satisfied and I got what I wanted. So much for those dire warnings from my evangelical parents about the consequences of my actions!
The only area where I actually applied myself honestly was in front of the camera. The camera loved me and I adored it. Together we were a team that even those who hated me and my looks agreed was one that had a great future. My life was preordained. I would be a media star!
Fast forward a little. I graduated at twenty three with outstanding grades and a recommendation from all of my instructors whose opinion counted. I applied for and got a position with CNN as a junior reporter. I began to film on-site interviews and in only four years had a part-time gig on weekends. I parlayed that into a once a week show doing human interest stories and finally after paying my dues for seven years, got an anchor position in prime time. My face was known by almost anybody who had a TV set and I was making a nice living.
During this time, my personal life was on hold. I dated a little, but as with college, my dates were with people who could help me in my career. Sex was not something I gave out much, and it certainly wasn't free. I was known as serious and cold and not available, but a very select few had sampled the charms that I had in ample quantity and the rewards to me were well worth it. After all, I needed to maintain my public integrity but for those who could move me up the ladder fast, I could be had.
To be honest, sex held little appeal for me because I had never enjoyed it that much. Oh, I had very competent lovers at times and they were able to draw me out as much as possible but it was clear they enjoyed it more than I did. I had tried oral, anal, missionary and doggy-style, cowboy style and some sideways sex. I enjoyed it all but no more than delivering a good story in front of the camera. Actually, I loved the camera more than I liked sex. I learned early on to fake it most of the time and I had gotten very good at that. I had to fake it almost all the time.
Things remained much the same for the next two years as I left the magic thirtieth birthday behind. In my profession, age was an enemy as I well knew, watching other anchors get the boot and shoved aside. Since I was already an anchor and had achieved most of what I wanted in front of the camera, I decided to get into the management branch, where age was less a factor and more of a boost for your career. All I had to do was get someone to sponsor me and push for me. That chance came during one of our team meetings.
Team meetings were meetings with the writers, anchors, news director or managers, and some of the network bigwigs. All were present when the direction of the next several weeks was laid out and agreed to. This meeting was one where I wanted to make my pitch to begin training in the background area of directing. I knew some would see it as a threat and would push back but I had to try and get the ball rolling. I was prepared for this when the meeting was called. I would use my charms again to see what I could arrange.
I dressed for the meeting accordingly with a short, tight black skirt that was three inches above the knee, a blouse with the top three buttons undone and an understated look with my makeup. I brushed my hair until it shined and I used a touch of eye shadow to bring out the blue in my eyes. I looked at the final effect in the mirror and told myself that someone was going to go down today. I would turn it on like never before and honestly, when I did that, it was really something to see. At least, that's what many men have told me.
As I sat at the table with my coworkers, waiting for the rest of the attendees to show up, I was aware of the looks from the men, as well as the women. The men were all trying hard not to pant and the women were doing the same with their envy. I was oblivious to it all, having lived with it all my life. The reactions however, were what I wanted when the rest arrived. I was not prepared for who did show up.
Howard Rawlings, the Station Manager; Jeff Rawlings, his son and assistant; Julie Harris the News Director, three others in the accounting and advertising departments, and finally, Kendrick Lawless. Mr. Lawless was the Sales Director and Vice President of the Network News Department. In effect, we all worked for him. But that was not what got to me. I took one look at him and suddenly understood what all those men had felt when they looked at me! I fell head over heels for him at first sight.
The shock of that was like a bucket of cold water dumped over my head. I shook hands with him as he was introduced and I don't remember what I said. I know I said something because he smiled at me but I don't know what. I sat back down and watched him as he continued around the table and then the meeting started. I tried to avoid staring at him but I couldn't help it. Whatever he said or did, I was mesmerized. I was so confused and off center that I can't remember the rest of the meeting. I know I didn't bring up my request to begin training and I didn't even say a word during the information part. No one called on me and I didn't volunteer. I was still stunned.
As the meeting broke up, I remained sitting, my mind slowly clearing of its funk. I finally stood and walked out of the room, heading toward my cubicle. I was still trying to understand what had happened to me. I began to smile to myself, now aware of what I had been doing to men and boys for my whole life. God, it was terrible! I felt a sudden sympathy for them that lasted until I rounded the corner of the barrier wall between my cubicle and those of my coworkers. We all had cubicles instead of offices.
He was sitting at my desk, waiting for me. I stopped, my throat squeezed shut and my mind went blank again. Just as it had been in the meeting.
"Good morning, Miss Reilly. I've been wanting to meet you for some time. I am very impressed with your work. Would you care to have a cup of coffee with me so that I could ask you some questions? It won't take very long."
I swallowed and reached back inside myself for my confidence. I had so much, surely it couldn't have all disappeared. I tested my voice and found it relatively steady as I answered.
"I would be happy to answer your questions. And please, call me Megan."
"Wonderful! And you can call me Ken. My friends don't much like Kendrick or Mr. Lawless. Please, consider me a friend by all means."
He rose and I followed him down the hall to our small cafeteria, ignoring the looks of the men and women around us. He motioned to one of the tables and I took a seat, letting him get the pot and some cups. He held up the cream and sugar with a raised eyebrow and I declined both. He seemed to like that and brought the filled cups over to the table. As I watched him, some of my confidence returned and by the time he sat down, I had myself under control. At least until he spoke.
"Well, Megan. I guess you want to know why I asked you to have coffee with me. I hope you'll forgive me for my little lie. I don't want to ask you a bunch of questions. Actually, I only have one question to ask you. Would you have dinner with me tonight?"
Without any hesitation, or without thinking it through for advantages or if it had an edge for me, I said, "I would be happy to have dinner with you."
He said he would pick me up at my apartment at six thirty for dinner and I said I would be ready. I was actually going out on a date with a man who could probably do me a lot of good and I hadn't even considered that when I said yes. So on the one hand, this could be like all my dates; advantage to me. On the other hand, I had no interest in what he could do for me. None at all. Business was the furthest thing from my mind as I prepared for my date with Ken.
Dressed in my sexiest dress, my makeup impeccably done and my accessories perfect, I waited for one of the sexiest men I had ever met to pick me up for dinner. I wanted nothing more than for him to find me attractive and if he wanted to pursue anything tonight more than dinner or dancing, I was willing and able. I had worn my black lace bra and a black thong just in case. I was on birth control so I never had to worry about that.
As I waited I thought about Ken Lawless. What was there about him that turned me on so? I had never had a man do that for me. I turned them on, not the other way around! This was not like anything I had ever felt. I began to think about sex with him. What would it be like? Could he make love with me and bring me to a climax? I had never had a climax with a man. Sometimes with my trusty dildo, and sometimes with my fingers, but never with a man. I knew they always had a climax. I was caught unawares the first time it happened and that was the last time I allowed a man to come in my mouth. Never again!
As I felt myself becoming moist between my legs, the doorbell rang. I grabbed my purse and my wrap and opened the door. Ken stood there, a single rose in his hand, looking like the most perfect man I had ever seen. I was unable to say a word as he put the rose in my hand and smiled at me. He cleared his throat, bringing me back to reality. I took the rose and started toward the kitchen.
"Excuse me, I'll put this in a vase and I'll be ready. Would you like a drink first? I have some Scotch, I think. Somewhere, I know I have something. I don't drink much so I never think about it. But I can look for it if you life?"
I knew I was babbling but I couldn't stop. He was so perfect, so much a man. I found a bud vase and put the single perfect rose in it and set it on the counter. As I turned back around, I found myself in his arms. I stood there, rigid, hoping he would make a move and kiss me. And he did. Oh, did he! I felt his lips on mine and the feeling was like nothing I had ever felt. I raised my arms and clasped them around his neck and pulled him closer. My lips opened to his questing tongue and I allowed him full access. My own tongue wanted to move into his opening and search out his taste. He welcomed me in and we enjoyed each other as our kiss deepened. I felt a heat begin in my stomach and it quickly moved up into my chest.
My legs were growing weak with my passion as I felt him reach down and pick me up, one strong arm under my knees and the other around my shoulders. I held on to his neck with my arms as he carried me into my single bedroom. I wanted nothing more than for him to take me right then. I had known this man for no more than an hour and I wanted him more than anyone I had ever met. I had to have him right then. I knew it was crazy, insane! But I didn't care. I wanted this here and now!
Ken laid me softly on the bed, his arms sliding away from my body. I was breathing hard, looking into his eyes. I watched his hands as they unbuttoned my blouse and lifted my body as he slid it down over my shoulders and down my arms. I lifted again as he slid my skirt off my hips and down my legs. I lay there in my lacy black bra and thong as he devoured me with his eyes. I knew I was beautiful and my body was enough to excite any man. I smiled as I watched the familiar look of lust grow in his eyes, but this time my smile was tempered with a tinge of fear. Fear of what I was going to feel with this man. I knew I was about to experience something unique, unique to me at least. And I wanted it!
Ken undressed quickly as I watched each move with eyes that never left his body. I wanted to see him, naked and aroused by me. I wanted to see his muscles as they flexed when he moved. I wanted to feel his skin against mine and I wanted the heat I knew existed inside him. I was surprised to know that I wanted him inside me and I wanted that very much. I wanted to feel that rigid softness that defined a man in arousal. I wanted to feel it in my hand, taste it in my mouth and feel the fullness that it would cause inside my body. That was new and different for me.



I held my breath as he moved his body over mine and settled between my legs. He held himself up on his elbows as he whispered into my ear.
"I've dreamed about this every night as I watched you on my screen. It got so bad at times that I had to stop in the middle of a broadcast and take a cold shower. But now the reality is here beneath me and it takes my breath away. God, Megan, I think I'm in love with you and I just met you for real. You're better in reality than the dream or the picture."
"Make love to me now, Ken. Make me do everything you've imagined. I'm yours to do with as you want. Just do it now! Please!"
And he did. He slid his body down and when he was in position, we both pushed at the same time. He slid inside me and it was all I imagined it could ever be. He felt so right inside me and his body on mine was a delicious pressure that made my own feel as if it were going to burst into flame. As his rigid hardness stroked in and out of me, I felt the wave growing inside me. It threatened to consume me but I knew that before that happened, I would feel the climax I had never had with a man. I knew it was coming and I didn't know if I could survive it.
I wrapped my arms and legs about his body and pulled him tight on every stroke. He was pounding into me faster and faster and I couldn't get enough. I lifted my hips each time he pulled back to make sure the closeness remained. I couldn't let him out of me now. I was humping up against his strokes and matching his pace. I felt it inside me. It was here! I felt the heat and the power and the joy all at once as my body flashed in sheer ecstasy. I came with a scream of insanity and I left my body behind as I floated in a dreamland that I had never experienced before.
Ken came at the same time and I could feel his sweet fluids inside me, coating my overheated tissues and calming my body. It was so intense and so beautiful and I had no idea it could ever be this way. I was over thirty and had sex with dozens of men but I had never felt this way in my life. I had no defense against this kind of joy! As I came down from the high I had achieved with my climax, I started to weep. I cried softly with the tears of joy only a woman can shed
"What's the matter, Megan? Are you OK? Is something wrong? Did I do something you didn't want?
I opened my eyes and stared into his concerned brown eyes just inches away. I could see the worry, the fear of a man who felt he had done something wrong even though he thought he was doing what the woman wanted. Why are we so complicated sometimes?
"No, no, Ken, no! You did everything just perfectly. You were just right and I loved it very much. No, these tears are of joy, not sadness or regret."
His smile was all I needed now to tell me he also had enjoyed me and my body. That was important to me now. While I had never had doubts before, or even cared if I pleasured the other man, I did now. I desperately wanted to please this man with everything I did. And I would do anything for him. Anything he wanted. I was his, body and soul!
We rested for only a few minutes and then we did it again. We did everything I had ever thought about that night and into the following morning. I learned that oral with the man I loved was wonderful. I learned that he could reach depths I had never experienced when he entered me from behind. I loved his hands on my breasts as I rode him from the top and I felt the comfort as I lay on my side with my love pushing into me. We did it all that night and the following morning and I told Ken that I never wanted it to end. He promised it never would.
That night was the first night of the beginning of what I thought of as my true entrance into the world of women. Before I was a woman among others, none of whom were of any importance. Now, I was a woman and I related to all those others who lived to serve their man. And we did just that. If we were happy with them, we served them willingly, without complaint and with joy.
Ken and I continued to be together and after dating exclusively for six months, he asked me to marry him and I agreed happily and joyfully. We planned a small wedding and spent two weeks together in Maui hardly ever leaving the hotel. We were happy and we planned our lives accordingly. My career resumed and with Ken's help, my entrance into directing came true. He could get me in the door but had little influence inside that world. I knew I could do the job and he had faith as well.
Over the next two years, we continued to love each other as often as we could and we even slipped away during the day when he was in the building. I was still in love and I had never felt more content. Ken was doing well in his career and we were happy at home with all we had. We wanted nothing more than to continue as we were for a few more years before we decided on children. We both wanted them but we felt it was too soon. We worked and built for our future.
We had been married for three years and five months when Ken asked me if we should consider starting our family. I was thirty six now and he was almost forty and the time seemed to be slipping by. I told him I wanted to direct my first full media event and then I would retire happy. Then we would start our family. He asked if that would happen soon and I promised him that it would be within the next few months. I had the script, the promise of financing and the studio had agreed. It was almost a reality.
I was in a planning meeting two weeks later when things started to go wrong. The script was done but it needed some editing and rewrites in places. The writer had agreed to get the work done by the deadline but he was too far behind to suit me. I dismissed the meeting and called him into my office to discuss the schedule. He agreed to meet me that afternoon. I had worked with him many times in the past and had no problems but that was a long time ago. I didn't know what he was doing now.
Drake came in that afternoon. He sat down across from me and began to talk about the problems with the dialogue and the scene changes. He was giving me a lot of technicalities and nothing of any real substance. I knew stalling when I saw it. He was stalling and I knew it. So did he. I had to get to the bottom of things right now.
"OK. Drake. What the hell is going on? You know how to fix this so why the stall tactics?"
He pushed the script into his briefcase and hesitated before looking back up at me. I saw something in his face I didn't like. I waited, almost sure of what I was to hear.
"You and I have worked together before, Meg. You remember the Timberlake project? We really pulled that one off and you got a good raise and a promotion from that one if I remember."
I did remember. It was a real coup for me and it did result in what he said. What he didn't say was the price I paid for his cooperation. He wanted sex with me to make the schedule and I agreed. After all, it was for me and my goals and he meant nothing to me. So, a quick fuck in my office after hours and he was back on schedule the following day. That's what I did and it meant nothing to me. But now? How could I justify that now?
I considered what he was asking and I told him to call me in two hours. I would talk to him then. He smiled, said that he was sure we could work this out, grabbed his things and hurried out of the office. I watched him go with disgust but also with the understanding of what it would take to get him on schedule and the script finished on time. I made a few calls to other writers but got nothing but vague promises and brush-offs. I was out of options with the time running out.
I worried the idea for the next two hours and came to a decision. I wanted to do this project, make my successful debut into directing and then retire on top. I was a household face and my name was known by half the world. I was a success in broadcast TV. Now, I wanted to go out with my name on a successful documentary. And it was for Ken and me that I wanted to finish this. We wanted a family and I had promised that after this project, it would be time. Ken was excited and anxious to begin as was I. All I had to do was finish this project. Two months and it would be done. If Drake was on time. And I knew how to make Drake on time.
How bad did I want this? Was it worth what Drake was demanding? Could I just let it go and retire anyway? I weighed the pros and the cons of what I had to decide and made a decision. I fell back on my past, and the knowledge that what I did was for my own goals and meant nothing more than that. It was for my marriage after all and that wasn't cheating! When the phone rang, I picked it up. It was Drake. I simply said, "Call me back and tell me where to be three hours from now."
I hit the disconnect and then dialed Ken. He was supposed to work late that night so I wanted to tell him I would stay for an extra hour and then go home. He wasn't in so I left the message on his voicemail. All I had to do now was get Drake off my back and the project on schedule. Two more months and it would be over. Ken and I could start our family. I was getting excited now. Just do Drake and get it over with. Just once and no more. It was just business, just like it always was before. Just like before! I told myself that over and over until I began to believe it. It would just be business and nothing more!
I finished my work and went into the restroom to prepare for Drake. I inserted a diaphragm just to be extra careful. As I inserted the device, I thought back to my times with Drake. He really wasn't all that bad. He was more forceful than most and he almost got me off a few times. And he was certainly male, a body that was very nicely proportioned. Maybe this wouldn't be all bad. I got a condom from the vending machine in the executive washroom for his visit. He would wear it or it wouldn't happen. With those preparations, I felt ready for this. All I had to do was get through it.
As I walked back to my office, I remembered how it used to be with these men who wanted to get their rocks off in a body that millions of men desired. That's all it was, just a male superiority thing. I was beautiful and known and they were nobodies. But this way, they felt superior to all those others who dreamed but were denied. They would proudly tell themselves that they had that beautiful woman on screen. Oh yes, I understood it. I first understood it at age ten and never forgot it. Ken had changed my life however and made me a woman instead of an icon. I loved him for that.
I walked into my office and sat back to wait for Drake's call. I had no more than set down when the phone rang. I answered and it was Drake.
"OK, Drake, where and when?" We had done this before. There was to be no love, no foreplay, no hesitation. Just get it over with.
"Meet me at the Dunes Motel on fifth street as soon as you can. Room 114."
"Fine. I'm on my way!" I hung up and was surprised at the warm rush that came over me. I knew that feeling but I hadn't felt it for some time. I was excited! This was not new but this was the first time since I had been married. Was it the forbidden part that was exciting? I had no idea but it was definitely exciting.
I locked my office and got my car and drove over to fifth street. It was not a very nice neighborhood and I was nervous. My Beemer was going to be out of place here. At least I thought that until I pulled into the lot. Most of the cars there were nicer than mine. I guess having a day rate was what pulled in the cheaters like me. I parked toward the rear of the lot, donned my big dark glasses, put on my hat and walked back to room 114 and knocked. Drake answered almost immediately and pulled me inside.
It was a dark and dingy room with a double bed and a spread the color of baby-crap. The walls were cheap synthetic wood paneling and the carpet was a mud-brown color. There was one light on near the bed and the spread was pulled back, inviting the weary traveler. What a joke! Weary traveler my ass. It was for people like me to spend an hour or so fucking someone they shouldn't be. I should know since I spent a lot of time in my early career in rooms like this.
I went past Drake and into the bathroom where I washed my hands and rinsed out my mouth. I felt dirty already and my mouth was dry from my nervousness. I knew this was wrong but it was necessary. As it had been necessary so many times in my career. Some had money; many had power; I had a body and a face that men desired. It was a price I paid to get where I was. I had thought it was over when I married Ken but I had to do it this one more time. I walked back out into the room and sat down on the bed.
I pulled my panties down and off my legs. I stood back up, dropped my skirt onto the floor and took off my blouse and bra. I watched him put the condom on what I knew was a typical cock. I had discovered that all men were essentially the same size when hard. All the rumors to the contrary, if they weren't porn star freaks with artificially enhanced cocks, they were all the same. Some were a little longer, others were a little thicker but they all fit inside me, and regular store-bought condoms of any kind fit them all. Black, white, Hispanic, made no difference to me. During my rise and then later in my career, I had tried all of them without finding any that were exceptional. Except my Ken. He was mine and mine alone and that made him the exception.
Once Drake was ready, l leaned back on my elbows and watched him as he climbed onto the bed beside me. I admired his buff body but reminded myself that this was business and not pleasure. Unfortunately Ken had taught me what pleasure could be when having sex and my thoughts were not as pure as they should be. I felt a warmth between my legs that surprised me. I knew it was anticipation and I expected to feel what I felt when Ken was with me. But he wasn't here now, Drake was. I decided to try to keep this strictly on the job.
"OK, do what you have to do. Just don't expect me to enjoy it or help you any."
"Oh come on, Meg! You always enjoyed it before. I know you did because you had a climax or two. Not that bad really, was it? Didn't I try to make it fun for you as well?"
I had to admit he did. And I had convinced him that I had a climax. So what if he believed me? "Yeah, I guess, but I'm a married woman now and this is cheating. I don't want to be here but you gave me no choice if I want to pull this documentary off. So, just get to it and get it over with. I'll do my part."
I worked on Drake for a few minutes with my hands and then with my mouth. I had to do this just to get him ready to do me fast. What disturbed me was that I was aroused by what I was doing so by the time he was ready, I was moist enough for him to slide inside me with little resistance. I was surprised; even with the lube I used earlier, he shouldn't have gotten in so easily. I must be wetter than I thought I would be. I had to admit, Drake felt very nice inside me and I began to enjoy it as he slammed into me without any letup. I closed my eyes and let him do what he wanted. I kept my legs down and my arms at my sides to let him know this was all on him.
At first, I was able to remember that but as he continued to pound inside me, the feeling began to grow and without my volition, my legs were around his back and my arms were pulling his upper body tighter against me. I was definitely feeling it now and I felt the growth of an impending orgasm. I was making a continuous sound of pleasure now as Drake continued to pound into me. As he began to move faster and faster, I held him tighter as my climax arrived. I groaned in pleasure as he stiffened and poured himself into the condom. I could feel his cock pulse and I felt the semen as it filled the reservoir end of the latex. It was almost as good as the real thing.
We remained that way for a few minutes as we both came down from our high. We were panting, our chests were heaving and sweat coated our bodies. As we relaxed, I realized that this had been more than I expected or even wanted. This kind of pleasure was supposed to be reserved for my husband and only for him. But Ken had awakened my pleasure centers, so that now when I was doing something I considered only business, something unexpected happened and that was something new for me. I had to think about this some more.
Drake stroked my face as he leaned over me. "Why don't you try to get me up for a second go-round? I know you got off that time just like me. Use that beautiful mouth and your hands to get me up again and I'll let you ride me this time."
I actually considered it before my conscience kicked in. I couldn't do this! I was married and I had made a promise! I broke one promise but only so I could keep another, one I considered more important. Our family!
"Sorry, Drake. That's it! You promised and I delivered. So, keep your word and do the work. Have the finished script on my desk by tomorrow, close of business. OK?"
Drake looked at me for a second before nodding his head. "You got it. You delivered and I made a deal. I'll have it for you by end of day."
I got up, went into the bathroom and washed my face and hands again. I wiped my naked body with a damp washcloth and dried myself on one of the scratchy towels supplied by management. I put on my bra and my blouse, pulled on my skirt and tucked my blouse in and then paid attention to my signature face. I brushed my hair and reapplied my lipstick. I looked at the face in the mirror and shuddered. I didn't like what I had just done but I considered it necessary. I wished at that point that I hadn't enjoyed it as much as I did. I closed my eyes as a wave of pain washed over me and waited until the spasm passed before walking back out to find Drake dressed and waiting.
He nodded toward the door. "Why don't you go out first, and I'll wait for a few minutes before I leave."
"Fine. See that the script is finished on time. Goodbye, Drake. And thanks for at least making it pleasant."
"Anytime angel-face. Anytime at all. Just let me know and I'll make the arrangements."
As I drove home, I began to feel the guilt start in my gut and work its way upward into my chest until it was almost choking me. I pulled over and began to cry. I stayed there on the side of the road for a long time, trying to stop the tears that were flooding my eyes. I knew what I did and I told myself that it was for the right reasons, but I knew that I could have found another way if I wanted to. Then it came to me in a flash of insight that added to my feelings of guilt. I did what I did for the thrill of doing it! I couldn't lie to myself any longer. I knew Drake and I knew what he could do and that I would enjoy it. I lied to myself all day and when he called, I was more than ready. And to be honest, I loved it!
I wiped my face and finally started the car and drove for home. I was confused and sick with worry. I couldn't let Ken know what I did and I was going to be sick with worry that he could find out. I didn't know what he would do if he did but I would die if he left me. That was the way I was thinking as I walked into our home. Ken wasn't there yet but he would be home soon so I had some time to get my act together and make sure he wouldn't suspect anything. I went upstairs to change and while I was at it, I took another swipe at cleaning myself off just in case. No shower for me. That would just raise a red flag that said, "Look at me. I took a shower in the middle of the day for no reason!"
I fixed a quick dinner and had it ready when Ken come in. He gave me his usual kiss and hug before rushing upstairs to shed his suit and tie. We had a nice dinner, with easy conversation and no tension. I kept it together very well and then it was time for bed. I waited until Ken joined me and then I initiated a bout of lovemaking that blew his head off! When he asked where that came from, I just laughed in glee and told him I had read a racy script that very day that had turned me on. I knew how close to the truth that was but he bought it and I relaxed. So, I got away with it and the script would be done and on time just as promised.



I went back to work the following day and reviewed my project schedule. It would take at least the two months I planned and perhaps a lot more. But, it was time to begin and see what developed. We began work on the documentary immediately and I was soon deeply involved in all aspects of it. I kept up with my evening anchor job but during the day and into several evenings a week, I worked on my project. My next week or two would be rather hectic but I let Ken know that I would be sure to free up my weekends for us. He accepted it as I knew he would. He had always been my number one supporter.
As I worked, I came in contact with Drake several times. He was very helpful and he was never far from my side as we worked since there were always minor changes in the dialog as things progressed. It was two weeks after we began that he asked me if I would consider another meeting after hours at the Dunes. I said no, of course, but the thought wouldn't go away. During a break from shooting, I tried to figure out why I was so uneasy about what he was asking. Ken and I had been having a lot of sex lately, mainly due to my guilt feelings but also because we had discussed starting our family and he always joked about getting enough practice. We made love two or three times a week now so there was no problem with my libido.
But I had to admit to myself, that was part of the problem. We made love. When Drake took me in the room at the Dunes motel, that's exactly what he did: he took me! He didn't make love to me or try to please me. He just fucked me, hard. And he didn't worry about my climax although I did have one anyway. I began to understand that this was the difference that I had noticed. This was more like what I had been doing before I met Ken. From the day I met him, I had been faithful to him except for the one time with Drake. Ken and I made love and I loved that with Ken, but I also understood that just fucking for the fun of it with someone like Drake who cared not a bit about me or my satisfaction was somehow exciting to me as well.
Then there was the other thing; I had learned how good some hard-driving sex could be from Ken. He taught me that making love was wonderful but that having sex for the fun of it could be wonderful as well. We didn't do that often enough. But I also knew Ken could never just take me and ignore my pleasure. That was not who he was and the idea of pleasing himself and not me was foreign to him. I had to admit to myself that I missed that. That was why that evening with Drake was so good. I enjoyed it! I really enjoyed what he did and I was disappointed that we didn't do more. But that night I had to get home to Ken. My husband!
I was now more confused than before and I had no idea what to do. Drake's invitation was still on my mind and I was conflicted, but I had no intention of cheating on Ken any more. That was the way I was thinking when Ken told me he had to fly out to the West coast for two days. Since I was so involved in my project, he hadn't even thought to ask me to go with him. Of course, I wouldn't have been able to go anyway, but I was a little upset by his not asking. Go figure! I didn't say anything to him but I let it stew in my mind until he was ready to leave. I understood later that I was trying desperately to find some justification to do what I wanted to do.
By the time he pulled out to head to the airport, I had given him no reason to suspect that I was unhappy with him but in truth, I had made up my mind. That day when I saw Drake, I beckoned him over and told him I was ready to meet him that very evening. He smiled and said he would give me the room number later. I spent the remainder of the day doing the necessary things for the project, but my mind was already in that room with Drake. I was becoming more and more anxious for this day to end. I expected a call from Ken at eight that evening so I had plenty of time. I told him to call my cell since I might just stay at work since he wasn't going to be home.
I met Drake that evening at the Dunes Motel in room136 and we did it all. I told Drake to take me and not let me look back. I wanted to have hot, heavy sex and I didn't want him to be easy about it. Drake understood what I was saying and he did exactly what I asked. He actually picked me up the first time, holding me by my legs and slammed me back against the wall as he took me! I screamed my pleasure as I felt the rough wall abrading my back and my ass. That was only the first of many new experiences that night. By the time we had to stop to catch our breaths, I had already climaxed twice and was ready to have a third when Drake pleaded exhaustion.
The only uncomfortable point came about two hours into our session when my cell rang. It was Ken, letting me know he had landed and was going directly into a meeting and would call later than planned. We talked for only a few minutes before we disconnected, but that call put a pall over the whole thing and I told Drake I was done for the day. He just laughed at me and pulled me down to the floor and stuck his cock in my mouth, holding my hair to keep me in place. I forgot about Ken at that instant and did exactly what Drake wanted me to do. We stayed together for the next two hours and Drake wore me out! I loved everything about that night. I promised to meet him again the next night at the same time. He said he would keep the room just in case I got itchy tonight.
That started my affair with Drake. I met him on those evenings I told Ken I was staying at work and we had violent sex in every way possible. I loved every minute of it and I began to think about him even with I was making love with Ken. I knew I was addicted to the rough sex but I couldn't stop it. I kept it alive for the next five weeks until all hell came down on my head.
I had just left the motel room after two hours of intense fucking with Drake and was headed home. I was still flushed with pleasure but that would be gone by the time I got home. Since Drake continued to use condoms when he was inside me, there was never any evidence to get rid of. As usual after being with Drake, I was eager to make love with Ken that night. I needed him to love away the reminder of my submissive nature with Drake. With Ken I could be a partner and we would make love together. That made what I did with Drake less important. That was so important to me and it was what made the affair possible. Ironic? Of course, but then nothing about an affair was very logical.
I walked into the kitchen that night and found Ken sitting alone with a glass of whiskey in his hands, rubbing the glass against his forehead. He looked so strange sitting there. The whiskey was also different. Ken hardly ever drank alcohol and never at home by himself. Something was wrong and the first thing that entered my head was my affair with Drake. Could Ken have found out about that? No! Impossible! I left no clues, made no mistakes and left no paper trail of any kind. No, it had to be something else.
"Ken, honey, what's wrong? You look upset and you're drinking. What's wrong?"
He didn't even look up at me, just continued to stare into the amber-colored fluid in his glass. When he started to speak, it was so low I had to move closer just to hear him.
"I was just remembering the plans you and I made not more than a month ago about having a family. We talked about having children and what we would do when we did. We talked about saving for their education and taking them on trips to show them as much of the world as we could. They were beautiful dreams, weren't they?"
"Of course they are, and they'll all come true. We'll do all those things for them and we'll do them together. Why would you talk about them now? Come on, Ken, something's very wrong. Please, tell me! Let me help you if I can!"
Now Ken put the glass down and looked up at me. Then I saw the anger in his eyes and the tightness of his lips, pressed together. Suddenly I felt a rush of fear as I understood in that instant from the look in his eyes that he knew! He Knew! Oh, God in heaven, how could he know?
"Ken? Please, Ken, you're scaring me. What's wrong?" I knew, but foolishly I prayed that he wouldn't say the words that would confirm it. Oh, please, God, please don't let him say the words!
"Why, Megan? Why would you do something like this to us and our dreams? Why would you throw it all away? What did you need that I couldn't provide for you? Tell me, Megan, why you did it?"
Before I could answer, he stood up quickly, grabbed my shoulders in his hands and almost shook me as he screamed it out loud directly into my face.
"I guess it doesn't really matter why does it? You did it and that's what's important! You and Drake, screwing each other in that motel room for the last five weeks! You fucked away all we had, Megan. You just fucked it all away and I don't know why!"
He let me go and I watched him sink to the floor onto his knees, holding his head as he cried. My heart broke watching him. It broke because I knew he was crying because of me. I did this! I did this to the only man I had ever loved or probably ever would love. I couldn't imagine a life without him and now I had broken his heart.
I dropped to the floor in front of him and put my arms around him and held him as tightly as I could. I did it to comfort him, out of instinct. My Ken was hurting and all I could think of was to comfort him. But inside, I knew that I did it because it was possible that I would never be able to hold the man I loved in this way again. Now, he was in pain and I could do this until he recovered. But as soon as he did, I knew he would push me away in anger and disgust.
After several minutes, I felt his shoulders tense and then, as I knew he would, he pushed me back and stood. He walked over to the table and sat down again. He picked up the glass and drained the fluid in one swallow. His eyes watered but because of the alcohol, not because of me. That made it possible for me to rise and take a seat across from him.
"Can I try to explain, Ken? Would you at least let me tell you why?" I felt he should hear that I didn't stop loving him and that I never felt anything for Drake at all. I wanted to tell him that.
"I don't really care why you did it, Meg. The fact was that the first time you did it, our marriage was over. I knew who you were when I asked you to marry me. And I knew that men desired you but I always told myself that you chose me and that was enough for me. But it wasn't. I needed to know that you would always choose me, not just sometimes. But you didn't and it doesn't matter to me why. I don't care any more. I've had time to come to grips with your cheating and I've been able to convince myself that I can get by without you.
"All it took was a few pictures of what the two of you did and that was enough to tear my heart right out of my chest. I felt his hands grip my heart as he gripped you and then he tore it out with his treatment of you. My love died when I saw that you enjoyed what he did and how he treated you. It disappeared when I realized it wasn't the first time."
I tried to say something, anything, to make him see that what he imagined wasn't what happened! I tried to tell him that Drake was nothing more than a sex toy that I used to give me something that I didn't want from my husband and the man I loved. I screamed at him, I reached for him, I got down on my knees and begged him, but he turned away from me. He ignored my pleas, my cries, my prayers. He refused to acknowledge me and I finally just stopped. I sank down onto a chair and put my head down on my crossed arms and wept. I didn't hear him leave.
When I finally lifted my head and looked around, all I saw was an envelope laying on the table in front of me. On top of the envelope was his wedding ring. The diamond-cut gold surface winked back at me as I took it in my fingers and held it up to the light. Such a beautiful thing to signal the end of something else that had been so beautiful. I knew what was inside the envelope and it was hours later before I opened it. I read it carelessly and signed it in the places he had highlighted. I found later it was a very fair settlement. I never doubted it.
I finished my documentary. It was no problem since the divorce took very little of my time. Of course Ken handled everything. He never spoke to me again except in the presence of our attorneys. My documentary was shown and it was very successful and the news was that I was an up and coming director. Maybe I could have been but I didn't follow up on that first success.
Once the divorce was final, I quit the station and moved away to the Midwest somewhere. It really doesn't matter where. I found a job with a small local station and I did the news, the weather and some journalistic reporting. Because of my competence, I was soon made managing director and I took care of everything. I was very well known around the area and several articles wondered at someone as beautiful as me in a small market like this. I smiled as I read them, knowing that they were right to wonder. But I had no desire to change my location. I liked it where I was.
Every evening as I prepared to leave, I turned the duty over to the night manager and told her not to call me for any reason other than a nuclear attack on the US. Anything else was a no-call. She understood and so far, had never called me. That's why I kept her around. Actually, most of what we ran after midnight was movies and documentaries. We even ran mine once that I knew of.
When I left work, my routine was pretty much the same. I would go home to a lonely apartment and spend the evening eating a tasteless microwave meal while watching mindless TV until I fell asleep. But once or twice a month, I would go out. On those nights, I left work and drove my car fifty miles to the north or south, or to the east or west and to one of the clubs that I often frequented. I parked and walked inside and took a seat at the bar. I ordered a burger and a Virgin Mary and waited. It wasn't long before he took a seat next to me and ordered a beer. He was one of those nameless men who frequented bars like this and looked for women like me.
I see it in his eyes as I take a drink from my glass. I smile inwardly, and enter into a conversation with him since he's sitting here beside me. It's a conversation I've had many times and probably will again. I just wish he was someone else, someone I would rather be talking to. But he's here and that one isn't. In fact, he won't be here tonight or any night. But this one is so my conversation goes something like this.
"OK, I know what you're going to say so don't bother. Sure, I know what I look like and you're wondering. Just don't! My name's Meg, and I'm here for some fun and that's all you need to know. And if you think you can find someone better, be my guest. Until then, you're pretty cute and I might just like to spend some time with you. If you play your cards right, you might get lucky! Care to try?"
He did, of course and we're on our way to a motel. Just another nameless guy and another cheap room. For another night, I won't be alone and I'll be his submissive slut until we're both exhausted. He'll be able to tell his buddies that he scored with that gorgeous lady on Channel 9, and then try to convince them he's not lying. In the meantime, I can go home to an empty bed and an even more empty life. A life with as much sex as I want but without the love that I gave away.
I thought my beauty could buy me anything. Surprise! I still think back to when I thought that only good things happened to me because of my beauty. I learned early that there were no bad consequences to getting my way because of the gifts that God gave me. How stupid I was to believe that! Consequences are not always good.
Consequences can be a bitch!
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One of the Consequences series. Bridget never thinks of what could happen until it's too late.
Edited by LadyCibelle
Tyson Sommers signed the last of the documents Jason gave him. They were necessary if Jason was to handle this particular portfolio. That portfolio was one of the biggest Ty was responsible for. It involved the holdings of Wilson Graves, a billionaire investor and entrepreneur. Wilson-Call me Willy-Graves loved nothing better than using his money to leverage other companies in a hostile takeover, buying up their stock and gaining control. Once he did, it was divest, divest, divest. In so doing, he would increase the value of his own investment and carry some other trusting souls along for the ride. Damn those who got hurt as long as Willy made his money. As his lawyer and legal advisor, Ty had managed to keep Wilson honest and out of trouble with the SEC and other federal regulators who kept an eye out for people like Graves, all the while allowing him to make even more money. And the more money Willy made, the more rolled into the coffers of Sommers, Reinhardt and Haines, Inc.
Jason also had made inroads into the portfolios of his other clients and within the two weeks that were left, he should have full control in his grasp. That would complete the three months that it had already taken to transfer all of Ty's clients. Other than his own special clients only Jason, Stacie Reinhardt and Clayton Haines knew that Ty was retiring. Ty told himself once again that it was time: time to let it all go and spend some time for himself. After all, he was one of the founding fathers of this firm and he, along with Stacie and Clay had built it from a small storefront law firm to one of the biggest and most influential in the city of Columbus, Ohio It had taken most of his time and, over the course of their twenty-year marriage, a toll on their personal lives; his and that of Bridget, his wife.
He and Bridget had been married twenty years last month and they had two children; nineteen year-old Jake and eighteen-year old Tessa, both now in college and doing well. During those years, Bridget was a good mother and wife and Ty had done all he could to make sure they had all he could give them. Their home was large and beautiful; the kids were in the most expensive schools and had all they needed to live accordingly; Bridget was still beautiful and stayed that way with the help of her spa and health club. She drove her Volvo convertible and loved the way her long blond hair streamed out in the wind and she played the radio as loud as any teenager.
Over the last year or two, the only thing Ty found wrong with their lives was that Bridget was no longer interested in making love. Ty's sex drive was low but still active and he was frustrated by Bridget's disinterest. He talked to her about it but all she said was that she was in that time when her libido was low and she would talk to her doctor about it when she had her next checkup. That had been almost a year ago and she had not mentioned it since. Their love life hadn't improved during that time and, if the truth were to be told, it had gone even more downhill. Ty had given up asking and now, let it go without further comment.
The other thing that bothered him were her trips back to her hometown of Mansfield, Ohio. She told him that it was because of her mother's declining health and that her sister, Bianca, needed help taking care of her. Both still lived in Mansfield and Bianca was divorced and alone. Bridget stayed with her when she went. She said that the least she could do was take over for Bianca from time to time and let her enjoy some free time. These trips had begun six months ago and now occurred every other week. Bridget would leave on Thursday morning and come home late Sunday night. She always called every evening at nine when she was gone and made sure her cell was on at all times but it meant three or four days every other week that Ty spent alone. He hated being alone now.
She left this morning on her latest trip which meant another evening alone. He was more disappointed in that then he let on after he had disclosed to Bridget that he was working on a big surprise for her and that it would be ready in just a couple of weeks. He even tried to rile her up when he told her that Stacey was helping him with it and she was almost done. Ty hoped that her curiosity, or even her jealousy over Stacey, would make her stay and try to find out what the secret was, but she didn't do more than a cursory question or two before she began packing for her trip. Ty wasn't surprised by her lack of curiosity now and let it go and just left her to her packing. They said their usual goodbyes and he left shortly after for work, knowing that she would be gone within the hour.
Much later that same day, Ty closed up his office, stopped to talk with Rachael, his secretary, and walked down the carpeted hall to Stacey's office to talk to her before heading home. He knocked once and pushed the door open, a habit he had with all the partners. They were used to his popping in at odd times unannounced.
"Hey, Stace! Ready to call it quits for the day? I'll buy if you want to grab a cold one. I'm in no hurry to get home to an empty house."
"Hi, Ty. I'd love to, but Roger's waiting for me tonight. We're going to a school play. Rog, Jr. is the lead in Pirates of Doom. Sounds terrible to me, but Rog says it's 'cool!'"
"OK, kid, it's your loss." But his smile belied the comment. "No, I don't blame you. I remember my kids and their plays. Bad as they were, they're still your kids and they can't be bad. We're prejudiced, but we're allowed. We don't know any better: we're parents!"
Stacey laughed and nodded. She was still a pretty woman at forty-six and she was happily married for the second time. This one had lasted for the past ten years. Ty knew her husband, Roger, and liked him.
"How are you coming on my project? Got everything you need? I can have Jason give you a hand if you need it."
She looked up and shook her head. "Everything's on track and on time. Should be no problem at all. Just give me the word and I'll take it from there. No need for Jason; he'll have his hands full with what you gave him, but as you promised, he's a real good worker and he's going to be an asset with you gone. You know, Ty, I really wish I could talk you out of this. Especially the retirement part.
"You know we're going to miss you around here. You were the main force behind our success. I just held onto your coattails in the early days and enjoyed the ride. I'm going to miss you the most. Are you sure you won't change your mind about retiring?"
"Not a chance, and don't sell yourself short, Stacey. You pulled your own weight then and still do. You and Clay will do just fine. And we have one hell of a crop of youngsters now. They really impress me with their willingness to dig in and work hard. Jason, and maybe that Alice Chambers could be offered a partnership within a year or two."
"Could be. I like both of them a lot and it's clear you completely trust Jason. Well, I'll see you tomorrow and I'll be at the party in two weeks. Rog wants to come as well."
"Bring him, by all means. OK, then, goodnight."
Ty drove to his estate home in the suburbs of Columbus. The house was on a five-acre lot and enclosed just over five thousand square feet. It boasted a hot tub that overflowed into a pool, a cabana, two tennis courts, and a large garden filled with flowers and flowering shrubs that had color all summer and into the fall. Bridget had let the cook and maid go when the kids left and now the place was empty most of the time. He had mentioned that it was really too big for the two of them and Bridget said that she agreed. She hadn't committed to it, but said she knew it was time to think about moving into something smaller. Maybe they should give the kids a couple of more years, she said.
Ty drove into the four-car garage and went inside to the kitchen where he popped a frozen dinner into the microwave while he went up to change into scruffs for the evening.
As he came back down the steps he heard the phone ring. It was the landline and hopefully that meant it was about one of his ads. It was way too early for Bridget to call. He answered it and was pleased to find that it was about his boat. A thirty-two foot powered sailboat that was moored at Lake Erie during the summer and fall. He stored it during the winter at a facility on the lake.
After a fruitful discussion with one of the people who had taken it out for a run with the marina owner who was covering it for Ty, the deal was struck and an agreement was made to send a cashier's check for the agreed upon price to a post office box number Ty provided. Once the check was received, the title to the boat would be available at the marina. The title had been reviewed by the purchaser when he took the boat out for a trial run. All was in place. Bridget would be pleased since she had never liked the thing. She hadn't been out with Ty in years.
Now that the boat was sold, and his Jaguar and Audi had been promised to the successful high bidders, there was little left to worry about. By this time two weeks from today, everything would be in place and his retirement could officially begin. The house may take some time to sell, but he and Bridget would be out of the house by then so the realtor could show it without worry. The new, smaller bungalow was now his and he had already moved some of the furniture into it. Whatever extra furniture was needed could be purchased at any time.
Ty ate the frozen dinner without tasting it and decided to just lay back and zone out on mindless TV and some snacks. He took a bottle of cold Miller Lite into the entertainment room and decided to watch a little porn. He had all the channels now that the kids were gone and he went to the adult channel and found some tale about a hotel where everyone there was only there to have sex with whomever they could find. For the women, that wasn't a problem. They all had DD tits and perfect asses. The guys were all six foot five, built like Arnold Schwarzenegger and hung like horses so they didn't have any trouble either. As the movie progressed, Ty began to wonder why they all did the same things in the same way, looking into the camera as they moved. No imagination, just titillation. He couldn't get worked up enough to take matters into his own hand.
At nine, Bridget called. Ty answered. "Hi, Bridget. Any problem getting there?"
"No trouble at all, honey. Easy trip. Mom's doing a little better but Bianca is stressed. I may stay an extra day if it's OK with you."
That comment did cause Ty's stomach to clinch, but he put the discomfort down and replied in a calm voice.
"Sure, whatever you think is best. I'll just stay at work a little longer since it's lonely here without you. But what about Monday? Do you need anything or do you have enough? Seems you don't take much with you."
"Oh, honey, that's because I have a lot of things here that I've left behind when I leave. I'll be just fine, so don't you worry. And by the way, how's that surprise coming? I can't wait to find out what it is."
"I didn't think you even cared. You weren't very interested this morning before I left for work. But since you asked, it's right on schedule. Stacey is almost done with her part and the rest is already in place. You'll really be surprised."
"I can't wait. OK, honey, I'll call you tomorrow night. Be good."
"You too. Just remember that I love you."
"Goodnight, honey."
Ty once again remarked to himself how anxious she seemed to be to get the calls over with and hang up. And she didn't return his 'I love you' with anything other than goodnight. Well, maybe she was busy with her mother. That thought made him smile: her mother was a real piece of work. She never cared for him and she didn't make a secret of it either. But then that was no problem since Ty didn't like her either. Her or her sister, Bianca; divorced by her husband for cheating. That whole family was dysfunctional at best.
So, the rest of my weekend alone continues,Ty thought to himself. To occupy himself, he called the kids, talked with them for an hour or more, reminding them of his summons for them to come down in two weeks, and then just let himself go. He fell asleep on the couch and woke during the middle of the night with a stiff neck. He went to bed and slept without dreams. That was unusual but Ty welcomed it. Lately his dreams had not been pleasant.
The next two weeks passed as normal, with Ty working to finish all his cases and make sure Jason was up to speed on all of them. He spent most of that second week calling his clients and letting them know of his pending retirement. They were for the most part happy for him and willing to work with Jason. A few wanted assurances from either Stacey or Clayton and he made sure they were contacted right away. Things were all in place by that final Thursday when Bridget left for Mansfield.
Ty had managed to keep his pending retirement secret from Bridget as planned. She rarely asked about his work anymore so it was not much of a problem. In addition, she had forgotten about the surprise and Ty didn't bring it up again before she left. He would mention it Sunday morning when she called to tell him she was about to leave, especially if she decided to stay an extra day again. Either way, Ty was prepared.
Friday was Ty's final day and it was a flurry of activity. He and Rachael worked together cleaning house and transferring the paper files to Jason. A few more phone calls and then he told Rachael to transfer all his new calls to Jason. As part of his plan, he had given Jason his own secretary and Rachael had worked with her.
The last thing he did that morning at work was to tell Stacey to put things into motion and she said she was ready. She left for the courthouse later that morning but promised to be back in time for the retirement party they were giving at the Radisson Hotel. Everyone knew that Bridget couldn't be there but that didn't postpone the proceedings. It promised to be a blast.
Ty left right after lunch to see about a number of things that had to happen and by three that afternoon, all was in place. The final papers had been signed on the house and the movers were already on their way. They promised to finish by late Saturday afternoon. As soon as the movers finished, the people he hired to clean the place top to bottom would be there and they had orders to be finished by that evening. They were promised a bonus if they finished on time. The realtors would have the For Sale sign planted in the front yard by late tomorrow and they told him that they already had a listing of people who wanted to see the property beginning the following Monday. To their delight, he had priced it to sell.
The last thing Ty needed to do was to make sure all of the financial arrangements were in place. Bridget and he had two separate accounts besides the joint ones and they each had their own credit card. It was at his insistence that they carried only one card each since Ty was not in favor of running a credit balance with anyone. She was very good about it and had never been frivolous with money. She managed their accounts with great skill, and other than Ty's private business accounts, managed by a firm hired by his company, she knew of all of their finances. She was not privy to Ty's accounts at the firm but she had never bothered to ask him about it and had forgotten it over the years.
Now that he was retiring, he closed all open accounts that carried both their names and rolled the retirement account over to a new brokerage. Ty intended on handling all of their joint affairs in cash for the near future, or at least until they had settled on everything. Since the new home would be located outside the states, the accounts would also be out of the US. There was no reason to maintain stateside bank accounts since he had no intention of coming back anytime soon. He had already opened an on-line account with an international bank that had outlets in Europe and South America. Ty was sure Bridget would have no trouble making the switch. She was very intelligent about money matters.
Finally, he made sure the tickets were in hand and the destination was confirmed. Ty thought about the two of them spending the next several months in a beautiful resort in Costa Rica. Sun, sand, swimming, sailing, horseback riding, you name it: they had it all. Ty had made one trip down to the resort by himself to convince him that the brochure was real and then told Rachael to book the trip and make the reservations. He wanted everything confirmed by the time he retired.
It might be worth noting that Tyson was very well-to-do and had amassed a great deal of money over the years. He took a lot of high-profile cases with rich clients and charged accordingly. Since he was very good at what he did, his clients recognized his value and retained him with sizable retainers. He had invested his earnings in high risk accounts and had done very well over the years. As a lawyer, Ty knew the law and had moved most of his money legally into offshore accounts with no agreements with the US. They were still intact. Again, Bridget knew nothing of those accounts and this was part of the surprise. If she had, she would be amazed at what they were worth. Of course, that money was outside the states and not subject to U.S. tax laws or the U.S. courts.
As the day ended, Ty drove to the Radisson and his retirement party. Bridget knew nothing of his retirement and thus this party since he had everyone in the firm promise to keep it quiet. She had been after him to consider retirement but had let it drop during that past year. His retirement should please her however, since she always complained about the time he spent at his job. He told all of them that it was to be a surprise to Bridget and that his plans were to announce everything to her Sunday night when she came home. Ty was sure she would be home Sunday because he intended to begin the surprise that morning when she called. This was his plan and so far, everything had gone perfectly.
The party was a lot of fun. Ty danced with all the women and talked to all the men and they shared war stories of their most interesting cases. Jason was there and he spent most of his time around Ty to be sure nothing of importance escaped his notice. Tyson really liked this kid. He was going to be a real asset to the firm. Stacey and Clay were there with their spouses and Ty talked with them for some time. Stacey and Jason were the only ones that knew all of his plans and they was sworn to secrecy as his attorneys of record. He knew she was secretly pleased at what he was doing but she didn't say it directly. He danced with her and they talked about the final steps.
"Are you sure everything is ready? She'll be home Sunday evening and I want to be sure she's surprised. Promise?"
"It's all ready to go, Ty. Just relax. I have the checks and the amounts clearly documented so she'll be surprised and you'll be satisfied, I'm sure. She's really going to love being surprised this way," she whispered sarcastically.
I laughed. "She sure will. I think it's going to be great. By the way, I got the tickets for the resort and we'll be leaving Sunday night for Costa Rica. It'll be a ball, with nothing to do but enjoy. And I fully intend to enjoy! I'll call you just as soon as I have a permanent number, but in the meantime, my new cell will be active. You and Roger should do something like it yourselves."
"Maybe some day. Right now, I enjoy what I'm doing too much to quit."
"Well, that's up to you. Be sure to tell Clay I'm sorry for not including him in all of our plans."



I stayed until almost midnight before I finally left. I had missed Bridget's call but she was sure to have left a message. I drove home, went inside and, sure enough, the message light was blinking. I pushed the right button and listened.
"Ty, where are you? You never miss my calls. Listen, I'm going over to mom's tonight so don't try to call me there. I don't want to wake her if she gets to sleep. She's so tired all the time and she needs her rest. I'll call tomorrow night, so please be home. Goodnight, baby."
Well, pretty much as Ty expected. She wouldn't call tonight now that she had left her message. He spent the rest of the evening packing his clothes and making sure he had all of Bridget's things packed as well. He wouldn't have much time between now and Sunday night and Ty didn't want to have to make any return trips before the movers arrived tomorrow. Since Bridget wasn't going to be home before all of the moving was done, he was very careful to pack her things carefully and neatly. She wouldn't have anything to complain about if he took his time and did it right. He intended on staying at the bungalow tonight and would make sure all calls were forwarded to his new cell starting tomorrow.
Once he had transferred everything to the bungalow, Ty finished up, made a phone call to make sure the last piece of the surprise was in place and then went to bed. He was pleasantly tired from the party and on edge with all that had to happen on such a tight schedule. He hoped nothing would go wrong as he fell asleep.
Saturday began the packing and moving of the furniture from their home. It was sort of sad but Ty shrugged his shoulders and left the movers to their work. He was going back to the bungalow to meet their kids. They were arriving right around noon and Ty needed to go over his plans with them so they wouldn't be too surprised. He had given them a hint of his retirement but not his plans for Costa Rica or anything else. Now was the time to bring them up to date. He had to do it with promises from them not to call Bridget and spoil his surprise. He thought they would be OK with that.
When they arrived, he welcomed them inside and sat them down to begin to fill them in. He made it short and to the point and when he was finished, he answered all their questions and gave them details when they asked for them. Neither Jake nor Tessa were happy with what he was doing but he assured them that their college tuition was taken care of and that they would always be welcome home, wherever that was. He assured them that his retirement was something that both he and Bridget had discussed and had agreed the time was right. They wanted to talk to Bridget but he made them promise to wait until Sunday night when she got home. They finally agreed.
They all went out to dinner that evening and kept quiet when Ty answered the nine o'clock call from Bridget. She kept it short as usual but didn't mention staying any longer so he still expected her Sunday night. After the call, the kids once again discussed his plans and wanted to be sure he still wanted to go ahead with it. He assured them he was fine and when they went to sleep in the spare room with the twin beds, he made a phone call to be sure the movers were done and the cleaning crew was scheduled. Both were affirmative and Ty was pleased. One final call and he was done for the night.
Sunday was a day when little had to be done and most all was ready. He checked the house and found all in place. The movers and cleaners had left the place spotless and ready to show. He drove back to the bungalow and waited for the call from Bridget telling him she was ready to leave. He expected her to call at her normal time of between ten and ten thirty. The kids had gone out to be with some of their friends from home so Ty was alone when she called. He answered after the first ring.
"Hi, Bridget? Are you ready to start home?" Ty waited for her answer with nerves just beginning.
"Well, yes and no, Ty. I'd really like to stay a few more days to give Bianca some more time to do some things. Would you really mind if I did that?" Her voice was strained as if she expected him to object. She had to know that he would not like her request.
Ty heard the words and for the first time, felt the anger that he had been holding in check for the past several months struggle to break free. She wanted to stay a few days longer? Why? Well, he knew now, didn't he? He had known for over three months now, long enough to begin planning his surprise. Now was the time to bring his surprise to the front. Now it was time to do what he had planned for the past three months, once he found out for sure. Now it was time!
As he made this decision, his anger finally came to the front. He had been holding it in for so long and now he could let it go. With the anger making it difficult to speak without shouting at her, he responded to her request.
"Well, Bridget my love, why would I mind? Just because you want to spend a few more nights with your lover, Kevin? Why should that bother me now, since you've been screwing him, and that other guy, what's his name? Oh, yes, Ben, that's it."
His voice was now rising in his anger and he had to stop himself from screaming at her.
"You've been doing it for the past six months! Or has it been longer? I just don't know for sure! But what the hell; it's been going on for some time now and I guess I was just supposed to pretend it was nothing?"
There was silence from the other end, followed by a sob and then the phone went dead. Ty just stared at the phone in his hand as if it were a snake about to strike. He realized that Bridget had hung up at her end and that was a surprise he wasn't expecting. He finally put the offending instrument down on the table, his hand trembling with his remaining anger. She hung up! That he hadn't expected and he had nowhere to vent his pent up anger.
As Ty fell into the chair beside the table, his phone rang sharply. He just stared at it uncomprehendingly as the sound rebounded from the walls. It continued to ring, the disposable phone he had purchased for this purpose not having voicemail. He finally picked it up and pushed the talk button.
"Yes?" That was all he could get out. His anger had burned out with the sudden end of it all. He had been primed for an argument or a shouting match. A screaming match between the cheating bitch and her scorned husband was what should have happened, but her abrupt termination caught him by surprise and doused his anger like a bucket of water on a flame. Now he was numb. Dead inside and numb with the pain that he had been holding back with his plan of action. Without the cathartic outlet for his anger and his hurt, he was suddenly helpless to stop the piercing pain that clutched at his heart.
Bianca's angry voice screamed at him out of the tiny speaker. "Ty! This is Bianca. Don't hang up! Bridget is a wreck and she is almost hysterical. She flew out of here and took off in her car. What did you say to her? What did you do, Ty? What damned thing did you do to cause her to react that way? What the hell did you do?"
Suddenly there was a new subject for his anger. And this one was a full partner in Bridget's betrayal. This one was as guilty as his cheating wife!
"Well, Bianca, my loving sister-in-law; I just told her to stay as long as she likes so she can spend the extra time screwing her lover, Kevin Clark. I know all about the two of you and your boyfriends: you and Bridget with Ben Stinson and Kevin. I know about the motel you always use and the nights you spend together, just the four of you. It must really get confusing with the lights out. How do you know whose cock is poking into you? Is one bigger than the other?"
"Oh, my God! Ty, don't! You have to let her explain! Ty, it isn't what you think. She doesn't love Kevin. It was just a stupid mistake and I'm as much at fault as she is. Ty, Bridget loves you and you alone. Don't do anything stupid now. You guys have too much to live for. Please, Ty. Please wait until Bridget can talk to you. Please?"
"Oh, there will be someone here when she arrives. There won't be much talking involved and I won't be the one waiting for her. But then, what the hell! She didn't much care anyway, since she wanted to stay longer so she could continue fucking Kevin. She sure as hell wasn't fucking me! Not since she found good old Kevin and his strange cock! Now, she'll have all the time she wants to fuck anyone she wants. So, the two of you should have a lot of fun in the future."
"Ty, no! Don't say that, Ty! Oh, God, no! Please, Ty. This is going to kill her. She loves you so much that this will kill her. Ty, you can't do this! You can't! What about the kids? What will Tessa and Jake say? Ty, you can't tell them!"
"Too late, Bianca; I've already told them. I gave them the complete story and let them know how the two of you threw us away like garbage. I told them what their mother was doing all those weekends when she told both of them that she was 'taking care of her mother and giving sis a break.'
"For your information, they took it very well. Stacey took it harder than Jake but they will probably forgive her since she was always a good mother, right up until the first time Kevin fucked her into forgetting about all of us."
"Ty, isn't there any hope for the two of you? Are you going to throw away twenty years of a wonderful marriage over this? Ty, please think about what you're doing. Please?"
"Oh, Bianca, you know better. You and Bridget threw me and our kids away. It's wasn't me who did that. Goodbye, Bianca, and say goodbye to your mother for me. She never did like me and now she must be laughing her skinny ass off."
Ty disconnected, then looked around the small bungalow for the last time. Bridget will love it, he thought to himself. Then he laughed at the thought. He turned off all the lights, put the spare keys on the table along with the letter to Bridget and went out the front door. He pulled the door shut, got into his rental car and drove to Rachael's apartment.
She was waiting in front of the building for him as he pulled up. He got out, loaded her three suitcases into the back of the car and then held the door as she climbed in. She smiled up at him as he shut the door of the car. He walked around to the driver's side and slid in.
"Well, Rachael, are you ready for this?"
She laughed and put her hand on his cheek. "You'd better believe it, lover. It's been hell seeing you every day at the firm but not being able to touch you or talk to you. If it wasn't for Bridget throwing you away for me to snap up, and then giving us those weekends, I don't think I could have stood it any longer. Thank goodness for cheating wives." She laughed again and they drove away.
Bridget's Story
When I called to ask Ty if he minded if I stayed a couple more days, I had a strange feeling that I shouldn't do it. I said as much to Bianca but she just laughed at me and asked me if I didn't want to spend a couple more nights with Kevin and Ben. I felt a twinge of guilt as I did whenever I thought of my time with both of them. But as in the past, that twinge failed to survive my own thoughts of lust. When I remembered the two of them pushing into me at the same time, I felt a thrill of wetness between my legs. I shuddered once and picked up the phone.
The conversation started as usual, Ty asking me if I was coming home. He sounded so normal, reminding me that this was a world that Ty knew nothing about and that gave me courage to do what I knew I wanted. I went for it, asking him if he minded if I stayed a couple of days. I looked at Bianca when I did and her grin reassured me that I was doing the right thing.
As I waited for his normal answer to do whatever made me happy, I thought once again to myself that Ty wouldn't mind and he would never know what I was really doing. I would never let him find out because it would hurt him too much. I loved Ty, that was real; but sex with him had lost its appeal to me and now I had found an outlet that allowed me to continue to love my husband but enjoy sex with someone else. With him, I had found a wild side to myself that I never expected. I was thoroughly caught up in the illicit pleasure he gave me.
I was pleased at myself, my own pleasure driving my lust to spend just one, or even two more nights with Kevin and Ben. I was already imagining our night together and I was becoming warm at the thought. That was until those words came out of the speaker and directly to my gut, destroying my world:"Well, Bridget my love, why would I mind? Just because you want to spend a few more nights with your lover, Kevin? Why should that bother me now, since you've been screwing him, and that other guy, what's his name? Oh, yes, Ben, that's it. You've been doing it for the past six months? Or has it been longer? I just don't know for sure. But what the hell; it's been going on for some time now and I guess I was just supposed to pretend it was nothing?"
I couldn't speak! I was frozen in fear and panic! I know I slammed the phone down and I let out a loud sob. Just one. That's all I was able to get out before it all became clear to me. Oh, God! He knew! My life was over and I was going to lose the only man I ever loved! I had to get home! I had to leave now, to catch him before he had time to do something terrible. I grabbed my car keys and ran out of Bianca's kitchen. I started my car and backed out of her drive. I turned and headed toward the interstate and home. I had to get home! I had to!
The drive usually took me three and a half to four hours to make but now I was pushing my car as fast as it would go. I was immune to any threat from the police who patrolled the interstate and I cared nothing for speed limits. I had to get home before Ty had time to leave me. I had to talk to him, tell him that I loved him and that I was a fool. I had done something stupid and selfish but it didn't mean anything to me. Kevin and Ben were already gone! I'd never see them or Bianca again as long as I lived. I would tell him that. I would give up everyone else if he would stay with me.
Over and over I rehearsed the words I would use to persuade him not to throw me away. I was seduced by Bianca and her lifestyle and the lack of my sex drive was a problem that she told me would disappear if I let myself go with someone who I didn't have to please or who I didn't care about. She convinced me that this would reawaken my sex drive and that Ty would benefit. I was just going to try to get my drive back. But then I was seduced by the lust and the thrill of doing something nasty. It would revive me and I would carry that back to my marriage bed with my husband.
I was pleased at that. It would work! Ty would listen! He had to! Then, a hundred miles later, I asked the question Ty would ask. Why didn't any of that lust carry over? Why had we not made love in those six months since I had begun my affair? That was a question I had no answer for. I had to think of one. I had to think!
I was still trying to find the words to answer that question when I pulled into the driveway of our home. I was surprised to see four cars sitting in our driveway. I recognized the two cars belonging to my children, and I was surprised to see them there, but almost as quickly, a feeling of dread crept over me at their presence. I drove around them onto the grass and slid to a stop and clambered out of my car to run toward the house. As I did, I saw someone get out of one of the strange cars and move to intercept me at the front door. I ignored this man and reached for my keys. He tried to stop me but I pushed him aside and slid my key into the lock. It didn't work! I tried again, over and over, but it wouldn't work! I threw it on the porch and held my face in my hands and began crying.
I turned to the door and began pounding on it with my fists. I pounded until the pain in my hands forced me to stop. I looked around to see the man who got out of the car still standing there. He asked me if I was Mrs. Tyson Sommers and I nodded my head, yes. He handed me an envelope and said in a low voice, "You are served, madam." He then took another smaller envelope and handed that to me. "These are the keys to your new residence. The address is inside and the property is yours without burden. You will find the deed and the necessary information inside."
I took both envelopes and just stared at him. My mind was numb with sadness and pain. He reached into his coat pocket and handed me a legal-sized white envelope. "This contains several checks amounting to the current savings and checking accounts which have been closed. This house has been listed for sale and the proceeds will go to you once the sale is completed. All of this is included in the divorce statements and the terms are spelled out very clearly."
The man closed his briefcase and prepared to leave. He reached into his jacket pocket and produced a business card. "In case you've forgotten, this is the name of your husband's attorney."
He moved away and got into his car. He spoke to the person sitting in the other car I didn't recognize before backing out and leaving. I was stunned, holding the envelopes that the man had given me. I glanced down at the business card and saw that it was Stacey Reinhardt. That name caused a bolt of anger to course down my back but it quickly died. Stacey was a problem only in my own head. I knew that but I had used it over the years as a wedge to make Ty feel guilty. Now, I knew better but it didn't help to look up and see her walking toward me.
"Hello, Bridget. You're not looking so well today. I just wanted to give you a head's-up. Ty asked me to handle things in his absence. In case you're wondering and have lots of questions, I can give you some answers. First, Ty retired effective Friday. We all had a party for him. It was a great party and lots of people came to see him off. Too bad you missed it, but then you had other things more important didn't you?
"Second, this house has been turned over to a realtor for sale. You signed your name to a power-of-attorney some time ago and Ty used it to transfer the title into his name. But don't worry; the proceeds are all for you. Ty left it to you in the divorce. He also bought you a nice bungalow, paid for and furnished. Your children can take you there.
"Finally, Ty gave me full power to act in his behalf in the divorce and all his affairs here in the states. Ty has left the country and I believe it is his intention not to return for some time."
She stood there, watching me as I digested the things she told me. It was as if each was a hammer that pounded the stake in my heart deeper and deeper. I was almost gasping for breath at the suddenness with which my life had collapsed in on me. I opened my mouth to ask questions, but nothing came out. I realized that I was beaten by a man who I had blindly betrayed and disrespected so easily. A man that I knew in my heart was the only man I could ever love. Now, I had lost his love and I had no idea what to do. Suddenly, I was more alone than I had been over the last twenty years. I had my children and my life but my anchor to all I cared about in this world had left me. I had never felt so alone in my life.
"I can't know why you did this to Tyson, Bridget. I know from working with him for the last fifteen years that he loved you and his children more than anything in this life. When he found out what you were doing, it almost killed him. Roger and I helped him through the crisis he was in and made sure he stayed calm enough to make plans to deal with you. We made sure he didn't do anything foolish. Just so you know, he considered suicide but we talked him out of it by reminding him of your children.



"He's with someone else now that also helped him through the crisis you caused by your actions. It's not important who she is, just that she is with him and will care for him as this slowly runs its course. Tyson will not agree to talk to you and he doesn't care if you fight the divorce. That will be in my hands, not his. So, do what you will. Just know that Tyson is out of your life and will never be back."
She turned and walked back to her car. Without looking back, she got into the passenger side of the car and it left. I walked slowly down the drive to my children who were standing together beside the cars. I had to face them and listen to their anger and condemnation, but I really didn't care any more. I had betrayed my husband, their father, and I had lost him and nothing else mattered. Their anger at me would not make any difference. Nothing they could say or do could hurt any more than the words I heard from Ty just that morning. God, how they hurt! And all he did was state the truth as he saw it.
As I stopped in front of Jake and Tessa, my grief brought me to my knees. Jake reached down and helped me to stand but there was no concern on his face as I looked at him. I saw anger, disgust, disappointment but no concern. That was painful to me and I began to sob. And instead of holding me, my daughter stood in front of me with her arms crossed over her chest and her face mirroring that of her brother. I had told myself that I couldn't hurt any worse after losing Ty and my marriage but the looks on the faces of my children told me in no uncertain terms exactly how they saw what I did. And it was even worse!
I cried for what I had lost as my children stood by and waited. They offered no comfort. I had lost them as well! I turned and looked once more at the home Ty and I had purchased to build our family. I loved that house and had always felt pride when I came home. Now it was gone. Everything was gone. My husband, my marriage, the love of my children and the home we shared.
What have I done! Why did I never think of the consequences of my actions? Why had I never considered that? I knew now!
Consequences are a bitch!
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* * * * *
Chapter 1- Carmine
The whistle blew as I stood up from my resting place next to the chain link fence that enclosed the area where I, along with twenty other men, was getting my daily ration of fresh air. I kept as far away from the other cons as I could since I was not going to blow my chance of getting out by getting into trouble. Freedom was just too damned close for me to screw it up. I ambled over toward the far edge of the field and queued up with the other inmates waiting to file into the outer chamber leading from the exercise field to the main hallway of the prison.
My name is Carmine Montoya and I'm a charter member of the inmates society here at lovely Ohio State Penitentiary. I'm one of over five hundred held courtesy of the State of Ohio. I'm in for assault and serving a sentence of seven to ten years. Actually it was a plea bargain that got me here but I was guilty: no question about it. I admitted it and my attorney worked out the deal. He was court appointed but he did the job. He was happy that I had no complaints, and wanted no appeal: I just wanted to serve my time and pay my debt to society.
We had two hours a day outside, one in the morning and one in the afternoon. This was the second, and the whistle signaled our hour in the sun was over. When the last man came through the sally-port, the steel bar gate slammed shut behind him. The clang was one I was familiar with now and it was just part of the background noise. Once it was shut, the gate in front of the first man in the queue slid open and we filed into the main hallway. I looked down the long sterile hallway, cells to the right and left, two levels high and most now filled and thought to myself that this had been my home for the last five years and some days. We were the last group of the day to go outside. As always, we marched single file down that barren walk with guards at the head and the end of our column and one walking beside. No talking, no nothing; just silent marching, the sound of our prison-issue shoes echoing from the block walls.
My group was on the ground floor so we marched down the center, men peeling off in pairs to the left or right to enter their cells. The doors were all open, waiting for the command to shut them down. I was near the end and followed Owen, 'Big O' Potts, my current cellmate as we moved out of line and into cell number 113. Owen jumped up to the top bunk while I took the bottom due to my seniority in this cell. The guard came past, looked in to see we were where we were supposed to be and that no one else was in with us, then after checking the full row, signaled to the gatekeeper. Once all were in and accounted for, the doors slid home with their own distinctive clang and we were sealed in for the next two hours until the dinner march.
"So, tomorrow's the day, eh Doc?" Owen was not much in the way of words but this was a special occasion.
"Yeah, tomorrow's the day, 'O'. Gonna be good to be out of here." I didn't normally say much either which is why Owen and I were good cellmates. He had been with me for over a year now without either of us doing the other harm.
"Yeah, good. You got my number, Doc? I'm out in another month."
"I got it. I just hope I don't need it until parole is done."
We were done talking until dinner. Silence was one of the premiums in a good cellmate. None of us liked to talk much after a few years inside. After all, when your world consisted of a barren cell and a cot with a stainless steel crapper, what was there to talk about? Most of the movies they showed were ancient and the library held mainly rejected books from the local schools. Not a lot of stimulation.
Owen Potts is in for manslaughter. He took a dislike to a man that threatened one of his kids. Seems the man also was messing with his missus and Owen took issue with that. He put a knife into the guy's gut, just missing an artery. Fortunately, the guy survived so Owen only got fifteen years. His wife divorced him and he hadn't seen his kid for the last ten years.
Shortly after he was released from the hospital, the guy on the outside was mugged and killed in what the police called a random case of robbery. Funny, but it wasn't a surprise to Owen. All he said when he heard was "Good Job!" He had already done most of his time and like me, the parole board gave him a pass on the remainder. He'd kept his nose clean inside. It's good that society doesn't like to shell out good money for more and better prisons. Makes our time a lot shorter.
I lay back, picking up the book I had been reading. It was a medical journal and it outlined several new procedures for resetting and aligning broken bones. I had kept up with the new procedures and discoveries in prison and the librarian was good about getting the books I requested. I picked it up, looked at it for a few minutes, then put it down. I wanted something less technical and more exciting. I picked up a fiction novel, one of Ludlum's tomes, always good for reading since it took forever to finish one. Deep, dark, convoluted and violent. Just the thing for a convict to waste time with. I had read all of his works that were in the prison library. My release was coming just in time.
I had been in jail now for five years, three months and ten days. With the overcrowding in the state penal system, the courts had ruled that once a prisoner had served seventy percent of his minimum term, he or she was eligible for parole. The parole board had granted my parole on the third try. No one showed up to protest or to advocate for my release since I had made it clear I wanted no one I knew to know about my upcoming parole hearing. I asked only one man to speak on my behalf. I hadn't asked anyone else for my side and no one ever appeared for the other one so it was pretty much of a wash in that regard. But this time I had a guarantee of a job and a place to live when I got out; courtesy of my old boss and friend, Jason Whatley. He ran a private practice now in Columbus and wanted me to come in with him. He had made the necessary calls and my license to practice had been renewed without issue since my crime had nothing to do with medicine and I had passed the proficiency test. The parole board liked this and the letter from Jason was complimentary so they relented and gave me parole.
During the time I was in, my only visitor was my sister Eileen. She was married and had three kids of her own. She and her husband Fred moved into our parent's home in the suburbs of Cleveland after they were both killed in a car accident three years ago. Before that, mom and dad wanted to come visit but I begged them both to stay away. I hated for them to see me in here but mom had to come anyway. She and Eileen both came every couple of months until her death. Dad sent letters but honored my request: I think the whole idea pained him. However, they were gone now and only Eileen came.
We never talked of my ex and my kid. Eileen learned early on that I wanted no word of what they were doing. I had it in my head that they were better off without me. After all, I had lost it big time when I almost killed Hugo. I don't think I would have done anything to Nancy, but I wasn't sure, so I decided to put them in my past and move on. It seemed the best thing for all of us.
When she visited a week ago, I told Eileen of my deal with Jason and she was delighted. We promised to keep in touch after I was released. She asked if I had a place to stay and needed anything. I told her Jason had everything under control so not to worry. As soon as I was settled, I would call her and give her the information.
Laying on my bunk and considering all of this, I sighed and tried to take a quick nap. Time seemed to be dragging even more slowly now than it did normally. All I had to do now was make it through dinner and then one more night in this hell hole and I would be a free man. Free from what? Well, that was a matter of public record so there's no harm in telling you.
It was all because I beat a man almost to death. It was a close call but he survived and I was arrested and charged with assault with intent to kill. My court appointed attorney helped me to a plea bargain that reduced the charge to simple assault. I was guilty and was willing to plead out so it went through without a trial. I agreed to a term of not less than seven and not more than ten years if I would plead guilty. It was all very civilized and I was bundled off to jail and out of sight of all those who wanted me lynched or acquitted. Seems at the time, there were more on the lynching side but who was counting.
What happened? It was a very simple thing. I was a doctor on staff at a local hospital. I was a specialist and my practice was in the field of orthopedics, a bone doctor, and I had been on call for almost eighteen hours when I clocked out for the day and went down to the wards. I had a patient on the ward that I wanted to visit before I went home. As is the way of things, during the time I was in house, there was a serious accident and I was called to help. I worked Trauma for the next five hours before an emergency surgery had to be performed on a man who could lose the use of his leg if it wasn't rebuilt properly. Since I was already there, I was paged and was in surgery for almost six more hours with him before I could get away by switching with a colleague of mine. I had been on duty now for over thirty straight hours.
I got a colleague of mine to take my next shift since I would be too tired to be effective and he agreed. I got out of the hospital before any more could happen and got in my car to drive home. I had called my wife earlier to tell her I was going to be delayed but that I would call if I could get away before my next scheduled shift. I hadn't remembered to call Nancy before I left letting her know that I had switched, so I tried now. I called her cell phone just to be sure and got her voice mail and left a message saying I was heading home. It was just after one o'clock in the afternoon so I expected her to be home anyway. She worked part time for a Real Estate company as a receptionist but wouldn't be working today. I wasn't scheduled home until later that evening so since she hadn't received my call, she would assume I was on shift now.
I pulled into the drive, noticing that a strange car was already there. I had no idea who it could be. I thought maybe it was a friend who stopped by since Nancy was home. I dragged myself into the house, my mind clouded by fatigue after almost thirty straight hours of working. I looked around the kitchen and the rest of downstairs and found nobody home. My muddled brain concluded that they must be out shopping or some such. Without any further thought, I headed for the steps, my body barely making its way up the stairs to the bedroom and the shower. That's all I wanted now, a nice long, hot shower and then a few hours in bed. All alone, by myself. Heaven!
I walked into the bedroom and was met with a sight that remained burned into my retinas for years. It's been over five years now but if I try real hard, I can still see my wife on the bed, her legs spread and a man laying on top of her and moving up and down between her legs. There was remarkably little sound but I do remember the little rhythmic squeak the bed made as he bounced up and down. I remember it was eek, eek, eek, or something like that. That sound, like the sight, was also burned into my memory. I don't know what I thought at that instant but I didn't say a word. All I can remember is turning away and walking out of the room.
At this point it all becomes a little blurry. I tried to remember it later but it was as if it happened to someone else and I was too tired to watch. All I know is that they said I went out of the room, got a baseball bat out of my son's room and then came back to the bedroom where my wife Nancy and her boss and lover Hugo Bentz were still in the process of fucking each other to death. I hit Hugo on the back with the bat, and then when he noticed me, I swung it again, hitting him in the side, breaking several ribs, jamming one into his lung. It then appears I continued to beat him with the bat until my wife jumped on me, knocking me down. I apparently got up and tried to push her away before she ran out of the room into our son's room and locked the door. She called 911 and they came shortly after.
They found me sitting in the family room, staring off into space, the bat still in my hands and covered in blood. When they asked me if I was alright, I couldn't answer. I just dropped the bat and stood up. I wasn't aware of anything at that point. Whatever was driving me before was gone. I couldn't respond when they asked me my name or anything else, my brain fried. I remained that way for days afterward.
Hugo was still upstairs in our bed, unconscious. He was taken to the emergency room and I guess it was touch and go for awhile before they got him stabilized. I had given him a concussion, broken several bones in his arms and legs and a couple of ribs. I was told later that he needed multiple surgeries but he recovered with no complications. Nancy was not hurt and she told the police what happened. Since Hugo was there with my wife's permission, the state decided to charge me since I had attacked him while there as my wife's guest. Can you beat that? My wife invited him over to fuck her in my house and in my bed and I was the bad guy.
The first I remember is sitting in a small room with a very serious man asking me questions. I woke up, looked at him strangely then began to respond normally. At that point a policeman came in, handcuffed me and I was arraigned and charged with felony assault. That all happened several days later. I had been in a hospital, unresponsive for all that time but now I was magically cured, and I could pay for my crimes!
Nancy tried to talk to me while I was in jail waiting trial but I refused to see her. She tried to post bail but I refused and I refused her attempt to hire a lawyer. I asked and was given a court appointed attorney. He told me that the state was a little anxious about their case since Nancy refused to testify against me so they were willing to deal. I told him that I wanted to plead guilty which caused him to begin to argue with me but I refused to discuss it any further and told him to work it out.
He wanted to know why I would do something so insane; his word, not mine. I let him rant and rave until he seemed to have worn himself out and then I calmly explained it to him. I understood that my wife had cheated on me with the man I almost killed. I knew that I was impaired in my judgment and, with my wife's unwillingness to testify against me, that meant that I could probably get off. But, and this was important to me and my sense of who I was, I had almost killed a man in anger and, for that, I insisted that I pay! And anyway, what was I going to go home to? A wife who was dissatisfied with me as a husband? A son who would be so disappointed in his father that he would come to hate me for what I had done?
He listened, shaking his head over and over but in the end, it was my decision and not his and I chose my fate. When they arraigned me, I pleaded guilty, the judge asked me a bunch of questions as if I were a moron, and finally accepted my plea. Sentencing was scheduled and I told my lawyer to go for a deal. He was a good lawyer with a good heart so he did as I asked. I think he still tried to get me the best deal he could, so it wasn't all bad.
Once I was sent to jail, I refused all attempts for Nancy to see me. I sent her a short note telling her never to try to see me or to bring my nine year-old son to see me. I would refuse to see him as well and I told her why. I never wanted him to see where I was living. That would hurt me more than anything else would: for my son to see his father behind bars and in a place like this. One of the reasons I pled guilty and accepted the plea deal was so as to eliminate the humiliation to my wife and son. I promised myself that what I did would never reflect on them. It was my crime and my sin and I would pay for it.
My first year in jail was a real nightmare but I got lucky. They paired me with a man by the name of Bruno Conseco. He was in for murder and he was a lifer. He learned I was a doctor in my other life and took a liking to me. He said we could do pretty well if I was to offer medical advice, letting him handle me as my 'agent'. I refused initially, but after the first beating when I looked wrong at someone, I agreed, and he took it from there. Soon after, using my medical knowledge, I made a few friends, became known and respected and generally left alone. Bruno and I shared the spoils of my 'consulting fee' which usually consisted of cigarettes, sugar candy of any kind, magazines with women, and the like. We did pretty well and I became 'well off'. Bruno was transferred some time after to a max security jail someplace else and I was on my own, but I was OK by that time and knew the ropes so I survived.
After that first year in jail, I was notified that Nancy was filing for divorce. She requested a meeting with me but instead, I sent her a note. I refused to see her and congratulated her on her new life with lover boy. I told her to write her own terms and I would sign without contesting it. I just wanted it over and done with and she could have it all; the house, the cars, the clothes and jewelry. We had a nice bank account at the time which should last her long enough to collect on the insurance policy I kept that covered her and my son in the event I was unable to work for any reason. I had no desire to contest it since I knew from the minute my fatigued brain took over that day that my marriage was over. I would miss my son but that was as it should be. No son should ever have to see his father in prison or to have a jailbird as a father. That was just wrong on so many levels!
All of that happened years ago now and I was able to forget most of it. I spent a little time with the prison shrink and I actually found myself able to forgive Nancy for what she did to me. He told me that forgiveness was not for her benefit but for mine. He was right! I remember feeling so much better after that. I sometimes went for weeks without thinking of my previous life, but I never stopped remembering both my son and my wife. It's funny that I never stopped loving either one of them even after what she did to me. In my memory, her cheating faded and I remembered the good times. I think that spending so much time alone made the good times much better and the bad times a little less bad. I think that was true.
Anyway, the day of my release came and believe it or not, I had a few bad moments saying goodbye to some of the other guests of our beloved OSP. Owen of course; Tiny, who saved my life a couple of times early on; Benny five-fingers, Tony T, Pan, Willie, and several others. I had spent the past three years working in the hospital and I had treated many of the other cons. I did save Benny's life by diagnosing a tumor, and Tiny got a reduced sentence on appeal after I told his lawyer I found a hormone imbalance that caused some of his behavior problems. I was leaving but my contacts with them were some of the ones I would cherish in later years. These friends were the ones that would remain regardless of what happened to me. We had been through hell together and that was a bond no one could break. Their friendship was honest and based on mutual respect, unlike many in the outside world.



I collected my few meager belongings and was escorted out of the gates and released just outside the entrance. The sound of that big chain link fence slamming shut behind me was unique and I turned to see the source. Freedom! It was the sound of freedom! I watched the guard come over and throw the bar that locked it. He raised one hand in salute and I returned it. Funny, even the guards were friends in that strange sort of way.
I blinked in the bright sunshine and saw Jason waiting for me in a bright red Cadillac CTS. He waved, I walked slowly toward him, walking like most cons, my shoulders hunched up, subconsciously expecting a bullet in the back. He grabbed me in a bear hug and pushed me into the car. He got back in, put the car in gear and I left the OSP behind me. I never looked back.
Chapter 2 – A New Life
That was six months ago now and I was back in practice in Jason's clinic in Columbus, Ohio. We did only high profile cases, working mainly in the area of reconstruction, and the money was wonderful. I was already making more than I had ever had before and I was adjusting to living free again without looking over my shoulder every time I wanted to do something or go somewhere. It was hard at first, jumping at every loud sound or ducking whenever I heard someone shout, but it was getting easier. I always looked around when I went into a building and looked for the exits and I still had difficulty looking directly into someone's eyes. When I was on the inside, the guards took that as a threat and we were instructed to look at our feet when talking to one of them.
The only restriction on my freedom was that I had to physically report-in every two weeks to my parole officer but he told me that it wouldn't be too long before he let me slide and just make random visits. He had all my information, my address and my work number. I was his for the next two years which meant that I had to remain nearby for that same period. But otherwise, it was freedom and more than I had for the last five years.
I took the first month's money and found a small apartment on the outskirts of the downtown area. The rent was cheap since it was in a run-down neighborhood but the apartment was large and had a lot of windows. It was full of light and that's all I cared about. It had two big bedrooms and a full kitchen but that wasn't too important to me. I just needed a microwave to nuke some frozen dinners and I was fine. I had enough to swing the first and last and some left over to buy a mattress and some blankets as well as a whole lot of cans and frozen dinners. The rest of the furniture would come later as I got more money. I was used to a cot, a stainless steel john and a washbasin. This place was heaven to me. I moved in and made it home.
Over the next few months, I bought more stuff from yard sales and adds in the paper for miscellaneous. That was fine for me: the need for expensive toys and goodies was gone, prison putting it in its proper prospective. By the end of five months, I had a real bed, a dresser and a chest, a couch, a TV, and a kitchen table with three chairs. The second bedroom was empty and I had no need to fill it. I was satisfied and settled in. I let Eileen know where I was and gave her my new phone number and she promised to keep in touch. She wanted to know what my plans were but all I told her was that I wanted to let myself get used to dealing with normal people again and doing the job I was hired to do. The rest would come with time.
When I was fully settled and found myself bored, I got hold of a contact that Tiny gave me before I left. Tiny was from Mansfield, a town not too far from Columbus and he had a lot of contacts in the outside world. One was a PI and I called him to locate my ex-wife and my son. I just wanted to know where they were and what name they were using. I had no desire for anything more at this time. We met, I gave him my last address, her name and SS number and my son's name. I didn't know what last name she was using now so I left it up to him.
In less than a week, he came up with all of the information I had requested. He filled me in, shook my hand and refused my money saying "You're a friend of Tiny's so your money's no good here. I know what you did for him. Anything else you want to know, you call. I'll get it for you."
I thanked him and watched him walk away. Prison! Not something I would recommend but the friends I made in there were friends for life and the benefits more than anyone in the outside world could imagine. I would make use of some of them later.
When I got home to my apartment I nuked a meatloaf and mashed potato dinner, took it over to the small table that I had located right next to a full wall of windows and sat down with my envelope. I opened it and read what the PI found.
Nancy Montoya, age 35. Son, Ruben Montoya, age 14. Address: See attached with local phone number. No phone listed for Ruben.
Interesting that she hadn't changed her name. I guess it was to keep the same name as our son. I was surprised that she hadn't remarried and that no one had adopted Ruben. She was a gorgeous woman, one most men noticed, and could have any man she wanted. Maybe she was just living with one now. I took a bite of the meatloaf, telling myself that I didn't really care, and continued.
Ms Montoya and son live together in a small bungalow in a subdivision of Groveport. There are no others living in the home and Ms Montoya works at a veterinary clinic in Groveport proper. Ruben goes to school in Groveport and is in the ninth grade. There is no record of any civil or criminal activity for either Ms Montoya or the boy. No known associates for Ms Montoya. No male friends but she does go out with several female friends. Names are available. Ruben has many contacts but one, Eddie Clemons, also 14, is frequently at the residence. Ruben also stays with Clemons on occasion.
Bank records show a modest savings account, a checking account with normal activity and only one credit card. Current balance is $235.67. Current savings account is $154,000 and checking account is $1,233.90. Public records show a sale of property in Brentwood subdivision of southern Columbus three years ago with proceeds deposited in a local bank. Transferred funds later into a separate account and to current bank account. No record under known SS numbers for the second account. (Could find out more if you request.)
Our home was worth a lot more than that and it didn't have a mortgage. I really couldn't remember much about that time so I just accepted the figures. It made no difference to me anyway. I gave her everything in the divorce. I wanted to leave that house and all its memories behind forever. It was rare that I saw flashes of Hugo on top of Nancy now and even those were fleeting. I didn't even feel the pain now. I guess the isolation for the past five years washed it all away. In curiosity, I tried to remember that afternoon but got nothing but vague images. No emotion at all.
I put the envelope aside and finished my meal. I washed it down with a diet Pepsi, my drink of choice now and settled down for an evening of TV. I was surprised when I looked at TVs to find those wide screens. I was so impressed that I bought one for myself. It was the only luxury I gave in to, but that was my choice as well. I wanted nothing more than to be left alone. No bars, no chance of fights, no restaurants or cafes, nowhere there were more than two or three people at a time, at least for the first two years. It was slow becoming used to people again and I was not in any rush.
After an unusually busy month, I found that my share of the partnership was large enough to buy myself some transportation. I debated on what to get and settled on a used Ford pickup that I paid cash for. The idea of driving a truck took my fancy and I was pleased. I guess my past life was completely gone and the new me was beginning to establish himself. Actually, the new me was a completely different person now. I thought that was a good change, but time would tell.
Chapter 3 – A Surprise
The next year went by with nothing unusual happening. I had continued to furnish my small apartment with items and now had a second bedroom that was furnished with the usual. I also bought some items for my pickup, like a new radio and new tires but that was the extent of my purchases. I had begun to branch out and went to a few of the local cafes for the occasional lunch or dinner. A real man about town. Life was good and I began to feel safe. Things were predictable. This was also good.
Then I got a phone call from my parole officer. I was sitting at home as usual watching the TV when he called.
"Carmine, this is Jack. Your parole officer."
"Christ, Jack, I know your voice by now. You call every damned month! What the hell do you want? It isn't time for me to report in yet, and anyway, you know where I spend my time. Hey, is my parole up yet?"
"Calm down, Carmine. You're still mine for the next two and a half months, then you're on your own. Reason I called, I got a call today; from someone you know. They're looking to contact you. Do you want to know who it was?"
"Sure. One of the boys from OSP? You know I can't talk to them, you prick! You're just trying to catch me in a violation aren't you, you SOB? You just don't want to let me go. That's not nice, Jack!"
"No, shithead. It was your boy, Ruben. He's the one that called. He found out you got out of prison and he's been trying to contact you. Left me a number after I told him I'd have to talk to you first. You don't have any restrictions against talking to family. I know you have him, your ex, your sister and her brood, and a couple of aunts and uncles."
"My son? Ruben was looking for me? Damn! What the hell do I do now, Jack?" What the hell did I do was right! "I haven't seen Ruben for over five and a half, hell, almost six and a half years now! He would be a teenager, grown up. What could I say to him?"
"He's your son, you idiot. You'll know what to say to him as soon as he opens his mouth. That's what parents do, you know? They talk to their kids. Usually talk way too much to the kids if you ask them. All he wants is to talk to his dad, the one he hasn't seen or talked to for a long damned time."
"But why would he want to talk to me? I'm an ex-con! A parolee! Why would a kid want a dad like that? It makes no sense!"
This was causing me to sweat, my hands started to shake and it was hard to catch my breath. I recognized it as a panic attack.
"How'd he find you, Jack? How'd he know where to look? I didn't even tell anyone except Jason and my sister that I was getting out."
"Seems your parole was mentioned in the local paper. 'Local Doc gets Parole!' or some shit like that. He saw it, or someone else saw it and told him. What's the difference?"
Shit! I hadn't thought about that. Now it was common knowledge. I wondered if the other kids gave him shit. Probably. Little peckers!
"What's the deal? Do I call him or do you call him? And what number did he give you. I didn't think he had a cell phone."
"Seems he bought his own prepaid. His mom doesn't know about that one. She seems pretty protective according to what he told me. Tough but fair, he says. Anyway, I'll give you the number he left. The rest is up to you. That's what I told him already so if you call him, fine. If not, he understands it's your choice."
I wrote down the number then hung up and just stared at the TV. Ruben, my son. It was one of the parts of the divorce and the jail sentence I hated: that I couldn't see my own son. I know it was my choice, but I didn't feel I had any other. He couldn't see his father stuck in a prison. Not a chance! I had caused him and his mother enough grief with my actions. He didn't need to remember me as a con.
When I made the decision to cut all ties, it was for two reasons. First, I couldn't forget what I saw that day and I knew that I would have a hard time forgiving Nancy, so a clean break was the best thing for both of us. I didn't want her trying to convince me that she loved me or that it was a mistake or any of that stuff. Why embarrass herself? There was no need. It was obviously over between us, so let it die.
The second was that a public trial would come back to haunt both of them for a long time afterwards. There would be press coverage of a trial, people judging all of us, my son subjected to ridicule and harassment, the details of my wife's affair public for all to see, and finally, the fact that I went nuts would impact both of them. The way I did it, without a trial and without publicity was cleaner, kinder and quicker for my wife. A clean break for him too.
Afterwards, it took me all of the time I spent in prison to forget, but sometime during those years, I did. Even now, the thrill of seeing my son again was all I could think about. Nancy was not an issue. I knew that I still loved her and probably always would but she was part of my past now and she would have moved on with someone else. She had begun her new life without me and she was better off if I stayed out of it. I thought about it for several days but I knew that I was going to call him. I also knew that my simple, safe life was about to change!
Chapter 4 -Nancy
My name is Nancy Montoya. My ex-husband Carmine is in prison for assaulting a man and almost killing him with a baseball bat. It was my fault that it happened but Carmine paid the price for it. I tried to help him when he was charged but he wouldn't let me. As a matter of fact, he refused to even talk to me when he was waiting for trial. I tried to bail him out but he refused to be released. I then hired an attorney, one of the best around but Carmine refused him as well. He got a court appointed attorney. Before I even knew what happened, Carmine accepted a plea bargain and went off to prison.
We have a son, Ruben, who was just nine when all this happened. The worst part was that Carmine refused to allow his son to see him in jail and then later, in prison. He refused to see either of us, ever. He sent me a note, a short one where he told me to keep Ruben away. I decided to divorce him a year later, hoping to get him to talk to me, to reconsider, but he refused again. This time the note he sent told me how much I had hurt him. I gave up, knowing I couldn't reach him and that he would never forgive me. I didn't blame him then and I still don't. I never forgave myself.
I still remember what happened as if it were yesterday. I still cry myself to sleep sometimes even now, almost six years later. I get so lonely sometimes that I want to do something, go somewhere, be with someone, but I won't! I refuse to be happy, to enjoy my freedom while he is in jail. I put him there and if he has to endure being alone, so will I. It isn't as difficult as it sounds because what I did to him is what I can't forget.
That day, that horrible day, when Carmine called to tell me he was held over at the hospital, I have to say I was angry. I didn't let on to him of course. It was his fault I was angry. After all, he was the one that wouldn't take the job at that fancy clinic. They wanted him to come in as a reconstruction specialist. Carmine was a genius at facial reconstruction. When someone was in an accident and their face was crushed and twisted, they wanted Carmine to be their doctor. Everyone said so.
Carmine told me about the offer a month ago and I was excited about it. He talked about the money, the hours that would be scheduled to fit into a normal life unlike those at the hospital emergency room where he was on call a week out of every month. I said we could live a normal life for a change. He knew that was what I wanted, what I dreamed of. I knew how much he loved the trauma ward, the emergencies that he attended, the battered lives he saved and that was in his blood and it made him happy, but I wanted him to put us first.
I wanted him to take the offer in the worst way. I loved him so much that I knew it would not be his first choice. Not for him a routine job, fixing those who could afford the exorbitant prices the clinic charged. No emergencies, no sad people who were so disfigured they would live a life of shame; that life would bore him. No, not for my Carmine. But if I had to choose between having him home more often and making more money and him doing something that made him happy, I had no choice: I had to choose time with his family. Carmine was by nature a happy person and that was one of the things I loved most about him, but I would rather have him home with Ruben and I. We could also make him happy.
We talked about it, weighed the pros and cons and he finally made the decision. I voted for him to take it but he didn't agree. I knew he was pleased at the choice he made and I tried to convince myself that it was best that he be happy. I loved him and he was happy. What more could I ask for? Indeed, I asked myself then what more could I ask for? How naive was I?
That was a week before the phone call that morning. Carmine had just finished a long shift but was due home to take me to the mall to do some shopping for Ruben. School was starting soon and Ruben needed some new jeans and shirts. I wanted to go and Carmine promised to go with me. Ruben and I were still asleep when he called to tell me about the emergency and that he had to stay. He was in such a hurry that I didn't have time to remind him about the shopping so I just let it go. But the frustration was there and it was eating at me as I did some laundry. This had happened several times in the last few weeks and I was angry about it. This was what I had warned him about when he turned down the clinic job.
As I sorted the whites and the colors, I thought again about the job offer. God, it would have been perfect! Exactly what I wanted. More time, more money, more prestige, all those things we both talked about when we married. Carmine was a wonderful specialist and he was free to take most any assignment he wanted. But when he chose he always leaned toward the action, the emergencies, the excitement. I finally accepted that it was who he was. But the question nagged at me: why couldn't he choose us; me and Ruben, over the excitement? Why not us first? I had to admit, it really bothered me.
Usually I wouldn't ask myself that, wouldn't think that way, but today my mind was not feeling so forgiving. I was bored, I hadn't seen Carmine for almost twenty eight hours and since he hadn't called later, he must have decided to work his regular shift and then come home later this evening for two days off. I guess it made sense but I was still pissed. I was talking to myself when the doorbell rang. I pushed the start button on the washer and went to answer.
I opened the door to see Hugo Bentz, my boss at the Real Estate office. He was holding some folders and he looked frazzled. I invited him in, closed the door behind him and led him into the family room.
"What's up Hugo? What have you got there? You look like you're not happy."
Hugo held the folders out to me with a smile. "Can I ask you for a favor? Can you type the offers for me so that I can have them tomorrow morning? It would mean a great deal to me. I'll pay you the overtime."
I took the folders, glanced in and saw that they were routine offers, nothing special. I wondered why no one else could do this simple task but put it out of my mind. I quickly agreed and put the folders down on the end table next to me.
"Sure, Hugo, no problem. I'll have them done by morning."
I chatted with Hugo for a few minutes, enjoying the break and the company. To extend the visit even a little, I asked him if he wanted a beer. He quickly agreed, I got a couple and we sat down and began talking. I had always liked Hugo, and we often flirted with each other in the office just in fun. Today seemed like any other day and we joked back and forth, flirted outrageously and had another beer. I began to relax, having fun with a man I worked with. Nothing else.



To this day, all I can remember is that I started telling Hugo about my frustration with Carmine and his job. The story was dragging out so I made us a couple of mixed drinks, heavy on the booze, the small buzz helping the telling of the tale. Hugo listened, made some comments about leaving someone as beautiful as me alone so much and how he would never do that. I was flattered and when he moved closer to me on the couch, I didn't even mind. When he put his arm around my shoulder to soothe me when I said something in anger, I didn't mind. When I stood, almost crying about the frustration and the loneliness that I felt when Carmine worked these long hours, I didn't mind when he took me in his arms and held me tight against him. I felt his erection pressing into my stomach but I didn't say anything. We stood like that for a few minutes before I put my arms around his neck and tilted my face upward. He didn't hesitate, pressing his lips against mine, his tongue probing against my lips. I opened and accepted him inside.
When Hugo led me up the stairs to my bedroom, talking softly to me and rubbing my back with one hand, I didn't say anything. My mind was listening to his words and my stomach was fluttering with desire at the contact from his hand on my back. I knew this was wrong; that I was flirting with danger but I didn't stop what we were doing. I was stupid and foolish but I was so tired, so frustrated, still angry at Carmine. I was alone so much, without his warmth and his touch. I knew what I was doing was dangerous but I felt so in control. I didn't even notice that the alcohol warmed my stomach and lowered my normal inhibitions. All I wanted was some companionship. Carmine had chosen his work over me and now I was going to do something about it. That's all I wanted until it began to be something else. And I didn't stop it! I didn't stop it! Even now after I understood the consequences and the damage I did to all of us, I still didn't know why I didn't stop.
Hugo unzipped the back of my housedress and pulled it away from my shoulders. It fell to the floor, leaving me in my plain cotton bra and panties. I was staring at his face, so close to mine as I felt my bra slip free. As his lips pressed against mine so softly I wasn't even sure he had kissed me, he unbuckled his pants and pushed them down to his ankles. His kiss deepened as I felt him remove my panties and then, still kissing me, he pushed me to sit on the bad, naked and unresisting.
I turned my head away when he pushed the head of his erection against my lips. I hated giving head to Carmine but I would do it as often as I could just for him. He never pressed me or even asked but I would still do it for him. Hugo didn't ask and for a brief second, I almost came to my senses, but as if sensing my reluctance, he pulled away and pushed me back onto the bed. I lay back, my eyes watching him carefully as he lowered himself onto me. His lips found mine and I again stopped resisting as he moved between my legs. I was moist, already prepared for what I knew was going to happen. I wanted to say something, anything, but I was too immersed in lust now to do anything other than allow what was happening.
As Hugo found my opening and pushed the head of his cock between my folds, spreading the lips open, I gave one small sigh and stopped thinking. Now it was simply feeling and I wanted this to happen. If this was wrong, I would face that later. It was now that was important and only now. There was me and my body and he and his body. Nothing else mattered, nothing else! Hugo drove inside me, his cock not as big as Carmine's but sufficient to stimulate. He began to move slowly in and out and I pulled my legs up toward my shoulders to allow him to penetrate as deep as he could. After a few more thrusts he was in and moving in a steady rhythm that was beginning to give me pleasure.
I was feeling a growing surge that would eventually lead to an orgasm if Hugo could continue long enough to bring me there. I had my eyes shut and my arms down by my sides, holding onto the bedspread. As Hugo plunged in and out, my mind began to work, albeit slowly and sluggishly. This was wrong! This was Hugo, my boss, not my Carmine! What was I doing? I wanted to stop, to resist but the feeling was growing between my legs and up into my stomach. A climax was coming. I stopped thinking again, my lust taking control once more.
Just as I felt my climax begin to take over, Hugo jerked violently and stopped pushing into me. I opened my eyes to see why he had stopped and saw a flash of metal as it struck Hugo on the back of the head. Hugo yelled, rolled off me, his cock leaving a trail of slime as it left my body. I saw Carmine standing at the side of the bed, his face a twisted caricature of his normal appearance, so different I almost didn't recognize him. He had the bat and as I watched, startled, he swung it again at Hugo, catching him in the side. Hugo screamed again and I rolled off the bed on the side away from Carmine.
As I stood there, frightened and unsure what to do, Carmine swung the bat again and again. I knew if he didn't stop, he was going to kill Hugo. I couldn't allow him to make that mistake! I made my decision and jumped onto Carmine's back. He staggered with my weight and dropped to his knees. I held on, my arms around his neck and my knees pressing into his back. He muttered something unintelligible and broke my hold on him. I fell back, and hit my head on the door. Carmine turned and looked at me but I could see immediately that the real Carmine was not inside this person. He frightened me and I ran away, into Ruben's room where I used his phone to call 911. I locked the door and prayed that Hugo would survive my husband's anger.
As I cowered in the corner, my head pressed into my knees and my hands around my legs, I could hear nothing. I finally opened the door and peeked out, not seeing or hearing anything. I crept down to the open door of our bedroom and saw Hugo lying on the floor, covered in blood, breathing but unconscious. Carmine was nowhere to be seen. I got a wet cloth to put on Hugo's forehead and then quickly put on my housedress and my shoes. I went downstairs as quietly as I could and walked into the hall. I looked in the family room and saw Carmine sitting with his head down, the bat in his hands. The bat was bloody. I whispered his name but Carmine didn't respond.
I waited at the door until Emergency Services arrived. I let them in and led them upstairs to Hugo. They took over and I went back downstairs to wait for the police. When they came, they took Carmine and the bat and took him outside to their cruiser. They asked me only if Hugo was there with my permission and of course, I said yes. I couldn't lie about that. I didn't realize at the time that I had just convicted my husband of assault. They asked me who Hugo was, who Carmine was and wrote it all down. They asked me if Carmine had come upstairs and then assaulted Hugo and I admitted that it was that way. I did tell them Carmine found me in bed with Hugo but they didn't seem to care. One or two of them looked at me as if I were a piece of dirt but said nothing.
After that, things were all messed up. I went down to the police station, gave my statement and then asked to see my husband. The officer disappeared, then came back and told me that my husband had refused to see me. I insisted, but he informed me that it wasn't my decision, it was Carmine's. I had called our neighbor to take care of our son who was still in school but there was nothing else I could do if Carmine wouldn't let me. I had no choice but to go home and try to clean up the mess my infidelity had caused.
I hired an attorney, one of the best in the city of Columbus. He listened to my story, said he could get Carmine off on temporary insanity based on what he saw, the number of hours he had worked and the degree of fatigue. He called it impaired response syndrome. I was pleased, sure that Carmine would be acquitted. When the prosecutor asked me to testify against Carmine, I refused. He threatened to subpoena me but I still refused. I had the law on my side. I couldn't be forced to testify against my husband and I wouldn't.
During this time, the only things that kept me sane were taking care of my son and the need to fight for my husband's freedom. I was constantly talking to either the lawyers or the cops or anyone else who needed information. I took actions to free up our money for his defense, posted his bond when my attorney got him bail and made myself ready for trial and the fight of my life. My guilt was put on the back burner with my fight for Carmine. I couldn't let myself feel the pain he was in. I had no time for recriminations. I had to get Carmine out and back home with me and Ruben. That was my purpose in life now and my fight. Later, I could try to save my marriage.
Then my attorney told me Carmine refused bond. I asked how that was possible and he told me it was Carmine's right to refuse bond. Few people did but it was their right. All he had to do was not agree to the conditions of release. Bond was revoked and he stayed in jail. Next, when my attorney went to see him, Carmine fired him. He asked for and received a court appointed attorney. His money was frozen as a result of his arrest so he qualified for the court appointed lawyer. Finally, Carmine refused to speak to me at any time and I was refused admittance to the jail. I couldn't see him or speak to him or help him in any way. He closed me out!
I went home the day he told the jailers that I was not to be admitted to his cell or to visit with him at any time. I went home, went upstairs to the spare bedroom and sat down on the bed. I sat there for the longest time before the tears started, and once they came, they came with a vengeance. I cried for the next two days, unable to function. My guilt, the guilt I had so successfully suppressed for so long came out and it devastated me. I knew what I had done. I remembered the pain I saw in Carmine's eyes that day as they led him away. I knew the loneliness that my son and I would feel from this day forward. And I knew that the fault lay directly at my feet.
I got up two days later and cleaned myself up. I had to collect my son from Carmine's sister. She had been keeping him while I fought to save Carmine. I had to tell her that I failed and I had to endure the shame that I would feel as I faced her. She knew what I did, I had no choice but to tell her why Carmine was in jail and what forced him to do what he did. Her reaction was not what I expected: she didn't yell at me, scorn me, blame and chastise me. All she did was ask what she could do to help me. I asked her at that time to take Ruben and she did so without question. He had been with her since that horrible day. Now it was time for him to come home.
I had resigned my job of course. I couldn't work there any more. Even if Hugo was in the hospital, it was not possible for me to be anywhere he was likely to show up. He was no longer a part of my life. Maybe it was too late but it had to be. I didn't hate him, since it takes two to tango. I did blame him, as much as I blamed myself. We both knew what we were doing. I risked my marriage and my home; he risked nothing. What happened was a freak, an accident of timing. Why I had allowed it to go forward was still a mystery to me and one for which I could find no satisfactory answer. It just was and regret would not change it. I truly felt nothing for Hugo and I loved my husband. I always would. That never changed and it wasn't going to. I had screwed up but I still loved Carmine with all my heart. He would be happy to know the pain I was going through knowing that I had lost him by my own actions. He would be so happy!
Chapter 4 – Life goes on
Ruben came home and I began the process of living my life without my husband. I still had hopes that he would get out soon, even if he wouldn't let me help him. Ruben knew that his father was in jail and he knew why but not what provoked the attack. I would tell him soon but not now. He was too young to understand and too young to have to bear that weight. I got him back in school and tried to make things as normal for him as possible. It was hard but I kept it on the positive side. Time was all I had now. Time to think of what I did, what Carmine was going through, and time until Carmine was home again.
I was surprised a week later when I went to the jail to see if Carmine needed anything. He still wouldn't see me or speak to me but the guards would deliver messages and I just asked them to ask him if he needed anything from home. That day, when I spoke to the guard, he seemed surprised that I was there.
"Hello Mrs. Montoya. What are you doing here today?"
"Hi, Fred. Can you see if my husband needs anything from home? I know I've asked before but he may have found something he needs."
"Not likely. He's been moved to the Penitentiary in Youngstown. He got a deal and he's begun serving his time. Seven to ten. Sent there two days ago. You didn't know?"
"No. No, I didn't know. No one told me." He had been moved? Accepted a deal? Why would he do that? He could have been found innocent, or at least sent to a hospital for a short stay then released. Why would he accept a deal? I turned and blindly walked out the door, understanding that my husband had decided to deal with his future without me or our son. How could he be so cruel, especially to Ruben, his only son? Me, I understood: his anger at me was too new and too raw. But his son?
I called my lawyer, the one that Carmine refused and asked him to find out what happened. He called back later that day and told me Carmine had pleaded guilty, took a reduction to simple assault and got seven to ten years in the Ohio State Penitentiary. He spoke to Carmine's court appointed lawyer and he told him that Carmine refused any appeal or any other chance at a reduced sentence. He began serving his sentence on Monday of this week.
That was when I gave up hope. Now it was real. My husband was not coming home anytime soon. I was truly alone now. Alone with my son; Carmine's son. He was all I had. And my memories. Those memories made my nights hell. My son helped during the day, but at night in my bed, alone, the memories came. It's amazing how the mind keeps going back over those memories that cause us pain. I remembered Carmine standing there and the look on his face when he found me with Hugo. I remembered him sitting there with the bat in his hand and the blank look on his face. I remembered the dead look in his eyes as the police led him away. I didn't remember Hugo or him fucking me at all. That was a blank. So much for that!
A week after Carmine began serving his sentence I had a new bed delivered and the old one taken away. Sleeping in that bed with my memories of what I had done gave me too many sleepless nights, and the relief that brought was a blessing for a few days. In addition, I had the house appraised and a realtor draw up a plan just in case. I was living on the money left in the checking and savings accounts but I would soon need a job to begin bringing money in.
During this time, Hugo recovered and he asked me to come see him. I went, just to make sure he knew we were no longer working together and that he was no longer welcome in my home or in my life. As we talked, Hugo made it clear to me that he expected me to continue to be his sex toy or he would sue Carmine in Civil Court for damages. He said that unless I did, he would make sure Carmine never had a dime to his name once he got out. He laughed as he told me this. I listened, shocked at the bastard he was. How had I never noticed this before?
When Hugo was done with his threat, I stood up, looked him directly in the eye and threatened to sue him for sexual harassment and unwanted sexual advances. He laughed but I made it clear I was dead serious. I reached for the phone beside his bed and asked him if I should call my lawyer now. He sputtered and argued with me but finally agreed to not pursue it any further. I put the phone down and as I walked out of the room, he gave it one last try.
"I promise you this, you little bitch! When he does get out, I'll make it my business to know, I'll wait until he begins to work and then I'll sue his ass in Civil Court for every penny he makes for the rest of his sad, pathetic life. He'll be sorry he ever raised his hand to me. And what will be even better is that you won't be able to do a damned thing since it will be all past history. But not my injuries!"
I continued out the door, believing his words were just bravado.
Almost a year later, I made a decision to begin my life without Carmine. I had no choice as he made it clear. Although I didn't want it, I decided to file for divorce, sell the house and buy something much smaller for Ruben and me. There was far more than enough money in the house and the insurance policy if I managed it properly. I wanted to be certain I had enough for Ruben's college fund. That was not negotiable. I also searched the want adds and found a job working as a receptionist in a small veterinary clinic. It was a good job, the people were nice and the money was enough combined with what I had to keep us comfortable. I wrote Carmine a letter, to be delivered with the divorce petition, asking him to speak with me and let me explain why I was filing. It was only because I had to provide for Ruben and me while Carmine was gone, but I also hoped it would allow me to see if there was any way we could still go on as a family.
I held my breath until the note I sent was returned with Carmine's congratulations for my new life with my lover, Hugo. He also told me that everything we had was mine and he wanted nothing. He would agree to whatever terms I worked out but he wanted to be free of me. I had expected nothing else but to see it written out in his own handwriting was so damned final. I lost it then. I couldn't help myself. I spent the next day in tears, much as I had the in the days after I betrayed him.
After I had gotten that out of my system, I wrote a small note to be delivered to him telling him that Hugo and I never spoke after that day and that I no longer worked for the same company. It was futile and would make no difference, but I couldn't let him go on believing Hugo was part of his son's life. I made sure that the prison doctor would make sure he read it. That was all I could do.
But, I had to move forward, to provide for me and for our son. Once the divorce was final, I sold the house, not without some regret. It was worth quite a bit and I took three quarters of that and deposited it into a separate account for Carmine. He didn't have to know about it until he was released. I owed him that. I found a small bungalow just right for Ruben and I, close to the vet clinic where I worked and bought it outright. I wouldn't have to worry about making mortgage payments. I enrolled Ruben in school and he quickly made friends and began to adjust. He had stopped asking about his father when I convinced him that Carmine was gone and too far away to see us. We began our life over and time passed. It was several years later that Ruben mentioned Carmine.
When he was twelve, he asked me why his father was in prison. It was a question he had continued to ask and I continued to try to avoid telling him the truth. I tried to skim over it with platitudes much as I had been doing for several years but this time, he would not let it go. Someone had told him that his father was in the penitentiary for almost killing a man and Ruben wanted to know the details. I decided it was time. I sat him down and told him the complete truth, not sparing myself in the details. Ruben listened closely, remained quiet after I had finished and then simply said, "I don't blame dad for doing what he did. He had to do it." Then he walked away and never mentioned it again. I expected recriminations from him but none came. He simply accepted it and went on. Or so I thought.



Chapter 6 – Ruben
When I was in the seventh grade, Eddie, my best friend, told me he found a clipping in his mother's stuff that told about my dad being arrested for assault with intent to kill some man. I didn't want to believe it but he showed me the clipping. I read it over twice, and it was true. My dad was arrested after almost killing some guy with my baseball bat. It happened when I was nine and that was the last time I saw him. He must have gone to jail right away because I remember he never came home after that. At the time, mom wouldn't tell me what happened and said it would have to wait till I was older. I kept the clipping and when I went home that night, I asked her straight out to tell me what happened. She wasn't going to do it but I kept at her till she made me sit down and then she told me the whole story.
She said it was all her fault, and it was because she made a very bad mistake. She was in bed with her old boss when dad came home and saw them together. She said he had a 'breakdown' whatever that was but that it wasn't dad's fault. He had been working at the hospital for over thirty hours without sleep and he wasn't himself that day. She said when he walked in and saw them together, he just snapped. He took my baseball bat and hit the man several times before she made him stop.
She said the man recovered without any problems but that dad was so upset that he had hurt someone that he couldn't get over it and wanted to pay the price. She told me she tried to get him off with a lesser sentence but dad was too angry to accept her help and wanted nothing to do with her after what he saw. Instead, he insisted that he was guilty and they sent him to prison for seven years.
I listened, understanding what it was she did. I read stories and I saw what people did on the internet. I knew she had sex with that other man and I knew that meant she had cheated on my dad. She admitted it and didn't try to worm out of it. I thought that was pretty cool of her, even if it did make me mad at her. I asked why he wouldn't see us and she said it was because he was too proud to have me see him in jail like that. When I asked if she ever went, she looked very sad when she said dad wouldn't talk to her at all. He hadn't spoken to her since that day he saw her with that other man.
I asked her why he wouldn't talk to her and all she said was that dad couldn't forgive her for what she did to him. She said he was hurt very much and that he wanted to forget about her. She didn't say he wanted to forget about me so I filed that away for later. After I thought about what mom told me, I decided that it was the reason I would hear her cry sometimes late at night. I knew she missed my dad, because I could hear her talk to Aunt Eileen about it. Aunt Eileen was still friends with me and mom even after mom hurt dad, who was Aunt Eileen's brother. I heard mom tell her one day that she had some pictures of me she wanted Eileen to send to dad. Eileen said she would do that. I felt better that my dad would know what I looked like. I hoped I looked like him.
I didn't say any more about it to mom and I let her think I had forgotten all about it but I hadn't. I talked to Eddie about it and he suggested I talk to one of my teachers, one that I liked real well and who treated us kids like adults. He was cool and I knew I could trust him. I told him where my dad was and I asked him how I could get in touch with him. He told me he would check into it and get back to me.
It was a week later when he called me to stay after class. He told me then who to call for information. I thanked him and began to make my plan. Eddie came up with this idea that I buy one of those cheap phones that you could buy almost anywhere. He said all I had to do was pay for it up front and I would then have so many minutes to use before it was time to either buy more or just throw it away. I had enough money saved up to do it so we went to the CVS and bought one.
I waited until I was alone and called the Department of Corrections in Columbus and asked for information about Carmine Montoya. When they asked my relationship, I told them I was his son and I was eighteen. They believed me and gave me the information. I knew where he was and how to call at the prison, but when I did call, they said that dad had left clear instructions on who he would accept calls from. I wasn't on the list. They refused to talk to him for me so I asked them if I could still call for information about him. They said I could.
After that, I called every few months to see if he had changed his mind or if they might have said something to him but nothing changed. It remained that way for the next two years, the time between my calls getting longer and longer with each failure to talk to him. That was until the day I called on my fifteenth birthday. That was the day they told me that my dad had been released on parole a month ago. He was out of prison! He was free! That was the best birthday present I could have wished for. When I asked if they had a number where I could reach him, they gave me one. I had a number to call to reach my dad!
I decided that I wouldn't tell mom. She would try to stop me from contacting him. I knew that for sure. She would tell me it would hurt him if I were to call him. He wanted us to go on without him, she said. I heard her, but I wouldn't accept that. No way! Not my dad! I was going to talk to him if it killed me. And anyway, she was the one sending him my pictures so he had to think about me when he got them. So there!
I called the number they gave me and I got this man who said he was dad's parole officer. After I told him who I was and that I wanted to talk to my dad, he said he would get in touch with dad and tell him. But he told me it was dad's decision if he wanted to call me back. I did understand what he told me but I could hope. I gave him the number and he promised he would call dad and let him know it was me. I hung up and felt excited now. I was close to talking with my dad! I hadn't seen him since I was a little kid and I really missed him. I could still remember him coming in my room at night and kissing my forehead. Sissy stuff, but I loved it. I never told anyone but I did.
It was a week later, a week that seemed like it took forever to me, that I got a call on my cell phone. I still had it and kept it turned on and charged even though I never used it to call anyone else. It was just for my dad. I was walking home, my friend Eddie with me when it rang. I stopped in the middle of the sidewalk, paralyzed. It was dad! He called me! What do I do? I stood there stupidly staring at Eddie until he said, "Answer it stupid!"
"Hello?" I held my breath.
"Hi. Is this Ruben? Ruben Montoya?" The voice was deep, sort of soft but clear. I would have known that voice anywhere. I heard it sometimes in my dreams. It was him!
"Dad? Is it really you?"
"Yeah, it's me. Does your mom know you called me? Is she there now?"
"No. I got a cheap phone, you know the ones you just buy and activate? She doesn't even know I have this one. I was afraid you'd call when I was home. I didn't tell her I was going to call you. Actually, I've been calling the prison for the last year or so, just waiting for you to be let go. They wouldn't let me talk to you or even give you a message so I called every few months."
"Who gave you my PO's number?"
"What's a PO?"
"He's my parole officer, the one you called. Who gave you his number?"
"The prison. Dad, where are you? Are you coming home now that you're out?"
"Ruben, that's no longer my home. Your mother and I are divorced and it's for the best. She's moved on now and that's how it should be. You know that."
"That's not true dad. She never goes out on dates and she never sees any men. She still cries at night sometimes and she's sorry for what she did. She misses you, I know. She doesn't talk about you but that's just to make it easier on me. She told me what she did and she made a mistake. You have to come back! You have to!"
"No, Ruben, I don't have to. It's better for both of you if I'm out of the picture. I'm a con, an ex-prisoner, and I've spent the last five years in a prison with other violent men. I don't even know how to live by myself yet. I'm still learning not to respond in violence when someone bothers me or insults me. No, I'm not the father you remember."
"Dad, please! I want to see you; talk to you. I want to get to know you again. I was just a kid when you went away. I'm fifteen now, almost a man. Let me come to where you are. Just once! At least one time."
There was silence from the other end and I though he had hung up. I was about to say something more when he said, "Let me think about this for a while. I promise, I'll call you back. I need to decide what is best. Is that OK? Can you wait?"
Of course I could wait if I had to! I didn't want to though, but I did want to see him and if I got too pushy, he would just hang up and ignore me like adults did.
"Sure dad, I can wait. I'll keep the phone turned on. It's best if you call during the afternoon. Mom is usually working then so it'll be private. Is that OK?"
"That's just perfect. So, I'll call you." There was a pause again, not very long this time before he said, "Goodbye ... son."
I pushed the 'end' button on the phone and just stared at it.
"So what'd he say? What'd he say to you? Come on, Ruben, what'd he say?" Eddie was hopping around me, waving his hands in frustration.
"He said he'd think about it and call me back. I know he's going to let me see him. I just know it. I'll get to see my dad!"
"Cool man. He's a real tough guy, an ex-con. He almost beat a guy to death for shittin' in his yard! That's cool man. That's real cool!" Eddie was grinning from ear to ear. But I didn't like the words he was using.
"Stop it, Eddie! He's my dad, not an ex-con! You just forget that part. It's no one's business but his and mine. You can know, but you have to forget it."
"Sure, Rube, I'll keep it secret. Just between you and me. And if he comes, you have to introduce me. You promise?"
"Sure. I promise." But I knew that if he called me back, I would keep it between him and me. My dad! I was going to see my dad after all these years!
I was on pins and needles for the next few days waiting for his call. It was a Monday afternoon, just a week since I talked to him, and I had begun to think he was not going to call me back when my phone finally rang. It was just past three o'clock in the afternoon and I was on my way home from school. Eddie was not with me today, since he had band practice on Monday and Wednesday. I was alone and in no hurry to go home to an empty house.
"Hi, dad, is that you?"
"Sure is. Can you talk? Where are you right now?"
"I'm alone and walking home. Mom doesn't get home for another hour and a half. I have a lot of time."
"Good. I've given it a lot of thought and I do want to see you. I just want to get together once to say some things to you that are important, but I want you to understand that this is not an attempt to get our family back together. I know that is what you want but it's not going to happen. Do you understand that? If you don't, I won't do this."
I wasn't ready to accept that but I was smart enough to know I had to go along with him right now if I wanted to see him. I answered him, telling him what he wanted to hear.
"Sure dad. I understand. I won't tell mom or anyone. Just tell me what you want me to do."
"OK, you get out of school at three o'clock and you walk home from there. You call your mom and let her know you're there. Is that right?"
"How do you know all that? Who told you?" I was really surprised at what he seemed to know. Was he already here? Was he watching me right now?
"I know a lot of people and they do favors for me. I had someone do some checking on you, that's all. Is what I said right?"
"Yes. It's pretty close. So, what do I do?"
"Nothing out of the ordinary. I'll be there one day next week. Just do what you always do and I'll find you. It's best if you don't know exactly when. Do you understand?"
My heart was pounding with joy and I was walking on air as I assured him I understood. I would keep this a secret from Eddie, and of course mom could never know. I headed home, happy and content. I could wait another week. It had been almost seven years since I saw my dad. Seven years! Now I was going to be with him!
Chapter 7 - Nancy
I had just finished washing one of the dogs, getting him ready for neutering when Ruben called. It was a cute little Poodle, a miniature white almost ten months old. He was happy now, not knowing what was coming. Actually, it didn't hurt and they never knew anything was done. I pulled him out of the tub, wrapped him with a towel and put him down on the table where I would use the blow dryer to complete the job. His tongue was trying to reach my face as I rubbed him with the soft towel.
I flipped open my cell and held it to my ear while I completed the job on the poodle. He was quiet and almost asleep, enjoying the attention.
"Hi honey. Are you home?"
"Yeah, mom, I'm home. What do you want to do about dinner? Want me to start anything or do you want me to call for takeout?"
His voice always gave me a feeling of comfort just knowing he was safe and home where he belonged. He was getting older and would soon be going out more and more but until then, he was mine. I treasured him. He was my life now and had been for the past seven years, ever since...
"That sounds good. Why don't you call for Italian since you like that so well. I'll stop on the way and pick it up. Sound good?"
"OK, mom. I'll get the pasta and the garlic bread you like so well. I'm having the meatball sandwich. I'll see you when you get here."
"OK, honey. Bye." I dropped the phone into my hand and put it back in my pocket while I finished brushing out the poodle. He was a sweet dog and made no fuss when I put him back in the cage to wait for his operation.
I cleaned up around the table and the cages before clocking out. I was done at four thirty and the late shift would cover the actual operation. We did a few during the day but we primarily handled the examinations and the shots. I did X-rays, some teeth cleaning and a few shots, but more often assisted Dr. Jane, the veterinarian. She gave me this job and made sure I learned the ropes. She was a life saver for me at a time in my life when I was at my lowest. I never told her the whole story, just that my actions had caused my husband to divorce me and that was that. She didn't press me in any way and simply offered me an ear if I wanted one.
I changed out of my uniform and into my street clothes and then shut my locker. There were eight of us all together so we each had a locker and a mail slot of our own. I didn't bother to get a lock for the door and just trusted my co-workers to leave my stuff alone. So far, nothing had been touched and I had no reason to believe it would be otherwise. I punched the time clock, waved goodbye to the two girls that had come on for second and left. I was talking to myself, going over the things I had to do on the way home when my cell phone rang. That was a surprise since no one but my son had the number.
The called ID was registering only that the call came from Columbus. No identification of the caller. I debated on answering, thinking it was probably a blind call from some salesman. I finally shrugged, flipped it open and answered.
"Hello? This is Nancy. How can I help you?" Just like in the office.
There was a moment of silence and I repeated my greeting. "Hello! Is anyone there?"
This time someone cleared their throat and then, "Nan, this is Carmine."
I stopped so quick I almost fell forward. My heart had started pounding, my face felt flushed and hot like I had been running, and I realized I hadn't let out the breath I was holding. I had to say something! Anything!
"Ca ... Carmine? Is this really you?" As if I didn't recognize his voice. I had heard it over and over the last seven years. I could hear his voice on the phone telling me that there was an accident and he had to stay and help. I was angry because I wanted him to take me shopping. It was the last thing he said to me, and it made me angry. I wanted to go shopping! Shopping! God help me, that was what I was thinking at the time.
"It's really me. I had to call you to let you know that Ruben contacted me. Did you know he did that? Did he tell you?"
His voice was calm, without anger or condemnation. It was still his voice and it sounded like the old Carmine. There was no anger, no pain. Nothing out of the ordinary. But I didn't hear the love that I used to hear either. Why did I think there would be anything left after all this time?
"No, I didn't know. How did he contact you? And what did he want? And how did you know my cell number. I never gave it to anyone but Ruben. Did he tell you to call me?"
"No. He has a cell phone. One of those prepaid things anyone can buy. I don't know how he activated it but he did. He called the prison, got the name and number of my parole officer and then called him. He told me and I called Ruben."
This was so much information to take in all at once. My husband who I hadn't talked to in almost seven years calls me to tell me my son had called him. He was out of prison! He was out of prison! And my son knew and called him. Ruben called his father!
I was still standing in the parking lot, staring off into space, trying to find some way to make sense of this. God! Carmine was out of prison! That was the only thing I could think of. Ruben called him but Ruben was a very intelligent boy and he had been taking care of himself for some time. I had no worries about him. And that he called his dad? Why wouldn't he? He never stopped loving his father, no more than I did. I was surprised that he had a cell phone but not surprised that he called.
"Well, I'm not surprised, Carmine. You walked away from us seven years ago but he never forgot you. He asked about you for several years after you left but I thought he had finally given up.
"I had no idea what happened to you since you refused any contact and the prison simply said you wanted no contact with me. I didn't even know you pleaded guilty and went to prison until I went to the jail to see if you needed anything. A guard had to tell me. No one else would. And now you're out of jail and I had no idea. I gave up years ago trying to get you to talk to me, Carmine. I guess Ruben didn't."
Carmine didn't answer right away. I waited and waited but he didn't say anything. I decided he had all he wanted of me so I said, "I guess that's all? Just to let me know Ruben contacted you? Well, I'll talk to him and tell him you have no desire to see him or me. That should make his life a lot simpler."
Still nothing. Well, I don't know what I expected. I was ready to hang up the phone when Carmine said something that shook me to the core.
"Wait! Wait, Nan, please. I'm sorry that I'm not always as polite as I should be. It takes time after five years in that place. I sometimes forget to answer people when I talk to them, especially when I don't know them very well."
He sounded so sad at that. I felt my heart break for him for what he had to endure. But then to go there was his choice. I still felt bad for him, knowing I was the one at fault in the first place.
"I told Ruben that I would like to see him again. I told him that I would tell him when. I would like to see you as well. If that would be alright with both of you."
Oh, God! Oh, God please don't do this! How could I stand to see him again without breaking down? How could I refuse? How could I not refuse? I had built a life without him, a life that was less than I would like but a life nevertheless! I had learned to be without him after years of trying! Now he wanted to see us!



I couldn't see him again! Ruben couldn't see him! He wasn't going to stay with us as a family so I had to stop this before it broke Ruben's heart. I had to say the only thing I could think of to say without destroying my carefully built life. I had to tell him to stay away from us and never contact us again. That's what I had to tell him. Of course I did.
"That would be fine, Carmine. We could meet you wherever you want. Just tell me when and where."
"Let me call you back. I'll have to arrange with my parole officer to travel to see you. He should let me do that. I'll call you tomorrow. It was good talking to you again, Nancy. Goodbye."
Before I could say anything, he was gone. Just as quickly as he entered my life, he was gone again. But he said he would call tomorrow. He would call. I would wait to talk to Ruben until I heard from him again. I wasn't going to get his hopes up for nothing!
I drove home to my son and we shared a meal of pasta and meatballs with lots of cheese and lots of sauce. Ruben always ordered extra garlic bread and he loved their lemonade. He ate with lots of energy and lots of talking and lots of innuendo. I knew he had talked with Carmine but he didn't know I knew and he was bursting at the seams to tell me. But he also believed I would be angry with him so he kept it to himself with difficulty. I smiled inside at the happiness I could feel radiating from him. He had talked with his dad!
Chapter 8 - Carmine
I decided that I had better call Nan before going any further towards seeing Ruben, my son. If she got it in her head I was trying to go around her to talk to Ruben, she could make trouble for me with my PO. I didn't want any trouble at this stage that could land me back in prison. I didn't need that and I didn't want to give her the wrong idea. While I never hated my time there, and the friends I made were good and valuable, I didn't want to go back to the loss of freedom. Just sitting at my kitchen table, looking out the window at the busy street was a joy that I rediscovered every morning. It was more than enough to convince me I never wanted to go back. So, before I lost my nerve, I got the number the PI left me and called her cell. She answered, we talked and the world didn't end! But it was harder to do than I ever expected.
The phone call to Nan had gone better than I had hoped. She was still angry at me for cutting her off as I had, but I had no choice. She and Ruben were better off without me when I was in prison. It was entirely possible that I might never make it out of there, especially the first year or two. Things happened in prison and they were rarely talked about in polite society. I had been lucky; there was no doubt about that. But I had no way of knowing that was going to be the case. I took the only option available to me and cut myself off from both of them. It cost me more than they could ever know. At least they had each other: I had no one but myself.
I had thought of my son a lot during those long nights when I had nothing to look forward to and nothing to occupy my mind. How had he grown? Was he a good kid? Did he have a lot of friends? Was he handsome and popular with the girls? Eileen told me a lot and she had pictures. I treasured the pictures and I kept them safe and dry the whole time I was in, but they weren't the real thing. Even so, I had them still. I had no pictures of Nancy and Eileen never mentioned any to me. She knew that's how I wanted it. I found out later that Nancy was the one that gave Eileen the pictures to give me. I wonder why she never included any with her in them.
When I asked to see both of them, I think it was more of a surprise to me then it was to Nancy. She accepted and seemed anxious to meet but I thought I heard a hesitation in her voice. I wondered if she would rather not see me at all. If that was the case, I could give her an out tomorrow when I called back. Just let her off the hook. That might be best. Yes, that might be what she preferred.
The thought of seeing her again gave me a sudden boost of energy. I had tried to put her out of my mind all the time I was being held for trial. I was successful, telling my guards not to allow her back to see me. And I denied her attempts to bail me out before the trial started just to avoid having to face her and see the betrayal in her eyes. I made the deal putting me in prison just so I would not have to face her. It was not a brave thing to do and any attempt to convince myself that I did it for them was false. I knew better. I knew the truth. I was afraid to face her. I was afraid she would tell me she didn't love me and that she wanted more than I was able to give her. I was afraid she would tell me that she loved that son of a bitch I almost killed, so I cut her out of my life. Ruben was a casualty of that fear: if he came, she would come with him and I would be able to see the truth in her eyes. That would have killed me then.
Now I had some things to consider. Eileen told me when she visited that Nancy had sold the house and moved to a small town east of Columbus. She and Ruben lived alone and Nancy had gone to work at a vet's office. I wondered about that, knowing the amount of money that the house had brought and the insurance policy that would make up my salary. She had no money problems! She didn't need to work or to sell the house. When I asked Eileen, all she said was that Nancy wanted it this way.
Nancy also wrote me a short note after I rejected her attempt to talk to her prior to the divorce. She wanted to let me know that she and Hugo had no further contact and that she had quit her job there. That made me happy. I distinctly remember getting that note from the doctor in the infirmary and when I read it, I almost cried. She didn't love him! That was something. I kept that note and I still have it in the box where I kept those things I brought out with me on the day I was released. They were kept in a prominent place in my small apartment. I looked at them every day and remembered and promised myself that it would never happen again.
Through Eileen, she sent me notes every holiday, every birthday, every important event in my son's life. She let me know when he graduated from grade school. She sent me a copy of the article in the school paper when he was elected class treasurer. She sent me a birthday card on each of my birthdays. She sent me a Valentine's day card, a Christmas card and she told me what she got for him on each of his six birthdays. She told me about his best friend Eddie and how his family welcomed Ruben in as one of their own. She signed each one, 'Love, your wife.' I kept them all; every one. But I answered none of them.
Now I was about to make the first major change in my life since I got out. Taking the job with Jason's clinic was easy. It meant getting out, getting my own place to live and earning enough money to help me begin to live again. Doing the reconstructive work that made people's lives better was pleasure for me, not work. And I was good at it and they appreciated it. They paid very well to show their appreciation. I was making more money than I had ever made and I was satisfied doing what I loved. I didn't want or need the excitement of the emergency room anymore. I wanted peace and quiet and contentment. I had two of the three now and that wasn't all bad. What I was about to do might well mess up my life.
I decided to go over to my PO's office first thing in the morning and talk to him about what I planned to do. I thought Jack might be hesitant to allow me to go, but I hoped I could convince him of my good faith. He had begun to trust me and he only called once or twice a month and then he called first thing in the morning when he knew I was getting ready to go to work. He never embarrassed me by calling there and he never tried to trip me up by calling at times he knew I would be out. I ate dinner out almost every night and I ate breakfast at the clinic. I was in the apartment late in the evening but not much more. He knew where I was however so he called when he knew he could reach me. As a matter of fact, we had beers together every couple of weeks. He knew me as well as anyone and I liked to think that we could be friends once I was done with my probation.
Jack was in his office, buried behind a pile of paperwork, his bald head just appearing over the top of one such stack. I found a clean chair to sit in and waited until he came up for air.
"Carmine! What the hell? What are you doing here? You're not due for ... When the hell are you due? I forget!"
"Not due for a few weeks, Jack. Need to ask you something and maybe get a favor from you. Mind if we talk?"
"Go ahead. I need a break anyway. Want to go down the hall for a cup of coffee?"
"Nah, I'd just like to get to it if you don't mind."
"Go. Talk to me."
"I want to go see my kid and his mom. The kid called me as you know and I talked to him. He sounds like a good kid and I'd like to see them both. I talked to Nancy, my ex and told her Ruben had called me. Didn't want any problem from her thinking I'd done an end around on her. You know?"
Jack just stared at me for a few minutes, rubbing his chin and thinking. He finally grinned, slapped his hand down on the desk top and looked quite pleased with himself.
"I knew it! Made a bet with the wife that you'd want to go see them. Bet a twenty on you, Carmine old boy. You do me proud! Hot Damn!"
He stood, rooted through his desk and found what he was looking for. He pushed it across the desk to me.
"Fill this out when you make your plans and drop it off here before you leave. I'll approve a five day trip so long as you stay within the state of Ohio. Should be no problem since they live here. And make sure I have a phone number to reach you. I'll have to call at least once."
"No problem. I'll do like the kid did and get me one of those prepaid cells. Should be no problem, now that you let me get a credit card. Big fricken deal: a credit limit of $300."
"Carmine, Carmine, Carmine! When are you going to learn? That card is one of those new Check Cards. It's good for whatever you have in your checking account. It will allow you to get cash with a limit of $300 a day, but you can buy any damned thing you want, and you can use it for gas or a motel room, stuff like that."
We talked a little more, Jack cautioning me to take it slow with the kid and with the ex. Don't get angry and don't loose my temper. As if that was ever going to happen again. The prison shrinks made damn sure of that. I think my head would explode if I got really angry. But, I was ready and all I had to do was find the guts to make the trip.
I waited until it was late before calling Nan back. I was hoping that Ruben would be in bed and I could talk to her without her having to tell him it was me. Silly, I know but so what. I dialed the number and waited. She answered on the second ring. She had been waiting apparently. Was that a good sign?
"Hello. Carmine, is that you?"
"It's me. Sorry to be so late but I had to go see my parole officer and still finish rounds at the clinic. I hope Ruben is in bed by now?"
"He goes up early and does his homework, then talks to Eddie, his friend or some of his other friends. Then he listens to music or watches a little TV. He's a good kid, Carmine. You'd be proud of him. You really would."
"I've always been proud of him, even when I was in the big house. I had the pictures you sent and all the clippings and other notes. Thank you for them. I valued them very much. It helped to pass the time."
"You're very welcome. I thought you would want to know as much as you could about him. I worried that it might be too painful for you but you never asked Eileen to tell me to stop so I kept on. I'm glad they helped you."
"They did. So did all the notes you wrote me. I got them all. I didn't answer, but I got them."
"I'm glad. Did you make the plans yet? Are you coming to see Ruben?"
"Yes. I have five days to spend with him when I come. I don't know how you feel about seeing me. I thought when I called earlier that I didn't give you a choice. I want you to know that I'll understand if you would rather me just see him. I don't want to force you to see me if you don't want to. So, if you want me to meet him someplace alone, that's OK."
"Why would you get that impression? I would love to see you. It's been your choice not to see or speak to me, Carmine, not mine. You know that!"
"I know. But I was afraid to see you before. But time has passed and things are different now. I would like to see you both and maybe you and I can be friends. I would like that very much."
There was a silence on the other end and I was afraid I had said too much. Damn, it was hard being sociable! In the pen, we said what we thought and screw the other guy if he didn't like it. We settled it privately. At least, some did. I had rank, and that gave me protection. So, I tried not to abuse the privilege.
"Carmine, just come when you can and let's take it from there. OK?"
"Yeah, OK. I'm sorry. It's hard for me. I'll take next week off and travel on Sunday and be there Sunday night. I'll get a motel and call you from there. Would that be OK?"
"That would be perfect. I can take Ruben out of school but I would rather not. It's getting too close to finals and he needs to be there. You can plan to pick him up after school and stay with him at our place until I get home. Then we can all talk together. Is that OK with you?"
"You would trust me to pick him up alone? Without you?"
"Carmine! You're his father! Of course I trust you. I would trust you with his life!"
"Thank you. I have to go. Goodbye. I'll call when I get there."
I had to hang up before I lost it! God, she sounded so sincere! She would trust me with his life? And I had gone to prison for almost killing a man with a baseball bat! How could she trust me? It was more than I could take and I found myself sitting on the bed, crying like a baby.
But then I remembered. I had plans to make and things to do. I was going to see my son and Nancy!
Chapter 9 – Nancy
He called! I waited all day and began to believe he was not going to call, but he did! And he was coming to see us both! He wanted me to be free to bow out and not have to see him? What the hell was that all about? Did he think I was afraid of him? That I didn't want to be with him again? How in the world could he come to that conclusion? He shut me out, not the other way around. And I told him I wanted nothing more to do with Hugo. I told him that and made sure he got the note. The doctor told me he made sure Carmine read it and understood it. So he knows that Hugo was never part of my or Ruben's life.
But he was coming! I was going to be able to see him again and talk with him. I can hope that he will allow me to apologize for my mistakes and for making him go crazy. It was my fault that he spent all those years in prison, away from his life and his work and his son. It was my fault and I had to let him know how sorry I was. I had to tell him that it was never anything he did that caused me to do something so stupid and so selfish. God, how selfish was I? Even now when I remember the way I was thinking back then, it makes me sick to my stomach. Sick and miserable.
I wonder what he thinks about me now? Or, if he even does think of me. And did he think of me during all those years? Like I thought of him? How many nights did he fall asleep, his hands holding his erection, wishing it were my hand holding him? As many as I did, using my fingers to ease the pain I felt from not having his body on mine, his hardness inside me where it belonged? All those years lost, the nights we could have been together, making love like we did before it all went to hell. Before I destroyed it all with my stupidity.
And what made it even worse for me was that the last man inside me, the last man to have my body wasn't even my husband! It was Hugo! The man that I let destroy my marriage and send the man I love to prison! Hugo! Even now, that thought makes me sick. Sick at heart as well as sick to my stomach. When the memory surfaces, as it does on those days when the world seems to have it in for me, I end up on the floor in the bathroom, still wet from the shower that never seems to make me feel clean. And regardless of what they say, time hasn't made it any less. It is still as vivid in my memory as the day it happened. And I hate it! I pray that I can forget it, but so far my prayers haven't been answered.
Enough! It was done and it was over. Stop wishing and saying sorry over and over. It doesn't help anything! And stop waiting for fate to come along and punish you so it can then forgive you! God doesn't punish the guilty and reward the innocent! That was for stories and books. In the real world, innocents like Carmine pay the price for the guilty like me. I stayed home, free to come and go as I pleased. Carmine was locked up for trying to protect what was his. Hugo got off scott-free taking something that didn't belong to him and paying no price. Sure he got beat up, but a beating wasn't much to sacrifice for taking what wasn't his to take. And I paid no price at all, unless it was the price of losing the man I loved, but when I think of it that way, the price I paid was actually pretty stiff. Maybe there was something to that. Maybe God did punish the guilty!
Now that he called, I had to tell Ruben. I had to tell him I knew his secret and that his dad wanted to see him and he was coming for five days. I wanted to tell him when he was home with me so that I could control his expectations. I didn't want him to go off half cocked and plan on a reunification of our family. Carmine said it himself. He said that wasn't going to happen. He said it so that Ruben wouldn't get his hopes up. Nothing was said about my hopes. And my hopes were my business and I would take care of myself. Ruben was my real concern just now.
Tomorrow. I would tell him tomorrow after school. Tomorrow was a Thursday and that would give him three days to get ready. Three days was nothing after the seven years he had waited. Who was I kidding? Three days was a lifetime for a kid! Should I wait until almost Monday? Would Carmine call when he got in? What if Ruben answered the phone? No! I would tell him tomorrow after school and be done with it. Good!
Chapter 10 - Ruben
Dad hasn't called back yet. I know he will. It's only been a week since I last talked with him. I would call him but I don't know his number. He didn't give it to me when he called and the caller ID said it was 'blocked'. Whatever that means. But I know he'll call. He said he would and I believe him. I just have to be patient. That's what mom says all the time when I get antsy. Just be patient she says. It will happen when it's supposed to happen. Sure. Just wait. Time goes so slow that it's hard to wait. But I have no choice. I'll wait.
Why doesn't he call?
At school today it's a trip to see the water purification plant. Big deal! Like I care how they make the water good to drink. It's good to drink so who cares. Anyway, I like the bottled water and I use my allowance to buy it as often as I can. Me and Eddie buy it and carry the bottles around all day. Sometimes I just fill the empty bottle with water from the fountain but it's still better than tap water.
I listen to the guide tell us all about the big tanks and the settling tanks and the algae and the chemicals and I try to remember it all since the teacher will give us a quiz on it later. Fortunately, I have one of those memories that hangs on to crap like that. So, I'm really lucky that way. Eddie doesn't remember stuff. He has a real problem with it and I have to help him all the time. But he's my friend so I do it. No big deal.



All of this is just background in my head. Dad's call is what I really worry about. Why doesn't he call? Of course, now is the wrong time for him since he knows I'm in school. But I keep the phone turned on even in school. No one but Eddie knows I have it so no one can tell me to turn it off. He'll probably call tonight on the way home. I think that's when he'll call. It's been long enough and he knows I'm waiting so I think he'll call tonight. That's what I would do if it was me. I'd call tonight.
The day drones on, Eddie is making smart remarks under his breath all the time and I'm busting my gut trying not to laugh. He just wants to get me in trouble so he can rag on me. Shit! That was too funny not to laugh at, so I do, and now the teacher is glaring at me. Eddie is looking like sugar wouldn't melt in his mouth while she glares at me. He knows that I have to get even with him now. He knows, so he'll be on his guard. Makes it harder to get him back. But I will.
Pretty soon, Eddie is talking to one of the girls in our class that he has a thing for. He wants us to double date some time but I tried to tell him my mom would have a kitten if I told her I was going out on a date. But there was this one girl ... Anyway, after hours and hours of boring stuff, school is over and Eddie and I walk home. I have my cell in my hand and I'm looking at it, willing it to ring. It makes a sound like little bells ringing so I'll know it's mine. Eddie watches me and looks disgusted.
"Come on, Rube! He'll call when he's ready. He's a con and he's gotta get permission to go anywhere. We don't know where he's at, so it might take him a lot of time to get it straightened out. You gotta wait, man!"
"Yeah, I know that! But it's been almost a week since he said he'd call. You think he's changed his mind? Doesn't want to see me? Maybe that's it. He doesn't want to see me after all this time."
"No man! He told you he'd call and he will. You just gotta wait. He's the boss and he knows what's best. Just be sure you tell me when he comes. You hear?"
We walked along in silence, Eddie tossing a ball in the air while I just followed him. By the time it was time to split, Eddie going toward the nice homes while I went toward the apartments, he still hadn't called. I was disappointed but Eddie just said to be patient. What choice did I have? I waved to him and headed home. Another hour or so before mom got there but she wanted to know I was home and safe. I had no beef with that cause I knew it was just her way. I went in, shut and locked the door and then called to let her know I was home. She seemed in good spirits when she answered and promised to have something exciting to tell me when she got home. Probably about one of her dogs or cats or birds or some such thing. Like I cared.
At home, I left the phone turned on and laying on the table where it would stay until mom got home. He still had time to call. He knew when mom would be home so he had time. I sat down with a coke and watched the phone and waited. Patiently! But when I heard her car pull in and stop, I turned the phone off and hid it in my room, under the dresser. Maybe tomorrow. Maybe.
Mom came in with a pizza and some salads. She usually fixed something during the week but tonight she must not have had time. Maybe she had plans for us to do something else? Whatever, we had pizza. I loved pizza and didn't care why she made that choice. I got plates and napkins and we sat down to eat. Pepperoni and extra cheese, just like I preferred it. Pizza Hut too. Man, this was a treat. We sat and ate and I had four pieces to her one and a half. It was great.
I sat back, full to the gills and smiled at mom.
"Great meal, mom. What do we owe this to? Pizza is a real treat and not something you do very often. Did you get a promotion or something? What's the occasion?"
Mom just smiled back at me, looking very pleased with herself. She looked down for a second and then she leaned back in her chair and said, "Guess what? I know you have a cell phone and I know you talked to your dad. Did you think you could keep a secret like that to yourself? Did you think your old mom wouldn't find out?"
I was hit by surprise. How could she know? Who told her? Eddie? Never! He would never tell. So who?
"Who. . . who told you? Who told you about my cell and that dad called? Who?"
Now mom was grinning from ear to ear. She laughed out loud and slapped the table in glee.
"Your father told me. He called to tell me you contacted him and that he wanted to come see both of us. He wants to see us, Ruben! Your father is coming Sunday night to spend a week with us!"
"Really? Is he really coming this weekend? Dad is coming to see us? Where is he staying and how do we know where he'll be? Did he say where he was going to stay? Can he stay here with us? I'll give him my room and I can sleep on the couch or in your room. Can he? Please mom, can he?"
"Ruben, calm down. I don't know where he will be staying and he said he would call as soon as he gets here. He has five days to spend with us so there will be plenty of time to decide those things once he gets here. But Ruben, you have to let him decide what he wants to do and where he wants to stay. You understand that he isn't coming home to us. He's coming to visit. That's all. Do you understand?"
"Yes! OK! I'm just excited to see him after all this time. I was just a little kid when he left. He won't recognize me now. How will he know it's me?"
"I sent pictures. Aunt Eileen gave them to him so he knows what you look like now. He's your father, Ruben. He would know you anywhere. Now, let me tell you how it's going to be. First, you have to stay in school. But, he will pick you up after school and bring you home. Then you and he can talk and get acquainted. You'll have plenty of time to get to know him and him to know you. I'll see both of you when I get home at my regular time. That's how it's going to be. Do you understand?"
"Yes! I understand. He'll be there to pick me up after school? I can introduce Eddie to him. Eddie wants to meet him and I said I would try. But if he picks me up at school, maybe both of us can ride home with him and then Eddie can go on home. Would that be OK, mom?"
"That sounds perfect. Now, let's see what we have and what we have to get before he comes. Let's make a list."
Chapter 11 - Carmine
Now the dye was cast. I had made my decision and I had no choice but to follow through since I did want to see Ruben again. It had been more than seven years since I had last seen him or talked with him and he must have grown so. The pictures showed the boy that was Ruben but he looked so different from the boy in my memory. I still thought of him as a nine year old child, but that was in the past. He was a boy, grown now into a young man of fifteen. He would be almost a stranger to me, and I to him. But that would pass quickly once I met him again.
And Nancy. How would she see my coming back? I had shut her out when it all happened. Sure, I had my reasons and they were good ones but would she understand them now? And what about what she did? How was I with that? While time had passed, so too had a lot of our plans and dreams. I had to admit to myself that when I tried to picture Nan now, nothing came to me. Maybe too much had passed for us to have any basis for friendship. Too many questions to answer and no foundation on which to base any answers.
Whatever the future would hold, my path was ahead of me. There was no going back and no way to undo what had come and gone. I understood that we had all paid a price for what happened. And if I was to be honest about it, I considered the price paid in full. Whatever happened now was all new and the past had no part in it. That was a lesson learned in prison but it was an important one. We all believed it and we all lived for it. I finished packing my meager belongings and threw the suitcase into the back of my pickup. I climbed in and started the engine, put the shift in drive and I was on my way.
I lived in the northwest part of Columbus, not far from the clinic which was located closer in and near the Brookside Country Club. For me, this would be an easy trip, just a short drive to Groveport proper. I had reservations at a Holiday Inn and promised to be there before six in the evening. Should be no problem. I drove, feeling the freedom to do something I hadn't done since I got out. Travel! It was still a strange feeling at times, to be free to do whatever I wanted without someone checking.
I arrived at the Holiday Inn at five o'clock and checked in, my credit card limit no longer a problem. Even so, old habits die hard so to be safe, I could pay most of the room cost in cash and not test out my new credit card limit. To be certain there were no hitches, I gave the clerk $300 at check-in with instructions to use it before charging the card. The cute girl behind the counter smiled and nodded her understanding. Maybe this was not an unusual request. I found my room, unpacked my few belongings and settled in.
With little to do, and not wanting either Ruben or Nan to know I was here already, I decided to make a drive to where Ruben went to school, and then, maybe if I was feeling brave and adventurous enough, I could drive by their place and see where they were living. With that thought, I got into my truck and followed the directions Nan had given me to Ruben's school.
Twenty minutes later, I had successfully found the school and was now on my way to their address, tracing the route Ruben walked every day. I found the boulevard she said was the main one leading to her location and after driving for several minutes, I saw the name of her street on the sign hanging across the intersection. I followed it for another half mile before I saw the subdivision with its cluster of homes off to my right. I pulled into one of the streets, the name the same as her address, and in just a few more minutes, saw the place.
It was a small, single-level home, nestled in with several more just like it. Hers was set back from the street a little more then its neighbors and it was painted a light blue with darker blue shutters. It was neat, the yard and shrubs surrounding it well tended, the entire picture one of a well-cared-for home. It was so different from the place we lived in before I went to jail; not only the size and location, but just the whole idea of living in a place like this. That my son and my ex-wife lived there was a little hard for me to grasp.
As I slowed, I saw two bikes sitting in the driveway next to the home. Inside the open garage door I saw an older model Ford sedan. I continued slowly past and was rewarded with a glimpse into the back yard where I spotted two young boys sitting around a small table. They seemed to be playing with some sort of electronic game and I could see the one I didn't know gesturing to the other. That would be Ruben, I was certain: I had pictured him in my mind often enough to know him anywhere. The pictures Nan sent identified his face but I didn't believe that was even necessary. I'd know my son anywhere.
I slowed and stopped right there on the street; the glimpse of my son too tempting to allow me to keep moving. I just watched as they interacted with each other, their friendship clear even from where I sat. Then, as I was about to pull away, I saw her. She came out of the house with two cans of soda for the boys, and I watched as they stopped their game and took the cans from her hands. Both were very careful and I could see both as they nodded their thanks. She stood there, talking to them and looking around the yard. I was too far away to see much of her face but I was surprised to see she was still wearing those tight jeans and that T-shirt I always loved. That memory hadn't gone far.
Just as I was about to pull away, she turned and met my eyes! The tears that started when I first saw my son made things difficult to see clearly, but I could tell even from that distance that she recognized me. I panicked then and shoved my foot down on the gas pedal and raced away, my tires spewing gravel as they gained traction. I didn't let up until I was out of sight and back on the main road leading to my hotel. I was shaking, making driving difficult so I slowed down and made my way carefully back to my room. I went inside and collected my thoughts until I felt calm.
I decided then that a meal would allow me time to get control and figure out what to say when I called. That I had to do since I promised Nan I would let her know I was here and that I would pick Ruben up tomorrow after school. She trusted me with my son and I was not going to jeopardize that trust now. Not after seeing him today. So, I walked down to the lobby where a small restaurant was located. I went in and had a meal, eating most of it by instinct, not really tasting anything. Just nourishment.
By the time I got back to my room, it was past nine and time to call. I sat, picked up the phone and dialed. It rang twice before she picked up.
"Hello?"
"Hi, Nancy. It's me, Carmine. I'm here as promised and I just wanted to let you know I'll pick up Ruben as we agreed. I guess I'll see you when you get home. Is that still OK with you?"
"It's fine, Ruben." A slight hesitation, then "I saw you today, you know. That was you in the truck, wasn't it?"
"Yes, Nan, it was me. I'm sorry for doing that, but I just had to see where you and Ruben were living. I panicked when you turned around and I left in a hurry. It's hard for me, sometimes, to remember that not everything I do that seems wrong, is really wrong. Does that make any sense to you?"
"I think so, but then I haven't had to live under the conditions you did for those five years. I guess it would make things strange at times."
"You have no idea. But, it's not something I would encourage you to have to experience for yourself. No! Anyway, I'll see you tomorrow. Is there anything I should bring or anything for me to worry about?"
"Nothing at all, Carmine. Just be yourself. You're his father and that's all that's important to him. He never blamed you, you know. The only thing he said when I explained to him what I did and why you reacted the way you did was "I don't blame Dad for doing what he did. He had to do it." That's what your son said, Carmine, and that's how he feels."
"Maybe it's a good thing that I did come, Nan! He has to understand that what I did was wrong! That's why I went to jail! Because what I did was wrong! He has to know that! I don't want him to think what I did was heroic or right or justified. It wasn't!"
"But, Carmine, he understands that I was the one that caused you to act that way. It was not your fault, Carmine; it was mine and he knows that. I told him what I did to you and he understands! He knows, Carmine! I owed both of you the truth, so when he asked, I told him about Hugo and what we were doing when you came home."
"No, Nan, you're wrong. I'll talk to you tomorrow, both of you. I'll have to make you understand! Until then, goodnight."
I hung up then, before I lost my temper. How could she be so blind? She must know that her act was never justification for almost killing another man. There are options! Violence is not one of them! I saw the result of violence at the hospital and I riled against those who caused such damage to others. I called them vile names. I vented my anger on them and their wanton actions that caused such grief to others. I cursed them and their actions, then I did the very thing I so hated in others. The very thing I was so much against!
And how could she think I would put my son through the publicity and the recriminations that a trial would bring. Any actions she or I committed would reflect on our son and even on Nancy herself as the facts came out in a public trial She had to know that! How could she not?
I slept poorly that night, keyed up by the thought of seeing and talking to my son for the first time in so long. And for what I had to make them understand about what I did and why I choose to go to jail. They had to understand before I could go back to my job and my new home. I had to make them see that I was the one that was wrong. I had to make them see.
Chapter 12 - Ruben
He called last night! I heard the phone ring and I knew it had to be him! He was here; in Groveport! And he had come to see me. After all this time, my dad was here and he was coming to see me. I wanted to answer the phone myself but I knew mom would have a fit if I did. She made me promise to wait and do it dad's way. She told me that if I didn't do it that way, that dad might just stay away. I thought she was crazy, but she did know him better than I did. So, I heard the phone ring and I just knew. I fell asleep thinking about what was going to happen tomorrow.
The next day was one of the longest in my life! I told Eddie that dad would pick us up after school and then I was going to have some time alone with him, just the two of us, until mom got home. Then we would all be together again, just like I remember from before. I did remember: I remembered dad coming home all smelling like chemicals, his face all gray and tired and then, once he had changed and had a shower, he was my dad again. I remembered we all laughed a lot, and mom hardly ever got angry or cried like she does now a lot. And then it all changed. Dad went away, mom cried all the time and things were not so good anymore. Oh yes, I remembered.
But finally it was three thirty and the bell rang for the last class of the day. I grabbed my books, slammed them in my locker and spun the combination lock before heading to the huge double doors in the front of the school. They would be open now, and kids would be pouring out, heading home. I stopped by the display case just inside the doors to wait for Eddie. He finally came down the hall and, together, we ran out the front doors and down the sixteen steps to the ground. Eddie and I ran out to the front of the school and stopped, looking around. Then I saw him!
He was standing in front of an old red Ford pickup truck, one that looked to be a whole bunch of years old. But that was not important: what was important to me was that he was there! I knew him right away. I remembered him and I knew him right then!
"Come on, Eddie! There he is! There's my dad! Come on!" I grabbed Eddie by the arm and started pulling him toward my dad. Dad watched us, then stepped away from the truck to wait for me to get there. When I did, I just stopped in front of him and stared at this man I hadn't seen in seven years. He looked at me and smiled. Then, without warning, he grabbed me and wrapped his strong arms around me and lifted me right off the ground. He held me so tight I was having trouble breathing.
"Dad! Come on, dad! You're suffocating me! Put me down!" I was laughing and crying at the same time and I wasn't the least bit ashamed. This was my dad!
He finally let me go, stepped back and said, "I'm sorry son. I didn't mean to embarrass you. And who's your friend? Is this the famous Eddie?"
Eddie puffed up his chest and said, "Hi, Mr. Montoya. It's good to meet you. I'm Eddie, Rube's best friend. Me and him are buddies, right Rube?"
I just nodded, still watching my dad. Finally, after all these years, he was here. I was still trying to catch my breath.
He finally got us into the pickup and we took off, heading for the entrance to our place. Eddie came as far as the junction with us and when dad said he could drive Eddie the rest of the way, Eddie said no thanks, so dad wouldn't see the place where he lived. Eddie was embarrassed by the fact his parents had money and we didn't, but I didn't think it was so bad. But that was Eddie's choice. I told him I would call later and we drove the rest of the way home. Dad seemed to know right where to go so we were home pretty quick.



I spent the next couple of hours with dad, just catching up and telling him all I could about me and mom and what we had been doing since we moved. I didn't remember all that much about before that but he didn't seem to care. He just seemed happy to listen to me and I had no problem telling him everything I had been keeping inside until I could see him again. It was like a dam breaking!
As we talked, I looked at him and tried to see him now compared to before. He was quieter now, not talking or laughing as much and he seemed sadder somehow. He looked the same: still tall at over six feet, not too heavy, his dark hair with a little gray now and his eyes not as bright as I remembered. But then I hadn't seen him for a long time so maybe my memory was at fault. He sounded the same, the same deep voice, the same laugh, the same grin when I was saying something funny or stupid. No, he was the same, but he was different too.
He called to order pizza and we drank Pepsi's and talked until mom came home. I noticed dad get real quiet when I told him I heard her car pull in. She was right on time, as usual. He stood up and watched as she put her key in the door and pushed it open. She came in, threw her keys on the small hall table as usual, slipped off her jacket and dropped her purse on the chair by the door. She didn't look up until she had done these routines.
They just stood there, looking at each other and I was about to say something to make the weirdness go away when the doorbell rang. I think it was the pizza guy.
Chapter 13 - Nancy
I was not much good all day today as I tried to put everything but my job out of my mind. It was not much use, since all I could think of was Ruben and his father. I knew this was a good thing for Ruben, and I knew that Carmine needed to see his son. I had no problem with that and I was being honest when I said I would trust Ruben's life to Carmine. Carmine would never do anything to cause pain for Ruben. Even going to prison was to spare him the pain of seeing his father in jail. Carmine told me that and I believed him. He gave up his freedom partly to spare his son.
I looked again at the clock and saw that I had a little over an hour to go. I knew that they were together now, probably sitting at home and catching up on the past. Ruben had so much he wanted to tell his father and so many things a son wanted to ask of his father. I was almost finished with the Labrador that I was working on, giving him a flea dip, trimming his coat and cutting his nails. He was a sweetheart of a dog and his patience was amazing. He just let me do as I wished and never gave me any problems. I was talking to him as I worked and I believe he knew what I was saying. That was more than I could claim. As I put him in his holding cage until his master picked him up, I once again looked at the clock and saw that my time was up. I could go home and face my demons.
I washed up, changed out of my smock and put on my jacket. All routine things, and all mechanical. I said my goodbyes and headed out to drive the short distance home. It was time to face Carmine for the first time since he saw me with Hugo. I remembered that day so clearly. I tried over the years to forget it but I had no luck. I couldn't get Carmine's eyes out of my head! That look of pain and betrayal! God! Why couldn't I forget it? After what it cost me, why was it still haunting me?
I was so engrossed in my thoughts that I was almost unaware of where I was until I pulled into my driveway. The first thing I noticed was the red pickup truck sitting there. Carmine's? It had to be. Carmine with a pickup truck. Funny thing was that I could almost remember a time when Carmine had talked about owning a truck. Was that a memory? I believed it was. I turned off the ignition, got my purse and jacket and sat there in my car, trying to get up the courage to go inside.
For the first time, I realized that I hadn't thought to fix anything ahead of time for dinner. Should I have stopped for take-out? Should I have fixed something? What did Carmine like now? Had his tastes changed sine he was on his own? I shook my head and decided that I was just stalling, looking for any reason to not go inside my own home.
I walked slowly to my door, used my key to open it and walked in, dropping my keys and my jacket where I always did. I was hesitating; afraid to look up and see him standing there. How did I know he would be standing? He always stood when I came into the house. Always! He always did it at home. If I had been out and he was home, he would stand when I opened the door and came in. It was Carmine's way.
I took a deep breath and looked up. He was standing there, in the doorway to the kitchen where he and Ruben had been sitting. I looked into his eyes and I saw my Carmine. He was still there! I don't know what I was expecting, but what I saw was my Carmine. Not the same man he was before, no, there were changes now. I saw that there was less happiness in his eyes; I saw a hint of pain, but a different kind of pain; I saw no sign of the spontaneity or the amusement that I had loved. They were no longer part of this new Carmine. No, Carmine was here but he had changed. Only time would tell if those changes were permanent and if they were for the better.
I was just about to say something; anything to break the silence between us when the doorbell rang. I was so startled that I almost screamed out loud when Ruben said, "That's the pizza dad ordered. Can you let him in, mom?"
Chapter 14 - Carmine
The sound of the doorbell broke the tension and the silence that had fallen over Nancy and me. For my part, the shock of seeing her for the first time in all those long difficult years was so intense that I was struck speechless. What I felt and what seeing her did to me was going to take some time to figure out. I know the first thing I felt was pleasure. That was a strange reaction to seeing the woman who had changed my life so much for the worse. I expected anger, resentment, maybe a little pain; but the only thing that I recognized was the pleasure. I'm sure the others were there: as a matter of fact, I was positive of it since I had experienced them all after I had first seen them last night. But that was before I was this close.
As Nan turned toward the door and went to open it, I had a few seconds to catch my breath and calm myself down. I had to be very careful: I understood that my feelings were in chaos and my control was ragged at best. Sure, over the past five-plus years I had learned control and patience, but those were for things I could control; things that were predictable and for which the rewards and consequences were clear. They never included wives, or ex-wives or children or any of those things that were part of a civilized life. Prison was far from civilized. It was dog-eat-dog where the strong survived and the weak succumbed and the result was a culture that worked. Those with a skill or a talent or some degree of knowledge that could be bartered into something better were the winners. The weak or the ignorant looked to those others for their survival, often at the cost of something more precious; their dignity.
I was one of the more fortunate and I had learned to take advantage when it was to my benefit. Compassion was not a survival emotion in prison and my compassion had been suppressed for a long time. My work at the clinic was slowly reviving that forgotten emotion and I was trying very hard to remember. But, this is how my mind was functioning now and would dictate my actions toward Nan as this first meeting progressed. I know that sounds cold and distant, but my reality for five years, six months and three days was an eight by twelve foot cell. My return to civilized behavior was not that easily accomplished for someone who lived alone the last two years. And during that time, my only contact with society was via a clinic that treated those whose own reality was filled with pain and sadness.
As I watched Nan take the pizza and reach into her purse to pay the boy I remembered my manners and walked toward her. "Please, Nan, I ordered pizza since Ruben mentioned it was one of his favorites, but I should have asked you first and I'm sorry. Here, I have the money." I handed the boy a twenty and told him to keep the change. Money was not a problem for me with what I was earning at the clinic and with my meager lifestyle. I had money, but no real life!
Nancy had backed away and walked toward the kitchen with the pizza. I imagine she wanted the time as well to get a handle on her own feelings. Maybe this visit was a bad idea, but it was too late to worry about it now. Once the delivery boy had gone, I closed the door and walked into the kitchen where Ruben and his mother were already sitting down. I stood there for a second and then took the chair that was open. It was at the head of the table and that made me uneasy. That should have been Nan's chair, not mine. But, I was a guest and I had little choice in the matter since the only other vacant chair was holding the pizza box.
Nancy got paper plates and set them in front of us. She opened the pizza and, using her fingers, took out slices for all of us. The first went to Ruben who took it gleefully and rolled it into a sort of tube before taking his first bite. As she put mine on my plate, she looked briefly into my eyes and once again, I felt a shudder of pleasure. She held my eyes for a second before turning away and sitting down in her own chair. I was left to wonder what I was seeing in those blue eyes. I knew once what she was thinking but no longer. Not since that afternoon when I lost my mind and almost killed a man and my world changed from the controlled, predictable life I once lived.
I tried to put all of that aside as I continued my talk with Ruben. He was telling me about his friend and what their plans were for the coming summer break. They were planning on joining the Y swim team and entering into the competitions they held with other Y's. He said he and Eddie were pretty good swimmers and he had high hopes of winning a few medals. I listened with minimal comment and enjoyed the sounds of my son once again. I had begun to realize what I had missed and what I almost deprived myself of by refusing to see them again. I thanked God that he had called and roused me from my self-imposed isolation.
Ruben must have been wiser than his age when, after finishing off three slices of pizza, he said that he had to go over to Eddie's house for a project and that he would only be gone for about an hour. He told me not to leave before he got back and I assured him I would wait. He looked at his mother who smiled at him, kissed his forehead and walked him to the door. She lowered her face to his ear and whispered something to him which caused him to blush and rush out the door. Instead of being interested in what they shared, I only saw the closeness between two people who loved each other. I had no interest in their shared secret, knowing what secrets were all about. I certainly had my own.
As the door closed, Nancy turned to me and asked if I would like to join her in the small family room after she got some coffee for us. I nodded and moved into the room, noting the couch and the two side chairs. I took one of the side chairs and tried to get comfortable but finally got up and took a seat on the couch. Those side chairs were damned uncomfortable to someone my size. Women's chairs!
Chapter 15 - Nancy
I was not surprised when Ruben said he was going over to Eddie's. I understood that he wanted to give me time with Carmine without him overhearing. I walked him to the door, whispered my gratitude in his ear and made him blush. He couldn't get out of the door fast enough. I watched him go then turned to Carmine and asked him to join me in the family room for coffee. I went into the kitchen, poured the coffee from the coffeemaker into a decorative pitcher and added two cups to the small tray I used. Carmine took his black, or at least he used to, and I used a small amount of cream. I fixed the cups and then carried the tray into the family room. I was pleased to see Carmine on the couch and I sat the tray on the coffee table in front of him and joined him on the couch. We sat at opposite ends of course.
I had thought about this meeting so many times over the years. That it would happen was never in doubt, at least in my own mind. One way or the other, I was going to tell Carmine my side of the story and let him do as he would. I had practiced over and over the words I would say. They were burned into my memory and clear as a bell. Now was the time and I had to begin. I handed him the cup of coffee, and when he took it I placed my hand over his on the cup, and looked into his eyes. I opened my mouth to begin the tale of what transpired that day, the story of what Hugo and I did and why we ended up in our bed, the whole sordid tale from the very beginning to the sad end, but that's not what came out.
What I said after all that preparation was, "Carmine, I'm so sorry for what I did to you. Can you ever forgive me?"
Chapter 16 - Carmine
When she sat down on the couch, I was initially uncomfortable, but when she sat so far away, I relaxed. Having her this close was more than I had anticipated. We were supposed to sit across the table from each other, our hands neatly folded in front of us, our faces relaxed and calm. I would tell her a little about my life with Jerry and what I was doing and then she would begin to tell me how she had been and what she had been doing. Maybe some information on Ruben's life and ... Well, that's what should have happened. What actually happened was that she blurted out, "Carmine, I'm so sorry for what I did to you. Can you ever forgive me?"
Now, what was I supposed to do with that? How was I going to handle that? I had forgotten all of that years ago. I went to jail, but that was my decision and had little to do with her actions. Hell, I would have stayed and tried to work everything out if I hadn't lost it and almost killed that Hugo guy. I knew I had given her ample chances to do what she did. Working all those hours, leaving the raising of our son to her, running the house and living alone without a husband more often than not. And when I had a chance to change my lifestyle to one similar to what I was doing now, she let me turn it down. Why? Because she believed I wanted to!
Of course, she shouldn't have done it at all but I had given her reason. I wasn't the type to say, "Divorce the slut! Kick her cheating ass out! Look at me: I'm so perfect! I could never do what she did." Sure, I could have done that: I could have been a hypocrite and done the high and mighty thing. She had cheated, yes, but so what? We could deal with it. I loved her and I believe she loved me so there had to be a reason for her doing what she did. I never asked her to explain it. And why would I destroy the home my son had come into and was an integral part of? Why would I break up our family? Because of my pride? My macho feelings? Maybe some would, but I loved my son and I loved my wife so what would give me the right to destroy all of that for my own pride?
She was looking at me with a look of surprise on her face. Her words must have surprised her as much as they did me. I had to answer her. I had to say something. I closed my mouth and tried to find the words that would answer her question.
I mentally shrugged my shoulders and thought to myself, "just go with it and see what happens." I put my cup down, leaned toward her and said, "I forgave you years ago, Nan. I didn't go to jail to punish you: it was to punish myself for what I did. You have to understand that. I went to jail because I almost killed a man. Regardless of what he did, no man deserves to die for that, and if you hadn't stopped me, I would have killed him."
Her eyes got so wide, and her mouth opened up in that cute little 'O' that they talk about. I had no idea what she was thinking but I hoped she understood what I was trying to say. I certainly didn't want her to blame herself any more. She wasn't at fault for what I did. As a matter of fact, at the time all the attorneys wanted me to plead temporary insanity or diminished capacity so what I did couldn't have been her fault. No, if I had been in my sound mind, I probably would have hit the roof in anger, yelled a lot, threatened the s-o-b or done something similar. I might even have been so angry that I would have divorced her anyway, but I doubt it. I just know I wouldn't have tried to kill him with my son's ball bat!
"I'm sorry that I couldn't talk to you then, Nan. I know what you tried to do for me and I appreciate it. I know that you wanted me to plead not guilty but I couldn't do that. I would have killed him, Nan! I would have continued to hit him with that bat until I collapsed! You stopped me, otherwise I would have continued. When I woke up from whatever funk I was in, I realized what I almost did and it left me paralyzed with fear that I could do something like that; even to you and Ruben.
"And I couldn't put you and Ruben through a trial that would have brought out my actions and put you on trial as well. The press would have had a field day with that: Doc's wife caught with lover. Doc goes nuts! I couldn't do that to Ruben or even to you. No, Nan, what I did was what I had to do. You must understand that. How could I let my son see me in that light? His friends at school taunting him about his nutty father or his slutty mother. Face it, Nan, they would have used those terms and you know it. I wasn't nuts and you weren't a slut.
"What I did was what I had to do. I paid for my crime and now it's done. It's over and I just want to get on with my life and learn to live in society again. And I want to get to know my son again. I've missed so much."
Nancy had listened patiently while I said my piece. Parts of it hurt her, I could tell by the way her lips quivered and the winces that she gave at certain parts. But, I was only telling her how I felt. I was being truthful and sometimes the truth hurts. Now it was her turn.
Chapter 17 - Nancy
I heard the words that Carmine spoke with equal parts of sadness and shock. I heard him say that he blamed himself for what he did. It was news to me that he felt that way at all since the lawyers had convinced me that he wasn't guilty of trying to kill Hugo because he was truly impaired in his judgment because of the extended hours he was working. Even the DA said so, but he couldn't do anything when Carmine decided to plead guilty!
But I could see his side of things as well. Carmine was a doctor who practiced medicine because he wanted to help people. Money was never his motivator and he was well paid only because he was so good at what he did. Carmine would look at what he did with horror and take full responsibility for it without considering the cost to himself. That was who Carmine was. That was who he was all those years ago and who he still was.
But what was most important to me was that Carmine put me and Ruben first in his life when all this happened. He put us first and went to jail to spare us! God, what that did to me was almost enough to drive me insane. He forgave me years ago! How could he have done that? What I did wasn't so easy to forgive! I hadn't even succeeded in doing that for myself! That made me stop and think of what Carmine had been living with all these years. He felt he was guilty and that he had gone to jail to atone for his sin. But the sin was mine. If I hadn't been with Hugo that day, none of this would have happened. Carmine had to know that!
I could see that Carmine had said what he wanted to say. Now, it seemed he was giving me my chance to say all the things I wanted to say to him all those years ago. I sat up straight on the couch, turned to face him and began.



"Carmine, I have to tell you that you are wrong. This was never your fault. I was the one that started the chain of events that ended with you going to jail. It was my fault that Hugo was there in our bedroom. It was my fault that we were in bed with each other. It was my fault, Carmine, and you were just caught up in my betrayal. I knew what I was doing and I knew that it was wrong. I know that and I apologize to you for everything you had to go through because of me.
"When I saw you there, that bat in your hand and the look on your face, I knew in that instant that my life was over. I was afraid that you were going to kill Hugo with that bat and that's why I jumped you. I couldn't let you go to jail for something that was my fault. I knew then that I had made a horrible mistake. I knew it and I had to stop you from killing him. Not to save him, but to save you! But when I saw your eyes, I became afraid. You were someone else then. That was what I told the lawyer and he agreed that you were not yourself.
"Why didn't you let us save you from prison, Carmine? Why? Why did you give up your son and your freedom for something I did?"
Carmine listened to me, his face calm and his eyes warm. He listened and he heard me, of that I was certain. But he was shaking his head, denying my words. I had to try again.
"Please, Carmine. I know I hurt you and I hurt our family. Ruben had to pay the price for what I did. I paid a terrible price as well, but that was only right. I was guilty, not you. I can't forgive myself for what I did to you and the price you had to pay for it. I'll never forgive myself."
"Nancy, you must forgive yourself. I was the one that failed you and Ruben. I should have stayed and faced you and worked with you to save our family. Maybe it wouldn't have worked and we would have separated anyway. Perhaps that was what was needed. But I didn't. I took a bat and tried to kill a man instead of working within the laws of reason to find a better way.
"And what I said about the papers was true. I spared you and Ruben the humiliation of a trial. A trial that would have had to happen once that man recovered. And they would have been vicious. Vicious to all of us. I couldn't let that happen to Ruben or even to you. And please, Nan, forgive yourself. I have forgiven you. I have even learned to forgive myself for what I did."
I looked into his eyes and I believed him. He had forgiven me and himself and he was at peace with what happened. But now a new thought occurred to me. How did he feel about me? Was that selfish? Was that thought not worthy of me at that time? He was here to see his son, not me. I knew that. But the thought nagged at me and I searched my heart for the courage to ask.
"Carmine, can I say something to you now? Something that you may rather not hear?"
Carmine looked at me with a smile and nodded his head. "Say anything, Nan, and I'll listen. And I'll try to answer any questions you may have."
"I still love you as much as I did before, Carmine. I never stopped and there has never been anyone else for me before or since. Hugo had nothing to do with my love for you. You can believe that."
And now for the real question. Carmine was just watching me, his eyes giving nothing away. I had to ask.
"Can I ask how you feel about me, Carmine?"
Carmine continued to look at me, his eyes giving away nothing. As I began to fidget, nervously awaiting his answer, he rose and walked toward the window looking out toward the street. He began, his back to me and his posture reflecting a sort of firmness. Maybe he was about to tell me that he no longer had any feelings for me. Well, I wouldn't be surprised and I wouldn't blame him. But that's not what he said.
"Nancy, how I feel is rather complicated. I never stopped loving you or Ruben when I made my decision to go to jail. I did that for the reasons I gave you. I believed I was doing the right thing for us as a family. I did that out of love for both of you. You have to understand that.
"But, at the same time, even though I took responsibility for putting you in a position to cheat on me, I still fail to understand why you did that. I have finally found peace with myself and with your actions, but the pain took a long time to heal. I needed that time and so did you. So, in my own mind, our marriage had to end. It was time. The conditions were not going to change and what happened was inevitable."
"No, Carmine, no! I did something that I still can't explain to you. I was the one that betrayed you and our family. It was me, Carmine, and only me. I know how you feel about what you did, but you have to see it was my actions that put you into that situation. You would never hurt anyone! Never! You were so tired and your mind was so fatigued that when you saw me betraying you, you just snapped. That was all my fault and mine alone! That situation will never happen again! Never!"
Carmine was shaking his head but he did turn and look at me again. His eyes were filled with tears that he refused to shed. I felt a need to go to him and take him into my arms and just hold him, but I was terrified to move. Not fear of Carmine, but fear of his reaction. I couldn't bear to have him reject me. That would kill me.
"No, Nan, our marriage had to end. We had grown apart, with my hours and you hating to be alone. Ruben was all that was holding us together then. I was so into my work at the hospital that I often failed to think of either of you until I was on my way home. To me, that was wrong. You and Ruben should have been my first priority always. My job should have been only that; a job. I've come to understand that and now I'm doing what I should have been doing before. I work at a job I like, but the job is not my life."
"But where does that leave us, Carmine? What do we do now? Just see each other when you come to see Ruben or when I come to get him? After all we were to each other, is that all that's left? I can't believe that Carmine. I just can't."
"You and I are two different people now Nan. How do we know how we'll feel after a while. You are remembering me as I was. I'm no longer the same man. I've learned things no civilized man should know and I sometimes react in inappropriate ways. I can be dangerous to those around me. I have to remember every day that I'm free to do as I wish. That is an awesome responsibility for someone who never had to face restrictions and responsibilities. I always had it easy, and when it came time to act responsibly and do the right thing, I almost killed a man without thinking. I should have been thinking about you and Ruben and my responsibilities and I failed you."
"Carmine, you have been around others who also failed and you now believe that you will fail again. I don't believe that. You've changed, Carmine, I can see it in your eyes. You're the same man I knew and loved and that hasn't changed. You may think different but I know better. You weren't in your right mind when you did the things you did.
"And as for Ruben and me, you never failed us. I certainly did and that is the truth, but not you. You were doing what you loved and when someone needed you, you went. I should have honored my vows to you to remain faithful and I didn't. To this day, I don't know why other than letting myself drink too much when with another man who turned out to be a predator. That was my failing, Carmine, not yours.
"And just so you know, Carmine, Hugo promised to come after you when you got out. He was talking about civil court and suing you for all he could get. That's another thing for which I'm responsible. So you see, you didn't fail us; I did."
Carmine and I talked for the rest of the evening, until Ruben came back. We resolved nothing but we did begin to understand each other better. It was strange, partly because at times it seemed so natural for him to be sitting there talking to me. At other times, the differences between the man he was and was now came through. I found the new Carmine to be as wonderful as the older version but that was because I still loved the memory. Carmine was trying to make me see that.
Carmine and Ruben spent another hour together, talking about what they had been doing and it was wonderful to see the bond that still existed between father and son. For some reason, that hit me harder than anything, knowing I was responsible for breaking that bond in the first place. But at least it wasn't a permanent thing. Ruben finally began to show his age as his eyes began to close in spite of his protestations that he wasn't tired. I knew he had not slept last night and it was catching up with him now. Carmine saw it as well and urged Ruben to go to bed. He promised that he would still be around for the next few days. Ruben finally left, grinning after Carmine hugged him and I kissed his cheek.
"Well, Nancy, I should be going. What is your schedule like for tomorrow? I'd like to spend some more time with both of you, of course, but you and I should talk some more."
"I'll get Ruben off to school and then I'll call in for time off. I have a lot of vacation time coming so it should be no problem. Is that OK with you?"
"That would be perfect. I could take you out for breakfast if you'd like to go. Anytime is fine with me."
"Why don't you pick me up about 8:30. We can get breakfast and then spend some more time talking."
"Perfect." Carmine rose and headed toward the door. I followed behind, wondering what tomorrow would bring. Whatever it was, I was prepared for it and I had hopes that things could continue to develop. But that was only my hope. I had no idea of what Carmine wanted.
I stopped, watching as he opened the door. He turned, looked back at me and said, "This went better than I had hoped. Thank you for seeing me and thank you for making Ruben into the fine young man he is. Goodnight and I'll see you tomorrow."
With that, he was gone. This time, I knew he'd be back.
Chapter 18 – Carmine
As I drove back to the motel, I reviewed the entire evening in my mind. Ruben was a great boy, and I was impressed with both him and his initiative. There was little question that Nancy had raised him well and had instilled a lot of wonderful qualities in him. I enjoyed my time with him and I knew that I could never walk away from him again. I was in his life to stay now.
Nancy was just as I remembered her. She looked exactly as she did back then and if possible, she had become even more beautiful. And from my information, she never dated or saw other men socially. That was interesting. But, as I told her, and as I fully believed, our marriage had to be ended. We really were two different people now.
But that begged the question; how did I feel about her now? I had struggled for the past several years with that question, long before I came to meet them, and didn't want to face the answer. But, I knew the answer as soon as she walked in that door today. Well, that was for another discussion. Tomorrow was just to find my son and his mother again.
Back at the motel, I picked up the phone and placed a call. It was to a contact number I was given by my erstwhile friend Pan. Pan and I had become friends in prison when he developed a problem that I was able to diagnose. I talked to the prison doctor who knew my background and recommended to him the proper course of treatment. It involved some laser surgery to reattach a torn retina but it was relatively straightforward and he was able to schedule it for Pan. Pan, who believed he was going blind, was grateful and promised to pay me back some day.
Well, what I wanted was fairly simple so I told the man at the other end of the phone who I was, who had given me the number and all he said was, "Whatever you need, consider it done." I then gave him Hugo Bentz's name and previous location and told him that Hugo had promised to sue me in Civil court and that I would appreciate anything he could do to make that not happen. I offered to pay him the going rate for whatever he did and he simply said, "No charge. Pan said to take care of you. As I said, consider it done."
"Thanks and please give my regards to Pan. I'm still on probation and I can't contact him. Will you do that?"
"Consider it done." A man of few words but they were words I wanted to hear. He hung up and that was that.
See? What did I tell you? Prison friends are not like any other friends you'll ever make. Those friends are forever and when they say they'll be there for you, they mean it. All I have to give if called upon is money but believe me, if one of them asks, I'll answer. And like the man at the other end of the phone, no questions asked.
I never heard a word from Hugo Bentz, then or later.
Chapter 19 - Ruben
"Hey, Rube, you going to your pop's this weekend? And what's up with your mom and dad now? Anything happening?"
Eddie was tossing a ball into the air and pretending it was a fly ball and he was able to snatch it with his glove. He was looking up at the ball as he asked. We were walking toward the ball park and hoping to get into a pickup game. Eddie was really good and wanted to play for the majors someday. I guess he had a chance.
"Well, I don't know for sure, Eddie, but they've been spending a lot of time together lately. Dad came down last weekend and he and mom went out to dinner again. They do that a lot, maybe to get away from me. I don't mind cause I like it that they get together."
"Maybe they're doing it. What do you think?" Eddie was laughing and I decided not to take him seriously. If I did, I'd have to hit him. He didn't duck or anything so I took it as a funny comment.
"Nah, they don't even stay out that late. They always come home pretty early and pick me up from Mrs. Evans' place. We sometimes go out for ice cream before dad goes back to his motel. Mom keeps asking him to stay but he won't. I even told him I'd give him my bed and sleep on the floor in my sleeping bag but he says that it's best if he stays at the motel. I don't see why. When I go to see him, I have my own room in his place."
"Yeah, his place. What's it like? Is it neat? I bet he has a huge place all by himself."
"I've only been there twice, you know, and actually, it's pretty much of a dump. It's in a real bad part of town and it's real old and run down. His stuff is OK and the big screen TV is really cool, but the rest is like his truck: just cheap and old and used. But, it's OK with me just to be with him. We go lots of places and I go with him when he stops in at his clinic. He's part owner, you know."
"Cool, dude. Hey, come on, I see some guys ready to play some ball. Come on, Rube, let's get there before they choose up sides."
I followed Eddie to the park and decided to sit the first game out. Eddie just shrugged his shoulders and went out to play center field. I sat down on the bench and watched. I was thinking of the question Eddie asked. About my folks. I knew that mom wanted to have dad come home to stay with us but I knew dad was not ready to do that. Mom was happier now that dad was with us even part time. She dressed a lot nicer, she took more care of herself and even did something with her hair. It seemed lighter now and it was a lot prettier, even I could see that.
Dad told me a couple of times that he wanted to be part of the family again and that he wanted to spend more time with both of us. I thought that was a good sign and asked him if he and mom were going to get married again so we could all be together. He didn't answer right away but I saw his smile before he said that it was possible. I thought that was a good sign too. But maybe it will take more time. I don't know. I just hoped that it would happen.
As I thought about it, I was pretty sure things would work out. Just then, Eddie called me and told me to take first base. The kid playing first had to go home for some reason so I grabbed my mitt and took my place. I stopped thinking of my parents when the first ball was hit right to me.
Epilogue. – A Year Later
Eddie and I rode our bikes down to the 7-11 to get a couple of cokes. It was the last time we would be together, at least for the foreseeable future. We had been best friends for the last seven years and saying goodbye was hard but we were guys and guys didn't show emotion. I was sixteen now and Eddie was close to seventeen. He was playing varsity baseball and was a hero to the girls. I was more of a nerd, preferring the school paper and the journalism classes. But we had remained the best of friends all through grade school and high school.
"Did you ever think when your dad called you that this was going to happen? Did you, really, or was it just a wild dream?"
I looked at Eddie as he asked this. I answered him in all seriousness.
"To be honest, Eddie, I didn't have any idea when I called but that I wanted to see my father. That was all I wanted to do. I knew I had a father and I wanted to see him since it was all I could do then to remember him. He had gone away when I was just eight or nine and I couldn't remember much about him. Mom said it was because he was an important doctor and people needed him all the time.
"I knew that I had to try to contact him when you showed me that story about him getting out of prison. After that, it just all happened the way it did."
"Well, were you surprised when your dad asked your mom to marry him again?"
Eddie was grinning now. This was why we were here. Mom said yes and we were moving to be with dad. He bought a nicer place with the money mom had put aside for him and that's where we were going. Mom and dad were going to be married as soon as we got relocated. I was happier than I could ever remember.
"No, I wasn't surprised, but I'm glad she said yes. Hey, I'll call you as soon as we get there and I find out the phone number. Maybe you can come and visit soon.
"Count on it, buddy!"
We headed back to the moving van so my bike could be loaded. Eddie stopped as I gave the men my bike and when I moved toward him, he jumped off, letting his bike fall to the ground. Before I knew what he was going to do, he wrapped his long arms around me and squeezed hard. I was taken by surprise, but I returned the hug and squeezed myself. We held it for a few seconds and then Eddie let go and picked up his bike and moved off at top speed.
As he sped away, he waved once before bending over and peddling hard. I watched him go, my vision blurry. It had to be allergies, making my eyes water. Sure it was.
*
Just a few editorial changes to correct some early errors, but no biggies. Hope you liked it. thecelt



        