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Chapter 1


We’d just finished having sex when my wife started the conversation that ended our marriage. I was lying on my back, trying to catch my breath for round two and she was curled up against me, her fingers playing with my chest hair idly, like she always did when she had something on her mind.


“John,” she said finally, getting my attention. “I want you to take a mistress.”


I raised my head to look at her funny. “What?!!?”


She had the good grace to blush under my gaze. “Seriously,” she said, impressing upon me that she wasn’t joking. “Isn’t there anyone you’ve had random daydreams about screwing?”


“No,” I said immediately. “I mean, everyone LOOKS once in a while, but I never give it any thought. Why would you WANT me to screw around on you?”


She sighed. “I’m just trying to be fair to you,” she said. That was a red flag.


I suppose I should describe myself and my wife. Barb was twenty-seven when this conversation happened. I was a year younger. We were both in fair shape, I suppose. Barb’s blonde and blue-eyed, she stands about 5’5” and she would never tell me what she weighs, but she has a sort of an hourglass figure with a slender waist, round hips, a bubble-butt and a set of Double-D’s that don’t quit. She oozed sex appeal. I’d had jealousy issues when we first got together, but she was able to convince me that I was the only man she loved. Her sex appeal made her extremely successful as a real-estate agent. She was the top seller in the state, the last four years in a row. She made more than I did, a LOT more. I’m 6’2” and I weigh 205 give or take a cheeseburger. I worked as an architect, but I was also pretty active. I’d been on the wrestling team in high school and college and started into MMA training after college. I wasn’t good enough to make it to the top. I lacked the killer instinct at that point in my life, but I fought in the smaller promotions and had a winning record of 13-5-0. I have brown hair and eyes and I haven’t had my face messed up in a fight.


“Fair?” I repeated, my guard going up. “What’s going on, Barb?”


She sighed again and patted my chest. “Look, don’t get mad,” she said soothingly. That’s the point in any conversation where it’s agreed that you have every right to be pissed and rampage through the city like Godzilla. “I’ve ... I’ve been having an affair for a while and I feel like you should have the same opportunity,” she said all in a rush.


“You’re cheating on me?!” I blurted, sitting bolt-upright and staring at her in disbelief.


She got a pained look on her face. “It’s not as bad as all that,” she said. “It’s just experimentation.”


I didn’t even know this woman any more. “How long is ‘a while’?” I growled, starting to get pissed.


“It started last summer,” she admitted, wincing in anticipation of my response.


“Who?” I demanded. I felt like I had a right to know who’d been fucking my wife for nearly a year.


“You don’t know him,” she said quickly. “I met him through work. Look, I still love you,” she told me, as if that made the difference. “This is just something different. It’s no different than you having two sparring partners at the gym. They don’t get possessive that you’re working up a sweat with the other one, do they? Think of this like me having a sparring partner. It makes me a better lover at home.”


That was bullshit. I hadn’t seen any improvement in her sexual skills in years. I’m not saying Barb was a terrible lay, but there hadn’t been anything different about our sex in the past year.


“So you’re not going to tell me who he is then?” I clarified, trying to keep myself from punching her in the face. The only thing that was holding me back was that douche-bag, War Machine, that had beaten up his porn star girlfriend for leaving him. I had no desire to be the next headline showing how dangerous and unstable MMA fighters were.


“John,” she said in a tone that said I was being unreasonable. “If I told you who it was, you’d track him down, go to his house and beat the living shit out of him. I don’t want him to end up in the hospital, I don’t want you to end up in jail and I don’t want any of this to end up in the news. Okay? Maybe once you settle down, we’ll talk about it more.”


“So for the past year, you’ve been screwing around behind my back and now, all of a sudden, you want to clear the air and ‘be fair’ to me!” I repeated, using air-quotes. “Why? I don’t fucking buy this crap about wanting it to be fair. Fair would have been if you’d come to me and told me that you wanted this arrangement before you got involved with someone else.”


She winced, like she’d eaten something rotten, but answered me. “You’re right. I should have done this a long time ago. I started feeling guilty about it. I mean, I tried to make it up to you, to make sure that you weren’t feeling neglected or that I wasn’t taking time away from you, but it kind of gnawed at me that I had that extra support on the side and you didn’t.”


She loved him. Her assurance that she still loved me hadn’t stressed that she ONLY loved me, just that she still did. Calling her affair ‘extra support’ was another red flag. She was telling me half-truths and hoping I wouldn’t dig, especially if she held out the carrot of a mistress to sooth my wounded ego.


“Bullshit,” I told her. “If you were getting a guilty conscience, it would have been after a month or two, not a YEAR!” I sneered. “So what changed? What went wrong that you CAN’T keep covering it up?”


“It’s really not LIKE that, John!” she protested, reaching out to try to hug me again. I got out of bed to get away from her instead. “Nothing changed. It was just past time that you had a chance to find someone for yourself. Think of it like having a toy or a sports car.”


“I think you’re lying to me. Something’s changed or is about to change and you can’t hide it anymore,” I told her. “I already know you love him. You might as well go all-in and show your hand.”


She flinched, like I’d hit her when I brought up loving him. She hung her head. “That’s what’s different,” she admitted and then looked up at me with a pleading look on her face. “I still love YOU though! JUST as much as I did before! I swear, I do!”


“Just not enough to stay out of someone else’s bed,” I clarified. “Or do you get together here when I’m at work or the gym? You certainly don’t love me enough to respect me for this past year and you don’t love me to make me the only person there’s room for in your heart.”


“He’s never been here!” she swore, pouncing on that. “We both knew that would be a slap in the face to you and we’d never do that. He’s never been in the house. I promise.”


“So you go to him,” I said flatly. “At times when you tell me that you’re out with the girls or at meetings or showing houses, you’re sneaking around with the man you’ve fallen in love with.”


“I know!” she said, hanging her head again. “It’s awful that I’ve lied to you about it for a year. You don’t know how sorry I am about that. I want things to be perfectly honest between us.”


“By ‘us’, do you mean you and me or do you include HIM too now. I don’t know what ‘us’ even means anymore, Barb,” I pointed out to her.


“I mean you and me!” she said, upset at how this conversation was going. That made two of us. “GOD, John! It’s always been you and me!”


“Until this past year,” I said dully. “Now I graciously share my wife with someone I don’t even know and trust to your sense of decency to make sure that you use protection and don’t bring anything revolting home from him like a disease or a fertilized egg.”


“He’s been tested, John!” she said, starting to get angry at how I was reacting. “And I’m still on my birth control. If I was going to get pregnant, don’t you think it’s something I’d talk to you about?”


“Considering that this conversation is a year too late to show me any respect?” I asked. “I’d say you’d probably get around to telling me that you’d slipped on the birth control. Whether or not you told me which of the men you love was the father? You’ve ruined our marriage, Barb. I don’t know whether he’s married and there’ll be fallout when he has this conversation with his wife or if he’s a comfortable bachelor and you’re the love of his life, but this,” I gestured around the room, “is destroyed. You’ve put it on my head whether to try to salvage it and rebuild or burn it to the ground and move on. Thanks for that.”


“Why are you being so fucking dramatic about this, John?!!?” she barked at me, frustrated and probably hurt.


“Because it fucking HURTS!” I bellowed at her, losing my temper for the first time. “I married you, promising you and all our friends and family that I’d love you and ONLY you, that I’d honor you and cherish you and forsake all others for you. I DID THAT! I loved you and only you. I honored you with every action I took every day. I turned down women at the gym. I worked hard to try to provide for us. I trained hard so that you’d be proud of me when we were out in public and so that you’d be thrilled with me when we were in bed. I worshiped your body and held you in my heart. There was never any ROOM for another woman in my heart or my life or my bed. If I had anything to give, I GAVE IT TO YOU! You say you love me JUST as much as always, but if that’s true, that meant there was ALWAYS part of your heart I never had. You had all of me! Now I have to wonder if I had even half of you, or if there’s a third of your heart waiting for Plan C or a quarter of it waiting for Plan D. That’s not what I signed up for. It’s not what you promised me and it fucking hurts to know that you’ve been betraying me like this for a fucking year,” I spat miserably, my voice twisting with emotion.


She sat there and stared at me, dumbfounded. She was naked and beautiful and the thought of touching her revolted me to the depths of my soul. She was so shocked that she didn’t have any response to the bitter rage I’d screamed at her.


I didn’t say anything else. I just went into the bathroom and showered, scrubbing at my skin to try to cleanse myself of any trace of her. I felt filthy, like I could feel their stink soaked into my skin. I knew that was ridiculous, but I couldn’t shake the feeling, so I scrubbed until I was raw. When I got out of the shower, I dried off and then stood, looking at myself in the vanity mirror. I looked like I’d aged ten years in the past hour. I suppose finding out that my life was over was a good reason. I went out to the bedroom and she was sitting there, waiting for me.


“Now that you’ve had a chance to cool down, let’s talk about it,” she said, trying to sound reasonable. “I never meant for any of this to hurt you,” she said.


“Fuck off and die,” I told her and went to the closet. We had a huge walk-in closet and her clothes dominated, but I still had my own section where mine were hung up. I grabbed as much as I could carry and brought them back to the bed, laying them out while I went to get my suitcases.


“What are you doing?!!?” she said, stricken by seeing me packing.


“I’m packing,” I told her, tossing my largest suitcase onto the bed and opening it. I filled most of it with the contents of my bureau, leaving enough room to hang my suits from the ring at the top.


“John! Wait! PLEASE! Talk to me!” she pleaded, starting to get genuinely upset for the first time. “Don’t do this! We have to talk about it!”


“WHY?!!?” I snapped. “You’ve already made all the fucking decisions. You picked out my replacement, you groomed him for a year to make sure that he was good enough and now you’re trying to get me to pick out a toy for my consolation prize while he gets my wife. What’s there to talk about? You made ALL the choices and now the only choice I have is to decide whether I can share my wife or not. I decided that’s not happening.”


“JOHN, STOP!” she screamed at me. “I don’t love him like THAT! He’s like ... a friend that I can talk to when I have a problem.”


I nodded. “So he was there for you when you needed someone to talk to? That’s fucking lovely. I always turned to YOU when I needed support. Tell you what, you want to talk about this so bad, give him a call and talk to him. I’m sure he’ll be thrilled to know that the house isn’t off-limits anymore.”


“John! PLEASE! It’s not supposed to BE like this!” she declared.


That made me stop. “Okay, I’m curious. What WAS it supposed to be like? I’d really like to know how you thought this conversation was going to go. Let’s hear it.”


I stood, facing her as she slid off the bed to try to come to me. I backed up and put up my hand to warn her that I didn’t want her anywhere near me.


She sighed. “I knew you’d be angry, John,” she admitted, “but this isn’t a threat to you or our marriage. He’s not going to take your place. I’m not going to leave you to go to him. I love YOU! Yeah, I have feelings for him and yeah, that’s why we’re having this conversation. When it was just sex, it was JUST sex. It’s no different than masturbating. I want us to be out in the open about what it is and what it means.”


“And what DOES it mean to you?” I asked hotly.


“It means that we each have the freedom to take a lover,” she said, trying to keep things calm. “We never bring them back here and we keep them separate from our life together. We still love each other and this is our home, but we each have a friend that we can have discrete fun on the side with.”


“So that’s your utopia?” I asked. “You keep Plan B and I go out looking for a girlfriend?”


“Yes. It’s perfectly acceptable for you to have a girlfriend so long as she understands the situation and knows her place,” she said, smiling a little. I think she was sensing that my resolve was weakening. She was wrong.


I started packing again rather than speak.


She rolled her eyes. “Come on, John!” she complained. “This is the best of all worlds. Who doesn’t want a girlfriend on the side?”


“Me,” I told her. “If I wanted something on the side, I could have had it YEARS ago. If you’d had this conversation with me before your affair started, I might have listened. Then it would have been you and me making the decisions, but you and Plan B have been talking this particular problem out between you. I don’t get to even know he exists until he’s a big enough part of your life to be the person you turn to for support, but you get to dictate to me what the situation is. She has to understand the situation and know her place?”


“Okay!” she said, making calming gestures. “This is progress, John. Talk to me. We’ll bounce it back and forth and figure out what works for us.”


“So long as you get to hang onto Plan B?” I asked. “That’s your bottom line? He’s your line in the sand?”


“We’re trying to figure out what will make this right for YOU!” she said emphatically.


“Personally, I’d rather you’d taken out a gun and shot me in the head when my back was turned than make me know someone had taken my wife from me,” I told her. “How do you make that right? Your lover doesn’t give a shit about me. He’d be thrilled to find out that I was out of the picture. Don’t give me a line of bullshit that he’s enthusiastically trying to help you save our marriage. He’s spent the last year doing everything he can to destroy it.”


“John, that’s not true. He’s married too. He doesn’t want to lose his wife any more than I want to lose you.”


“That makes it much better,” I said bitterly. “Are you coaching him on how to break it to his wife that she has to share?”


“He doesn’t want to tell her,” she said carefully. “He’s afraid that she won’t understand.”


“He should be more afraid that she DOES understand,” I told her. “If she doesn’t understand, he can dazzle her with bullshit and convince her that you’re not a threat to her or their marriage and that everything’s going to be fine.”


“It’s not bullshit, John!” she said. “I sincerely love you and I don’t want to lose you. Things with him are just...” she trailed off, trying to find a way to explain it. “He just fits,” she said finally. “It’s not that you don’t, it’s just that he can be there when you’re busy.”


I snorted a laugh and shook my head. Once every six months, I went away overnight for a fight. I trained three nights a week and on Sundays. I rotated my workouts around anything she had going on. If she called me, I’d leave the gym. If she told me she wanted more time with me, I’d have dropped the whole thing and found a hobby we could do together.


“That’s a convenient excuse,” I told her. “I’d have stopped fighting if you told me you wanted more time with me and you know it. We’ve talked about it and you always said you supported me.”


“I DO support you!” she said. “I know you love to fight. I don’t want to take that away from you as much as I hate fighting, I know it’s important to you.”


“I’d have rather given up fighting than THIS,” I said bitterly. “But now I’m stuck with this.”


“Well, what would make it right for you?” she asked. “You asked me what my perfect world would be and I told you. What would your perfect world be? How do we get from where we are now to where we can both be happy?”


“You don’t want the answer to that,” I told her woodenly.


“No, I really do,” she argued.


“Kill me.”


“What?!!?” she gasped.


“Go to the kitchen and get the sharpest knife you can find and then slit my fucking throat and bleed me out,” I told her coldly. “That’s the solution.”


“NO!” she recoiled from the thought. “No! Why would you think that?!!?” She was starting to cry now and walked up to me and slapped me across the face. “DON’T YOU EVER TALK LIKE THAT AGAIN!”


I took the slap stoically. “You asked. You’ve destroyed my ability to trust, to love, to find joy in my life, my belief in people, my hope for the future, my plans for us to start a family. You destroyed my whole life because our marriage was my whole life. My perfect solution is for you to finish what you started and not leave me to try to figure out a way to make sense of the wreckage. I don’t WANT to get over this or move on or play along. You’d kill me a little bit more every day you went to work and I’d wonder if he was meeting you for lunch or after work or if you’d come home to give me a little pity-attention. Fuck that life. I don’t want it. I’ll take a clean death now over feeling dirty and abused for years to come.”


She wept as she realized that I meant it. She’d killed me. She just hadn’t had the decency to finish the job. She left me to suffer instead, limping along with a mortal wound in my soul. She shook her head in horror at what I was asking her. “You can’t put that on me!” she declared. “I’m not going to kill you! Don’t even think like that.”


“So that’s off the table then,” I said tonelessly. “You giving up Plan B is off the table and taking me off the table is off the table,” I clarified.


“WAY off the table!” she snapped, upset.


“I really don’t see me being happy with this situation no matter how you spin it. I’ve been cuckolded for a year and now your bottom line is for me to give you absolutely everything you want and smile while I die inside. What I want doesn’t matter any more.”


“It DOES matter, damn it!” she barked and stamped her foot. She actually stamped her foot like a spoiled princess. I suppose that comparison was fitting. She had Prince Charming and Prince Clueless Husband at her disposal. “It matters to me!”


“I really don’t believe you,” I told her with a shrug. I wasn’t mean about it, just overwhelmingly sad. “You just spent a year doing something that you knew would destroy me. How could I possibly matter to you?”


She looked pissed off about that, but it was the simple truth. This wasn’t a conversation that started out of love or caring. It was guilt. She was pulling away from me and to ease the suffering, she’d offer me a puppy to play with. Actually, that might have been a better offer. Dogs are loyal. “John, please don’t make this more difficult than it has to be,” she pleaded with me. “We can work through this. There’s no downside to this. You can pick up a cuddle-buddy and it’ll make our marriage even stronger, knowing that we each have support.”


“And what? We’ll double-date for special occasions?” I asked her, rolling my eyes.


“No, your girl would be your business,” she assured me. “I wouldn’t have the right to meet her or pass judgment on your choice.”


“Sounds like you’ve given the matter a lot of thought,” I said, glancing at my nightstand and wondering if there was anything in it that I’d want.


“Well, it’s been on my mind a lot, lately,” she admitted. “I WANT this arrangement to work, John.”


“I don’t doubt your sincerity,” I told her. “So where do the two of you go for your fun. Can’t go to his house with his wife there and you told me he’s never been here.”


“We ... We do it at houses I’m showing. I pick one and we go there for the physical stuff,” she admitted. “I don’t even know where he lives. It’s better that way. His house is for his family and our house is for us. He understands that.”


I stopped what I was doing and got dressed in some sweats. I didn’t want her to see me naked ever again. If she wanted this guy so badly, she could get all her cock from him from now on. Right now, I felt like if I touched her, I’d kill her. I kept taking slow, deep breaths and reminding myself not to be the next War Machine. I wanted to make the news for fighting, not beating my wife for being a whore.


I went back to packing my shit while she waited for a reaction. I looked, there was a book that she’d given me for Christmas this year and some odds and ends in the nightstand, nothing I’d miss.


“Aren’t you going to say anything?” she asked.


I shrugged. “You’ve got it all figured out. It’s sort of self explanatory. You have a guy that you’re having unprotected sex with, but don’t worry. He’s been tested. You’ve had this guy for a year. You love him and now you want me to go get a girlfriend so that you won’t feel quite so guilty about cheating on me for this past year. You don’t want me to know who your lover is and your generous quid pro quo is that you won’t ask about mine in return. You say you still love me, but you’ve lied, cheated, deceived me, humiliated me and now you’re trying to put all the responsibility for this on my head. You want to have him on the side and me waiting at home for the day when you feel like he’s a better fit in more categories of your life. You say that won’t happen and that he’s not a threat to me or our marriage, but it wasn’t so very long ago that you told me that you loved ONLY me and that I was the only man for you.”


“Well, tell me what you want then!” she growled, frustrated.


“I want to know that my wife is as devoted to me as I am to her,” I snapped. “I want to kiss her and know that mine are the only lips she’s touched. I want to go to work tomorrow secure in the knowledge that she’s mine and what we have together is special. I had all that this morning and that’s why I went to work with a smile on my face.”


“I AM still devoted to you!” she yelled at me, angry now. “What we have IS special. Just because I give someone else a little affection doesn’t change that.”


“It changes it for me,” I told her quietly. “I don’t feel special, knowing that you’ve been fucking someone else for a year. I feel even worse knowing that you’ve upgraded him from casual lay, through regular boyfriend, right to treasured lover. He’s AT LEAST equal to me in your eyes and if push came to shove, you choose him.”


“It’s not going to come to that, John!” she said, getting more and more upset at the thought of having to choose. “I don’t want to lose either of you.”


I nodded. “I sincerely believe that,” I allowed. “If you didn’t feel that way, you’d break it off with him to save your marriage or you’d have come home and announced that you were leaving me for him.”


I looked at my suitcase and left it where it was, walking out of the room. I needed a drink. I didn’t like to drink and I didn’t do it often, but I needed someone on my side and I thought Jim Beam might be the only friend I could count on at this hour. We lived in a nice four-bedroom split-entry house and the bar was in the basement so, downstairs I went.


“Where are you going?” she demanded, coming to the top of the stairs.


“To get drunk,” I said with a sneer.


I left her standing there, nude as I went to the bar and poured myself a double. A few minutes later, she came into the room, wanting to press the advantage she must have felt like she had. I glanced at her reflection in the mirror over the bar as I sat and nursed my drink. She’d put on a teddy that was completely see-thru. I rolled my eyes and wondered why she bothered.


“I’m sorry, John,” she said quietly. “I can see I’ve handled this quite badly. Let’s just sit down and talk about how this could benefit you. I really believe we can arrange things so that you can be happy too.” She took my silence for acceptance and came to sit down next to me. “I know you see a lot of really athletic women at the gym. You must be curious what it would be like with someone who spends as much time sculpting their body as you spend on yours. This is a chance to explore. We can both learn new things and bring them home to each other. It’s an opportunity.”


“Remind me again, what new techniques have you brought home this past year that have improved our love-life?” I asked sarcastically, taking another sip of my drink.


“Well, I HAVE learned a few things,” she admitted reluctantly. “I haven’t wanted to show them off because we hadn’t had this talk yet. Now that we have, I can show you. I think you’ll be a lot more enthusiastic about the idea once you see what we can learn from this.”


“You’re not worried that you’ll start to feel jealous about the other woman?” I asked, leading her along. “You don’t think you’ll start to resent the fact that we didn’t discover these things together? You wouldn’t worry that I might start to develop feelings for her?”


She stiffened a little at that. Not so comfortable, after all. “Do you have someone in mind?” she asked.


“I’m asking hypothetical questions,” I said. “After all, you keep pushing me to talk to you about it.”


“I don’t think I’d have any reason to be jealous,” she said primly.


“Really?!” I said, sounding surprised. “I’d have thought that you’d wonder about it. I mean, it WOULD be a woman that had never hurt me. What if SHE decided that she wanted more from me than just weekdays and quickies? What if she wanted a commitment from me?”


“Well, that’s what this is. It’s a commitment. She’d be your girlfriend, but I’d still be your wife.”


“And if she wants the ring and the happily ever after?”


“Well, I’d think that you’d choose someone in a similar situation so that wasn’t a concern,” she countered.


“So you’d want me to pick a married woman,” I clarified.


“I think that would be ideal. There’s too much chance of a single woman wanting more of your life than we’re comfortable with.”


“So your solution is for me to go out and do THIS to someone else’s marriage?” I asked incredulously.


“You could look for a divorced woman,” she suggested. “There are plenty of women out there that want a little action, but have no interest in the trouble that goes with a relationship.”


I didn’t comment that OUR relationship was certainly more trouble than it was worth now. I took a drink instead. Once again, she took my silence for agreement and pushed the position. “Sure! We find you a nice adventurous divorcee and you scratch her itch, she’ll teach you what she likes and then you and I can get on with our lives.”


“So now ‘we’ find me someone? Is that you and me or are you going to be taking suggestions from your lover?” I asked dryly.


“I WANT this to work,” she reminded me. “If I have to, I’ll take out an ad in the paper. If that’s what it takes, that’s what we’ll do.”


She’d deftly avoided the question I’d asked, making me laugh mirthlessly. She did this all the time, deflecting the question. It was a magic trick. She distracted you from what you’d asked while seeming to answer.


“Ten minutes ago, this was my choice and you were staying out of it, didn’t want to know who it was even. Now you’re on the selection committee and so is Plan B. You already have someone picked out, don’t you?” I said, turning to look directly at her.


She blushed. “Well, there’s a woman at work-”


“Forget it!” I growled harshly. “Someone that you and HE picked out from the pool at the office? I can only imagine that she has a ‘wonderful personality’.”


“Just hear me out!” she pressed. “She’s very nice. Recently divorced, not really ready to date, but has all the same urges she did as a married woman. She’s thirty-five and she really likes muscular men.”


“You just don’t stop,” I muttered in disgust. “What makes you think I want anything to do with her?”


“Don’t be that way,” she said, pouting. “Just give her a chance.”


“What’s she look like?” I asked.


“She has black hair and blue eyes,” she said carefully. “Her breasts aren’t too large, I don’t think. She’s a little taller than me. She has a cute little nose and full lips.”


I didn’t like this at all. She was avoiding something in this woman’s description. “What was her divorce about?”


“Her husband ... left her for a younger woman,” she admitted. She was still being evasive.


“I’ll pass,” I told her coldly. “Ignoring the fact that there’s something GLARINGLY wrong with her that you’re working hard to avoid telling me, she works with you. As the top seller in the state, you have more authority in the office than your boss and she knows it. She’s someone you can control. I wouldn’t take her out on a dare.”


“Okay! So she’s got a few extra pounds,” she snapped at me. “So what?!!? Are you really so shallow that you’d snub someone for not being thin?”


I went back to my drink. “I won’t touch her because you can control her. Hell, I never said I was even going along with this bullshit. You can just forget the whole thing. I don’t intend to give you the satisfaction of dragging me down to your level. You cheated on me. You destroyed our marriage and you’ve made me lose faith in love and trust and good. You live with that. I don’t know why you started cheating on me and I suppose it doesn’t matter. I guess my best wasn’t good enough for you. Just leave me the fuck alone if you’re not gonna do the decent thing and put me out of my misery.”


“John,” she started. “That’s not fair! I didn’t do this to hurt you! I want you to be happy!”


“You were the person I trusted most in this world,” I told her. “If you can casually betray me like this and then convince yourself that it’ll be all better if you make me do the same, then I don’t even know you. Now, are you gonna go get the knife or not?”


“NOT!” she said hotly. “We are going to sit here and talk this out like adults.”


I reached over the bar and plucked the nearest bottle out of the rack. “I have a better idea,” I said and took off the cap. I put the bottle to my lips and took long pulls until it was empty. My stomach clenched and I wanted to throw up, but I clenched my teeth and fought my stomach muscles as they tried to expel the alcohol. I reached over the bar and grabbed another bottle.


“What are you doing?!!?” she demanded, stunned that I’d drained a bottle that fast.


“Checking out,” I told her. “I don’t intend to be conscious for the rest of your talk. With any luck, I’ll choke to death on my own vomit.” I up-ended the second bottle and figured that was good enough. I was actually trying for alcohol poisoning, figuring that she’d be too self-centered to call 911 before it was too late.


“Are you crazy?!!? You’ll kill yourself if you keep drinking like that!” she blurted.


“Who cares?!!?” I shot back. “You worried that it’ll be declared a suicide and you won’t get the life insurance? You sure as fuck don’t care about me! Cheated on me for a FUCKING year and now you’re trying to make it better by turning me into a piece of shit just like you and your piece of shit lover! FUCK YOU!” I roared at last, my eyes filling up with tears. “I NEVER resented you making more money than me. Plenty of husbands would feel threatened by that, but I was never anything but supportive! I never hit you or yelled at you or put you down. I LOVED YOU! For the last year you’ve been screwing some other guy and now you love HIM!” I was bawling by now. The liquor was hitting me hard. The double and the power-drinking were dragging me under.


“I gave you EVERYTHING I had! And it wasn’t good enough! He make more money than me? Have a bigger dick? What’s he do to make you turn against me?!!? WHAT?!!?” I was shaking and starting to slur, but also feeling like the room was spinning. “I was your HUSBAND! I would NEVER have cheated on you! I’d have DIED for you! I lived EVERY DAY for you! You think sticking me with some SKANK is gonna fix this?!!?” I got to my feet unsteadily. I was in War Machine territory. Even in this state, I knew I was about to go to a place I couldn’t come back from.


I lurched away from her and the bar and half-fell over one of the easy chairs we had here for when we had friends over. I’d seen the shock and fear in her face as I lost control of myself and I thought dimly that she might finally get it. I went into the bathroom downstairs, intending to lock myself in and let the liquor poison me. I got as far as the door and my legs refused to do what I wanted. I pitched forward and felt my head rebound off the edge of the toilet. Actually, I didn’t feel it at all. I watched, detached as my vision jumped from the impact and then I crumpled to the floor, face-down. My last thought before darkness swallowed me was that I needed to roll over if I wanted to choke on my own vomit.


Chapter 2


When I woke up, I felt awful. My head hurt, my sides hurt, my stomach hurt, but most of all, my heart was still broken. I lay there for a while with my eyes closed and tried to figure out where I was. I could hear the beep of a heart monitor somewhere, so that told me that my whore of a wife HAD called 911 in time. Bitch.


My next priority was to try to figure out if I was alone or if she was waiting for me to wake up so she could start trying to convince me to be like she was again. There was too much background noise for me to tell if there was someone in the room with me or not so I finally opened my eyes. There she was, sitting in a chair asleep. I didn’t have my watch, so I had no idea what time it was or even what day. It had been Tuesday when the conversation started, so I assumed we were somewhere in the early morning hours of Wednesday. There was no window in this room, so it was hard to tell.


I closed my eyes and thought about everything that had been said last night, hoping that she’d assume I was still asleep and leave me alone.


I heard the door click open as someone came in and a few seconds later, she squeaked in surprise. “JOHN!” she exclaimed in confusion.


“No,” said a male voice. “It’s me. Has there been any change?” he asked, sounding concerned. It wasn’t someone I knew.


“None,” she croaked miserably. “Oh my God, Brad! You should have seen his face. I mean, we knew that he’d be mad, but ... I thought he might be coming around. I told him about Cecilia and he lost his mind. I don’t know what he’ll do when he wakes up. He kept asking me to kill him.”


“Oh, God!” he sighed anxiously. “We just have to hope we can convince him that we’re not a threat to him and that you still love him. Neither of us wanted him hurt. Certainly not like this! I wish we could have found an easier way to break it to him,” Brad told her. “I wish I could stay, but Doris will have dinner ready. Call me if there’s any change. I love you.”


“I love you too,” she said and I could hear them exchange kisses before the door opened again and Brad let himself out. My heart broke all over again, hearing her say those words to someone else.


Brad and Doris, I mused to myself. That was a lot more information than I had before. What would I do with that information? Probably not as much as I could. I lost myself in a daydream of pounding the living shit out of Brad and then fucking his wife in front of him while he bled on the floor, begging me to stop. Doris and I were on our third round with Brad whimpering piteously on the floor when the door opened again.


I heard the chair scrape as she stood up to greet the newcomer. “Doctor?” she asked tentatively. “You said he’d be awake tonight. I’ve been here all day and he hasn’t moved. What’s wrong?”


The doctor made a concerned sound and looked over my chart. “There was no real sign of brain trauma in his tests,” he said. “It’s possible that there was some minor damage from the alcohol poisoning, but I’m told that you called 911 in time for them to pump his stomach, so that shouldn’t be an issue.”


I heard him approach the bed and then he was thumbing back my eyelids, shining a light in them. I stared at a point on the ceiling when he did it and didn’t flinch. That’s a lot harder than it sounds, but right now, the cost of flinching was listening to my wife try to brain-wash me into joining her little cult of polyamory and I’d rather stare into the flashlight until I went blind.


At least the conversation was informative. It was evening, not morning. I didn’t have a concussion. My stomach had been pumped. That helped me figure out a lot.


“Look, Mrs. Hooker, why don’t you go home and get some rest?” he suggested gently. “If there’s any change in his condition, we’ll be sure to notify you and you’ll want to be well-rested when he does wake up. I’m sure you’ll have a lot to talk about.”


“I don’t want to leave him like this,” she protested.


“Isn’t there any other family you can call to sit with him while you take some time to rest?” he asked gently. “You’ve been here since last night. You won’t do him any good if you end up in a bed yourself.”


She sighed. “Do you know when he should regain consciousness?” she asked, torn between staying and going.


“Not specifically,” the doctor said. “He may sleep through the night or he might be awake now and just not ready to cope with the outside world yet. You said that he’d been drinking far heavier than normal for him? Was there anything that might have upset him?”


“We ... we were arguing when it happened. He didn’t react very well to some news I had for him,” she admitted.


“He may still be processing that news then,” the doctor told her. “It sounds like you’ll want to be in complete control of your senses when you sit down to talk it out with him though. Best to get a full night’s sleep and come back fresh. You have my word that we’ll take good care of him.”


She sighed again and agreed. I could hear her gather up her things and then she left the room. I thought for a minute that the doctor had gone with her, but then he spoke from the doorway.


“Okay, she just got on the elevator,” he told me. “You mind telling me why you won’t speak to your wife?”


I opened my eyes and he was coming to take the chair that she’d vacated. “Have you seen the man that was here to visit my room earlier?” I asked.


He nodded. “Brad Davis. He’s a member of our church.”


“He’s my wife’s lover,” I said. “She told me they’ve been together for a year. They’re in love.”


“Ah,” he said uncomfortably. “That’s a very delicate situation,” he admitted. “He told me he was a friend of the family. They both seemed very concerned about you.”


“They’re hoping that I’ll approve of their happiness and my lovely wife spent last night trying to convince me that everything would be fine if I’d just take a lover of my own,” I said to him. I looked down at my hands. “I never wanted to hit a woman before, but last night, I wanted to beat her half to death until she gave me his name and then make her watch while I killed him with my bare hands.”


“I think that impulse is understandable,” he said carefully. “Is that why you started to drink heavily?”


“No,” I admitted. “When she wouldn’t shut up, I just started trying to drown myself in a bottle. Whether I blacked out or died of alcohol poisoning, I was still spared another round of arguments that me taking a mistress would make everything better.”


“So she wants you to allow her arrangement with her current lover and in exchange, you get one of your own?” he clarified.


I nodded. “That’s about the size of it,” I admitted.


“What do you have to lose?” he asked pointedly.


“What?” I asked, flabbergasted at the attitude.


“Hear me out,” he said, seeing me start to get angry. “Your wife’s already cheating. That damage is done. California is a no-fault divorce state. It doesn’t matter if she banged the whole cast of Lord of the Rings. It doesn’t affect the divorce. It doesn’t touch property division, alimony, any of it. Take it from a guy that’s got two divorces under his belt. At this point, you could go out and fuck every starlet wandering around Hollywood looking for a casting director and a couch. Yeah, there’s the fact that two wrongs don’t make a right, but there’s also the fact that you’re probably planning on divorcing her as soon as you can get your hot little hands on a lawyer. Why not ease yourself back into dating? You can use her for sex, support, laundry services and whatever else she does in the marriage and pick your time.”


I considered it, nodding slowly. “Okay, that makes a certain degree of sense,” I admitted.


He shrugged. “Hell, you might find that this is ideal. You get a girlfriend you love and a wife you put up with. It’s how most marriages work these days. If I’d had this arrangement through either of my first two marriages, I might have stayed married to them.”


I nodded again. “Okay. So I kind of hate the cheating slut, but you’ve given me something to think about.”


He chuckled. “Just so you know, we won’t be able to stall her much longer. You should have woken up hours ago.”


I nodded. “Can I ask you about something else?”


“You want to know about Brad,” he said flatly. I nodded and he settled back to talk some more. “Brad’s an okay guy. He works real estate and married Doris right out of college. They’d been together since high school. They have a son, Brad Jr. He’s active in the church and the community and you’re probably one of the only people that knows him that doesn’t like him.”


“I’m guessing Doris wouldn’t be thrilled to know what he’s been doing in his spare time,” I grumbled sourly.


“You’re probably right about that,” he admitted. “Doris is a very pleasant woman, but pregnancy wasn’t kind to her. Brad doesn’t make the kind of money it would take to pay for the surgery she’d need to get her pre-pregnancy body back. My guess is that he loves her, but he’s not turned on by her anymore. I kind of wish I didn’t know about what he was up to. It’ll make things awkward at the church events.”


“Sorry,” I shrugged.


“Not blaming,” he said jovially. “I’m just lamenting my lost ignorance. How would you like us to handle your wife?”


“Could I borrow a defibrillator?” I asked with a roll of my eyes.


“Probably not,” he chuckled. “We can tell her you’ve requested no visitors, but that generally leads to histrionics and we have a few patients that wouldn’t appreciate the noise.”


“Well, if my clothes are here, you could release me,” I suggested.


“The clothes you were wearing were destroyed,” he said with some sympathy. “When you came in unresponsive, they cut them off. They were covered in vomit and blood anyway.”


“How bad was I hurt?” I asked with a sigh.


“Not really badly at all,” he confided. “No concussion, two stitches and a moderate case of alcohol poisoning. You’re fine now. If you’d opened your eyes earlier, I might have let you go home with your wife, but I was concerned as to why you were unresponsive.”


I nodded. “I still have a lot to think about,” I admitted.


“I’ll send someone around with a tray. It’s nearly dinner time. You’re probably starved.”


I nodded and thanked him.


An orderly brought me a tray about an hour later and I ate hungrily. It wasn’t the best meal I’d ever had, but I was completely empty, so it was a welcome feast. I lay there, turning the problem over in my head most of the evening and into the night. I drifted off sometime after midnight and awoke with the same problem and Barb looking at me anxiously.


“Thank GOD, you’re awake!” she blurted out, jumping up out of the chair she was in and coming to the bed. She was practically vibrating, she was so jittery. It made me wonder if she was running on coffee and anxiety.


“Yeah. Praise Jesus. It’s a miracle,” I said sarcastically, letting her be enthusiastic for both of us. I bet Brad would be thrilled to know I was recovering. After all, he was loved by all, right? GREAT guy!


“How do you feel?” she asked, touching my head gingerly and caressing my arm. She made my skin crawl.


“Sore,” I said, answering her in monosyllable responses.


She nodded. “I talked to the doctor this morning and he said you’ll be stiff and sore for a couple of days. He said your head wound bled a lot, but that’s normal for head wounds. He was surprised that there was no concussion.” She seemed determined to make some upbeat conversation whether I was participating or not. That made sense. I didn’t really participate in the last conversation either until the end.


“Yeah,” I agreed. I’d been surprised that I hadn’t gotten a concussion myself.


“I called your office yesterday and told them you were in the hospital. They said to call when you’re feeling up to it and they’d talk to you then. I also called off work yesterday and today. I wanted to be here when you woke up so we could talk about what happened. I’m so sorry, Baby,” she said. “I had no idea that this would hit you this hard. I pushed too and that didn’t help. I know I screwed it up, but can we please talk about it and see if we can find something we can all agree with?”


“Did you bring clothes?” I asked impassively, ignoring her attempt to bring up the subject again.


She leaped into action like she was on fire and had a bag for me. Inside were jeans, socks, underwear, shoes and a shirt. It’d keep me decently covered. “Just wait until the doctor sees you. He said he wanted to talk to you before he released you. Strictly routine.”


I nodded. “I can understand that,” I said distantly.


“Look, I really want to make this up to you,” she said, fidgeting nervously. “I know I really screwed up and I should have found a better way to handle it. Just tell me how to make things right and I’ll do it.”


“Barb, I don’t even know what to say to that,” I told her. “You’ve disrespected me and our relationship for the past year and now you’ve come clean because your side action has gotten so serious that it’s a new level of disrespect. I don’t know whether you were worried that I’d catch you or whether things were heating up to the point where you couldn’t hold it in anymore, but you didn’t come to me with an apology and a determination to show me how sorry you were. You dropped it in my lap like dirty laundry and challenged me to clean it or go look for new clothes. Maybe that’s not how you meant it to come across, but it’s how it ended up.”


She was quiet for a few minutes, digesting what I’d said. I’d managed to hold onto my temper since waking up this morning. It wasn’t easy. I hadn’t ranted at her for bringing her scumbag to visit her while I was in a hospital bed, but that was certainly less than respectful. I didn’t want her to know that I knew the name Brad Davis. I didn’t think I’d do anything with that name, but it was good to have the option.


“I’m sorry, John,” she said at last. “I never meant to show you anything but respect. I can see how it must look from your position. It was a terrible miscalculation on my part. I never thought of it as a respect issue.”


“It’s every kind of issue,” I told her. “It’s emotional, it’s sexual, it’s financial.”


“How is it financial?” she asked, taken off-guard by that.


“You were supposed to be selling houses when you were meeting him. If your boss figured it out, you could have lost your job,” I told her. “For that matter, how many sales could you have made during the hours you were in his arms? Every time you hooked up with him while you were on the clock, you were giving up a chance to make a legitimate sale. Unless he’s a rich buyer and you’ve been convincing him to buy all the properties you were meeting at?”


She shook her head. “It wasn’t like that,” she assured me. “I would never sell myself to sell a house. The other night, you asked what he had that drew me to him,” she reminded me.


I cut her off. “It doesn’t matter,” I said before she could finish that sentence. “Whatever it is, he has it and it mattered enough to land us here. So whatever it is, I don’t even care anymore. I think that’s the attitude that I have now. I just don’t give a shit. You want him, you got him. You’re gonna keep seeing him whether I throw a fit or not, so have at it.”


“But...” she prompted me.


“No but,” I told her lightly. “I don’t intend to go looking for him or try to figure out who his wife is or wreck his picket-fence utopia. I just don’t care anymore.”


“You don’t?” she repeated, surprised.


“Yeah, Barb,” I told her. “I don’t care. You want to have him as your lover, that’s up to you. You’ve made it clear that you don’t want me to know who he even is, so enjoy your romance with him.”


“And you’ll think about Cecilia?” she asked, surprised by this change in attitude.


“Who the fuck is Cecilia?” I asked.


“The woman that I work with. The one I was telling you about,” she reminded me.


“No,” I said with a shake of my head.


“But you said...” she started.


“I said that Plan B was your choice and you were welcome to him. Cecilia is also your choice and you’re welcome to her. Besides, I don’t exactly have the resources to entertain a woman.”


“What are you talking about. Of course, you do.”


“You have access to lock-boxes and you’re expected to be out of the office,” I told her. “I work in an office and I’m expected to be there. I don’t have the time or the place to take anyone. It was a nice gesture for you to offer me the carrot of getting a mistress, but it really was a sham. You never expected me to take you up on it and even if I wanted to, my minuscule salary wouldn’t begin to pay for a spot to go. Even grungy motels add up over time.”


“Your salary isn’t minuscule, John,” she told me. “You make good money.”


“It’s just less than a third of what you make,” I pointed out. “It’s actually closer to a quarter of what you make. Still, after I pay my share of our living expenses, most of the rest goes into my training.”


“We can work something out, John. I’ll keep an eye out for a property we could pick up cheap for you as a place to entertain. Besides, you don’t need to pay out an equal share on the bills. I’m the one with a Lexus. You have a five year old Nissan. I’m the one that watches cable. You almost never look at the TV. You don’t need to split everything 50/50.”


“Don’t bother,” I said. “Like I said, it was a nice gesture, if an empty one.”


“It was NOT an empty gesture,” she promised ardently. “We can sit down and find out what you need from a place. Then it should be a piece of cake for me to find one for a killer price.”


“I’m also not interested in looking for a girlfriend or mistress or slut or whatever you’d want to call her,” I said. “It’s nice that you’d offer to buy me the dream-house so I could play with a dolly, but my time is better spent in the gym.”


“Don’t be that way, John,” she said quietly. “I want you to have this for you.”


Now it was my turn to sit there and think. “Barb, do you know what it was like when I realized that you love this guy?” I asked her. “I was serious when I asked you for the knife. It hurts me to even think of that. I don’t want to look for a girlfriend because I don’t want to have that same conversation with you if I started to love her.”


“I’d rather have that conversation than have one about how you can’t trust or love at all,” she said. Maybe that had cut her to the quick.


I shrugged. “I don’t know that I ever CAN trust again,” I told her honestly. “Trust is faith that a person will look out for you, that they won’t hurt you. You’ve had a year-long affair. Trust is pretty thin after that revelation. You remember how jealous I used to get when we were first together?”


“Yeah. It was charming in it’s own way, but annoying at times.”


“You know what cured it?”


“No,” she admitted. “What?”


“You swore to me that you loved me and ONLY me and that no one could ever come between us. When I looked into your eyes, I felt the truth of those words and I trusted that vow. Now your love is divided and there’s another man between us.”


She nodded. “So what is it that’s holding you back? Trust issues or not wanting to cause me pain?”


“Both, really. I don’t want to let anyone in after this week. I’d never be able to trust them with myself. I also don’t have any interest in revenge on you for this. It’s done. Doing something horrible to you to make you feel bad won’t repair the issue. It’ll just compound the damage.”


“I’m glad you don’t want to hurt me,” she said carefully. “I don’t think that you taking a mistress would do that though. I’d be glad to have her in your life if she helped you through this pain. I hadn’t realized how much this had hurt you. If there’s someone out there that can ease that suffering, I want her for you, whether it’s Cecilia or someone I’ve never even met.”


I was about to answer when the doctor came back. “Ah, you’re awake,” he said, sounding pleasantly surprised. “Good. How about we get you back on your feet and out from underfoot? Mrs. Hooker, if you could step out for a few minutes, I’d liked to do a final examination of your husband before releasing him.”


She nodded and left the bag with my clothes before she excused herself. “How’s it going, Doc?” I asked in greeting.


“Fine, fine. She seems in better spirits,” he noted as he shone his penlight in my eyes again. “You took my advice?”


“I dunno,” I admitted. “I mostly just don’t care anymore. I figure she’s gonna keep him around no matter what I say or do, so I might as well not bother deluding myself into thinking I have a say in matters.”


“Are you gonna take her up on her offer of a girlfriend of some sort?” he asked curiously.


“I dunno. Probably not. Like I said, I don’t care. My wife was the person I trusted most in the world. How would I ever turn my back on someone I trusted LESS than that. I don’t see it ending well, to try to find someone willing to put up with this bullshit situation. I don’t have any interest in dragging someone else into this.”


“Take some time, get some strange, see how you feel with someone other than your wife taking care of your needs,” he suggested.


I grunted sourly. I really didn’t want this. I wanted my wife and my life back. Both had been irrevocably despoiled though.


“I’d like to see you again in about two weeks,” he said finally. “I’ll call you with an appointment to a neurologist too. Your sudden bout of apathy worries me. It’s not normal. From the reactions you and your wife described before the knock to the head, there may be some lingering damage that I’m not seeing. A neurologist might catch something more.”


I nodded. “I guess,” I said lightly. “I don’t feel different. It still pisses me off that she picked up with this guy. It makes me want to put my fist through her head to know that she called him to come here while I was unconscious, but none of that will make me feel any better. They’ll be dead and I’ll be in jail. Not exactly the kind of outcome I want. I’m just spending a lot of time in my happy place, you know? I’m saving up all the aggression for my next fight. Then you’ll see a whole different perspective.”


He nodded. “So the apathy is an act?”


I shrugged. “It is and it isn’t. I mean, I hate what they did to me, but they’re not gonna stop. No matter what I said or did, short of killing one of them, they’ll keep seeing each other behind my back. I do MMA fighting on the side, so I don’t have any desire to make the news like that asshole that beat up the porn star he was dating. I don’t want any part of that jail time.”


He nodded. “So you’ll bottle it up and channel it in a fight? That’s a little less distressing, but still not quite a relief.”


I shrugged. “It’ll either lead to me rolling over my opponent or making a stupid mistake and getting hurt or humiliated,” I said dismissively. “In the ring, there are people there that can pull you off if you’re out of control.”


“Alright, I’ll cancel the neurologist, but I still want to see you in two weeks to follow up on how you’re coping.”


I nodded. “Fair enough,” I agreed. “Does that mean I’m out of here?”


“Yes, I think you can get dressed and head home. Good luck with that particular fight.”


“Thanks,” I said dryly and started getting dressed before he had the door closed behind him.


By the time Barb was back in the room, I was half-dressed. “What’s the verdict?” she asked.


“I can leave,” I told her. It was strange. When she wasn’t around, I could be as expressive as I was before this all started, but as soon as she entered the room, the emotional presence leeched out of me like water pouring out of a bucket.


“That’s great news!” she enthused. “We can go home and talk about what you need from a property for your own personal retreat.”


I was about to tell her that I wasn’t interested in a personal retreat, but I thought that it might come in handy to have a place to go that she wasn’t going to nag me about this bullshit, so I kept my mouth shut. Of course, she took that as acceptance, like usual. Barb took people’s agreement for granted, assuming that their silence was a lack of objection.


I was put in a wheelchair for the trip to the hospital steps due to regulations and all the while, Barb was chattering away about finding me the absolute perfect little love-nest for my adventures. I let her talk. It was better than arguing.


We were on the road and halfway home before she asked me for input on it. “Whatever you want,” she assured me. “If you want a hot tub, we’ll either find a place with one or we’ll have one installed. You want a pool? We’ll get a pool.”


“That’s a little lavish for a simple bachelor suite, isn’t it?” I asked dryly.


“Maybe, but what you said earlier made me realize that you’ve been spending just about all your income on the household bills and leaving most of mine untouched. That’s not fair. You paid for half of my Lexus, half the house and bills. This is my chance to make things right.”


I secretly thought it was a bribe for letting her keep Brad without creating any friction, but if this would get her to shut up and gave me the ability to put a locked door between us once in a while, it was probably worth the sickeningly upbeat commentary from her.


I unplugged. It might not have been the wisest choice since she’d randomly toss questions to me about what to include in the house. I didn’t even want an apartment and she was talking about buying a house so that I’d have a place to go get laid by someone else.


When she started talking about a game room I clued in that I should pay more attention.


“You’re getting carried away,” I told her. “I don’t have any use for a game room or a dining room or anything like that. It sounds like you’re shopping for a house that’s a step up from what we’re living in. This was originally supposed to be a glorified hotel room.”


She pulled the car over and parked so we could talk uninterrupted. “I want to do this,” she said. “Use it as a man-cave. Turn it into your own personal gym. Make it your home away from home. Look, if you decide that you can’t really handle this, then you’re not trapped. You’ll be able to go there anytime and be comfortable, whether it’s for a night or a weekend or ... you decide we should separate.” She forced that last part out and it seemed to make her shudder.


I nodded. “Alright then,” I said softly. “I want a hot tub then. Sometimes the hot water helps soothe sore muscles.”


“You should have told me long ago,” she scolded me. “If I’d known that, I’d have gotten a tub at the house.”


She drove us home and I immediately went to the gym to get away from her. I knew she was pissed because she wanted to talk about it and try to weasel a clue out of me as to how she could make me roll over for her and Brad.


I avoided her like the plague after that, going to the gym in the morning and the evening every night. I went back to the doctor, two weeks later and he gave me a cursory evaluation and some advice.


“You don’t sound like you’re going to change your mind about the divorce,” he pointed out.


“I’m mostly decided. It’s just a matter of when. Would I LIKE to have things work out to where she admitted that her affair was a mistake and devoted herself to making it work? Sure. I don’t know that I’d ever trust her again, but I’d try. There’s probably enough love left for that.”


“You’re not hopeful though?” he asked shrewdly.


“She’s spent the last two weeks trying to draw me into a talk about how to make the arrangement work, so she can keep her affair going,” I told him. “I started spending more time at the gym, working longer hours, going for drinks with the work family, anything to keep away from the Great Propagandist.”


He laughed at that and shrugged. “Sounds like you’re only delaying the inevitable,” he told me. “I’ll tell you a little story about how my last marriage went tits-up and maybe that’ll give you a fresh perspective. Cindy and I didn’t have the easiest time of it, but we generally made it work for the first two years. I was working weird rotations at the hospital and she kept office hours as a middle manager in an investment brokerage. We barely saw each other. I started sleeping with one of the nurses that had a similar rotation schedule and she’d started a relationship with one of her bosses. If we’d had the arrangement that your wife proposed, that would have been fine, but I came home one night on schedule and found them in bed. She’d lost track of what time I was off or had intended to end things. We fought. I told her I was sleeping with someone on the side too, just to try and hurt her. We wound down from that at about six in the morning. We’d trashed our whole house, destroying whatever we could think of to make the other person angrier. When we realized what we’d done, we laughed about it, but we knew we were done. If we’d had the practicality to have an arrangement, we’d probably still be together. I still love her and she loves me, but we’re friends now.”


I chuckled a little at the thought of destroying everything in the house between them. “I don’t think it applies to us though,” I said. “If we were both starting out with the intent to get lovers, I might think it was workable, but she’s had one for a year behind my back. I think that if I was inclined to go along with her arrangement, I’d want to make sure that I was dating someone that made her so jealous, she’d lose what’s left of her mind.”


“Have anyone in mind?” he asked.


“Not really. Someone richer, younger, hotter and famous would be ideal.”


“No kidding,” he said dryly. “Don’t get into it to spite her though. Do it for yourself or ring the bell and get out of the marriage.”


“That’s the plan,” I told him. He nodded and wished me well. I specifically hadn’t pumped him for information about Brad and Doris after our last talk. He asked me to stay in touch every so often and let him know how things were turning out.


Chapter 3


Things went on like that for a couple of months. I could tell when she’d met Brad by the boost in her mood at the end of the day. I threw myself into the gym, mostly because I wanted to be too exhausted to have sex with her if she brought it up, but she never did. I was also training for a fight. I fought about once every month or two, depending on the schedule and my condition at the time. I had one that was going to be held in town and I was pumped for it.


“Are you coming to the fight tomorrow night?” I asked her at dinner, that Friday. I knew she wouldn’t, but I always asked.


“Honey, you KNOW I can’t stand those events. I hate to see you get hurt and I don’t want to sit around bored all night. Call me after your fight and let me know how it went,” she said, trying to sound supportive.


I nodded. She’d never seen me fight before. She wouldn’t look at the matches that I had recordings of and she’d never go to an event. I suspected that she’d take the opportunity to sneak in a quickie with Brad since I’d be away all day. I still wasn’t supposed to know who he was, even though I’d withdrawn my objections.


“That’s okay,” I told her. “I know how you feel about it. I’ll stop bringing it up.” I turned my attention back to dinner and figured that would be the end of the conversation.


“I was talking to Cecilia today,” she said casually. She managed to bring Cecilia up at least three times a week. I’d looked her up on their company website while I was getting a good long look at the man that had ended my marriage and I suppressed the urge to roll my eyes.


“Oh?” I asked, since that was clearly what she was hoping for. “What did she have to say?”


“She’s showing a lovely house in the area that I think you might like. It’s not too close,” she assured me, “but it’s close to everything so there wouldn’t be a big change in commute, if you were going there after work some days. When would you like me to book an appointment to look at it?”


“Me?” I asked. “Wouldn’t it be better if you looked at it? You know more about what to look for.”


“I’ve seen it. She showed it to me this afternoon,” she said. “I think it’s ideal. It’s almost identical to the house here except there’s no fourth bedroom downstairs. The basement is mostly a blank slate. I thought you might like that as a home gym. It’s on a bigger lot, so there’s plenty of room for a pool and there’s a double driveway with a detached garage.”


I nodded. “What’s the asking price on it?” I asked.


“It’s $350,000,” she admitted with a wince. “It’s a great investment though. I think the property would be worth another $100,000 if the market wasn’t so soft right now. We install the pool and hot tub, landscape it and add a deck and we could flip it for $600,000 easily if you find you’re not using it.”


I shrugged. “I’ll take a look. I have Monday off. I can do it then.” She was dedicated to this plan of getting me a love shack. I guess it was a case of guilt since I knew she was doing it with Brad three times a week, sometimes more.


She smiled and got up to get her cellphone. She called Cecilia on the spot and talked to her briefly before handing the phone over to me.


“Hi, Mr. Hooker?” she said from the other end of the phone. She had a nice voice. She sounded a lot younger than the thirty-five that Barb had told me.


“Hello,” I said. “Barb tells me that you showed her a property today that’s just what we’ve been looking for.”


“Yes!” she said excitedly. “I was initially surprised that she’d come to me looking for something since she sells so much, but she said that she had very demanding specifications and none of her leads were quite right. She said you’ll be the final decision maker and asked me when I could show it to you. Is tomorrow a good day for you?”


“Sorry, Cecilia,” I said slowly. “I’ll be busy all day and into the night tomorrow and possibly Sunday too. How about Monday morning?”


“Sounds terrific!” she said brightly and gave me the address. “I’ll meet you there about 9?”


“See you there,” I said lightly and said goodbye. I handed Barb’s phone back to her and gave her a look. “You’re pushing Cecilia again,” I pointed out.


“Only a little,” she admitted. “She wants to meet you. She knows that you’re available and she’s aching for a firm ... commitment.” She smirked a little.


I grunted. The night before a fight was the last time I needed this or maybe not. I took another couple of bites and then told her I was going to the gym. Final weigh-in was tomorrow when I got to the event venue and I wanted to be as ready as possible.


I pushed cardio at a steady pace. I wasn’t trying to get myself into shape, just maintaining what I already had. I had to admit that having a place with a gym in the basement would be pretty sweet for nights like this. I had a routine I used to prepare for my fights. I avoided long talks or heavy topics. Barb bringing up Cecilia had broken that routine. I was irritated about that and about the topic it brought bubbling to the surface.


I stayed at the gym until just before they closed for the night. The staff knew I was fighting tomorrow. They had several fighters work out here. They all wished me good luck and promised to come support me.


The next day, I was a nervous wreck. It was like it was my first fight all over again. I puked before breakfast and then just managed to choke down a little bit. I packed lunch and dinner with me to eat there since I didn’t trust the venue to supply what I should eat before a fight.


Barb wished me luck and kissed me on the cheek before getting in her treasured Lexus, confirming that she was going to meet Brad somewhere for an impromptu romp while I was standing around waiting to get my head kicked in.


Once I got to the venue, I was surprised that the conditions were so nice. I was used to folding chairs on concrete floors with a coffee pot and a couple of boxes of donuts for refreshments. These guys spent a little money. There was bottled water and actual food that was on my diet list. We were in a hospitality room and there were tables with actual chairs and tablecloths. By indie circuit standards, we were being treated like royalty.


I saw my opponent across the room and swore to myself. I’d never laid eyes on him before, just seen his fights on tape. He was huge! I was gonna get carried out of here. I looked at him critically and shook my head. What a way to win a fight, I thought. There’s no way he wasn’t juicing. He’d fail the piss test and I’d be awarded the contest, posthumously, of course.


I weighed in, stowed my gear, ate, did some exercises to stay limber and generally wasted time until it was time to get taped up. I was on my way there when he approached me. “Doug Hastings,” he said, holding out his hand.


I shook it and smiled. “John Hooker,” I replied.


“Hooker, huh?” he repeated my name. “I guess that’s fitting. I’m gonna ride you like I paid for the full hour.”


I thought he was probably right, so I shrugged. “Cash up front,” I told him flatly. It wasn’t the first time I’d heard a hooker joke. “I’m not cheap and I’m not easy.”


He laughed at that. “We’ll see.” Then we were called in to get our hands taped and signed. They sign across the tape when they’re done so that they can tell if it’s been tampered with between then and fight time. In years past, fighters had been known to do shady things to give their hits more power. Packets of powdered lead, steel plates and brass knuckles had all seen use in boxing matches in the past.


I got mine done and they were talking about the fights. “Odds are fifty to one against you,” one of the guys said. “Shame you’re not allowed to place bets.”


“He just promised me that he’s gonna make a show out of it,” I said dryly. “See if you can push it to 100 to 1.”


“Shit, for THOSE odds, I’d drop $20 on you,” one of them said and they signed the tape, letting me go.


Our fight was the feature bout for some reason. I guess he was an upcoming talent and there were scouts in the crowd. I watched the rest of the fights with a bad case of nerves and saw Hastings grinning at me like I was his Prom date.


They sent me out first and announced my fight record. They had some pretty dramatic music playing while I ‘walked the mile’, as the old Stephen King book said. I got in the cage and realized I was about to be locked in with that animal. This was stupid. I was gonna get creamed. I had a life, a family, a home. That stopped me and my head went back to Barb looking for a house for me. Did I have a family? Barb was emotionally invested in Brad. I came somewhere on the list below him, her job, the Lexus and probably a few other concerns, but almost certainly still somewhere in the top ten ... twenty.


Hastings came to the ring with a frigging parade. I had a three person team and they were from the gym. They weren’t world class, but I trusted them. Hastings had a dozen people and they all looked like they were already planning the after-party.


Rusty, my trainer came up to me and shook his head. “Wet your pants during the instructions and run for your life,” was his sage advice. I almost hit him in the balls. I’d need him to look for my teeth later though.


I started getting angry. This was another fight I couldn’t win. Barb and Brad was a no-win scenario for me and now this. The guy was huge. He probably hit like a car crash and there’s no way I could take him down. “How the fuck am I even in this fight?” I asked Rusty. “There’s no fucking WAY he’s in the same weight category.”


“It’s an exhibition,” he said. “They mixed weight categories and picked you.”


“So I’m supposed to be the sacrificial lamb?!!?” I blurted angrily.


He went to say something, but saw the look on my face and shrugged apologetically. They started the introductions, but all I really heard was the blood pounding in my ears. They’d led me to the slaughter with this booking. I was gonna kill someone. I looked across at Hastings and he already looked smug. I imagined him with Brad Davis’s face. That’s my bitch. I moved forward and kept my eyes down. It probably looked like I was intimidated, but I didn’t want him to see the murder in my eyes.


“Let’s do this,” Hastings said when he touched gloves. “I’ve got other bitches to fuck tonight.”


I returned to my corner, my mind flashing through all the times Barb had come home glowing with love and all the times she’d hummed in the morning, making herself beautiful for him.


When the bell sounded, I charged him and landed a Superman punch that broke his nose for sure. I was screaming like a savage and as he staggered back, I threw a head kick that reeled him further. I plowed into him for the take-down and then mounted him with speed driven by rage.


I’ll give him credit. He did his level best to defend himself, but it was like I had 10 fists. For every one he blocked, I was landing four or five. I spent two minutes straight pounding him tirelessly before he went limp and the ref tackled me to pull me off him and stop the fight.


The fight made ESPN highlight of the night and it made my ring crew a little richer. With the odds on me being that high, they pooled themselves $100 and bet on me, so they made out like bandits. Me? I got the winner’s share of the fight purse, so I took home a check for $6000 and I didn’t have a scratch on me.


I went through the post fight circus of interviews where I thanked Doug Hastings for a clean fight and credited my win to getting fired-up just before the match and to fear that Hastings was gonna kill me.


I got the tape cut off for examination, had my urine test and got checked out by the doctor before I could leave. That part had to wait a while. I guess I’d broken Doug’s nose, jaw and cheekbone. He didn’t lose any teeth, but other than that, his injuries were mostly what I expected to have by now.


I found out later that Doug moved back to Wisconsin and sold insurance after that. It was his last professional fight.


After I was cleared by the fight doc, the boys wanted to celebrate, so we went out for beers. I limited myself to one and left around midnight. On a whim, I drove past the house that I was seeing on Monday. It was a nice place less than a mile from our house and did have a bigger looking yard.


I drove home and wasn’t sure if I was surprised or not to see Barb’s Lexus parked in the garage. That was probably unfair. Brad didn’t have the freedom she did to schedule things. He had to sneak around.


I got my gear out of the car and went into the house. Barb was already asleep, so I left the bed to her and went down to crash on the sofa instead.


Sunday wasn’t as strained as the day after a fight usually is. Barb doesn’t like my fighting. She thinks of it as barbaric and she’s right, but it fulfills a need for that connection to something primal and I’m good at it. I had to admit that she was probably worried about me getting hurt. That made some sense since she seemed far more calm today, having seen that I was unharmed except for some slight swelling in my hands from repeated impacts with a face. Then again, she might just be still floating on a cloud from her romp with Brad.


She asked if I wanted to reschedule my appointment to see Cecilia at the house for today since I was feeling fine.


“Is the sale time sensitive or do you have plans this afternoon?” I asked.


“I was thinking about going out after lunch,” she admitted.


I shrugged. “Give me her number and I’ll call her if I feel like going anywhere,” I said lightly.


She wrote down the number and then we started on a few chores. She didn’t ask about the fight. She generally didn’t want to know. We did laundry and yard work and cleaned up the kitchen from the week of being on the go.


That was how it was for us. There was no romance. We were roommates, partners more than lovers. It was a little sad, but I was fine with it. I’d managed to avoid having to have sex with her since she’d announced she had a lover and I’d resisted her attempts to fix me up with Cecilia. Today was the acid test, I guess.


Once we had the house in order, we had a light lunch and then she gave me a kiss on the cheek. “I’ll probably be back for dinner,” she said with a grin. “If you’re not, I’ll save you a bite. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do,” she tossed over her shoulder with a chuckle.


I didn’t give voice to the sarcastic retort on the tip of my tongue. Once she was gone, I wondered what I’d do for the rest of the day. I didn’t want Cecilia, but I didn’t want to rattle around the house feeling sorry for myself either. I sighed and called her reluctantly.


“Hello?” she answered, not seeing a number she knew.


“Hi Cecilia,” I said. “It’s John Hooker. My Sunday’s sort of opened up more than I expected. Did you want to show me around that property today instead of tomorrow?” I asked. I kind of hoped that she’d tell me she was tied up.


“I’d LOVE to!” she chirped, making me cringe at how eager she was. It sounded like she was ready to go if I suggested inter-gender nude mud wrestling. “I was just tidying up around the house, so give me an hour to get presentable and I’ll meet you there.”


I was about to tell her that she didn’t need to spend any effort for the sake of showing me a house, but who knows what Barb had told her in her efforts to coach her. “That’s fine,” I said with a casually friendly tone. “Take your time. If something comes up, just call me back and let me know we’ll have to do it tomorrow.”


I decided that I’d get my own shower and change into something less grubby than the clothes I’d been cleaning up the house in. I picked out a pair of shorts and a t-shirt that fit me like a glove. Yeah, I was dressing up a little. Even if I planned on keeping things professional, it’d be nice to feel wanted again. Barb had been pleasant to me and considerate in her own way, but it was Brad that she wanted and that was where her focus was.


I took my old Nissan Sentra and found myself parked in front of the house about ten minutes before we’d agreed to meet. I got out and took a look around the front yard and the front of the house. I didn’t see any real problems and Barb had taught me how to look for them and for signs that they’d been covered up. I also looked around the street at the other houses. They all looked about the same, none of them standing out. There were no flashy cars or tacky decorations, no yards filled with discarded toys, no garbage.


All in all, it looked like a lazy Sunday afternoon in a quiet neighborhood. That was the same impression I’d gotten from my drive down the street last night. A few minutes later, a car pulled into the driveway and what could only be Cecilia got out of the car. She did have black hair and very nice blue eyes. In fact, her whole face was pretty. Her body was not what I’d expected. When Barb said she weighed a few extra pounds, I’d expected someone that weighed over 300 pounds. If I had to guess Cecilia’s weight, she was somewhere around 150. She was about 5’8” and she was curvy in ways that were much more enticing than I’d anticipated.


“John!” she waved to me with a grin. “Hi! I recognize you from the picture Barb keeps on her desk.” She came and shook my hand, glancing at my arms. “WOW!” she gushed with a nervous giggle. “Your picture doesn’t do you justice. I have to admit that I was surprised that you wanted the tour today after our conversation on Friday.”


“Sorry about that,” I said sincerely. “I had a fight scheduled for last night and wasn’t sure whether I’d be up and about afterwards.”


“A fight?” she asked, surprised. “Boxing?”


“MMA,” I told her.


“I guess you won,” she said with a hint of a question.


I nodded. “I kind of expected to be in a morgue drawer today when I saw the guy though. He’s a beast.”


“Well, I’m glad you got out alive,” she said with a chuckle. “Let’s look around the place and we’ll talk. You’ve seen the landscaping. Did you take a look at the back?”


“Not yet,” I admitted. “I was out here looking for trouble spots and I really didn’t want the neighbors seeing me wandering around the backyard alone. I don’t want to look like I’m doing recon for a break-in.”


She nodded and led me around the back of the house to show me the yard there. Barb was right. There was plenty of room for a pool and a deck and a hot tub. I told Cecilia about the plans for the yard and she nodded approvingly. We took a look around the garage, but it was brief. It was essentially a big empty garage with three bays at the end of a double driveway. Not many talking points, but I did look over the building for damage or trouble spots. So far, it looked like we were in luck. The property had been well-kept and there were no signs of damage. We went inside and the upstairs was virtually identical to our place. The bedrooms were the same size, the bathrooms were the same layout, the kitchen was the same layout and the living room was the same.


The basement was where the difference was. Where our place was furnished, this was a concrete floor. There was a furnace room that held a brand new oil tank, furnace and water heater.


“The furnace is mostly for show,” she told me. “It works, but we so very rarely need heat except for a few weeks a year that it’s almost a waste of space. The water heater is where most of the oil burns.”


“So we could put in electric heat and a tankless water heater and free up this whole room?” I asked.


“I suppose so,” she admitted. “I think if it were me, I’d weigh the cost against the benefit of having the extra space though. That conversion isn’t going to be cheap. Those water heaters alone are pretty expensive.”


I nodded. “We’re buying a property to convert it into my personal training center,” I told her. “Working up a sweat in the basement will shorten the need for heating even more. Besides, tankless water heaters never run out of hot water.”


“Training center?” she repeated, confused. “But I thought ... Sorry. I must have misunderstood.”


I smirked. “Barb told you that there was another reason for this place?” I prompted her.


She nodded, blushing. “She didn’t say anything about gym equipment.”


“I’ll bet. She was probably more expressive about silk sheets and remodeling the bathroom with a shower built for two,” I said dryly.


Her blush deepened and she nodded again in confirmation, her voice temporarily failing her.


I took her hand and led her back to the stairs. “Let’s sit and compare notes,” I suggested. There was some minimal furniture in the house, some of the pieces were cardboard props to give a sense of the size of a room, but the sofa was functional. I steered her onto it and sat with her. I sighed and wondered how to start this conversation. “My wife ... Barb wants me to take a girlfriend or a mistress. That’s what she wants this house to be about. She’s creating a playhouse for me to take this girlfriend so that I never bring her back to our house. She’s pushing this because she’s had a lover for a long time. She won’t tell me who it is, but they sneak off to houses she has the keys for when they can arrange it. She hasn’t said if it’s someone at work or a former client.”


“Brad,” she said simply. “Brad Davis. It’s the worst kept secret in the office. Sorry.”


That surprised me. I hadn’t expected her to give me the name. I nodded. “She loves him. She says she loves me too, but it’s bullshit. I know if she had to pick one, she’d pick him. This house and the girlfriend are her guilty conscience for that.”


She nodded. “She told me that she was fine with you and I ... I mean ... I...” she trailed off in horror as she realized that she’d just announced that she was committed to being the girlfriend as much as she was to selling the house.


I chuckled and picked up her hand again. “It’s okay,” I told her. “Barb’s been pushing me toward you too. I’ve been digging in my heels because you work with her. I know she’s got a lot of influence in the office and I didn’t want to end up with a girlfriend that works with her. It’s probably against a whole lot of sexual harassment laws and I worried that she’d be able to pressure you for information or to manipulate events or retaliate against you at work if something happens that she doesn’t like.”


She shook her head. “I’d be top seller in the office if she wasn’t there,” she said with a shrug. “I was third in the state last year. She’s never been anything but friendly to me. She said that you’d be perfect for me.”


I nodded. “She told me a lot about you too. She said you’re divorced, but not ready for dating yet. She gave me the impression that you’re interested in no-strings attached sex.”


She nodded. “She made it clear what it would be,” she said. “I’m perfectly okay with sex.”


Now THAT got my attention. “What did she say it would be?” I asked, curious what Barb’s vision for the future was.


She looked at me curiously. “She said you and I would be a booty call. No romantic dinners or date nights or anything like that. We’d text each other, arrange times, fuck and go back to our lives.”


I chuckled mirthlessly. “I see,” I said. “She hasn’t really been following her own rules, has she?” I pointed out. “She’s deeply in love with Brad. She arranged to go out with him yesterday and they’re out right now. It’s gone way past the point of being casual sex for them. So we’ve talked about the background and what she wants. What do you want out of this?”


She shrugged. “I’m fine with getting laid on a semi-regular basis,” she admitted.


“That’s what you’ll settle for,” I corrected. “What do you want?”


“What if I want something you can’t give?” she asked. “What if it’s a deal-breaker?”


I shrugged. “Your bottom line is to hook up when we’re horny. That doesn’t seem so bad. My wife got away with keeping her lover on the side. I’m perfectly capable of being reasonable.”


She bit her lip. “I don’t know,” she said. “I guess ... I think that this is fine for now. Maybe we’ll start to develop feelings down the road, but that’s for down the road. If that happens, I think I’d want more. Maybe all of you.”


I nodded and held her hand in mine. “So, for now, no strings, no commitments, no expectations except sex.”


She nodded. “I know you and I aren’t in a relationship. It’s an arrangement. I can’t exactly demand monogamy from you since you’re going home to Barb when we leave here.”


I chuckled at that. “You’d be surprised,” I said dryly before I changed the subject. “So, I never noticed. Are the beds real or just props?”


“Props,” she smirked a little. “This sofa is real though. I’m sure you still remember how to make a girl feel special on one of these.”


I smiled and leaned in, kissing her deeply. Her lips WERE incredibly full. I wondered how they’d feel wrapped around my dick. She was as enthusiastic as I was and soon our tongues were dueling for position. She ran her hands over my shoulders and I had mine wrapped around her, pulling her closer. We were both frenzied with passion. Neither of us were going to last for a long time. We were too primed to explode.


She pulled back from me and pulled her sweater over her head, throwing it across the room. I did the same and she groaned loudly at seeing the muscles underneath. The great thing about fighters is that when we cut weight for a fight, we get to a point where the muscle definition is straight out of a girl’s wet dreams. She reached out, her fingers tracing over my chest and stomach as she looked up at me, her eyes clouded with lust. She leaned in and licked at my skin deliberately, worshiping my body. It was a powerful feeling to be wanted this completely. She nipped at my skin and sucked at it with those lush lips of hers and I pulled her up off the sofa to wrap my arms around her, wanting those lips on mine again urgently.


She moaned into my mouth and I unhooked her bra with some effort. It had three hooks on it and it looked flimsy for the task she put it to. Barb had said her breasts weren’t too large, but Barb’s view was skewed since she was a DD. Cecilia was probably a D or a high C. They looked smaller because she was taller and bigger than Barb, but they were more than a handful themselves. I palmed them once her bra had disappeared and felt her nipples stiffen against my hands. I turned her so her back was pressed to my chest and filled my hands with her tits, kneading them gently while I pinched her nipples between my fingers lightly, making her gasp.


“YES!” she breathed. “Just like that! Mmmm!” she moaned in encouragement. She didn’t like them treated too roughly, but she did like them pulled and pinched. I was delighted at how big her nipples were. They were almost an inch in length and thicker than pencil erasers. I buried my face in her neck, biting and kissing her soft skin as she moaned and quivered.


She covered my hands with her own and told me in a breathy moan that she was cumming. It was a very gentle reaction, but she was very verbal through it, telling me what she liked and what she wanted more of.


When she recovered, she attacked her zipper. She’d worn a light skirt, but rather than hike it up, she wanted it gone. “I don’t want anything between us!” she announced as she let it flutter to the ground and then she pushed her panties down, stepping out of them. I had my shorts off in a flash and we stood admiring each other. She had a slight belly, but it only made her look sexier. Her breasts were round and full and at thirty-five, I’d have expected more sag, especially for ones that were so large. She wasn’t shaved, which disappointed me, but she’d had no way of knowing my preference.


I guided her back to the couch and went to dip my head between her thighs and she stopped me. “Next time,” she urged. “Right now, just fuck me. Fuck me really hard!”


“Birth control?” I asked.


She nodded. “I take the needle. I can’t stand periods. You’re clean, I’m clean, we’re protected. I want you too much to wait. Don’t make me beg.”


I nodded and guided my cock into her. I’m a good size. Nine inches and thick enough to make it look right, not too thin. It wasn’t the thickness of a beer can or as long as a canoe paddle, but I’d never gotten a complaint from any of the girls through high school or college and none from Barb.


She was so wet that I slid most of the way into her in one slow push. We both groaned in lust at that first surge of sensation. It had been too long for both of us. She’d been divorced and I’d been celibate since finding out about Brad. I pulled back and slid all the way into her this time. It was Heaven. I laid her down fully and settled my weight onto my elbows so I could kiss her while we fucked. I’d like to tell you that I was the stud to end all studs and made her scream in orgasm for hours, but it was probably less than fifteen minutes for us. We both came together and it was sensational. She locked her legs around my waist and clutched me with her arms as we moved together in this ancient dance. I felt her pussy clamp down on my cock as her cum hit her and it set me off. I poured what felt like gallons into her hungry pussy.


I sighed contentedly as my orgasm left me feeling mellow and relaxed. Cecilia wrapped her arms around me, encouraging me to rest my head on her chest. I could hear her heart pounding and felt like mine was probably going just as fast. She ran her fingers over my shoulders, cooing softly as she explored my frame. We were both a little sweaty and a little breathless. She had me pass her purse to her and she turned out to have a pack of wet-wipes in there. She cleaned up the evidence of our coupling from her thighs and from the sofa, where there’d been some leakage.


“Don’t worry about it,” she said lightly. “This old couch has seen its share of stains over the years. We get a new one once in a while, but this gal has seen her share of family rooms over the years.”


I nodded and watched her work on mopping up our cum, taking her time. I was also watching her body as she worked. “So what can you tell me about the house?” I asked, mostly making conversation. “Why are the owners selling?”


“The owners are a pair of lawyers,” she said lightly. “They’ve decided to retire to Florida and since their kids are both out on their own, they want to sell. The house is in great shape,” she told me, glancing over as she folded up the wet-wipes she’d used and walked to the bathroom, gesturing for me to follow her. “I’m not just saying that because I’m selling the place. They were wealthy enough to take care of the house’s issues as they came up. There’s central air-conditioning, heat for the winter and plenty of space, especially if this is primarily going to be your training center and where you take girls for sex.”


“Girls?” I asked, amused. “You’re assuming that I want more than you?”


She smiled. “Are you saying that you want me?” she asked coyly.


“Absolutely,” I said. “We still have some talking to do, but I think we’re both in agreement that we don’t want today to be a one-time event.”


She nodded. “I still don’t assume that I’m the only girl. I’m thirty-five, overweight and still emotionally raw from my divorce.”


I shrugged. “Age is just a number,” I countered. “Your figure is a lot better than you give yourself credit for and I’m still emotionally raw from my wife announcing that she has a lover. Besides, if your figure really bothers you, I can help you change your shape.”


She thought about that and nodded. “Well, I’m feeling my age. I know that I really shouldn’t, but Martin ran off with some girl who was 18. She’s young enough to have been my daughter if I’d been a little less careful in high school.”


“So what?” I scoffed. “You remember where your head was when you were that age?”


She shrugged. “Yeah. I was sort of all over the place.”


“She probably is too and he signed on for that. He gets to be in the middle of it when her period hits and she turns super-hormonal and swings between bitchy and clingy several times a day.”


That made her giggle a little at the thought of him trying to placate his irate girlfriend. “Okay, so he’s probably miserable five days out of the month. The rest of the time, he’s in Heaven.”


I shrugged. “Is he really, though?” I asked. “She’s young, probably has no life skills at all. He’s probably having to take care of cleaning up after her, doing the cooking, laundry, household shopping and anything else that smelled like responsibility. She’s probably in Heaven. She can do what she wants and all she has to do is have sex with him once in a while.”


She thought about that for a minute and laughed. “I never thought of it like that,” she admitted. “I just saw how much younger she was. That still leaves emotionally raw, though.”


She’d sat down on the toilet while we talked and she pushed my sperm out of her pussy. I didn’t make a big deal out of it. I’d seen Barb do the same thing. In fact, she was probably doing it right now. “We’re both pretty raw. Your husband and my wife did the exact same thing. They both came home and announced they’d found someone else. The only difference is that Barb seems to want to keep me around or at least keep me happy enough not to start a divorce.”


“I’m surprised that she didn’t push for one,” she said with a shrug. “It’s not like you’d be able to crush her in the divorce. There’s no fault in California.” Her mouth twisted over that fact.


I shrugged. “I’d still get a chunk of her paycheck. I make less than a third what she does. She’d end up paying me more than my current salary.”


“Huh,” she mused. “Marty and I just agreed that he’d get his salary and I’d get mine.”


“What does he do for a living?” I asked.


“He works as a foreman for a construction company. It’s pretty good money, but not like I make. Sounds like I made out better than I thought.”


“If it went to court, you probably would have had to hand some of it over to him every month,” I told her. “I did a little looking myself after I found out everything.”


She nodded. “So we’re both a little raw,” she said, drawing us back to the topic at hand. “I know how upset you must have been, must STILL be. So where does that leave us?”


“For now, we’re two people with a lot in common. We share the same pain, we have mutual attraction, we may have some similar interests and we have the freedom to explore where that takes us. Fuck Barb and her rules. She’s not in control and she’s not going to be. She doesn’t dictate what we do, where we go or how we feel. If you and I grow to love each other, then she can just deal with it or push the divorce button and still deal with it.”


“And if that’s more than I wanted?” she asked pointedly. “I’m not ready to just hop back into dating. This was nice, but it sounds like you’re looking for a relationship. And no offense, but it also sounds like you want to do it to spite Barb.”


I shrugged. “I’m just pointing out that she’s done dictating things. She’s been pushing the two of us together for a while. She’s finally gotten her way. If I really wanted to spite her, I’d have hired an investigator to get proof of who she was sleeping with and then send the proof to his wife.”


She looked stricken at that thought and I made a calming gesture. “I thought about it for about two minutes after she told me. It’s about the only information she gave me about him. He’s married and has a kid, supposedly. I don’t want to be the reason that marriage died. Mine’s already dead. We just didn’t resort to divorce.”


“Is it really that bad?” she asked sheepishly.


“She probably doesn’t think so,” I admitted. “I’m not an asshole to her. I just generally treat her like a sister or a cousin now. We share the house, crawl into the same bed, but there’s no spark there anymore. You’re the only person I’ve had sex with since she admitted to the affair.”


“Wow. That was how long ago?”


“About two months,” I admitted.


She nodded. “You’re still thinking about leaving her, aren’t you?” she asked calmly.


“I don’t think either of us have ruled it out. Yet another reason for her to look for a house for me, so that I’ll have a place to go when things go badly.” I gave her a rueful look. “She’s not really my wife anymore and I really sort of checked-out after she told me about her affair. I haven’t been much of a husband. I just don’t care, you know. I went from happily married to finding out I’m not even the most important man in her life. I could either disconnect or I would have lost my mind.”


She nodded. “I’ve noticed them around the office for about six months. When I asked, there were other people that knew about it a lot longer than me. We all sort of wondered why. I mean, there’s only the one picture on her desk of you, but it’s a good picture. The reality is much better, but the girls have all wondered about what would draw her to Brad if you were waiting at home for her.”


“So what are the leading theories so far?” I asked lightly.


“I’ve just disproved the three front-runners,” she said. “The girls figured that you must be hung like a baby, prefer men or that you’re terrible in bed.”


“I’ve never really judged my size,” I admitted. “I try not to pay too much attention to the other guys in the shower at the gym. As for being bad in bed, that was an embarrassing performance. I can do better.”


She smiled at me and reached for the toilet paper, wiping herself before she flushed. “You did fine,” she assured me. “You were willing to go down on me and we both came really hard. We were both too turned on to wait. Once the sale completes and there’s a bed here, we can relax and take our time. I may have to tell the girls that we’ll have to come up with better explanations of what attracted Barb to Brad.”


I shrugged. “I’ve gotten to the point that I don’t even consider explanations anymore. She did it and he obviously has something she loves. Maybe it’s just about interests. She hates that I fight. She has no interest in the gym, so that’s two of my big pass-times that she’s refused to be part of. Hell, she doesn’t even come to my fights. Never has.”


She nodded. “Well, Brad certainly isn’t going to give you a run for your money,” she said dryly. “He’s not fat, but he’s definitely not working out.”


I shrugged. I really didn’t care about why anymore. There was really no explanation that would erase the fact that he was in the middle of my marriage. “So everyone at the office knows about the two of them, huh?” I asked, nudging the subject away from questions of why.


She nodded sheepishly. “No one knows that you’re aware of it though. Barb told me, but she was trying to put us together, right? I’m not sure how to handle that tomorrow.”


“Simple,” I said. “Pretend like it didn’t happen. No one needs to know our business except us. Not Barb, not the ladies at work, certainly not Brad.”


“I suppose. I know Barb will ask about it though. What should I say to her?”


“Tell her what you feel comfortable with. If you want to tell her all of it, that’s perfectly fine. If you want to tell her that you showed me the house and we talked about price all afternoon, I’ll support that claim. Just keep me in the loop so we’re on the same page.”


She nodded. “Screw it. I’ll tell her if she asks,” she said. “It’s not like we’re hiding or anything.”


I nodded. “That works for me. I have to say though, I’m surprised you told me about Brad.”


“I think you have a right to know what’s going on,” she said casually. She’d finished washing up and led me back to the living room where our clothes were scattered. “It seems kind of shitty that she should be able to keep things from you and expects to know who, where and when in your life.”


I didn’t disagree as I lounged back on the couch, not bothering to find clothes yet. “Since you trusted me, I’ll let you in on my little secret. I already knew his name.”


“Really?!” she gasped. “You said she wouldn’t tell you.” She came to curl up with me tentatively since we hadn’t discussed how to react to each other afterwards. I ended that by pulling her into my arms and laying back while I let my hands lazily roam over her body.


“When she told me that she’d been having an affair and that she wasn’t giving it up, I didn’t handle it well. I tried to drink my way out of the conversation, figuring that if I passed out, I wouldn’t have to hear anything more and if I ended up with alcohol poisoning and they didn’t pump my stomach in time, then I’d never have to listen to her again. I woke up in the hospital. I was pretending to be asleep when good old Brad popped in to visit her.”


“He came to visit her while you were in the hospital?!!?” she exclaimed, her face twisting in disgust. “That’s low. Even for two people that were running around on their spouses, that’s low.”


I shrugged. “He mentioned that he had to run because Doris was holding dinner for him. They exchanged kisses, said they loved each other and then he left. My doctor told me his last name. They go to the same church. A pious man, is Brad Davis.”


“That’s revolting,” she said. “Why didn’t you beat the two of them half to death for that?” she wanted to know.


“It’s bad publicity for the sport,” I admitted. “There was a guy that fought under the name ‘War Machine’. He was dating a porn star and when it went sour, he put her in the hospital. I didn’t want to be the next headline like that.”


She nodded. “I think I’d have stuck up for you,” she said. “Don’t worry. Barb won’t hear from me that you know. This is really gonna make this year’s office Christmas party awkward, between you, me, Barb and Brad.”


I shrugged. “I could skip it. Everyone in the office knows about her affair. I can just tell Barb to say I wasn’t feeling well or make up an excuse about my office Christmas party being at the same time.”


She nodded. “That would certainly ease the tension some,” she admitted. “It’ll still be dicey with his family coming though.”


I shrugged. “How bad was it last year? I was still clueless then, so I was mostly nervous about being in a room full of people I don’t know and we didn’t stay long.”


“My divorce was just finishing up,” she admitted. “I wasn’t in any position to notice.”


I nodded. “Well, maybe I’ll show up. Maybe I won’t. It’s up to you whether to let people in the office know about your boyfriend or not by that point. I don’t know how I’m going to handle my office gossip mill.”


She chuckled. “Tell them whatever you want,” she assured me. “Don’t worry about my reputation. I don’t know anyone you work with, I don’t think.”


I shrugged. “I haven’t decided what to tell them,” I told her. “When I do, I’ll let you know.”


We drifted and talked about light subjects. She wanted to know about my fights and I wanted to hear about her hobbies. She was honest about the fact that she wasn’t really interested in a lot of her old hobbies and was interested in cultivating new ones.


“Do I count as a new hobby?” I asked playfully, tugging gently on her nipple as we lay spooned with her against my chest.


“Mmm!” she murmured appreciatively. “Definitely. We should get dressed though. I’m sure Barb’s going to want to know what happened.”


I didn’t let up on her nipple and started nuzzling her neck instead. “Barb’s already decided what’s happening here,” I whispered in her ear.


She groaned. “You keep that up and I’ll never get out of here,” she scolded me.


“You have somewhere else you need to be?” I asked her, amused and moved my hips a little, my revived erection nudging its way between her thighs to prod at her pussy.


“Nowhere!” she groaned and pushed back against me, impaling herself on my cock again. We rocked against each other, taking it slowly now that the edge had been taken off our lust. She turned her head toward me and I kissed her deeply, our tongues playing as I fucked her with short strokes. The position had the underside of my cock sliding over her g-spot, making her tremble and cum for me several times as we moved together, both of us moaning and gasping at the pleasure.


I’d lost count of her orgasms, but was getting close to my own when she came hard again. Her pussy grabbed my length and set off my own in a repeat of how our first fuck had ended. I grunted and pulled her against me as I shot my cum deep inside her again.


“Yeah!” she gasped when we’d come down from our orgasms again. “This is DEFINITELY my new hobby!”


We both laughed at that. I was kissing her shoulder and touching her all over. We enjoyed the closeness for a while longer, both of us missing this kind of connection. Her husband was physically gone, but Barb was gone on a different level. I felt closer to Cecilia than to Barb in that moment. She’d told me who was fucking my wife, she’d been honest with me about what she wanted and she hadn’t asked me to accept something monstrous or revolting to me.


I chuckled at that thought and kissed her neck again.


“Penny for your thoughts,” she whispered, shivering slightly at the touch of my lips.


“I was just thinking that you probably have more of my trust right now than Barb does,” I told her.


She looked over her shoulder at me dubiously. “You can’t mean that,” she said skeptically.


“Have you cheated on me for a full year?” I asked.


“No, but we only really met today,” she pointed out.


“Fair enough,” I admitted. “Have you tried to manipulate me into fucking someone else to soothe your guilt?”


“No,” she said, getting a sense of what I meant.


I nodded and continued. “Have you asked me to accept something you KNEW would cause me pain?”


She shook her head and she took my hands in hers, guiding them back to her breasts. “Of course not.”


“I know. And you haven’t tried to steer my life and you haven’t ignored my protests that I don’t want what I’m being pushed into and you haven’t rubbed my face in your affair or made me the office joke where you work or been so self-involved that you’ve ignored me for months. She hurt my trust badly enough that you could probably take me away from her with minimal effort. Maybe that’s her goal, but I don’t think so. I think she’s basking in her sunshine right now and thinks this is the best possible outcome.”


She shrugged. “Maybe. How do you feel about it all?”


“I feel...” I trailed off and took a long moment to think about how I DID feel. “This morning, I was content to focus on work and training,” I said finally. “I’m never going to make love to Barb again. If we had any kind of sex, it’d be fucking, not a damn thing more. To be honest, I don’t even want that. She’s content to get her needs seen to with Brad, so it hasn’t been an issue. You said that if you developed feelings, you’d probably want more, possibly all of me.” I put my lips next to her ear and licked her earlobe playfully. “I don’t think that’s all that much of a deal-breaker,” I whispered to her.


She shuddered and gasped, looking over her shoulder at me again, surprise on her features. “One afternoon and you’re ready to leave your wife?” she asked, stunned.


“I didn’t say that. I think if we both start developing feelings for each other, that I’ll be okay moving forward instead of holding back. Does that make more sense?”


She nodded. “I think that’s a little less alarming,” she admitted and then sighed. “We really do need to get out of here,” she said reluctantly.


I kissed her neck again and then released her breasts so she could get up. We hadn’t made a mess on the sofa this time, so we went back to the bathroom to clean up before we got dressed. She decided to clean me up with her tongue while sitting on the toilet and I promised to eat her pussy with enthusiasm the next time we got together. She kissed me on the lips and then we locked up the house and went to our cars.


Chapter 4


I wasn’t interested in hearing Barb’s smug self-congratulations about the house or Cecilia, but I didn’t feel like avoiding the house, so I reluctantly went home. Fortunately, she wasn’t home from her afternoon with Brad, so I changed and went to the gym instead of sticking around.


There was a lot of congratulations from the staff and a few of the guys who’d been there to see the carnage. I found out that Hastings was still in the hospital, but was assured that he wasn’t in any danger, just that he’d had a couple of broken bones from punches. I nodded and shrugged off the requests to know what had me so fired up.


“I was mostly terrified that if I let up, he’d kill me,” I lied. “The guy was the size of a truck.” That got some laughs and they let me go to work out in peace.


I lost myself in the simple routine of the gym and went home to dinner much later than I’d planned. By the time I walked in the door, it was nearly 8PM and Barb was watching TV in the living room.


“Well?” she asked expectantly when I appeared at the top of the stairs.


I looked at her blankly. “I looked at the house,” I told her. “I didn’t see anything wrong with it. It’s pretty much identical to the house here upstairs and there’s plenty of room for a gym in the basement. The price is a little huge though. You think you can negotiate a break on the price?”


“I’ll put in an offer for $275,000 tomorrow,” she said lightly. “That’s not what I meant though. How did you like Cecilia?”


I grunted. “She seems nice enough,” I said noncommittally. “She said the place was well cared for by the previous owners. She told me they were lawyers, so they might be tough negotiators. I didn’t talk money with her. I figured that I’d leave that to you since you’re much more knowledgeable about it than I am.”


She made an exasperated sound. “Did you fuck?” she asked like she was trying to remain patient with me.


I thought about denying it or giving her a bullshit answer, but instead, I looked over at her and nodded before going into the kitchen, looking for something to eat. Barb had picked up a pizza on the way home and the box was stuffed in the refrigerator. I pulled it out and opened it. It was Hawaiian. I fucking hate pineapple. She came into the kitchen while I was opening it up and I shook my head at it before closing the box and stuffing it back in the fridge irritably. We’d been together forever and she knew I hated pineapple. I took it as symbolic of the state of our marriage. The motto on our marriage should read ‘quisque pro se’ in Latin. ‘Every man for himself’ was an appropriate sentiment.


“Not in the mood for pizza?” she asked.


“Barb, we’ve been together for how many years now?” I said sourly. “How is it that you DON’T know how much I HATE pineapple after all this time?”


“Just pick it off,” she said as if I was being unreasonable.


Instead of answering, I went to the cupboards and looked for something worth eating. I settled on microwaving a bowl of soup while she stood there, waiting for me to talk to her about Cecilia. I wasn’t playing along.


“Well?!” she finally prompted me. “How was it?!”


“You want the details of my afternoon with Cecilia?” I asked her skeptically. “How was YOUR afternoon?” I asked pointedly.


“I’m just asking how things went,” she said defensively. “If you don’t want to talk about it, just say so.”


“I don’t want to talk about it,” I told her, taking my bowl of soup out of the microwave to stir it and decide whether it’s warm enough or needed more time.


“You HAVE to talk about it, John!” she argued immediately, like she hadn’t just finished telling me that she’d respect my desire for privacy. “What was it like? Was it awkward? You weren’t disappointed, were you? Everything went okay?”


I closed my eyes and breathed through my nose, counted to ten, imagined myself in my happy place and all the other bullshit techniques to ease off stress. I put my bowl back in the microwave and set the timer for another minute. Then I went to the fridge to get myself something to drink to go along with my soup and set the table for myself, ignoring her insistence that I pour my heart out to her.


She watched me work and clicked her tongue. “Come on, John,” she said testily. “You’re gonna give me the silent treatment now? Grow up!”


“What do you WANT, Barb? You want me to tell you it was awful and I never want to do that again? You want me to tell you it was the best sex I’ve had in months? You want to hear how many times we did it? Or what we talked about afterwards?” I snapped at her angrily. “I SAID I didn’t want to talk about it. You’ve been ignoring everything I’ve said lately though, so I suppose I should expect that NOTHING I say makes any difference. I told you I didn’t want this, told you I wasn’t interested in a house or a mistress or any of this bullshit you’ve been pushing on me, but you never stop. I tell you ‘no’ and you inform me that I have to do it anyway. I tell you I don’t want it and you tell me that you want it FOR me. It doesn’t matter what I say. So just tell me what I NEED to feel about this so we can skip the part where you pretend I have a say! WAS the sex good, Barb? DID I enjoy myself? AM I going to see her again? DO I love the house? Seriously, tell me! If I told you I hated the house and the sex and Cecilia and you for pushing it all on me, you’d just ignore it and push forward, telling me it was for my own good and that I’d love it all if I’d only grow up and give it a chance, so just tell me where I’m supposed to fucking stand to make your world complete.”


I stood there, staring at her with my soup spoon crumpled into a twisted wreck in my clenched fist. I’d been ranting at her like a madman. I was enraged and embarrassed and ashamed. No matter what I said and did, she ended up with her own way and it pissed me off. I was embarrassed that she knew every detail of every move I made and ashamed that she’d finally pushed me to betray my marriage like she had. I wasn’t prepared to talk to her about that and she wasn’t about to respect me enough to give me the space to process what was going on in my head.


The look on her face was priceless. If I wasn’t so ready to murder her and brave the consequences, I’d snap a picture to preserve that look. She was shocked to her core that I’d talk to her like that. “John,” she started in an unsteady whisper. “I ... Why didn’t you tell me that...”


“Why didn’t I tell you that I despise the way you keep pushing me and Cecilia together? Why didn’t I tell you I had no interest in a house? I fucking DID! You don’t listen. You got your way. What difference does it make now?! You treat me like a pawn and push me around. You have your lover and you get to keep him secret, but you want to know exactly WHO I’m with and apparently WHAT we’re doing. You want us to text you when our next meeting is so you’re in the loop? Or are you just gonna put a GPS tracker on us so you know when we’re at the same location?”


“John, I never wanted you to feel like you didn’t have a choice,” she told me.


“You bring Cecilia up so often that it’s the thing you talk to me about most,” I told her disgustedly. “Sure, I have a choice. I can say no every two fucking days for the rest of my life. It’s the same thing with the house. You’re obsessed with giving me a place to go and a person to fuck once I get there. I didn’t want either and I told you that repeatedly.” I tossed the ruined spoon in the trash and picked up my can of soda from the table. “That’s how things go around here. You give me a choice and then refuse to respect it when I make one. So let’s talk about it, since that’s what you want and I HAVE to do it! Yeah! I fucked Cecilia. It WAS the best sex I’ve had in months. We cleaned up, talked, fucked a second time and decided we were gonna keep doing it. She told me that you made her aware what the limits were. I told her to ignore what you told her. You’re in love with someone else. You’re so far out of fucking line, telling her to keep things from getting emotional, that I can’t even think of an analogy to match it. How do I feel about this whole thing? Filthy. When I found out you’d cheated on me, I was horrified, devastated. Today you succeeded in making me do the same thing and I hate it and I hate myself for it. I don’t blame Cecilia. I don’t even really blame you. I could have refused, but now I feel guilty and dirty and ashamed of myself. Not because I cheated on you. This was your idea and you did everything you fucking could to make it inevitable for all involved. I feel awful because I betrayed my marriage. Maybe that was what you were aiming for, wanting me to feel tarnished so you’d feel we were equal. I’d have preferred the knife. Thanks for respecting me enough to give me the time and space to work through it without pressuring me. Means a lot to me. Really.”


I walked out of the room and left her standing there in shock as I pelted down the stairs and put my shoes on. She was still standing there when I slammed the door behind me. I got in my car and started it, putting my soda in the cup holder and buckling my seat belt before backing out of the driveway and getting out of there. I drove aimlessly, wanting to cool down. I had tomorrow booked off from work in case I’d needed time to recover from the fight, so I didn’t have anywhere I needed to be or anyone that I needed to report to. I drove out to the Santa Monica pier and walked down to drink my soda while I stared at the Pacific. The sun was just setting and it was a marvelous view. I watched it and drank from the sweating can while I thought about my marriage or, more accurately, what was left of it.


I shivered and knew I’d have to go home eventually. I was still in my workout clothes from the gym. I was feeling the chill as night fell and the sky darkened. I didn’t have my wallet or my phone or any plan other than try to get hold of my temper and calm down. I was SO angry all the time now. I hated it. Now she’d made me cross that line and I hated that too. Did I hate her? I wasn’t sure, but I didn’t think so. I’d heard or read somewhere that the opposite of love wasn’t hate, but indifference and that seemed like a truer statement of where my head was. She could provoke me to anger, but that was situational. Mostly, I’d given up on caring about her antics.


“Fuck, my life’s a mess,” I muttered to myself. Fortunately there was no one close enough to overhear. I put my head down and took stock of my options. I could survive in my car for the night and then go back to the house tomorrow after she went to work, but there was always the chance that she’d take the day off and wait for me. There was also the possibility that she’d report me missing. That would be like her.


I crumpled up the can and tossed it in the recycling bin near the trash before taking the walk back to my car. Two months ago I had a perfect life. I loved my wife, I liked my job, I enjoyed fighting in the cage, I had everything I wanted. Now I hated my life. I was barely married, my job hadn’t changed, but my attitude was shifting somewhat. Even my last fight wasn’t enjoyable. I fought out of fear and rage. I’d seen Brad’s face across the cage when the bell rang and the animal in me took over. I hated my shitty Nissan, my dead marriage, my suburban home, my office job and my sham of a life. About the only thing that had happened lately that didn’t make me feel loathing was the time I spent with Cecilia. Was there a future there or just a bandage for the wounds in every other corner of my life? I guess time would tell.


I sighed and got back in my car, pulling out of the parking lot and driving around a little more until I had to admit that I was tired and wanted to go home and sleep. I was thinking about whether to go to the trouble to make up the guest room or take the couch again. We’d converted two of the bedrooms to home offices and had the downstairs bedroom set up for the rare occasions that we had guests. My parents had retired to Phoenix and didn’t like to travel. They liked the heat there. Barb’s parents lived in Oakland and her younger sister, Jane, was studying business at the University of Chicago. Jane was the one that used the guest room most often when she wanted to visit LA, but this year, she hadn’t. I wasn’t sure if Barb had told her that the house wasn’t a fun place to hang out or if Jane had picked up a boyfriend and had different priorities now, but she’d stayed away.


I sighed and wondered if I could sneak in long enough to pack a bag and get a hotel room for the night. I decided that she’d probably be waiting for me with a declaration that we needed to talk and a half-baked intention to bring me around to her way of thinking.


I turned the car toward home, wanting to go ANYWHERE else at the moment. When I got home, I sat in the car for a few minutes, dreading this next confrontation. It was after 11. My last decent meal was the light lunch we’d had at noon and I was regretting having left behind the soup. I finally got out of the car and went into the house. I took off my shoes and went upstairs. She was waiting on the sofa and she’d been crying.


“John,” she said, sounding miserable. “I’m sorry I pushed you so hard. I ... I’ll tell Cecilia to forget about the house and the ... and everything when I see her tomorrow. I didn’t realize how much stress I was putting on you.”


“It’s done now,” I said woodenly. “If I decide not to see her again, I’ll be the one to tell her. That’s not yours to decide anymore.” I wasn’t angry anymore and my tone lacked a lot of the rage I’d had earlier. I was like that lately. Maybe she had a point. She’d push me until I exploded and then I calmed down afterwards.


“Do you ... Should I still put an offer in on the house?” she asked delicately. She was treating me like I was made of glass or maybe like I was dangerous if she didn’t handle me carefully.


“Do what you want,” I said without any enthusiasm. “It really is ideal for what I wanted it for.”


I went into the kitchen and looked around. I wanted something I could eat right away without preparation. God only knew how quick she’d be able to piss me off again. I was spreading peanut butter on bread to make a sandwich when she came into the kitchen.


She went to the fridge and got something to drink for the two of us. This late, she opted for juice rather than soda. She set the drinks on the kitchen table and sat, waiting for me. “Can we talk?” she asked gently. “I won’t ask about Cecilia, I promise.”


I put away the peanut butter and started to spread jam on the other half of the sandwich. I glanced at her and nodded. “Sure,” I said without any heat in my voice. I finished making my sandwich and brought it to the table to eat while she took her turn to unload on me.


“Thanks,” she said. “When you yelled at me earlier ... I was ... afraid of you,” she admitted. “I’ve never seen you so angry. You crushed a spoon in your hand without even realizing it. That was kind of terrifying.”


I nodded. “I can understand that. It’s a side of me that you’ve been uncomfortable with for a long time. No matter how angry I get, I won’t hit you. I hoped you knew that, but it sounds like you’re having doubts, so it’s worth mentioning.”


She nodded. “It’s not so much me, that I worry about,” she said and my mouth twisted sourly.


“If I’d been interested in hurting him, I’d have hired a private investigator and had him dig up the proof of your affair and then I’d give it to his wife,” I told her. “The very humiliating divorce would hurt him more than a punch in the face.”


She looked stricken at that thought. “You didn’t hire someone though,” she stated with the barest hint of question in her voice.


“I had that thought for less than five minutes when you first told me he existed. In the end, I wasn’t about to be responsible for destroying a marriage. She didn’t ask for all this and eventually the two of you are going to get caught. Then she’ll know and my conscience will be clear.”


“You really think we’ll slip up?” she asked dryly. “We kept up appearances for a year.”


I shrugged. “You managed to sneak in some time with him BOTH days this weekend. That’s a first and it couldn’t have been easy to arrange, but you’ll decide that it’s worth the trouble to come up with an excuse to do it again and she’ll start getting suspicious. That’s none of my business though. In answer to your initial concern, it would be easy for me to find out who he is and put him in the hospital. That would immediately land me in jail for assault with a deadly weapon because I have combat-sport training and experience.”


She nodded thoughtfully at the assessment of how dangerous their shift in pattern was for his marriage. Hers was already fucked. She just refused to admit it. “So you’re saying that you WOULDN’T attack him?” she clarified.


“I know you think my fighting is barbaric,” I said softly. “I’ve taken the discipline seriously, though. There’s a time and a place when that response is warranted and the rest of the time, it’s not. I’ve had months to get it into my head to track him down and kick the shit out of him. The only way I’d bust him up is if he attacked me. He’d have to come after me with a weapon for me to put a serious beat-down on him.”


She seemed relieved by that. “Okay. Thanks for clearing that up. That’s a big part of why I haven’t wanted you to know who he is.”


I shrugged, like the answer wasn’t important to me. Really, it wasn’t. I had the answer almost right away and I’d never admitted to knowing until today with Cecilia. “I don’t particularly ever see us meeting,” I told her. “I don’t want to make conversation with him. If he’s someone you work with, I’ll prefer to skip your office Christmas party.”


“Even if you don’t know who he is?” she asked, surprised.


“Especially then,” I told her. I was surprised when I looked down and found the sandwich gone. I’d inhaled it while we talked. “I don’t want to shake his hand and wish him Merry Christmas. As much as I’ll keep the urge under control, I’d like to hit him so hard that he pisses blood for a month. Asking me to stand in a room full of your coworkers while he chats to me about your performance at work is so far over the line that there’s no coming back from that.”


“Well, how would knowing who he was change that?” she asked.


“Then I’d know which of your coworkers I could talk to without being humiliated. If I know who he is, I can avoid him. Of course, skipping your Christmas party solves the problem.”


She thought about that. “Would you consider going if you knew who he was or knew that he wasn’t there?”


“I’d consider it,” I admitted. “I don’t particularly care about knowing who he is, but if you swear to me that he’s not there, I’d think about going.”


She nodded. “I’ll arrange it,” she promised and then sighed. “I want to apologize again for earlier. I didn’t mean to push. I WANT you to be comfortable and relaxed and happy. I asked about Cecilia because I was excited for you. I really want you two to hit it off. I wasn’t trying to dig to be nosy. I was hoping it went well so I could celebrate with you.”


I nodded. “Yeah,” I said. “Well, for me, it was something that came with an incredible amount of guilt. How did you feel after your first time with your guy?” I asked. “If someone came up and demanded that you talk about it, how would you have reacted to being pushed to talk about it right after?”


She nodded. “I would have felt pretty defensive,” she admitted. “I’d probably want to lash out at the person that was pushing me.”


“Yeah.” I agreed without any enjoyment at the admission. “Well, I feel kind of terrible about it. When you told me about your affair, I felt like you’d given up on our marriage. Today, I felt like I had for the first time.”


She looked at me with a great deal more sympathy than she had so far over this whole debacle. “John, if you’d given up on our marriage, you’d have filed for divorce, not had a little fun with Cecilia. Stop beating yourself up over this. Our marriage is changing, but we’re still there for each other. I’ll talk to her about the house tomorrow and I’ll let her know that you might be a little distant for a few days while you work things out in your head.”


“No, I’ll talk to her about that. You handle the house,” I told her. “Just keep on like you were with her before her divorce.”


“You’re sure?” she asked, again treating me like glass. “I won’t meddle, I promise.”


“I’m sure,” I told her firmly. “The more you’re involved with things between me and Cecilia, the less comfortable things will be. If you want it to work, stay out of it. At this point, we’re talking. We’re not gonna be able to do much more than that until the house is settled.”


“I’m not pushing and I won’t get involved, but Cecilia has her own place. There’s nothing stopping you from going there to meet,” she pointed out. “Talk to her about it and see if she’s comfortable with that.”


“That’s an idea,” I said and got up to get myself another sandwich, since that one hadn’t done much to fill me up. “At least then there’s furniture and towels for a shower afterwards.”


She smiled, delighted that she was able to offer a suggestion. Maybe she really did love me on some level. Certainly not in a meaningful enough way to make me important to her, but probably in the vague sort of way that people love certain meals. Okay, maybe that was a little harsh, but I certainly didn’t feel like her husband. More like younger brother that she was guiding through dating for the first time. I made my sandwich and returned to the table to eat it. We chatted about the house for a while and the layout that we thought would work for the backyard. It was a safe topic and she clung to it manically.


“So what sort of equipment are you interested in for the basement?” she asked when we’d beaten the topic of the yard to death.


I gave her a list of some of the main things that I’d want from a treadmill, bike and stair-climber to the weights and a rowing machine. “There’s still things I’ll need to go to the gym for,” I told her. “I can do a lot of it at home if I had a place to set up though.”


She nodded and promised that we’d set up the house so that it was a sanctuary for me. After that, it was time to go to bed. I got a shower while she slid into bed and when I came out, she had my side of the bed turned down. I was thinking fond thoughts of the guest room, but mentally sighed and slid in beside her. She hugged me tightly and kissed my cheek, telling me that she loved me and then settled in to sleep. I responded appropriately and even managed to give her a peck on the cheek in response.


I’d crashed on the couch last night and it had been a long day between the housework, the afternoon with Cecilia, the gym and the fighting with Barb. I was exhausted and sleep rolled me under as soon as she switched the light off.


Monday was a strange and interesting day. The alarm woke me and even though I didn’t need to go into the office, I got up and got dressed. I had a few errands that I wanted to get done today, including the bank, some light shopping and a stop by the offices for the MMA organization I fight with to have a talk about Saturday’s fight.


Barb promised to let me know how the offer went over and told me not to worry about it. “The house is as good as yours,” she assured me, giving me a peck on the cheek before she left. I was getting ready to leave for the bank when my phone rang. It was Cecilia.


“Hi, John!” she said brightly. “I just wanted to let you know that I’m running a few minutes late, but I’ll be able to meet you at the house no later than 9:15. I’ve had a few urgent messages that I have to take care of before I can leave the office.”


“Hi, Cecilia,” I said with a smile. “I wasn’t sure we were still meeting this morning, since I saw the house yesterday.”


She lowered her voice. “Humor an old lady,” she murmured. “I haven’t had the chance to start the week off right in a long time.”


“Old lady, my ass!” I chuckled. “Alright. I’ll see you at the house at 9:15. Barb’s planning on talking to you about an offer as soon as she gets in.”


“Good to know,” she said. “Let’s make it 9:30 then, just to give me time to call the owners with the offer.”


“Sure,” I said lightly. “How much time do we have?”


“Not much,” she admitted. “Maybe an hour?”


“Not a lot of time, but I have something to talk about when I see you that may fix that.”


“Now you have me curious,” she said with a throaty chuckle. “I’ll see you at 9:30.”


I hung up and changed my plans for the day. I went to the bank and since it was early enough, I had a fairly quick run to the teller. I signed the check and slid it over to her. “I want that in cash,” I told her. “I also want to access my safe-deposit box.”


She did all the work on her end and processed the check. I’d made a habit over the last dozen fights to put the cash into the box in case I needed it down the road. I paid taxes on it at the end of the year, but the money was my rainy day fund. One of these days, I’d cash it out and buy something nice. My original thought was to buy something for my wife, but to Hell with that. That was now my emergency fund.


I checked my watch and saw that I had some time. I used my phone as a calculator to add up what I’d put in here over the past twelve fights and whistled softly as I looked at the total. It was $40,000 and it was invisible as far as the divorce would go. It’s a pittance compared to her salary, but it was enough to get the new house furnished with what I wanted. Then again, I could probably get her to do that too.


I closed up the box and returned to my car. I’d intended to go yell at the fight promoter from here, but instead, I doubled back to see Cecilia. She was just parking in the driveway when I pulled in beside her.


Chapter 5


She hopped out and came to meet me with a kiss on the cheek suitable for close friends since we were in public. “So what did you want to talk about?” she asked as she led me to the front door. She retrieved the keys from the lock-box and opened the door.


“Partly, I wanted to tell you about the rest of my day last night,” I told her, “but I also wanted to bring up a suggestion that Barb made. I told her that the two of us probably wouldn’t have a chance to get together for more than conversation until we finalized on the house and she pointed out that you have a fully furnished place to play if we can’t find a place.”


She closed the door behind me and locked it before kissing me hard. I kissed her back and wrapped my arms around her, pulling her tight against me. When we finally came up for air, she was purring contentedly. “That sounds good to me,” she said with a lewd grin. “I can have you all to myself without worrying about erasing the evidence or getting back to the office. She’s really okay with that?”


I nodded. “She spent most of the weekend with Brad, so they’ve moved past the point where they keep it within office hours. I think she’s hoping that me being occupied will give her more opportunity to spend time with him.”


“Yeah, you mentioned that,” she nodded. “She didn’t bring Brad to your fight, did she? That would be terrible.”


“She never goes to see me fight,” I told her. “When I left for the event, she took off to be with him. God only knows how long they spent together. Yesterday, she was encouraging me to come here because she’d arranged to be with Brad in the afternoon.”


She nodded. “So where does that leave us?” she asked. “We arrange for you to stop by my place on your way home from work some nights?”


I nodded. “I think that’s a good start.” While we’d been talking, I’d been lifting her skirt a little bit at a time until I could fill my hands with her ass. “If your weekends are mostly free, we can get together then.”


She groaned as I started feeling her up. “You’re sure that’s not going to cut into her time?” she asked, distracted as my fingers found their way inside her panties.


“She doesn’t get my time anymore. The most we do together the past two months is housework,” I told her, my fingers tickling her entrance, finding her deliciously wet.


She finally pushed me away and climbed the stairs, unhooking her skirt as she went, hanging it on the banister before unbuttoning her blouse. “Then you should plan to spend Saturday afternoon at my place,” she said breathlessly as she shrugged out of her blouse and draped it over her skirt before stripping off her lingerie.


I kicked off my shoes and pulled my polo shirt over my head and dropped it at the top of the stairs as I approached her. She was already naked except for the pair of heels she was wearing and she crooked her finger, leading me to the bathroom. “Easier to clean up in a hurry,” she explained. She bent over the sink and spread her legs, looking over her shoulder at me invitingly as she wiggled her ass at me a little. “Save the slow and gentle for the weekend,” she told me. “For now, pound me like you’re on the clock.”


“Yes, Ma’am,” I said with a smile and rubbed my dick up and down her pussy. I’d struggled out of my pants in the hall so we were both naked. I felt my cock sink into her entrance a fraction of an inch and I pushed into her hard, making her grunt.


“Yeah!” she breathed, enthusiastically. “Fuck me!” We set a hard pace, both of us sweating slightly even though it was still well short of the midday heat. I pulled her back against me as I thrust forward, my thighs slapping against hers loudly as she groaned louder and more urgently. I gave her ass a playful spank and she growled loudly, whether in protest or arousal, I couldn’t say. I felt her pussy clench on my cock twice before I was ready to surrender to my own orgasm. This time, it was mine that set her off. She could feel my cock twitching and spewing its payload deep inside her and it sent her over the edge, grunting and swearing, shocking me that she was turned on by such filthy talk. I spanked her again and she screamed, her orgasm drawing out and intensifying even as my hips slowed to a crawl and then stopped, savoring the feeling of her muscles clenched on my softening shaft. I held her from behind, my hands finding her breasts and squeezing them gently while we recovered. I could see her eyes rolling up into her head as she basked in the glow of her orgasm. She reluctantly disengaged and sat on the toilet again to recover while my cum leaked out of her with a minimum of mess.


She looked up at me with a lazy smile and then pulled me close so she could suck on my wilted erection. She cleaned the evidence of our sex from my body and managed to suck me back to hardness in record time. “I don’t think we have time to fuck again,” she said, stroking it fondly while she looked up at me. “I can’t send you home like this though.” She wrapped her lips around me again and gave me a scorching blowjob, bringing me to the edge of another explosion with enviable skill. She knew the art of the blowjob.


“I’m gonna cum!” I warned her and she deliberately took hold of my ass, pulling me in closer so I couldn’t pull away. I groaned and shot my second load into her waiting mouth, overwhelmed by the sensation as she kept up the onslaught, like she wanted to make me cum a third time. She might have succeeded if not for the time-crunch we were under.


She finally released me, held her mouth open to show me that she’d kept my cum in her mouth, swirling it on her tongue before she swallowed.


I sat down on the edge of the tub weakly, cumming twice in a short time having wiped me out. I leaned over and kissed her deeply. I could taste my cum on her tongue, but what the Hell. It was MY cum. It wasn’t like kissing Barb and wondering if she was feeding me a hint of Brad with the kiss. The gesture surprised her and I could see her eyes widen for a second before she relaxed into the kiss, moaning into my mouth.


“You ARE a gem,” she told me. “Martin would never kiss me after a blowjob unless I brushed my teeth, rinsed with mouthwash and gargled first.”


I shrugged. “It’s my cum. No big deal. If it was someone else’s, that’s a different story.”


She nodded. “That must make kissing Barb a little dicey,” she pointed out.


“I haven’t had contact with her tongue since this all started,” I told her. “I hadn’t really considered that though. I just don’t have the interest in her to start getting frisky.”


She nodded and patted my cheek affectionately. “So you were going to tell me about the rest of your day,” she prompted me.


I nodded and told her about Barb pushing my buttons when I got home, the fight we’d had and me getting out of there before I could do something or say something I couldn’t take back.


“So you felt guilty when you got home?” she asked, surprised and a little hurt.


I took her hand in both of mine. “Not because of you or what we did,” I assured her. “I wouldn’t be here if that was it. I was feeling ashamed of myself because ... yesterday was the moment that I really gave up on my marriage. Until then, I’d held out the hope that Barb would come to her senses and come back to me. I let go of that hope in this house yesterday. Someday, probably someday soon, I’ll look back on that moment and feel like it was the moment when I reclaimed my life and freed myself from her clutches. I DID love her though and part of me wonders if I gave up on her too easily, too quickly. I’m not ashamed of you or what we did or what we did this morning or what we’re going to do in the future. It was just the moment that I broke my wedding vows. It was a big deal for me.”


She nodded at that and squeezed my hand. “I think I understand,” she said gently. “I cried for two days after I signed the divorce papers. I’d loved him. I wondered if there was something more I could have done to save our marriage. You have to understand that there’s nothing you could have done. She was committed enough to Brad to have him come to your hospital room, for crying out loud. She’s so far gone that you’d have to buy her a plane ticket to get her back into the marriage. I’m sorry to be so blunt about it, Stud, but I wished there’d been someone around to tell me this when I was wracking my brain in search of one more thing I could have done to keep Martin.”


I smiled at her. “I know. I’m still feeling the guilt, but I think I will for a while. It’s not your fault or anything you did. It’s just ... It would have been a lot easier if she’d died in a plane-crash or had just gotten up and walked out on me.”


“It might have been easier on you if she’d just told you that she didn’t love you anymore and left,” she admitted and patted my cheek again. “So you really put her in her place, huh?”


I nodded with a small smile. “Bad enough that she offered to talk to you today and call off the house and the offer. I told her that she wasn’t to talk to you about whether I continued to see you or not. She’s not in charge of that. For a miracle, I think she might have actually understood when I told her.”


“Since we made plans for the weekend, I assume that you’re not breaking up with me,” she said with amusement.


“I don’t see any reason to stop seeing each other,” I told her. “I certainly don’t want to stop seeing you. I trust you more than I trust my wife and I’ve felt like you’ve been more sensitive to how I feel than she is.”


“You’re just saying that because you don’t have to yell at me to get me to listen,” she scoffed with a chuckle.


“I’m saying it because you WANTED to listen to me and because you told me that their affair was the office joke. I appreciate the heads-up about that and it made me feel like you were in my corner. Now I know that I should probably avoid the office Christmas party,” I told her. “I let Barb know it was because I didn’t want to run into her lover, but really, I don’t want to deal with the reactions from the rest of the office either.”


She nodded. “Maybe I’ll skip it myself,” she said with a small shrug as she finished cleaning up and flushed before washing her hands.


“I wouldn’t want you to skip it on my account,” I said gently. “I’d rather you go and have a good time.”


“Last year was kind of crummy,” she told me. “It was right after the divorce and I was kind of a mess. I probably should have skipped it. I don’t even remember much of it. It was all a blur.”


I nodded. “Well, this year should be better. Barb and I went to last year’s, but we only put in an appearance before we left. I guess she didn’t want to risk putting me and Brad in the same room for any length of time.”


She chuckled. “Maybe you should tell her you know who Brad is and you and I should go to the party together,” she suggested, joking.


“If only,” I laughed and washed up before we returned to our clothes. “I get the sense that Barb will want to control who knows about you and me. Not that she showed a lot of discipline in keeping her own affair secret, but she’ll see this as different.”


She nodded, leading the way back to where we’d laid down all our clothes and she started getting dressed slowly. “I talked to the owners about your offer,” she said. “I’m not telling Barb, but between you and me, I think they might take it. If Barb asks, I’ll point out to her that it’s an insultingly low offer for the house and the area, which is true, but the asking price was so low that it creates the expectation that there’s something wrong with the property. That sort of works in your favor.”


I chuckled and started getting dressed too. “Turn the screws on her and let me know so I can watch?” I asked, amused.


“How fast do you want the house?” she asked simply.


“I’d love to have the keys now. I’ve thought it would be a great comfort to know that I could put a locked door between me and Barb for the past two months. Maybe not permanently, but last night, I’d have loved to have a place to crash so I didn’t have to go back to the house.”


“Well, I can’t arrange it quite THAT quick. It takes some time to close on a house, but if we can come to terms, I think we can have the keys in your hand before the end of the month,” she told me hopefully.


“Really?” I asked, surprised. “That’s fast.”


She shrugged. “I’ll go back to the office and tell Barb that we could dance or we could go to the bottom line and offer to take a no-negotiation price of $300,000 to the owners. I think they’ll jump at that and we can start the closing process before the end of the day.”


I nodded. “Sounds good,” I told her. “I’m starting to get excited about having the place set up how I want it.”


She nodded and promised to press Barb into the price. She checked her watch and grimaced. “I really do have to get going though. I have just enough time to talk to Barb about it and then talk it over with the owners before I have to go to another showing. If something like last night happens again, call me. You can crash with me if home is uncomfortable.”


I nodded and kissed her one last time before she fixed her lipstick in the hall mirror and then she let me out and locked up, putting the key back in the lock-box.


We separated and I headed off to my next stop of the day. The fight promoter for Saturday’s event was on the phone when I came into the offices. It was a small promotion, so the offices consisted of three offices, a conference room and a reception area. I was asking the receptionist to fit me in for a few minutes when I heard Denny Wheeler talking on the phone through his open door.


“No, he just walked in. His ears must have been burning. Hang on, I’ll grab him.” That sounded promising. He came to the door of his office and waved me over. “John! Get in here. There’s someone that wants to talk to you.”


I sighed, figuring that it was bad news. It was the only kind that I seemed to get. He handed me the phone and I reluctantly answered. “John Hooker,” I said crisply, embracing the moment.


“John!” said a jovial voice from the other end of the phone. “Damon Porter from UFC. How’re you feeling after your fight Saturday?”


“Mostly feeling lucky to be alive considering that Hastings must eat bigger meals than my weight,” I said dryly, giving Denny a dirty look.


“How DID you draw the short straw on that fight?” he asked.


“No idea,” I admitted. “My first clue that I was about to die was when he walked up to me on Saturday to introduce himself to me. I hadn’t been told I was fighting outside my weight class.”


“Really?!!?” he blurted. “You didn’t train for that specifically?”


“If they’d told me I was fighting someone that much larger, I would have told Denny to go fuck himself. Then I would have quit.”


“Well you put on a Hell of a show! Would you be interested in doing it again?”


“Fighting someone out of my weight class?” I clarified. “I don’t know. It’d have to be the offer of a lifetime, since it would probably BE the end of my lifetime.”


“You have a number I can call you on?” he asked. “I think we’ve abused Denny’s business line enough for one day.” I gave him my number, curious about what he was getting at. “Alright. I’ll call you right back on that line,” he promised and said goodbye.


I laid the phone back in its cradle and Denny seemed beside himself with anticipation. “Sounds like they want you to fight at the next level,” he said quickly. “You’re gonna need representation if you want to swim in that pond. Think about it. I’ve booked you some good fights.”


“Denny, you fucked me with that fight on Saturday. You sent me out there to get carved up like a pig,” I told him harshly. “If Hastings had his way, I’d be in a hospital bed right now. You set me up. Why would I throw you a piece of my contract if that’s what they want?”


I pulled out my phone as it rang and answered it, leaving Denny standing there trying to think of something to say as I left the office and walked through the reception area. It was Damon. “Hi, John,” he said. “I figured I’d give you a few minutes to hit Denny for dropping you in the cage without prepping you on the guy’s weight. You didn’t kill him, did you?” He chuckled a little.


“No, but I’m still in the neighborhood and the day’s still young,” I said and left the building and walked over to sit on the trunk of my car while we talked.


“Well, try to stay out of jail,” he advised. “The reason I wanted to talk to you was that we’ve all watched that fight. That intensity is the exact quality we want in our fighters. I checked and you passed the drug test. That’s no surprise. You’ve passed them all since you started fighting. We’d like to offer you a chance to fight in the UFC if you’re interested.”


“Are you kidding?” I laughed. “Everyone in the sport wants to get to the UFC. It would have to depend on a few details though.”


“What are your concerns?” he asked, anticipating that I’d have some qualms.


“Well, how many fights, what time-frame and what sort of money are we talking about for starters. I do this for a hobby. I’m an architect by day. Hastings was my single biggest fight. I trained for almost three months for that.”


“I talked to Dana and after we watched that fight, we can commit to five bouts over three years,” he told me. “That’s a pretty good schedule for a serious fighter. As far as money goes, a normal entry level contract guarantees at least $6000 to $10,000 per fight. Given your professional level and the heat you’re getting from that fight on Saturday, we’re prepared to offer you more than that. You’d make $15,000 per fight just for showing up. Winners make more, but you’re familiar with that anyway. We’d offer you a hefty bonus if you agreed to make two of those bouts against guys out of your weight class. For those fights, you’d make double your standard. If you agree to that, I can promise you a signing bonus that’s more than you make at your regular job in a year.”


“When would my first fight be?” I asked, thinking this sounded like a pretty good deal.


“December,” he said.


“Why so far away?” I asked lightly. “I’m still in fight condition. Hastings never touched me. My worst injury was getting my knee scuffed while I was on top of him. I could fight a lot sooner than that.”


He chuckled. “We’d have to find you an opponent and give you both time to prepare and train. I assume you’ll want to put together a pro training camp too.”


“Yeah, I’ve got a few ideas how I want to alter my training if I’m gonna be fighting bigger guys,” I admitted. “What about travel? Is that my problem or does UFC pick up the tab?”


“We cover airfare and hotel for you and one coach for most fights. Your first fight will be in Vegas in December, so that’s not too far away. Any additional coaches and entourage will be out of pocket for you. So girlfriend or wife would be your airfare. Hotel in that situation isn’t a big deal. No one’s gonna lose their shit if you’ve got your girl in your room for the duration so long as you pay for meals and other travel expenses. It’ll all be in the contract, for sure. Give me your address and I’ll courier it out this afternoon if you’re interested. Review it with a lawyer and they can have it sent back to us once it’s signed and sealed.”


I thought about it for a moment and gave him my address. “I suppose I should give Denny the bad news,” I told him. “He’s horny to get his foot in the door and represent me as management.”


“As shitty as it is, he probably did you a favor. That fight put you on the map,” he told me. “Not that he deserves a lot of gratitude. You did the hard work. If you’d lost that fight, no one would be talking to you. We’ll want to do a press conference with you once we get the details ironed out.”


“Alright,” I said. “You got yourself a Hooker.” I told him and we both laughed and he promised me that he’d send out the contract today.


I hung up the phone and went into the office again to see Denny. He had a subdued look on his face when I came in. I wasn’t working for him anymore and I think he knew it. What he didn’t know was whether I was mad enough to hit him or not.


“Denny,” I said. “You have my DVD ready?” I always got a copy of all my fight footage.


He nodded and handed over the CD sleeve. “You gonna sign with the big boys?” he asked.


“As soon as the contract gets here,” I nodded.


“Until you’re signed, you can still pick up another fight,” he said hopefully.


“What are you offering?” I asked. I wasn’t going to do it, but I was interested in how bad he wanted me now.


“I’ll bump your fight up to what they pay the entry level guys,” he said. “That’s double what you made on Saturday if you win.”


“They offered me more than that and a signing bonus so fat that it’s better than my day job salary,” I told him. “Why would I fuck that up to spend another day in your butcher shop making you money?”


“Look, Saturday was just business. It wasn’t personal. You know I’d never do that to you. Come on!”


“Fair enough,” I said. “I know I didn’t do anything to you to create a personal grudge,” I allowed. “I’m still signing with them though. I don’t think they’d take too kindly to me hitching up for another fight with you while they’re sending my contract by Fed-Ex. I don’t have any fights scheduled with you and I’m not under contract. Sit back, hope I do well and sell my fight footage to them if you want to make the extra money.”


He frowned about that, but there was nothing he could do about it. I left and went on to my next stop. This time, I was headed to the office. It was a bit of tradition that I stop in with my fight footage and we stopped work for a few minutes for everyone to squeeze into the conference room to watch it on the big screen in the room there.


“Fuck me!” one of the receptionists blurted when she saw the size of my opponent. “What did you do? Pull a gun on him as soon as the bell rang?”


“Close,” I admitted with a laugh. They watched the fight in shocked silence.


“Do you do birthday parties?” one of the other girls asked. “My ex is turning 29 next month. I’d like to make sure he doesn’t reach 30.”


We laughed about it and I decided to tell them the rest of the news. “I got a call from the UFC today, offering me a five fight deal. This clip made ESPN over the weekend, so I hear. That got some attention and they want me to pick up more fights like this to see if they can sell the David and Goliath angle.”


“Really?” my boss asked.


“Nothing’s official yet, but the contract will be here this week. If it all looks good, then I’ll be wearing Tap-Out gear from now on.”


They all applauded and there was a lot of hand-shaking before they filed back to their desks to continue their workday. I talked to the boss about recommending a solid contract lawyer to help me navigate they contract when it came in. He told me to just bring it in and he’d have the company lawyer take a look as a favor. I thanked him and then got going, promising that I’d be back to work the next day.


From there, I got a light lunch and called Barb to see if there was any word on the house. “Cecilia and I talked about it she agreed to take a revised offer of $300,000 back to the owners,” she told me. “She’s out on a showing right now, but when she gets back to the office, I’ll see if there’s any word and we’ll let you know. How’s your free day going?”


“It’s been interesting,” I admitted. “I got offered a contract by one of the big promotions in the sport after my fight on Saturday. They offered me a good chunk of money for five fights over three years.”


“That’s nice of them,” she said lightly. She didn’t care. It was lip service, but at least she was making a bit of effort. “You know, we don’t need the money,” she pointed out. “You could get hurt in those fights and then where would we be?”


“Part of the contract is medical coverage for fight injuries,” I said lightly. “This is probably going to be the end of my career as a fighter anyway. They’re offering me some big fights, but unless I’m really good at it, I can’t see me renewing at the end of the contract.”


She was silent for a moment. “Three more years and then you’re out? That’s not so bad.”


“Could be sooner if I finish off my fight commitments early. I’m used to fighting more often than they do in the big leagues.”


“Are you sure you can handle it?” she asked apprehensively.


“My fight Saturday was against an up and coming talent,” I told her. “I crucified him. I think I just landed the contract meant for him. Worst case, I add five losses to my professional record and still retire with a winning record. Best case, I add five wins and re-sign.”


“I hate it when you fight, John,” she told me, not for the first time. “It’s ... uncivilized!” she said finally. “We’re supposed to be adults, not solve our problems with schoolyard scraps.”


“I know,” I said, my mood hitting the pavement like a suicide jumper. I kept my tone as neutral as I could, but I was sick to death of her insulting me. She did it every fucking day now. “I promise, I’ll stop bringing it up. You don’t want to hear about it, so I’ll stop asking you to come to my fights and I won’t bring it up again. Happy? I’ll let you know when I decide to hang up my gloves for the last time. Until then, I’ll just disappear when I have to fight. Would you like me to leave you a note for those times or do you want me to mark it on the calendar so you can arrange a little extra-curricular activity?”


“I’m not saying you can’t bring it up, John!” she said, clicking her tongue in vexation.


“I’M saying I can’t bring it up, Barb. I wanted to share my news with you. I was excited about it. I just got signed by the lead promotion in my sport to fight at high-profile events. It’s me making the big leagues. I’m proud of it. Your response is to tell me I’m childish and uncivilized. Congratulations. I’m not excited about it anymore. I appreciate your candor. I’m being equally candid. I won’t bring this topic up to you again. Would you prefer I write you a note before I go to my fights or do you want me to mark it on the calendar ahead of time so you can take advantage of the free-day?”


“I didn’t mean that YOU were uncivilized,” she sighed, “just that it’s an uncivilized practice.”


“Fair enough,” I said softly. “I think I should go. Text me when you find out about the house.”


“John, wait!” she said sharply.


“Yes?” I asked, still listening.


“I don’t want to fight about this.”


“Neither do I,” I told her. “That’s why I promised not to bring it up again. Every time I bring it up, it upsets you and your reaction is insulting to me, so it’s best if we agree that it’s a topic we can’t discuss together.”


“We’re developing a lot of those lately,” she said, deflating.


“We’ve had to,” I said simply. “You said that our marriage is changing. We’re setting new boundaries. I’m sure there are things you talk to your lover about that you don’t want to discuss with me. You just keep making it clear that if I bring up my fighting career, that I can expect disapproval, insults and arguments. So we clearly need to put a wall up there.”


She was silent for a moment and I knew that I hadn’t heard the end of it. “Fine,” she said testily. Well, I knew THAT word was a lie. “Are you going to talk to Cecilia about your fighting?”


“I’ll probably ask her if she’s interested,” I admitted. “She was barely curious about it yesterday when I explained why my weekend was expected to be tied up. She might develop into a fight fan. If so, I’ll probably invite her to my fights since you don’t want to have anything to do with it. If she doesn’t, then I’ll keep going alone.”


“I don’t want there to be walls between us,” she said regretfully.


“Neither do I, but every time we talk about this, we both walk away upset,” I pointed out. “The arguments aren’t getting smaller, so I’d prefer we just not discuss it going forward.”


“Alright,” she said, sounding like she was deflating. “I Still worry that you’re gonna get hurt at these fights,” she confessed. “I’ll be very happy when you finally decide to put them behind you for good. Until then I’m probably not going to appreciate knowing the details.”


“Fair enough,” I repeated. “I’ll try not to get killed in the Octagon.”


After that, there wasn’t much to say so we hung up and I tried to calm down while I ate lunch and then did some shopping for the house. I went home to start on dinner and was in the middle of cooking when my phone rang again.


“Hi,” I said, seeing that it was Barb. “What’s the news?”


“They accepted the offer,” she told me. “We’ll close in three weeks. The house is yours.”


“That’s great news,” I said with a smile. I wasn’t as enthusiastic as I would have been before the argument today, but getting the house represented a huge leap forward for me. “I have dinner started,” I told her. “When will you be home?”


“Oh,” she said awkwardly. “I was actually planning on being late tonight. I hope you weren’t going to any trouble.”


“No trouble,” I said. “I have to eat anyway. I’ll put the leftovers in the fridge. I’ll see you later, or in the morning if you’re going to be out past my bedtime.”


“You’re a peach,” she told me. “You should call Cecilia and talk to her about the house.”


“Yeah!” I said, as if that was a great idea. I felt like she was pushing again. In one ear and out the other with her. “Maybe I’ll do that.”


“Have a good evening and I’ll talk to you in the morning,” she said and said goodbye. That answered that question. One of them sprang for a hotel room. I wonder what bullshit excuse he was giving Doris.


I looked at the phone for a few minutes and made a decision. I called Cecilia. “Hey, home-owner!” she said with some affection. “I take it Barb gave you the good news?”


“She did. She said we close in three weeks.”


“Yessir,” she chirped brightly. “Then we’ll have to decorate and furnish the place for you. You have any ideas about that?”


“A few. What I was really calling for was to see what you were doing for dinner.”


“Nothing special,” she said. “Mondays, the market near my place does a really nice rotisserie chicken dinner. I usually pick one up and pick at the leftovers for a few days.”


“I was cooking dinner for me and Barb, but she just informed me that she has a late date and that she’ll talk to me in the morning. I figured that you might want a little dinner company instead of eating alone.”


“Are you asking me out on a ... DATE?!!?” she asked in mock-surprise. “Why, John Hooker! What kind of girl do you take me for?”


“The kind of girl that has sex with a Hooker on Monday morning,” I shot back with a chuckle.


“That only happened once ... so far,” she said with a laugh of her own. “What do you have in mind?”


“I was just making a simple stir-fry here and it’s almost done. I was just letting it simmer until it was time to cook the rice and serve it. I’ll put it in the fridge and we can meet for dinner. Dessert, we’ll have to figure out.”


“That sounds good to me,” she said with a purr. “Where do you want to meet?”


“How about Hannibal’s?” I suggested. Hannibal’s was a locally owned steakhouse. It was good, low-key, private and discrete.


“That sounds great!” she said, eagerly.


I was already ladling the stir-fry into Zip-Lock containers to store in the fridge. I wasn’t interested in rattling around the house for the night, feeling sorry for myself because my bitch of a wife picked a fight and then decided not to come home to face me.


“I’m just cleaning up here and I’ll throw my work clothes for tomorrow in a bag in case we lose track of time with dessert,” I told her. “Give me a half-hour?”


“I’ll meet you there,” she promised. “I have an errand to run on the way anyway.”


We hung up and I finished in the kitchen. I threw together an overnight bag and considered whether this was over the line or not. I really wasn’t planning on coming back here tonight. It was a milestone for me, much like starting the affair with Cecilia yesterday had been. “Fuck it!” I said emphatically and finished. I figured on stopping for shower supplies when we were finished with dinner.


When I got to Hannibal’s, she was waiting for me. I got out and gave her a deep kiss. I didn’t care if people saw us. I wasn’t hiding. We walked into the restaurant, hand in hand and got a table.


“Are you excited about the house?” she asked when we were settled with our menus.


“Yeah,” I said lightly. “At this point, I think I’m most excited about having a place where I don’t have to put up with the bullshit at home.”


“Things still tense after last night?” she asked gently as we looked at the selection. I was already decided. They did a great sirloin. That was usually my choice when I managed to find my way here.


“We had another fight today,” I told her.


“Really?” she asked, surprised. “That’s got to be some sort of record. What was this one about?”


“She doesn’t like my fighting career,” I explained and told her about the offer, Barb’s comments, me putting the topic off-limits and the rest of the talk.


“So this offer that you got,” she said when I was done talking, “it’s a big deal for you and she wasn’t receptive. Not particularly mature herself, but I can understand her fear. I wouldn’t want you to get hurt either.”


I nodded. “That’s why I spend a lot of time preparing. It’s not like I’m tied up and thrown into the cage to be beaten. The most that people normally get for injuries is a few broken bones and a concussion if they have a really bad night. And, yes, this offer is SO big a deal. I could make $60,000 for each of my fights over the next three years if I choose bigger opponents and win my fights. I’ll probably end up on televised fights and my signing bonus is supposed to be pretty big.”


She nodded. “So it’s like boxing, only with kicking and wrestling?” she asked.


“That’s a pretty accurate assessment. It grades on points if the fight goes to the end. There’s some rules about how and when you can hit your opponent. No hits below the belt and things like that.”


She nodded. “So it’s not like in Fight Club or anything like that?”


“No. We wear gloves to protect our hands, there’s a ref to separate the fighters if one of them goes limp or taps out and the cage is designed to be safe. People get hurt and there’s sometimes blood. My fight on Saturday ended in some broken bones for my opponent. He’ll recover though. It happens. There’s cuts, bloody noses and minor injuries like that. Some of the injuries look pretty grisly, but they’re no worse than football injuries. Hell, they’re a lot less severe in most cases. There’s almost never anything so life changing as the neck injuries those poor bastards end up with from time to time.”


She gave that some thought and when our waitress returned, we ordered. She’d chosen the sirloin too. I was liking her more and more. When the waitress retreated to put in our orders, she looked at me. “I think I want to learn more about your fights,” she said. “It doesn’t sound so brutal as I always thought.”


We talked a little more about the fights and then we changed topics so that it didn’t dominate the conversation. She told me some of the office gossip, including a stunning array of sexual adventures that my wife was supposedly part of and I talked to her about architecture. She chatted about movies we had in common, foods we liked, places we wanted to travel and books we’d read. By the end of dinner, I was filled with the certainty that I had more in common with Cecilia than I did with Barb and that made me think there might be a future for us that made Barb an inconvenience. Divorce was looking better and better, but the half-formed plans coalescing in my head were about to meet with a fatal blow.


Chapter 6


I followed her back to her place and when she pulled into the driveway, there was another car there. I wondered whether it was a second car she kept, as I parked next to the curb, but someone got out of the car to meet her. I got out and wondered what was going on when I saw the look on her face.


“What are you doing here, Martin?” she asked angrily, slamming her car door. Ah. The ex-husband.


“I came to talk to you,” he said, looking back and forth between the two of us as I approached. “Can we talk, Cecilia? Please?”


“You want to talk? NOW?!!?” she snapped. “All through the divorce, you didn’t want anything to do with me, but all of a sudden, you want to talk, today, of all days?” She fumed, looking at him like she was looking for where to place the first stab wound. “Who told you?”


“What?!” he blurted, recoiling from the question. “What do you mean? Told me what?”


“You’re saying that it’s pure coincidence that you’re here, the very next day after I started seeing someone?” She pressed him.


For his part, Martin looked like Hastings had right after the Superman punch and the head-kick. He was stunned and reeling. “Cecilia,” I said softly. “He didn’t know.”


She looked at me and then back at Martin and her glare softened a little.


“You’re ... you’re seeing...” he trailed off and looked at me, a dozen different emotions playing over his face.


“Yes,” she snapped, drawing his eyes back to her before his emotional spectrum could settle on anger. “John has been very good to me. He’s going through something similar to what I went through in the divorce. We’ve been leaning on each other.”


He nodded, glancing back at me with a slightly less conflicted expression on his face. “So Sissy told you what happened?” he asked me.


I shrugged. “She said you left her for someone much younger,” I said passively. “She didn’t go into a lot of details.”


He nodded in understanding. “Well, that’s what I came to talk to you about, Sissy,” he said. “I realize what a terrible mistake I made to leave you. Is there any way that we can talk about it? Maybe find a way to undo the damage I did?”


I waited. This was Cecilia’s show, not mine. The three of us stood there for what seemed like eternity, but time stood still, so it was hard to judge. I was all but forgotten as the two of them stared at each other. Yup. I knew when I was on the losing side of the fence. Still, I waited it out.


Cecilia turned toward me in slow motion, her conflicted emotions written all over her face. She liked me and she sensed that we were very compatible, but he still had a string tied to her heart.


I looked at Martin. “Give us a minute?” I requested.


He didn’t like that. “So you can plead your case?!” he scoffed.


“You showed up in the middle of our first fucking date and asked her to dump me and take you back. You can show enough fucking respect to give us a minute to talk without listening in!” I growled at him irritably.


That got his attention and he swallowed whatever retort was on the tip of his tongue, nodding and moving away so we could say goodbye.


“John,” she began, but couldn’t get any farther.


“It’s okay,” I lied with a heavy heart, feeling another woman I cared about slipping away. “He has a lot of your heart still in his possession. I know you’re still hurt and conflicted about the divorce. You said that you wracked your brain to figure out what you could have done to save your marriage. Maybe this is that one more thing.”


“You’re not disappointed?” she asked sheepishly.


“I didn’t say that. When we left the restaurant, I thought that...” I frowned. “I was entertaining thoughts of divorcing Barb for you at some point down the road. Dinner made me certain that you and I have more in common than I ever had with her. If he’d returned in a month, you might have laughed in his face, but he’s here now and I haven’t captured near enough of your heart to make you turn him away.”


She looked terribly conflicted, but she nodded. “I’m sorry,” she whispered.


“Don’t be,” I told her. “Just promise me two things. First, demand a prenup and word it so it ties his hands tight. Now that you know you can get slammed in a divorce, protect yourself.”


She nodded and smiled at me a little. “I think I can handle that. And the second?”


“Make me your first phone call if he screws up his second chance,” I told her with a sad smile.


She laughed and hugged me, her eyes tearing up a little. “I wish I could help you with Barb,” she whispered to me.


“You still can,” I told her. “If there’s anything that you think I should know, text me.”


“I will. I promise. I promise about the other stuff too,” she assured me.


“I’d kiss you like I was about to die, but I don’t think he’d like that and I don’t want to jinx it on you,” I told her and gave her another tight hug. “Good luck! I mean that.”


She nodded and then I let her go and walked back to my car. I got in and watched the two of them go inside before I started the car and drove home.


So, it turned out that I was going to spend the evening moping around the house, feeling sorry for myself after all. Fuck my life.


Barb came home at 2AM. I know because I was laying in bed, trying to get to sleep when she crept in. She thought I was passed out and sighed in obvious relief. She stripped out of her clothes and crawled into bed. The stink of stale sex was exactly what I needed at the end of the day.


I got out of bed. “You could at least have showered before coming to bed,” I told her as I left the room. She didn’t answer and I slept on the couch.


The next three weeks were torture. I didn’t hear from Cecilia, so I assumed that everything was going well with Martin. I barely spoke to Barb, but she started coming home late a lot more. I got the contract from UFC and after reviewing it with the office’s legal team, I signed it and returned it. They scheduled a press conference and they sent me some company swag now that I was a member of the family.


The close date came and went and no one bothered to tell me. I assumed that Barb had handled it and just hadn’t told me because I was childish and uncivilized. Okay, that thought was childish, but I was feeling down.


About a week after the close, I called Cecilia, rather than ask Barb about it. “Hi, John,” she said, sounding surprised that I was calling her. “What’s up?”


“Hi, Cecilia,” I said with a smile. We weren’t fucking, but I’d become attached to her in our brief time together and I missed her. “It’s good to hear your voice,” I told her. “I was just calling to find out about the close on the house. I figured that I’d have gotten a call to sign papers or something by now.”


“Thanks, John,” she said, sounding touched. “It’s good to hear your voice too. The close was a week ago. I handed over the keys, we registered the new deed and it’s done.”


“I see,” I said woodenly. “Whose name went on the deed?”


“She asked that it be in her name for tax purposes,” she told me. “I figured she’d talked to you about this already.”


“No,” I said, starting to get upset. “Barb and I really haven’t spoken since the night you and I went to dinner,” I told her. “It’s also news that she put the house in her name. Isn’t that funny?” My tone made it clear that I didn’t find it funny at all.


“Shit! You think she’s gonna screw you on the house?” she asked, lowering her voice.


“She could be furnishing it so that it’s ready when she wants to unveil it,” I said skeptically. “Or Brad could be helping her safety-test each piece of furniture before she hands over the keys.”


“What are you gonna do?” she asked.


“Nothing I CAN do, really,” I said. “The house is in her name. It’s not mine to touch.”


“You really think she’d be low enough to take Brad to the place she wanted you to make your own?” she asked.


“That night we went to dinner, she came home and got into bed still reeking of sex with him,” I confessed. “She’s already pushed me to spend about half my nights on the sofa.” I sighed. “None of that is your problem though. How are things going for you and Martin?” I asked.


“Surprisingly, things are going okay. We’re talking a lot. He got a far more detailed explanation of who you were and he’s been telling me about how life with his little finger-puppet was. She dumped him for someone her own age. That’s when he realized he had a good thing going at home and screwed it up.”


“I hope he makes the best of his second chance,” I said sincerely. “Did you tell him that if he screws up, I was waiting for you to call me?”


“I MAY have mentioned that you’d talked about how much you cared,” she admitted with a chuckle.


We chatted about that for a few more minutes since it was a happy subject and then said goodbye.


That’s how life continued for me through the summer and into the fall. I was training as much as I could. I had my opponent and I watched every second of footage UFC had sent me on his fights and read every scrap I could find. I’d picked my debut fight to make a splash, fighting well outside my weight bracket. I was looking forward to it. I’d go down in flames or rise like a legend.


I figured out that Barb and Brad were using the house that was supposed to be mine pretty quick after I talked to Cecilia. I drove over there one night that she wasn’t on time and saw her car and what I assumed to be his parked there. At that point, I waited and took a nice video of them with my cellphone as they came out of the house and kissed in a way that left no doubt that they were lovers.


In fact, I did that several times. They didn’t make it hard to put together a pattern of behavior. The close had been a month old and Barb still hadn’t brought it up, but she was freshly showered every time she came home now, so she must have stopped off at Target for some bath towels when she was setting up the house.


I now had $140,000 put away in the safe-deposit box for when I wanted to dip into my rainy day fund. That was over two years worth of my salary from working as an architect and it all came from my fighting career.


Thanksgiving came and went. We had a mostly silent dinner in the middle of a mostly silent weekend. I marked the date of my fight on the calendar in the kitchen and marked my departure and return dates.


“Will Cecilia be going with you?” she asked, looking at the dates the next evening.


“Cecilia and her husband are trying to work things out,” I told her. “I haven’t talked to her in months. Thought you knew.” That was the longest conversation that we’d had in forever.


“Oh,” she said. “Are you seeing anyone new?”


“What would be the point?” I asked. “I don’t have anywhere to take them.”


“You have the house, John,” she said testily.


“I assumed the sale fell through,” I said. “That was months ago. You’ve had the keys this whole time?” I rolled my eyes dramatically for her benefit. “So the two of you like the place too much to let it be wasted on me, huh? Perfect. Well, those are the dates for the fight. You’ll have to take out the garbage next week.”


I left the house and drove to the gym. By this point, I was supposed to have a home gym with a hot tub and a pool to help keep me in shape for fights. Instead, I was stuffing my shit in a locker that smelled of fermented towels and venting my anger on the equipment here. I kept it up until they were ready to close and then drove past the place that was supposed to be my retreat. I parked in front of the house and looked at it for a few minutes. Would I set foot in that house now that they’d been fucking in there for months? I couldn’t say. I think I’d call in a professional cleaning crew to scrub every trace of them out of the house if I did.


After I left there, I went to a diner that I knew was open late and ordered a piece of pie and a cup of coffee. I had my phone with me, but I turned it off whenever I was at the gym. I turned it on now and let it boot up. As soon as it connected to the network, it chirped happily to let me know I had voicemail. I went to my voicemail and found four messages there from Barb, trying to get me to call her.


I finished my pie slowly, sipping at my coffee while I thought. I wasn’t in love with Barb. I didn’t even like her anymore. I’d been really counting on that house to give me enough freedom to stay in the marriage in the short term without hating her. Now I was rapidly on the road to a visceral hate that made me wonder if I’d see Brad’s face when I got in the Octagon, or hers.


I drummed my fingers on the table as I slowly turned my coffee cup with the other hand. My phone rang again and I looked at it. It was Barb. Who else would it be?


I answered the call and tried to be civil. “Hello,” I said quietly, trying to master the urge to scream that she was a whore and then hang up.


“John, when are you coming home?” she asked, sounding worried.


“I don’t know,” I told her. “It hasn’t felt much like home lately. You’re never there. You’re out breaking in the place that was supposed to be my gym. When you are there, we fight or ignore each other.”


“I should have turned the keys over to you right away,” she admitted. “I wanted to surprise you by getting everything set up so it would be perfect when you moved in, then I wanted to get the deck, hot tub and pool finished and then it just never seemed like the right time.”


“Plenty of time to show him around the property though, wasn’t there?” I prompted her.


“I shouldn’t have done that,” she said. “I’m sorry.”


“You’re too much. The house was supposed to be your apology to me for fucking him behind my back for a year and what do you do? You take him there to fuck! What’s next? Are you gonna buy me a new car for Christmas and fuck him in that?” Okay, I admit that was harsh, but it was so true and so satisfying to say.


“Okay!” she said sheepishly. “I fucked up. I’m sorry. It’s still your house. I was never trying to hide it.”


“For the record, I actually knew that the house closed. I knew because I called Cecilia about a week after the close date to find out why I hadn’t been called in to sign anything and she told me that the sale had gone off without a hitch. She also told me that my name’s not even ON the fucking deed. It’s registered as 100% your property. Tell me again that it’s my house. She said you told her that was for tax purposes, whatever that’s supposed to mean. It sounds more and more like you were planning on keeping the place for you and Plan B, whose identity is still carefully protected even though I told you I wouldn’t go after him. Every time I give you a chance to show me the slightest amount of respect, you shit on me and then find a way to make it even worse.”


“What do I do to make this right?” she asked.


“How the fuck should I know?” I snapped. I got up and left a $20 on the table to pay for my pie and coffee, taking the call outside where I could yell without disturbing anyone. “I’m still trying to wrap my head around how you could screw things up this badly and still have to be told it’s not alright.”


“John,” she started, sounding rattled. “You know I love you, right?”


“NO! I DON’T FUCKING KNOW THAT!” I yelled into the phone. “It’s been six months since I felt more than lukewarm acceptance from you. You’ve been treating me worse and worse every day and now it’s not enough to run around behind my back, you feel like you need to steal back the space you promised would be MY sanctuary from the hurt that YOU put on me. You said you wanted that house so that if we had to separate over this, I’d have a place to call my own. Somewhere between that heart-to-heart and this one, you decided that you needed to christen that sanctuary with your lover’s cum. Now you have two homes and I have none. Have you been fucking him in our bed when I’ve been out of the house? I know you promised you wouldn’t, but you also promised that the other house was mine.”


“Shit!” she hissed in frustration. “I really WAS holding off until everything was perfect!” she swore to me. “I was buying furniture and getting it set up and then he asked to see how it looked with all the furniture in it. One thing led to another and then suddenly handing over the keys to you took a backseat to what we were doing. It ... I didn’t think about any of it!”


“Everything else in your life has taken a backseat to him,” I told her hotly. “Your life, your marriage, your friends at work have all gone down the drain while you spend every waking moment with him or thinking about him. You think his wife doesn’t know? She knows. The amount of time you spend out with him at night? He can only sell ‘beers with the boys’ so often before she gets wise and you’ve been out with him three nights a week for the last three months, plus weekends. She probably already has a PI following him. You’ve treated me like shit forever, Barb. You realize you missed my birthday? Not just got too busy the day of and it slipped your mind. You fucking forgot it. Completely. I celebrated with a phone call from you that you’d be late and not to wait up. I got a more heart-felt phone call from my parents, both of whom are revolted by hearing about what’s been going on, by the way. Yeah, I told them. I figured after this long, there was no way we were fixing this. Tomorrow, you go into work and tell Cecilia about this latest blow-up and ask her what her opinion is. She said you’ve never been anything but nice to her, so she’ll give you a straight answer. Tell her what you’ve done with the house, tell her how I reacted and ask her where she thinks that leaves you and me. I’ll call her tomorrow afternoon and see if the two of you have figured out a game plan to fix this.”


“Aren’t you coming home?” she asked, her voice sounding faint.


“You never answered me when I asked if he’d been in our bed. You just focused on other things I said,” I told her. “I take it that means he’s been there, despite the absolute rule we laid down that he never come to our house.”


“I swear! He’s never been in the house! He’s never even come to the door. I’ve never brought him here. John, please! Just come home so we can talk.”


“You talk to Cecilia tomorrow and if she tells me that I need to go back to the house there, then I will. I trust her judgment. She wouldn’t screw me over.”


“But I would?” she asked, a little irritated.


“You cheated on me for a year, gleefully cuckolded me for the past six months, spent my birthday fucking him enthusiastically and have defiled every promise to give me something clean and pure to hold onto,” I pointed out to her. “You even had the gall to come to bed reeking of sex with him. You’ve been screwing me over for a year and a half, Barb. The house was supposed to be your promise to give me a place that’s safe and free from the specter of this and sanctuary for the times that seeing that fresh-fucked glow on you is too hurtful for the part of me that screams in torment that it should be me making you look that way.”


She was weeping. I could hear her quietly crying on the other end of the phone. “What are you going to do?” she asked.


“For tonight? Get a room somewhere. Tomorrow? Talk to Cecilia. After that? Get ready for my fight. I fly out in five days.”


“I’m sorry, John,” she wept.


“You say that SO often now that I don’t even know what you’re sorry for anymore, Barb,” I said wearily. I was clinging to sanity by a thread. “Is it because I don’t understand, because you hurt me, because we’re arguing and you just want me to go with the flow or is it something else altogether?”


“All of it. I hate that you’re hurt! I hate that I was stupid enough to be the one to hurt you! I hate when we fight and I hate that we don’t seem to be connecting anymore!”


“Barb, do you remember the last time you told me you loved me or the last time we made love? Do you remember the last time we just went out on the spur of the moment to have dinner and go dancing? Do you remember the last movie we went to together? The last concert? Anything? You said our marriage is changing, but have you given any thought to what it’s becoming or what’s falling away as it changes?”


She processed that line of thinking. “We say we love each other all the time!” she argued.


“No, I tell you I love you and you reply with, ‘you too’. Most days even that much is strained.”


“But, just the other day...” she trailed off.


“You said it to him,” I finished for her. “That’s what our marriage has changed into. You love him and ... me too,” I said, putting a very long hesitation on the end. “In case you forgot, the last sex we had was immediately followed by your declaration that you wanted me to find a mistress. That was six months ago. That was also our last spontaneous dinner-date. We haven’t gone to a movie in a lot longer than that. It was LAST summer when we went to our last concert. You’re married to me on paper, but you’re devoted to him, body and soul. You protect his identity, you let him take every liberty imaginable and you push me aside for him absolutely every minute of every day.”


“Is it really so far gone?!!?” she asked, aghast at what I was saying to her.


“That’s one of the things you have to ask Cecilia tomorrow. She’s listened to my end some and she’s seen your office romance first-hand. She’ll give you good advice, but it probably won’t be what you want to hear.”


“You said she knows about ... She didn’t tell you...” She was worried I knew who her lover was.


“I didn’t ask for a name. She said your romance is the worst kept secret in the office though. She was very sympathetic when she told me that. Just another reason for me not to go to your Christmas party. You might want to alert Plan B that he should keep the wife and family away, in case someone in the office gets chatty when they drink. And THAT, Barb, is my Christmas present to him. That and I suppose I should stop calling him Plan B. He’s clearly Plan A now.”


“Fuck!” she sobbed. I was doing a Hell of a job upsetting her. “It wasn’t supposed to be like this,” she said, sounding overwhelmed and frazzled.


“Yeah,” I agreed, though my view of how it should have been was probably unique in this conversation. “Look, I’m gonna go. Do me a favor and leave the house early so I can go get changed before work. I don’t want to start any kind of a talk while we have ten minutes before we have to run out the door.”


“I’ll leave by 8,” she promised. “Is that enough time?”


“Yeah. Thanks. I appreciate it.”


“I wish you’d come home,” she told me hopefully. “If you want, I’ll make up the guest room and stay out of your way. I won’t try to talk to you or make you more upset. I just ... This IS your home, John. I know you said I have two homes and you have none, but this is your ... OUR home.”


“I think I’d be more comfortable staying somewhere else,” I told her. “Tonight hasn’t been a good night for either of us. I don’t want to risk making it worse.”


“Okay,” she said, miserable. “I DO love you, John. I need to do a better job of showing it, but I really, truly love you.”


“I love you too,” I told her truthfully. I wasn’t in love with her anymore, but she still had a string tied to my heart. When that string broke, it would be bad and I felt like it was inevitable. “Hopefully between you and Cecilia, you can find a way to begin to bridge this gulf. If not ... Well, we’ll talk about that down the road.”


I said goodbye and hung up. I got in the car and took off in search of a reasonably priced hotel. I didn’t make the kind of stupid money that Barb made and I wasn’t nipping into our joint savings. I’d been preparing and quietly opened a new account and changed my direct deposit information so that my money didn’t go into the joint account anymore. That was a second nest-egg that I was saving against the moment that things became intolerable. I had the feeling that would be after my fight. I got the feeling that I was gonna come home to find another insult to my manhood.


I went to my room, showered and climbed into bed, thinking that it was time for me to act instead of letting everything go.


The next morning, I checked out early and called work. I cited a personal problem and told them that I needed the next couple of days. I was already slated for the next two weeks off and then we were shut down for the week between Christmas and New Years, so I’d be out of work for nearly a month. I asked that my boss call me when he could and I’d explain in more detail.


Then, I reluctantly went home. It was 8:05 when I pulled into the driveway and I didn’t see her car, but it could have been in the garage. I went inside, nervous as Hell. It would be like her to ambush me by calling off work so she could press her point. She hadn’t though. There was a note on the kitchen table, saying that she was sorry and that she loved me and that she promised to find a way to make it up to me.


I looked at the note and shrugged. Time would tell. I went and got changed out of my workout gear and decided that I wasn’t going to get caught like this again. I packed a bag with enough clothes for three days of work, some gym clothes and a couple of sets of street clothes. I packed them and spare work, street and gym shoes in the trunk of my car. Twice now, I’d been chased out of the house because I couldn’t stand to be here to be a victim to her constant manipulations. I wasn’t going to be tied to the house anymore. I went looking for decent apartments online, but the prices were out of this world.


I sighed and shook my head. I called a number I hadn’t used in a while and hoped I was early enough to talk to Cecilia before she got to the office.


“Hey, Stud!” she answered happily. “Why am I only hearing from you now? Your fight is coming up, isn’t it?”


“Yeah. I fly out in five days,” I said, smiling in spite of myself. Cecilia’s voice had that effect on me. “I’ve wanted to talk, but I knew you were putting things back together with Martin, so I didn’t want to get in the way. How’ve you been?”


“You’re not in the way. Marty and I are doing okay,” she said, sounding like she was happy and surprised to be happy. “How’re you?”


“Not good,” I admitted. “I spent last night at a hotel and I might go back for the rest of my time until the fight.”


“No!” she said, anguished that things were deteriorating for me. “What happened?”


“She’s been using the other house to fuck Brad full time,” I told her and filled her in on a few of last night’s details. “She’s going to come to you and lay it all out, but I didn’t want you to be blindsided. I told her I’d talk to you later today to talk about what your advice is.”


“She seriously hasn’t handed the keys over to you STILL?!!?” she breathed. “Okay, I can give you my recommendation now. Divorce the woman and find yourself a nice girl that appreciates you.”


“Hear her out, at least,” I said with a sigh. “Talk to her. Show her what an asshole she’s been to me. Ask her if she even WANTS to stay married. Hell, ask her what she thinks her marriage even IS, because I don’t know. I’ll call you later. You think Marty would get upset if I took you to dinner to talk about it?”


“I’ll call him and make sure, but I don’t think he’ll have an issue. He and I talked about you a fair bit when he first came back.”


“If he’d be more comfortable being there, I don’t mind. I kind of know a fair bit about his situation, so fair is fair, right?”


“I’ll let him know. Where did you want to go?”


“Hannibal’s worked out well last time,” I said, aware of the irony, since that was the only place I’d taken her to eat.


“We could do that,” she allowed and then sighed. “I want to scold you about the hotel. I told you to call me when you needed a place.”


“That was back when the implication was that I’d be sharing your bed,” I said gently. “Now that you’re patching things up, I don’t want to mess things up for you. Even if I crashed on your couch, I’d feel like I was intruding. It’s okay. I’m ... I’m probably going to look for a place of my own after the holidays. One that I can be sure that they’ve never been to. I’ll need your help to find one.”


“Let me talk to Barb and try to sort this mess out,” she said. “We’ll talk more this afternoon. I’ll call you when I know more. Hang in there, Stud. You need to focus on your fight.”


Chapter 7


She let me go after that and I decided that it was late enough to make my next call. I knew a guy who worked out at the gym that did investigation services.


“Otto,” I said when he answered. “Sorry to call you so early, but I need your help. Are you free?”


“No, but I’m easy,” he joked in his thick German accent. We chuckled a bit at that and I got to the point.


“Otto, my wife’s fucking around on me. I want so much evidence that I can hand her a ten pound book of pictures and a full spindle of DVDs. Can you do it?”


He asked me where she was getting together with the guy, who he was, what her habits were and similar questions. I told him I wanted the house wired for video and that there might be a second house, but I didn’t have the keys yet.


“I want to find out about him too,” I added. “When I have all the evidence, I’m considering dropping a copy off to his wife so she can rape him in divorce court. Get everything you can. Phone calls, texts if you have a way to spy on those, photos, videos, DNA, a 3D-printed model of the two of them fucking, you name it.”


“You want the 3D model life sized?” he asked with a chuckle. Otto liked to laugh. He was really likable guy.


“Hmm,” I said, considering his question. “I think something that’d fit on the corner of a desk. We can sell them in the gift shop as paper-weights.”


“If we got the life-sized one, you could beat the shit out if it to your heart’s content without going to jail,” he pointed out.


“Okay, that’s tempting,” I admitted. “Get me a price on that and we’ll see.”


He chuckled and told me he’d be by my place in an hour to install the equipment at the house.


I looked at the real estate website for houses that I thought I could afford on my own as I waited for Otto to arrive. My boss called and asked what was going on. He was concerned and looking to see if he could help. He was good to me, allowing me time off for my fighting career when I needed it. I told him Barb was cheating on me and it had gotten to the point where I needed to do something about it.


“I’m sorry as Hell about that,” he said sadly. “I liked Barb. What can I do to help?”


“Well, do you know a divorce lawyer? The kind of Hell-spawn that makes the sharks get out of the water when he goes swimming?” I asked.


“Unfortunately,” he said dryly. “Let my call my ex-wife and get the number for you.” Ouch.


“If you can just give me a name, I’ll do the leg-work from there,” I assured him quickly. I didn’t want to put him to that kind of trouble.


“Don’t worry about it,” he said. “I have to talk to the ex soon anyway. I’ll email you the details later in the day.”


“Thanks,” I said sincerely. “Sorry to need to take the extra time. I’ll be in tomorrow if I can. I’m trying to get it cleared up today.”


“Nah, take the time. The schedule’s light as it is,” he said.


I made some breakfast after that, puttered around the house and generally killed time until Otto showed up. He was a full service pervert. He installed cameras in every room of the house, wired them into the ducts and connected them to a receiver that he connected in my home office. It took most of the day and I made us some lunch while he worked, helped him out with what I could and told him a little about the situation.


“You gave us a great head-start,” he said. “We know who he is, where they meet and what their schedule is like. How long do you want the investigation to go?” he asked.


“We’ll see how much dirt you manage to dig up in a month and we’ll go from there,” I said with a shrug. “I want to have so much, that it’s overwhelming.”


“You know most of this isn’t admissible in court, right? I can take still photos and those are fine, but video and conversations are a no-no.”


“It’s not for court, Otto,” I told him. “It’s ... This is the only way for me to find out what’s going on in my marriage. California doesn’t allow me to divorce for anything other than irreconcilable differences, so there’s no point to dragging the details into court. No, this is because I don’t trust her anymore and I need to know what she’s up to.”


He nodded and showed me how the receiver worked. The cameras were motion sensitive and uploaded fifteen minute clips to the receiver which would then upload them to Otto’s cloud storage as well as storing them. He told me that I could access the cloud and he set up a login for me to reach the specific box these were stored in. Conversations would be captured by the cameras as well as separate microphones in each room so they could be reviewed as an audio file rather than watch the video. I was about to go down the rabbit-hole and I felt like this was the last step toward the end. It had started with the discussion about how she wanted me to get a mistress and I felt like it was going to end when I watched to recordings from the five days that I was away.


He was out the door before 4 and everything was cleaned up and tidied. The receiver was stashed behind the monitor for my desktop and connected directly to the router. I’d given him a check for the first month’s surveillance and he promised to get back in touch with me after the holidays to discuss what they found. I gave him the other address and told him that I’d want to know if they met there if we couldn’t get the keys to get in there to place gear. He promised to figure something out.


I called Cecilia at 4:30 and she put me on hold for a few minutes. When she came back, she was speaking in very hushed tones. “Okay,” she said softly. “I talked to her for a lot of the day. We were the only ones in the office for a lot of it, doing paperwork. It’s ... Let’s do dinner at my place instead.” That told me that things were worse than I thought and she was worried I’d come unglued in the middle of a restaurant.


“That bad, huh?” I asked dryly.


“Let’s just say that I want to talk in private. Pick up Chinese and meet me at the house. Marty’s gonna grab some, but his bowling league is tonight, so he’s gonna give us some privacy to talk.”


Something in her tone told me that there was a real chance that I was gonna lose it when I heard the details. “What time?” I asked.


“How about 6?” she asked.


“Okay,” I said. I trusted Cecilia. If she thought I was gonna go crazy, then I probably was.


As soon as I hung up, I put in the order for dinner at a place that was along the way. Then I went back into the bedroom and packed as much as I could, figuring that I won’t want to come back here after my conversation with Cecilia. I tidied up, so it wouldn’t be obvious and then I went to pick up dinner. I wasn’t sure what they liked and I wasn’t sure I could reasonably eat with the weight of this conversation over my head.


I arrived about five minutes early and walked up to the door, ringing the bell. Martin answered the door and let me in. “Hi,” he said in a muted tone. I guess he’d been briefed. “Good to see you again. I wish it was under better circumstances.”


“Thanks,” I said with a weak smile. “Me too. It is what it is though.”


He led me inside and took the box from the restaurant from me, taking it out to the kitchen. As soon as it was out of my hands, Cecilia was there, wrapping her arms around me and hugging me. I slipped mine around her and sort of melted into her embrace. Hers was the only touch I’d had since this all started and the gesture of tenderness broke my calm.


I knew that it was going to be a long night when I started sobbing into her shoulder. I’d held myself together through the declarations of cheating, through the casual calls that she was staying out late, through her machinations to keep me distracted, through the fights and the cold conversations, through the endless hours of solitude and the empty moments when she was in the room, but we were both so detached that it was worse than her not being there.


Cecilia’s fingers delicately stroking the hair on the back of my head was such a small gesture, but it was the first source of comfort I’d had in months. I’d made myself hard these past months, thinking that was the way to deal with it. Hardness made me brittle.


I don’t know how long I stood there, but we had to microwave our dinner when I was finally able to pull myself together. “Sorry,” I said to them and excused myself to wash my face and generally clean up.


When I returned to the table, they were both looking at me with concern. “You okay?” Cecilia asked gently.


I nodded. “I think so,” I said, my voice thick. “A little embarrassed about that, but I’m doing better.”


Marty patted me on the shoulder. “It’s understandable. Sissy’s told me a little about your situation and I’m amazed that you haven’t beaten her to a pulp. Sissy says you’re a professional fighter. If you ever lost your temper, there’s no way she could contend with you. Be proud that you haven’t put her in the hospital. I never did half of what Sissy told me and she threw my dumb ass out on the street.”


I nodded, taking minimal comfort from that. “Thanks,” I said, taking my plate from Cecilia. I didn’t feel like eating, but I didn’t feel like living anymore, so I was used to doing what I didn’t want to.


The three of us sat down and chatted about my upcoming fight through dinner. I was glad of the distraction and after dinner, Martin got up to get his bowling bag. “We have a guest room,” he said to me, understanding. “Sissy said that you went to a hotel last night, but you should stay here.” He glanced at Cecilia and smiled. “She told me that you’ve been with her while we were broken up. You don’t have to worry about getting in the way. I know that you could have held onto her and I’d have driven away that night instead of you, but you looked out for her. Let us look out for you this time. Stay.”


I nodded and thanked him. He patted my shoulder again and then he was off to his bowling league so that we could talk.


Cecilia led me to the couch and sat down with me. “Well, I talked to her through a lot of the day while we worked on paperwork, like I said earlier,” she told me, starting the conversation. “She told me all of it, I think. She said she forgot your birthday, like totally spaced on it. She told me that she’s had Brad over to the house she bought for you, she admitted that she spends more time with him than she does with you. She was very candid about it. She was also very upset about it. She may be the absolute most self-absorbed person I’ve ever met and this is LA. That’s saying something. She’s determined to fix things and she wants my help. Are you okay with that? If you’re not, I’ll tell her that I have to stay on the sidelines.”


I nodded. “Sure,” I said. “I don’t particularly feel like I want to be married to her anymore, but before I file papers and have her served, I’ll give it a chance,” I promised.


“Have you started the process yet?” she asked delicately.


“I’ve laid the groundwork,” I said miserably. “I hired an investigator and I’m looking for a lawyer.”


“Why the investigator?” she asked curiously.


“I’ve decided that I’ve suffered for long enough. I want the option to hurt Brad. The only thing I have to hurt him with is telling his wife what he’s doing. She won’t believe me without proof.”


“Are you sure that’s how you want to do this?” she asked.


“No, but I want the option when I DO decide whether it’s right for me or not,” I said. “I know that once I do that, there’s no taking it back, but they’ve ruined my life. Why should THEY get their happily ever after while I sit here miserably and wonder where I’m going to live when it’s all over?”


She nodded. I think she got it. “Well, I hope you’ll talk to me about it before you do anything permanent,” she urged me.


I nodded. “You’re pretty much the only person I trust in the world. I have other friends, but I could give you a loaded gun and trust you not to use it on me. I don’t think there’s anyone else in the world that I could say that about.”


She nodded and took my hand, giving it a squeeze. “You’ll get there,” she promised me. “First, we need to figure out what to do about Barb.”


I nodded. “So what did you think about all of it?” I asked, wanting her overall opinion.


“I think that you’ve invested enough in her. Start making withdrawals and big ones. You know she bought Brad a Rolex for HIS birthday? I asked her what she’d gotten him when we talked about her missing yours. It wasn’t a cheap one either. It was an expensive one.”


I shrugged. It was another way that she’d shoved me aside for Brad. “I stopped contributing to the household as soon as she told me she was cheating. I’ve been dumping my pay in a separate account. I’ve also been taking my fight pay in cash and putting it away. Her spending money on him is such a small slap in the face that it hardly matters. I’ve been letting her pay for everything for the past six months.”


“My point is that she was attentive and thoughtful and generous on his birthday and ignored yours,” she said softly. “It’s downright shameful.”


I nodded in agreement. “I thought of getting her a toilet brush for Christmas. It’s sort of the perfect tool for working on our marriage,” I confessed.


We talked back and forth like that for a couple of hours. It was clear that Cecilia’s opinion of Barb was much lower than it had been because of this. She didn’t have a burning hatred, but she was angry with her and she’d lost a lot of respect for her.


“Don’t even get me started about Brad,” she said with a roll of her eyes. “What he’s doing to his wife is shitty, but he has a kid too.”


I nodded. “The doctor that treated me in the hospital said that he thinks Brad loves his wife, but that her body is a turn-off after having the kid.”


“That’s MUCH better!” she spat, her eyes flashing with anger. “She got that body giving him a son and that’s the thanks she gets?!!? Cocksucker!”


I nodded in agreement. “I think that if I decide to bust up his marriage, I’ll make it my mission to put her back in shape to date.”


She nodded. “I think I’ll help. I could stand to lose a few pounds myself. Maybe I’ll join you in the gym.”


I scoffed. “You still look as beautiful as the first time I saw you,” I told her.


“You’re a sweetheart,” she said and patted my cheek. “Back to the topic at hand though.”


“Okay. What are your recommendations?” I asked.


“Give me time to work on things with her and find out whether she’s genuinely committed to fixing things with her or if she’s trying to smooth it over to keep the status quo from changing. If she’s for real, she’ll need time to pull her head out of her ass. If she’s just trying to calm things down, then that won’t take long to figure out.”


I nodded. “I told her I wouldn’t go back to the house unless you recommended it,” I told her. “I’m not staying here tonight, Cecilia. There’s a lot of reasons, but I’ll go to a hotel if you don’t think it’s a good idea for me to be under a roof with her.”


“And WHAT reasons are you talking about for turning down our hospitality?” she asked, crossing her arms and arching an eyebrow.


“It wouldn’t be proper,” I said. “I want you and Marty to work out. Having me hanging around the house would make things awkward. You guys are also happy being back together. I’m still pretty broken from the state of my marriage. Having a front-row seat to that kind of happiness is a cruelty that I don’t think I can take right now.”


“Are those the only reasons?” she asked, her expression softening some.


I shook my head. “I think you know the other reason,” I told her.


“Say it anyway,” she prompted me.


“Because I love you,” I told her softly. “Being this close to you is tempting. Being respectful of you and Marty is a struggle. Normally, it wouldn’t be, but I’m all kinds of fucked-up right now, so I don’t wanna risk doing anything to hurt you two in a moment of weakness.”


She nodded. “You’re a good man,” she said, her voice a little thick with emotion. “I wish...”


I nodded. It was a thought she couldn’t express, one that I understood all too well. My eyes were wet. I gave her hand a gentle squeeze.


“You can’t go back to her,” she whispered finally. “You’re too good for her. You’re so much better than she deserves. She deserves Brad and his shallow attitude toward his wife.” She looked at me and there were tears on her cheeks too. “You want my advice, well, here it is,” she paused for a deep breath. “Let me work on her. Let her shower you with gifts and money and affection. Let her drag herself through the mud to try to prove that she loves you, then divorce her. Take her for half of everything and walk away. Humiliate her in the divorce. Tell her family and yours what she’s done. I’ll introduce you to every decent woman I know and I’ll start looking to find more until we find you the woman of your dreams. I promise you that we’ll see you through it.” She spoke with a conviction that bordered on zealotry and the flash in her eyes was unmistakable.


I nodded. “So the solution is to use her, bide my time and then when it’s most convenient for me and most inconvenient for her, drop the bomb on her and leave,” I restated things.


She nodded. “She could crawl naked over a mile of crushed glass before I’d think she’d proven that she deserved you.” My admission that I loved her had done something to her attitude. It had emotionally invested her in the outcome and she wanted my happiness on a personal level now. She didn’t hate Barb or Brad, I don’t think. She saw them as the enemy now though and this was war. Sympathy would come after their defeat was crushing and complete and a cautionary tale to future generations. When they were both broken twigs, she’d soften her stance, but while they kissed and cuddled and I was the broken one, there was no mercy.


Marty came home, not long after that and I decided to go. I needed to get a few things before I searched for a bed.


“Seriously,” he said when I announced my plans, “stay here! You’re welcome to the guest room.”


Cecilia was trying to get him to back down, but I took his hand, shaking it. “If I was in a better place, I’d take you up on it,” I assured him. “Tonight is not a good night though. You know I care a lot about Cecilia. I’m not in control of myself tonight. I love her too much and respect you too much to stick around while there’s a chance that I might reach out for comfort in an inappropriate way.”


He nodded, his eyes softening with sympathy and understanding. “Okay,” he said. “We’re here if you need us though. Like I said, I know you could have swayed her to turn me away. You encouraged her to give me a second chance. I owe you for that.”


“If you feel like you owe me anything, make her the center of your world,” I told him and I said my goodbyes to both of them, starting to get choked up again. I got out of there and started my car. I drove three blocks down and pulled over so I could cry freely without distressing them.


I managed to pull myself together and then went to a Walmart nearby for the bathroom supplies I’d need. It was close to closing time, so I made it snappy, buying deodorant, shampoo, shower gel and a new shower sponge, razors and shaving gel, toothpaste, mouthwash and toothbrush. I had about fifteen minutes until close, so I got a bottle of Jim Beam and some Coke to mix it with.


From there, I went to a hotel and booked the next four nights, paying out of the joint account. I figured it was the least Barb could do, since she was the reason that I didn’t have a place to stay. I had my luggage and my purchases settled and had my first conversation with Jim poured and warming up some ice cubes when my phone rang. I figured it was either Cecilia letting me know that Barb had called her or it was Barb. It wasn’t Cecilia.


“Hello, Barb,” I said. My voice was still off from all the crying I’d done tonight. I knew that she could hear it.


“John?” she asked tentatively. “Are you still mad at me?”


“I think you should ask Cecilia how the conversation went,” I told her thickly, my voice sounding weak to my ears.


“I’ll talk to her first thing in the morning,” she promised. “Are you coming home tonight?”


“I checked into a hotel,” I told her. “Cecilia asked for my approval to work with you on whatever you have planned. I told her that was fine.” Yeah, I was changing topics. I was also refusing to call the house ‘home’. I wished I had a laptop. I’d love to log into the cloud and see what she was up to. First thing in the morning, I promised myself.


“Will ... Will I see you before your flight?” she asked.


“I might have to come to the house for some things I’ll need on the trip,” I allowed. I really didn’t, but I felt like seeing what she’d do with that breadcrumb.


“I’d like to talk when you come by,” she said quietly. “I think we should. I have a lot to make up to you and I want your input.”


“Input?” I repeated. “About what?”


“Well, about things I can do to make it up to you,” she said carefully.


“Are you looking for me to make suggestions or to give you my opinion of the ones you already have?” I asked.


“Probably a little of both,” she admitted. “I mean, I have some ideas, but I still want suggestions from you.”


“I think that’s another topic that you should hash out with Cecilia in the morning,” I told her. I had very few suggestions for how she could make this right, but none of them would be anything that she’d do. Thoughts of making her shoot Brad were tempting, but I knew that she’d turn the gun on me instead.


“You’re really okay with her helping me out?” she asked.


“Yeah. I trust Cecilia with my life,” I told her. “If she’s willing to give you suggestions, then I can rest easy, knowing that she’s looking out for my best interests.”


“You’re very close to her,” she said. “I knew that the two of you would have been good together. I’m sorry her husband ruined things for you.”


“Who said he ruined anything for me?” I asked, swirling my drink slowly as I sat and stared out the window.


“You said that you hadn’t been talking to her lately,” she pointed out.


“That’s because I was giving them a chance to work on them. I encouraged her to give him a second chance and then I got out of the picture so I wouldn’t ruin things for them,” I clarified.


“Oh,” she said simply, sounding like I’d given her something to think about. “Have you thought about getting another girlfriend?” she asked delicately.


“No,” I told her bluntly.


“Why not?” she asked, trying to draw me out.


“Because my last experiment into your arrangement lasted exactly thirty hours and led to months of you neglecting me under the assumption that you were off the hook to even keep informed on my life. I shudder to think how much worse things would get if I found another woman I was attracted to.”


“I didn’t mean to be neglectful,” she said, sounding genuinely regretful. I believed that she regretted it all. That wasn’t the problem. The problem was that as soon as she was in his arms, every thought she’d ever had took separate vacations and she turned into a brainless cock-fiend. So that meant that minor things like birthdays or anniversaries took a backseat to whatever he kept in his pants. Yeah, she’d missed that one too. I’d left her present and card on the kitchen table when she hadn’t come home by the time I went to bed. She’d never mentioned it to me, but the card was opened and the bracelet I’d bought her was gone the next morning.


“No one’s saying you meant it, Barb,” I told her. “You’ve been so wrapped up with him that I wasn’t even a consideration. You realize that since I left the house last night, you’ve paid more attention to me than you have in the whole time you’ve owned the other house? It’s not about intent. It’s an expression of what’s important to you. That house was the love nest for the man you love. That was supposed to be me, but now he’s gotten used to spending his evenings playing house with you while your respective spouses sit at home miserable and suicidal. And no, I haven’t tracked his wife down. I can only imagine she feels the same way I do though.”


“John, please don’t think that way!” she begged. “You have every right to be angry and upset, but don’t think about hurting yourself.”


“I don’t think about hurting myself,” I told her. “I generally just sit and take stock of what I have to live for. The lack of convincing things that make my life worth living is ... sobering.” I paused and took a drink. “When I review that list, I just wish I was dead. I don’t think about doing the job, but I look forward and I don’t see anything ahead worth moving toward except that.”


“I’m sorry, John,” she said. “I want to do better. I want you to feel like I love you. Please! Give me the chance to prove it to you.”


“Talk to Cecilia,” I advised her. “She’ll help you figure out what it’ll take to show all that.”


“I will!” she promised. “I have some ideas, but I’ll talk to her to see if she thinks they’re a good idea.”


“If I don’t see you this week, I’ll talk to you when I get back.”


“Wait!” she said, afraid that I was going to hang up on her. “I ... I went down and registered the deed for the new house in your name today. If you want to stop by tomorrow to pick up the keys, I can leave them on the kitchen table or I can give them to Cecilia if you’re more comfortable with that.”


I thought about that and smiled. “Give them to Cecilia and I’ll pick them up from her,” I said softly. “You still have a key to the place?”


“I can hang onto one,” she said lightly. “You want me to have one?”


“I want you to take anything he touched and get rid of it while I’m gone for my fight. Anything that’s nailed down, I want it scoured like it’s covered in anthrax. If he sat on a piece of furniture, I want it gone. Replace it or leave it for me to do when I get back, but I want every trace of him removed from that house before I touch anything there.”


“Is that what you need to feel comfortable there?” she asked gently.


“Barb, I hate him. I hate him so much that I would gladly kill him and not feel a shred of guilt over it. The only things that stop me are that he has a family to provide for and I frankly don’t think I’m smart enough to get away with it. I don’t want to sleep in a bed he’s been in. I don’t want to sit on a sofa he’s relaxed on, I don’t want to eat off dishes he touched, I don’t want to dry myself with towels that he had in his hands, none of it. I can’t do much about the sink or the shower, but you can at least have the house professionally cleaned from top to bottom and get rid of everything he used there. I’d even go so far as to drain the pool and hot tub and have them cleaned and refilled. Yes, I hate him THAT much. His presence in our marriage has made my life miserable. I want my sanctuary purified. When I come back, I want to be able to relax in that house, safe in the knowledge that I’m not coming into contact with even the tiniest of his skin cells.” I delivered the whole speech in a cold monotone that said more about the depths of my loathing than my words could really convey.


She was silent for a moment, digesting that revelation uncomfortably. “Okay,” she said finally. “I’ll have all the furniture and everything replaced if there’s a chance that he touched them. Then I’ll have a professional crew come in and clean everything top to bottom.” She sounded shaken at the depth of how I felt about her lover.


“I’m sorry if that sounds unreasonable, Barb, but you have no idea how much I’ve suffered because of that miserable cocksucker. I promised you that I wouldn’t go after him and I meant it. My training would make him virtually helpless. I’d end up in jail and no matter what, he doesn’t deserve to put me through MORE torment.”


“No,” she said faintly. “I ... I understand that you and he are never going to be friends. I’m just ... It’s ... This isn’t like you, John. That much anger and hate. It’s hard to hear that.”


“He’s taken everything that mattered to me,” I said. “You’ve given him so much control over your life that he’s managed to get you to push me out of it. I deeply, desperately want to hurt him. I want him to suffer like I’m suffering. I promised you I wouldn’t though. He says he wants to see the house you bought for me, so you show him, knowing that it’s a slap in the face to me. He says he wants to make love to you there, so you give yourself to him, knowing that it betrays every reason you bought the house in the first place. He says he wants you to hold onto it for a little while, so you make it your place to go, breaking your word to me that it’s my sanctuary. Everything I’ve heard about him from you is that he’s the one making these decisions. You’re just not objecting when he crosses the line. What will you do when he decides that he wants to make love to you in your marriage bed just once? What will you do when he asks you to do it more than once?”


“He wouldn’t DO that, John!” she whispered desperately.


“So you say,” I said dismissively. “I’ve made you some promises about him and I’ve kept them. Now I need you to promise me some things.”


“Anything!” she said immediately.


“Promise me that as of this moment, he never returns to EITHER of those houses. You’ve promised me he’s never been there and I’ll accept that, but you’ve admitted that he’s been to the other house. He never sees the inside of either house again. Hell, he never sets foot on the property again!”


“I promise!” she said ardently. “I’ll never bring him to your place again and he’ll never EVER see our home.”


“Thank you,” I said, not believing a word of it. “I consider your commitment to clean up the house and remove the items he used to be another promise.”


“Okay,” she said agreeably. “I promise it’ll get done.”


“Thank you. One more promise and I think we’ll call it a day.”


“Okay,” she said, eager to hear what else I had for her.


“When you first presented this to me, you were adamant that you and he were BOTH concerned that I was respected. That’s obviously changed. There’s no way that taking him to the house was anything short of disrespectful. You’ve told me that was his suggestion and you went along with it.”


“That’s right. I’m sorry I did. I ... It was stupid of me.”


“That’s the next promise I need from you. I need you to promise to keep respect for me in mind all the time. If he makes a suggestion that you know isn’t respectful, you need to shoot it down. If he insists, then you need to tell me that your lover’s priorities have shifted and I can no longer trust him to be respectful. That includes times when you say no and he’ll bring it up later, even days or weeks down the road. Can you promise that?”


“I promise,” she said. “I never meant to disrespect you. It won’t happen again.”


“Okay,” I said. “Thank you for that. You’ll probably have to have some detailed conversations with him to get him to understand that he’s on thin ice. I assume you’re none too pleased with him talking you into situations that are harming your home life either, but that’s none of my business. That’s for you to figure out with him. Those first two promises are relatively easy. They’re defined tasks. The third one is where I’m counting on you to use good judgment.”


“I don’t mind you asking how I feel about it,” she said meekly. “I’m angry with him. He promised me that he’d be respectful and considerate of your feelings. You’ve been good about not knowing who he is and about not getting in the way of our relationship and he abused it, taking more of my time than was fair to you and asking things that were over the line.” She DID sound angry, but then she’d seemed normal through a whole year of our lives. She could be giving another award-winning performance for all I knew. “I’ll pay more attention to what he’s asking for, from now on. That’s another promise from me.”


“Barb, without asking for details, has he asked for more things that are over the line?”


She thought about it for a while, going over conversations in her head. “Yeah,” she admitted. “He asked for something once and I turned him down. I knew that you’d lose it. You’d divorce me and kill him if I did that to you. I told him that too.”


“Did he seem like he understood or did that request come up again?” I asked.


“He mentions it in passing every so often, but never directly asks, you know?”


“It must have been pretty bad if you were certain it would make me murder him,” I observed.


“Yeah. It would have gotten him killed and probably me too,” she admitted. “I don’t want to talk about it, but it’s not something I’ll ever do. It’s ... I’d deserve to have you kill me if I did that.”


“Fair enough,” I said. “We won’t discuss it again. If he brings it up again, slap it down hard and if it continues, then you and I have to discuss his lack of respect. Agreed?”


“Absolutely. If he keeps bringing that one up, I’ll tell you right away.”


“Thanks. That’s what I need. I still consider the whole affair disrespectful and the gossip mill at your office agrees. I’m told that the leading theories on why you’re with him are that I’m gay, have a tiny penis or that I’m so terrible in bed that there’s no hope. I understand that you don’t see the affair itself as a slap in the face and the gossip mill is not your creation. We’re just being honest and a little more open than we have been, so I felt it appropriate to share that.”


“I had no idea they were talking like that!” she said, stricken. “Oh my God!”


“In fairness, you keep a picture of me on your desk,” I pointed out to her. “Cecilia says it’s a good picture. They know who your lover is. It’s natural that they compare us and wonder what the draw is. In absence of facts, they entertain theories.”


“That’s why you don’t want to go to the Christmas party?” she asked sheepishly.


“It’s one of the reasons, yes,” I told her. “You’re married to a guy that’s athletic and good looking. It’s been suggested that your lover doesn’t measure up in those categories, so they’re looking for other explanations. I really don’t want to stand around while they get a little too drunk and start making not-so-subtle attempts to find out what I know about your relationship.”


“I’ll talk to Cecilia and see if she can help me put a stop to the rumors,” she said. “Shit. I had no idea, John! I’m sorry.”


“This one’s not yours to apologize for. I’m just glad I knew before it blindsided me.”


We talked for a few more minutes and then I told her that I should go. We said goodnight and I went to bed having had one of the longest talks with my wife that I can remember having in the last six months.


Chapter 8


The next morning, I got up late and called Cecilia.


“Hey, Stud,” she said sweetly. “How’re you feeling today?”


“A little hung-over,” I admitted. “You talk to Princess Barb today?”


“Oh yeah!” she said enthusiastically. “She told me about your talk last night and the promises you got out of her. You know she’s gonna fail them, right?” she asked.


“I knew before I asked,” I told her. “You think you can get around to driving past the house on your way home from work while I’m away? I just want to know if his car is parked there after hours.”


She chuckled. “It’ll be a pleasure,” she told me. I promised to give her my home address so she could check that out too.


“She’s got a lot of grandiose plans for how to calm you down and smooth things over,” she admitted.


“Anything that I need to hear?” I asked warily.


“What kind of car do you want?” she asked sweetly.


“I see. Anything else?”


“She’s compiling a list of women she thinks might be compatible with you,” she said, amused.


“Let me guess, she took the list of female employees and just started crossing off the ones that she knew I’d reject right away,” I said, wishing I’d stayed in bed.


She laughed. “At least she’s whittling it down,” she said in mock commiseration.


“I have a candidate in mind, but it’s ... That’s one that I’m keeping in my vest pocket for when I need it.”


“Do I know her?” she asked, excited at who I might have picked.


“Not directly,” I laughed.


“Don’t keep me in suspense! Who is it?”


“Doris Davis,” I said smugly.


“Brad’s wife?!!?” she snorted in laughter. “You said her body is wrecked from her pregnancy. How’re you gonna work with that?”


“I’m a professional athlete. I can get her in shape without surgery. That’s my opening gambit for when I go to war though. Once Brad goes out of bounds again, which I expect will happen while I’m in Vegas, then I’ll pour the gas and strike the match.”


“I want to meet her,” Cecilia said.


“You and Marty can double-date with us,” I promised. “That puts you in the front row to watch the whole show.”


“Sweet. You’re taking us somewhere nicer than Hannibal’s though,” she teased me. “Not that it was terrible, but ladies like something other than steak.”


“Fair enough. Florentine’s work for you for a first date?” I suggested, feeling better. Florentine’s was a classier restaurant that frequently saw a celebrity or two. The last time I’d been there with Barb, we’d seen Scarlett Johansson having dinner with that kid that was famous for the Captain America thing on the east coast. Lucky little asshole. That had been in January.


“It DOES!” she enthused. “That would be perfect. Brad’s not a terrible seller, but the only way he could afford that place is if Barb was picking up the tab.”


“Well then, let’s all hope that Brad doesn’t behave while I’m away,” I chuckled. “Anyway, that’s not why I called. I wanted to know if Barb gave you the key for the other place. She said she’d give it to you and I could pick it up.”


“Yep. I have it,” she said. “She also wants me to give you the updated deed to the property, so I have that too. Lunch?”


“Sure,” I said. I told her where I was staying since I could hear her driving.


“I’ll pick you up in twenty minutes,” she told me and we hung up.


I got showered, shaved and dressed and was downstairs with a minute to spare. She was parked in front of the building, waiting for me and I got in, giving her a kiss on the cheek as she passed me the deed and the key. We had a very pleasant lunch and I was reminded again of how compatible we were. I tamped that thought down firmly.


“Marty was very grateful for what you said last night,” she told me as we sipped our drinks, relaxing for a few minutes at the end of the meal. “He’s felt a little threatened by you. Telling him that you weren’t going to stick around if you weren’t in control of yourself made him realize that he doesn’t have to worry. He knew that we were close and I told him we slept together. He knows he can trust you to do the right thing though. He trusts you.”


I smiled. “I’m glad. I’d never do anything to mess things up for you two. I expect an invitation to your wedding when you get around to it.”


She smiled, telling me that she was already planning.


She dropped me back at the hotel and I called Otto to see if he was available for another quick wiring job.


“How long do you think it will take?” he asked since it was after lunch.


“Not long, but it can be tomorrow if you want,” I told him.


“Yeah. That’s probably best,” he admitted. I reminded him of the address and then I thought about something.


I called Barb to find out. “John?” she answered the phone. “Is everything okay?” she asked, surprised that I was calling her out of the blue.


“Everything’s fine,” I assured her. “I just wanted to know if you set up the new place with internet access, phone or cable.”


“Everything’s ready to go,” she said. “The computer’s set up and ready to go. It’s in the same room as your office at home.”


“Thanks, Barb,” I said, relieved. “I was worried about getting an appointment for installation this time of year. Especially when I’ll be gone for a lot of next week. Now I have to go shopping for a laptop I can use on the trip.”


“Happy to do it,” she said. “I started talking to Cecilia this morning about what the next steps should be.”


“She mentioned that you had plans, but didn’t go into much detail,” I told her.


“Well, I have a lot to make up for,” she said pleasantly, obviously glad to have a chance to get herself back in my good graces.


“You’ve got some time to figure it all out,” I told her lightly. I secretly thought that she’d fall on her face over the next week and wreck it all, but I was giving her the chance that she’d asked for.


We hung up because she had to go and I went computer shopping. Best Buy turned out to have a laptop that was what I needed and I took it back to the hotel to set it up.


After three hours of updates, installing important programs and arranging things, I had the chance to review the video from yesterday. The videos were time-stamped and I watched Barb come home exceptionally late. She came in, went upstairs and stripped her clothes off. She had to peel her panties off and she looked at the sticky mess of them and made a sound of disgust, rinsing them in the bathroom sink before tossing them in the laundry hamper. She showered and then lay back in bed for the call to me. After she hung up, she gave my side of the bed a look and a sigh and went to sleep.


This morning’s recordings were completely mundane as she started her day. Barb was still a beautiful woman. I admired her shape as she got breakfast naked. She was out the door and then there was nothing.


I had dinner in the hotel restaurant, again, courtesy of Barb and the joint account and then went back to the room for some Netflix and a chat with Jim Beam. That was the end of my day.


Early the next morning, I met Otto at the new place and he wired it relatively quickly. He placed the cameras in a lot of the vents and then we put two in the garage. One was covering the interior of the building, but the other was angled to get a view of the pool and hot tub. It was a simpler install since I didn’t need a lot of coverage here, so we were done before lunch. He shook my hand and I paid him for the installation at the second location.


I went downstairs to review the equipment and get a sense of how the gym was set up. I vowed to move a few things to work better, but it was a good start. If I had my work-out gear here, I might have started using the place.


Instead, I went back to the hotel to change and hit the gym. I had a secret weapon that I’d been working on to keep me in fighting form. UFC had sent out a camera crew to interview me a few weeks ago and I’d been a little worried, but I hadn’t seen any training footage in any of my materials on my opponent, so I figured they kept it mostly discrete. They’d also interviewed me at work and had gotten a few sound-bites from my boss about how proud they were and how hard I worked in the office and the gym.


My secret weapon was waiting for me with a shake of his head. “No discipline!” he barked in his funny accent. Ganju was a Gurkha and had a wealth of experience in fighting, especially larger opponents. He was somewhere between fifty and a thousand years old. I was never quite brave enough to ask. I’d found him by chance, having coffee on a break from work. He saw me in the coffee shop and recognized me. We struck up a conversation and that led to friendship and THAT led to Ganju becoming my spirit animal.


“Sorry, Ganju,” I said with a contrite look. “I’ve had some problems at home and it’s taken some time to arrange things before the trip.”


“What’s so important that you can’t put it off?” he growled.


“Another man climbing on top of my wife,” I told him.


“Did you get rid of the body?” he asked.


“Not yet. She’s still using it,” I replied dryly.


“I meant HIS body.”


“So did I.”


“Oh. I see. Well are all these arrangements made?”


“Down to the last detail,” I promised.


With that, we got down to business. For the rest of the day, Ganju punished me for being absent too much. He was also kind enough to disguise it as teaching so the rest of the gym wouldn’t make fun of me. He was good like that. Ganju and I were flying out to Vegas and that was the full extent of my team. He’d taught me some Nepali, so that he could bark orders at me without telegraphing to my opponent. I was hoping that he was magic. He had me thinking about fighting a larger opponent with a whole new mindset. He was my own personal Yoda.


Two days later, we were in Sin City and I left all the bullshit behind me. Ganju put me to work right away, telling me he wanted to cut three more pounds before weigh-in the next day. We were already good for weight, but Ganju was in charge. If he wanted me to drop ten pounds, we hit the gym and dropped ten.


That night, I called Cecilia and let her know I’d gotten to Vegas safe and sound.


“Chasing showgirls already?” she asked with a chuckle.


“Not yet. Ganju says to save that for after the fight. He tells me to think of it as the other guy’s fault that I’m not getting laid,” I laughed. “If only he knew.”


“We’re gonna watch it tomorrow night. I told everyone in the office that you’re fighting on TV. Barb didn’t even know it was televised. She seemed stunned that you were going to be on.” Cecilia was laughing about that.


That got me started. “Anyone ask how you knew all the details and she had no clue?”


“A couple,” she admitted. “I asked them if they were fucking Brad on the side, how much do you think their husbands would talk to them.”


“Any new rumors about why Barb prefers Brad?” I asked curiously.


“There ARE, actually. There’s a rumor that Brad’s all about kinky shit and you’re vanilla to the bone. There’s also a whisper that you’re beating her.”


“If only,” I said dryly.


“I snubbed that rumor. I pointed out that you’re a professional fighter. If you were beating her, she’d be too scared for her life to risk pissing you off.”


“So that leaves Brad being a hardcore deviant,” I said with a shrug she couldn’t hear.


“Well, you can learn all his best tricks from his poor neglected wife when you get back,” she said sweetly.


“You’ve seen his car where it shouldn’t be?” I asked, surprised.


“At your old house,” she said. “You flew out this morning and he landed there for dinner.”


I smiled. My mood had taken a nosedive, but that was what I wanted. I wanted to be angry. “That sounds like the last straw in my marriage,” I admitted.


“Sorry,” she said. “Maybe I should have kept it to myself until you got back.”


“No,” I said quickly. “It’s cool. I visualized Brad’s face on my last opponent. This’ll make me more aggressive. I’ll need it.”


We chatted some more and she told me they were all rooting for me before we hung up.


I went to my laptop and pulled up the list of today’s recordings. I started playing them and they started with Barb coming home. She looked preoccupied as she started dinner. She set the table for one and then there was a knock at the door.


“Brad!” she hissed at him. “What are you doing here! I told you we cant ever meet here. How did you even find out where I LIVE?!!? Scratch that. I don’t care. Get the fuck out of here! If John even suspects that you were here, he’ll kill you.”


“He’s not gonna kill me,” he scoffed. “He’s not even gonna know. He’s out of town until next week. What difference does it make?”


“I promised him that I’d never bring you here. THAT’S the difference!” she snarled. “I’m on thin ice with John as it IS. You want to get ME killed alongside you?”


“How would he even KNOW?” he scoffed. Yeah. He was ALL about respect. “Come on, just let me in, we’ll do our thing, you wash the sheets and John-John never knows I was here.”


“He’ll know if I tell him!” she shot back angrily.


“You’re not gonna do that,” he said confidently. “He’d fly off the handle at you.”


“What’s the fucking matter with you?!!?” she demanded. “I TOLD you, you need to back off. John’s already pissed off enough to find out who you are and go to your house. You want him to cave in your skull in front of your son? He’ll do it, Brad. You keep pushing this shit and he’ll do it. You swore to me that you respected John and didn’t want this to be a problem. Now you’re pushing me to do things to slap him in the face. I told you I was changing my attitude.”


“That was before he turned into such a whiny bitch. ‘Wah! My wife this and my wife that! Wah!’ All he has to do is shut the fuck up and get his own girlfriend. We’ve been waiting for him to find someone for six months. He even screwed up Cecilia. God! She practically came with training wheels. She was divorced, primed, desperate and not getting any younger. How he fucked that up is beyond me.”


“Just go home, Brad!” she said and closed the door. She hesitated a moment and then put the chain on the door.


‘Good girl,’ I thought, approving. ‘Took her long enough to get it through her thick head, but it’s a start.’


I scanned through the rest of the evening, jumping through the clips to catch up and make sure he didn’t come back. I decided to call her.


“John!” she said, surprised that I was calling her. “Is everything okay?”


“Everything’s good here,” I said lightly. “I talked to Cecilia a little while ago. She said there was a lot of talk about tomorrow night around the office.”


“Yeah,” she said, subdued. “You didn’t tell me it was televised.”


“I promised I wouldn’t talk about it,” I reminded her without any heat. “It’s cool. It’s not like it’s a HUGE event. Those are sold on pay per view. This one’s on TV for free. It’s still a huge deal for me.”


“I hope you do well,” she said, sounding like she meant it. “Shit!” she sighed. “Look, John. There’s something I need to tell you. It’ll probably upset you, but I ... I promised to be respectful, so I need to tell you before you find out some other way and get the wrong idea.”


“Okay,” I said in a quiet voice, like I was bracing for a blow. “What’s up?”


“He came here to the house today. I have no idea how he found out where we live, but he showed up at the door. I didn’t let him in. I told him to get out of here and bitched him out for being here. You told me to promise to tell you if he pushed something that was disrespectful and he kept trying to get me to let him in the house. I wouldn’t and I locked the door. He’s ... He’s different. I don’t know what it is, but lately he’s obsessed with getting me to do worse things.”


“Thank you for telling me,” I said softly. “I think it’s time for him to get a lesson about boundaries. Do you want to keep seeing him?” I asked.


“I don’t know,” she said softly. “I don’t like the way he’s been acting lately, but until he started that, we were good.”


“So what changed?” I asked. I was aware this was how we’d started discussions about Brad. “Something did. You said that he’s been good to you until recently. Something changed.”


“You,” she said. “You’re on TV. I heard they’re showing your last fight as part of the advertising for the next fight. I think ... I dunno. Seeing you on TV makes him angry. I haven’t seen it, but people at work have been talking about it for a couple of weeks. I never really paid attention, but today, when Cecilia brought it up, the look on his face was ... I think he’s jealous of you.”


“Jealous?” I gaped incredulously. “Of what?!!? He won! He got you to himself. You haven’t been my wife in six months. You’ve been monogamous to him for that whole time. What’s he jealous of? That you might be proud of me for a minute? Fat chance. He doesn’t know you very well if he thinks my career makes you proud.” I wasn’t ranting at her. If anything, I was amused by the thought. I may have chuckled.


“Well, you’re tall, good looking, athletic and now you’re on TV. I think ... I think he was starting to think of the other place as his and mine. When you screamed fury over finding out he’d been there ... He’s been irritable about that place since he found out I was buying it for you. I think he wanted to make sure he was there too.”


I grunted at that. “Well, that’s kind of like throwing a tantrum because he got the cake and I got a cookie,” I pointed out.


“A little,” she sighed and I decided it was time.


“Barb, what WAS the draw?” I asked. “I know I’ve gone back and forth between wanting to know and not caring, but if I’m so much better than him, then why?”


She sighed again, gathering her thoughts. “Well, it wasn’t his size or anything. You’re about equal in that department,” she said. “Mostly it was personality. He and I have a lot of the same hobbies. He likes the same shows and movies. We can talk about real estate. We know the same people. He’s more adventurous in bed. He taught me things I never knew. Like I said, we’re just a good fit together. He does things with me, we go places. The sex is exciting, but the rest of it is good too.”


“I see,” I said. Well, it was a comfort on some levels and a disappointment on others. “So it boils down to him being your BFF.”


“I guess,” she admitted.


“Why do you want to stay married?” I asked gently. “All we do is fight. We haven’t exchanged any sort of affection since this started. If someone saw us kiss, it would pass for affection between siblings. The past three months, we’ve shared a bed maybe twice a week. You eat with him, you sleep with him, you talk with him, you laugh with him, you tell him your secrets, you confess your fears, you share your problems, you share your triumphs. What you’ve been doing with him is you’ve been building a life.”


She was crying quietly when I stopped. I was being kind about it, but this was the core of it. “You said you want things to be better and this is the core of it. I don’t feel like I’m part of your life, Barb. It was months before you knew I wasn’t seeing Cecilia. She said you didn’t know my thing tomorrow was televised. Don’t get me wrong. I’m happy for you, I guess. I mean, I’m glad you’ve got someone you can share things with, but I don’t. When I have a problem, I just rattle around the empty house and cope.”


“I LOVE you,” she said, her voice choked with emotion. “I’ve done shitty things and lost sight of it, but I do! I ... I always knew that you’d be at home when I needed you.”


“Is that why you held back on the other house? So that I’d still be at home when you needed me?”


“Maybe that’s part of it. He kept me distracted and attached to the place though,” she admitted. “I really don’t want to lose you, John.”


“I know,” I told her wearily. “Telling me that he’s been pressuring you has been a good start. Just avoid letting me down and we can start seeing how much damage there is to clean up.”


“What do you want me to do if he comes back?” she asked.


“Honestly?”


“Please.”


“Break up with him by text without opening the door, then if he won’t leave, call the police, then call Cecilia and let her know what’s going on. I asked her to keep an eye out for you while I was gone.”


“You mean you asked her to make sure I was behaving?” she asked, sounding pleased and a little amused. “She saw his car here today?”


“She did. She didn’t know where we lived until I asked her to do that,” I assured her. “She and I aren’t lovers and haven’t been for some time. I didn’t think it was out of line since she’s trying to be a friend to both of us.”


“It’s okay,” she said. “If she’d been ten minutes later, he wouldn’t have been here. I was going to call you after your fight, but I remember that you like to avoid heavy topics before fights ... Or at least you used to.”


“The last fight changed it,” I told her. “I had him on my mind and I imagined it was him across the cage from me. I’ll probably do the same tomorrow night. I don’t think you should watch. It’s a little look at how I really feel about him.”


“Maybe I SHOULD watch, then,” she said, sounding curious about my fight for the first time.


“Maybe HE should,” I said. “He has a very short window to impress me with how respectful he can be. After that, I get proactive, to use one of those useless buzz-words.”


“What are you planning?” she asked.


“Do you want to know or would you rather be able to swear on a stack of Bibles that you had no idea what I was up to?” I asked pointedly.


“Good point,” she admitted. “You’re not going to break any laws, are you? Just wondering about making sure we have the cash for bail on-hand.”


“No, but I think he might break a couple if he doesn’t straighten out. His reaction may actually end him in jail.”


“Just don’t do anything to get yourself hurt,” she urged me. Interesting. I’d have expected her to plead for me not to do anything to get him hurt.


“I’ll stay safe,” I promised. “How are you feeling after him showing up there?”


“A little vulnerable, actually,” she admitted. “He wasn’t supposed to ever come here. I’m worried about what he might do.”


“I’ll call Sissy and see if she can come stay with you for the weekend,” I told her. It was still early enough to get her some help. “I don’t want you there alone.”


It was a measure of how rattled she was that she didn’t immediately object. “Stay by the phone and keep the doors locked. I’ll call you right back.”


“Okay,” she said in a small voice and said goodbye.


I called Cecilia back and explained what had happened. “Is there any way that you could stay with her for the weekend? I know it’s a really big favor, but she’s alone and scared and he’s not acting right.”


“Tell her to come here,” she said. “I’ll make up the guest room for her.”


I thanked her and then called Barb back. “Sissy says you can go stay with her and Marty for the weekend,” I told her. “He shouldn’t be able to find you there and if he does, you’ll have help.”


She sobbed with relief and thanked me. She wrote down the address and said she’d pack her things and head right over there. I asked her to call me once she was over there, so I knew that she was safe and then I sat by the phone. It seemed to take forever while I paced, drank a bottle of water, did sit-ups, paced some more and looked out the window at the Vegas strip.


Finally, my phone rang. It was Cecilia telling me that she’d arrived and she was a little bit of a basket case. “Thank you. She’s in good hands now,” I said. “Thanks for this. I owe you.”


“We already discussed where you’re taking me to make it up to me,” she said lightly, then she lowered her voice. “Marty doesn’t know what to make of her. He wants to hate her for the state she put you in, but she’s a crying mess now too. Maybe it’s us?”


I chuckled and told her I loved her and told her to tell Barb the same. “She needs the support,” I said, feeling generous.


We hung up and I felt tension ooze out of me. I decided to go to the hotel fitness center and found Ganju on a treadmill.


“Lazy!” he accused me. “I’ve been here for an hour.”


I laughed and hit the stair-climber for a while. “Stupid!” he declared. “You can take the stairs back to your room. Save that for your cooldown.”


I chuckled and kept it up for a few more minutes and then got a pair of small dumbbells and and started punch drills as fast as I could. Normally, I used wrist weights, but there was no way I was taking those on the plane.


Ganju seemed to approve. At least he only barked at me that I was slow. I picked up the pace and then I picked a heavier weight and did five more minutes and then heavier for the next five. Fights are three rounds of five minutes. Your arms feel progressively heavier after punching. It was exhausting. I imagined Brad’s face. I picked up a heavier weight and did a fourth set of five minutes.


By the time I was done, my heart was pounding and I was sweating like a pig.


“Better,” he told me approvingly. I nodded, not sparing the breath to speak and we left together. I went to get on the elevator, but he pointed to the stairs. “I’m not fighting tomorrow. You are. Go.”


I smiled and nodded. Ganju was worth his weight in gold. He refused to take money from me. He was retired from military service, but refused to talk about where or when. He was hard on me, but everything he did made me a better fighter and a better athlete.


I climbed the thirty flights of stairs and the little bastard was waiting for me. “Slow!” he growled. “I should make you do it again, but the fight is tomorrow. Sleep now. It’s your best thing.”


I chuckled and went back to my room, showered, checked for messages and then went to bed.


Chapter 9


Fight day. I was nervous as Hell. I played the clip of Brad shooting his mouth off a couple of times to give myself a reminder that someone needed to hurt tonight. Then I went for a sensible breakfast and a light workout in the gym. I felt good and there were a lot of reasons for that. I was getting locked in the cage tonight. I was looking forward to it. I was trained for it and my new strategy would victimize anyone that watched my old fight clips. Ganju had worked on my strike accuracy and my blocks. Ganju liked to carry a stick. Block it or suffer.


Finally, it was time. I weighed in, did my pose on the scale, squared off with the mastodon who was either going to crush me like a grape or spend tomorrow wondering how life had gone downhill.


I had some lunch after the weigh-in, Ganju was encouraging me to eat, but not too much. He didn’t want me bloated and sleepy in the middle of the fight. We had some more time to do some stretching and I got into some ground game with him. This was the one area where I was a little better than Ganju. I’d had years of mat-work. He was still good enough to take advantage when I made a mistake. We had some dinner and he told me that he thought I was ready.


“Ready for the winner’s circle or an ambulance. Not sure which,” he said with a smile.


“We’ll flip a coin later,” I shrugged.


I was the second fight of the night. The first was a featherweight bout. Good news for me. Featherweight injuries weren’t usually catastrophic. When I was wheeled in, the doctor would be able to get to me right away. I went out to the ring, accompanied by Ganju and not another soul. My regular guys couldn’t get the time off for a trip to Vegas just before Christmas, so we were the Army of Two.


We were announced and then it was time to tap gloves. I got a look of sympathy from him when we were in the middle of the ring. “Sorry about this,” he said, looking a little guilty. Decent enough guy. So was Brad. Loved by all. The switch flipped in my head.


I returned to my corner and Ganju looked in my face. He nodded. “That’s what I wanted to see,” he said approvingly. “Tonight, you win.”


He backed away from the cage and we were off to the races. He was expecting me to charge, so I ran in. He moved to block high and I landed three leg kicks in rapid succession, chopping down the tree. He backed up and got his head in the game. We danced around for a little while and Ganju and I knew he’d try to go for the take-down. We’d practiced this defense extensively and I danced away lightly, punishing him with three or four laser-precise jabs to the nose and another leg kick to remind him I was quicker than him.


I was calm, but I was coiled. As soon as I saw weakness, I was gonna explode. It was halfway through the round when he finally tagged me with something more solid than a glancing blow. He rocked me sideways into the cage with a stunning blow to the head. I went with it and bounced back off the cage, retaliating with one of my own, cracking him on the chin. I was roaring with rage and followed it up with a flying knee and a combination of leg kicks and jabs to the nose. I saw Brad. I was hitting him. I was loving it.


He hit me with another big right and it rammed me into the cage hard enough that I saw stars. I marched back into him and went to guns on him. I kept slapping kicks into his leg and hitting him in the face to keep his attention divided.


Then the round ended and we were back to our corners. I was loose. I was impatient. I didn’t need rest. I needed Brad to come up and take his medicine. “GOOD!” Ganju shouted encouragement as he looked me over. “Keep up the leg kicks. He’s starting to limp.”


I nodded, my eyes locked on the shape across the cage. I didn’t waver, I barely blinked. Ganju stepped out and then it was time to go back to work.


I walked out to the center of the Octagon and beckoned him closer. I don’t know whether it was the gleam in my eye or the menacing smile on my face, but he paled. He’d started to swell up from the beating I’d delivered in the first round. I was looking forward to adding to the picture.


He came in tentatively and started fighting me more defensively. I was lighter, more agile and had better endurance conditioning. I dissected him with leg kicks and jabs, staying away from the clubs he was trying to hit me with. The second round wasn’t a hugely exciting one to watch until the last minute. He tried another take-down and I threw a few jabs, putting them around his eyes and the bridge of his nose. I was trying to get his eyes to tear up and cloud his vision some.


He stumbled and suddenly the chance was there. He had his back half-turned to me and I jumped on, wrapping my arms around his head and neck in a choke. I had my legs wrapped around him and there was no way he was shaking me loose from there. He fought it, pulled at my grip, but I had visions of squeezing the life out of Brad just like this and I was enjoying myself.


Unfortunately, the round ended before he tapped or passed out. He was close, I thought, but that was just me. When the final round started, I hit him with the head-kick. He hadn’t been expecting it and straightened up in time to see the hay-maker inches from his face. He collapsed like I’d cut his strings.


That was it. The switch flipped and it wasn’t Brad any more. It was some poor bastard that had no clue why I was so mad at him. I knelt down beside him and shook his hand. “You okay?” I asked him.


“Yeah!” he said, dazed. “I don’t ever want to fight you again, man. I surrender.”


I laughed, leaned over and hugged him before helping him to his feet and giving him another hug before we separated. Ganju passed me a t-shirt that we’d prepared beforehand. The logo said “This space for rent” in block letters. I needed sponsors if I was going to have the rest of the team on the road with me. I stood up for the announcements and got my hand raised. I got my interview, made a joke about my name and then it was off to get checked and get my drug test.


I was done and stuck around to watch the rest of the event before I went back to my room. Ganju, helpful as always, declared that I could now look for company. “Enjoy. Training starts in the new year. This is your free time now.”


I went upstairs and there was a voicemail waiting for me. It was from Cecilia. I called her back right away. “You watched the fight?” I asked.


“We did,” she confirmed. “Marty won big in his office pool. He bet on you. Barb seemed a little surprised by the relative size of your opponent. For that matter, so was I. He was huge. How did you prepare for that?”


“The little guy that was in my corner...” I said lightly.


“Yeah?”


“He’s a Gurkha. Military trained. He’s got decades of experience fighting larger guys.”


“Well, thank him for all of us for keeping you safe,” she said and then paused. “Barb wants to talk to you,” she told me before she handed over the phone.


“Are you okay?” Barb asked urgently. “I saw the fight. When he hit you...”


“I’m fine. He can hit hard, but I’m capable of taking a couple of those,” I assured her. “I’ll be a little bruised, but I’ll be fine. The fight doctor looked me over and didn’t see anything troubling. No concussion, broken bones or major problems. I didn’t even break a nail. How are you?”


“I’m ... I’m okay. He tried to call me today. I didn’t answer. I’ll stay here tonight and then I’ll go home late tomorrow night, so I’ll be ready for work on Monday.”


“Okay. Be safe. If you’re nervous, then I have to believe you know him well enough to know that something’s wrong. When you go home, make sure to call Cecilia so that they know you’re safe, or ask them to follow you back to the house so they can make sure you get in okay.”


“I probably will,” she said. “Maybe I’m being silly, but when he showed up there, it was too much.”


“It may turn out to be nothing, but he made you uncomfortable,” I said. “You have every right to worry that he’s capable of more.”


“Yeah. Well, I’m glad you won your fight. Maybe that’ll make him nervous. I’ll talk to him at the office on Monday and see if he’s backed off some.”


“I personally think you should stop seeing him,” I told her. “All the other reasons that have everything to do with me aside, he’s getting clingy, possessive and demanding. If you need to keep the arrangement, find someone more capable of being what you need.”


“I’ll think about it,” she said. “We spent a lot of time at the other house today,” she told me, changing topics. “The three of us went through and cleaned the house. It was too short-notice to get a company to do it all. They gave me an appointment date in the new year. We’re gonna go back tomorrow and clean out the stuff he touched.”


“You know what,” I said. “Don’t worry about it. Just the bed and bedding. That’s the only thing that really matters. I can handle using the same TV remote that he touched.”


“Okay,” she said with obvious relief. “I’ll order a new bed on Monday.”


“Thanks,” I said. “I think I’m gonna go. I want to put ice on my hands for a while before bed.”


“Do they hurt?” she asked.


“A bit. They’ll be swollen tomorrow though, so I want to do a little to ease the swelling tonight.”


We said goodnight and I went to get ice. I filled the bucket up with water to the top of the ice and stood at the sink for twenty minutes with my hands plunged into the ice, grateful for the cold. I dried off my hands and crawled into bed, hoping that they wouldn’t be too stiff in the morning.


Sunday was a completely wasted day. I spent a little time icing down my hands and the rest of the day bouncing between checking the recordings on the cloud and getting out of the hotel room. I went to one of the casinos and played some slots, winning a few bucks before losing it all again. I wasn’t huge on gambling, so I got bored in a hurry. I found a strip club not too far away and spent the rest of the afternoon, leering at the dancers until I got hungry and decided to take my chances back at the hotel. I ate in the hotel restaurant. Ganju had cut me loose as soon as the fight was over, but that was my expectation. He told me to find a nice lady and he intended to do the same. He said he’d meet me in the lobby on Tuesday morning at 10. We were flying out Tuesday afternoon and that would give us plenty of time to get to the airport in time for the security crap.


That, unfortunately, left me without anything to do tonight and most of tomorrow. I had a meeting to review the fight and talk about my next fight, but that probably wasn’t going to take all day. I thought about going back to the gym, but I wanted a little cheat time and Ganju seemed to agree. I decided to go back to the casino and hit the tables for a while.


I was pretty good at poker in college, so I found myself at a Hold ‘em table with a half-dozen other souls and settled in. I chatted jovially with the rest of the players, not touching on any subjects that could anger anyone. It was part of what had made me successful at this in the past. I’d keep people talking and they’d continue to bet, connecting the conversation with the game and vice versa.


I talked about my job, the fight that brought me to Vegas, my trainer, friends, LA and just about anything else. We played cards, exchanged chips back and forth and had an atmosphere more like a game at a friend’s place than a professionally run game on a casino floor. Everyone contributed to the conversation, talking about their hometowns and their reasons for being in Vegas, their lives and their work. I ended up closing the game out when the last of the players checked the time and decided that he’d try roulette for the rest of the night before I bled him dry.


We shook hands and he told me he’d enjoyed the conversation and the game. I took my winnings and cashed out, opting for cash rather than a check. It was only $4500. It wasn’t like I couldn’t make that disappear in a hurry in Vegas.


I went back to my room and thought about hiring a hooker for the night. I hadn’t had any since Cecilia had reconciled with Marty. As tempting as it was, I just packed most of the cash in my luggage and took a few hundred down to the hotel bar. I figured that there were probably working girls that cruised the bar and the casino. If I kept my eye open, I might spot one of them. If the sight of them was tempting, I might pounce, but I was in a strangely mellow mood, so I really didn’t care if I hooked up or not. Good thing, too. The best looking woman I saw was a bored-looking executive-type that was probably a little older than Cecilia and not nearly as alluring.


I finished my drink and decided it was time to go back to my room and consider some in-room drinking if I wanted to continue. I went upstairs and sighed at the empty room. I made a halfhearted attempt to look for a lead on a working girl online, but gave up and crawled into bed with fond thoughts of my time with Cecilia. I made some plans for when I got back to town and what I intended to do to Brad Davis to repay him for the insult of coming to my home, not to mention the snide remarks he’d had. I smiled at the ceiling and drifted off slowly with a combination of pleasant memories and satisfying plans swirling through my head.


Monday was filled with meetings. I got to meet a few of the higher-profile fighters, shook hands with Dana White and talked about when I could fight again. “May, huh?” I asked when they proposed a fight date. “I could swing that. I could probably fight sooner, but that’s your call.”


“Were you interested in fighting in your weight class this time or complete your commitment to larger opponents early?” they asked.


“I was kind of thinking that I’d probably take all five fights out of my weight class,” I said with a shrug. “It hasn’t really been a problem so far.”


They made a note of that and promised to send me details on my next opponent as soon as possible. We reviewed the footage from the fight and they gave me a copy of it for my fight library at home. I talked to several companies about sponsorship deals. I got a pretty sweet deal from Trojan to put their logo on my trunks and wear a hat for my ring appearances. The hats were nice. I was gonna wear them anyway. The irony of having someone named Hooker endorse a condom company was too good to pass up. They were talking about getting me to do a commercial, but that would be a separate deal.


By the time I was through for the day, it was nearly suppertime and I’d missed lunch in the shuffle between meetings. I ate at the hotel restaurant again and went back to my room, mentally exhausted. I checked the time and called Cecilia.


“Hey, Stud,” she said, using her pet-name for me. “How’s Vegas treating you?”


“Hi, Sissy,” I said with a smile. Just the sound of her voice was relaxing to me. “It’s been a long day. A good day, but long.”


“Yeah? Your meetings go well or did you meet a girl?” she teased.


“You’re talking to the newest spokesperson for Trojan condoms,” I told her. “A Hooker, endorsing condoms, huh?”


“Really?” she asked, excited for me. “What’s it gonna be like?”


“Well, they want me to wear a hat with their logo on it when I’m doing interviews after my fights, they get their logo on my trunks when I fight and they were talking about doing an ad. I’ll get paid extra if they go through with the add though.”


“What did they promise you for wearing their stuff?” she wanted to know.


“Nothing much. It’s like a grand for each fight that I do it for. That means that I could make $4000 for wearing a hat at my fights. I made more than that playing poker last night. Maybe that’s why the ad was being talked about separately.”


“Well, it’s still money you didn’t have before,” she pointed out. “So have you managed to find a girl while you were there or are you calling because you’ve been a good boy?”


“I’m not really interested in paying for it,” I said. “I’ve poked around a bit, but no one really caught my eye.”


“I know. You’re picky about girls,” she teased me. “I’m glad you’re staying away from the working girls. Strange that you can’t find a girl in town for work in Sin City that’s willing to get frisky.”


“I did see one or two, but they didn’t measure up to you.”


That stopped her in her tracks. “Well, no one really does,” she said, stammering a little, but she sounded pleased. “You’ve got one more night in Vegas, Stud. Don’t waste it.”


We chatted some more and then she put Marty on the phone to congratulate me. He and I talked and then I thanked him for putting Barb up there for the weekend on short notice. He told me it was no trouble at all, that they’d made it a fun weekend.


When Cecilia came back to the phone, she had a little more news on that front. Barb and Brad had lunch today and when they came back, Brad hadn’t looked pleased, but she really couldn’t tell.


I thanked her and hung up. I looked up the feeds for the day and found nothing for my place. When I brought up our house, I followed Barb’s morning routine and then her arriving home. This time, Brad had come with her. I shook my head. She was so close to getting me to give her a chance.


I watched them come into the house, all over each other as soon as the door closed. There wasn’t much talking as they tore off their clothes, Barb leading him to our bed. I watched them fuck for a while and noticed that my loving wife had lost her anal virginity somewhere along the line since she wasn’t complaining when he fucked her ass. In fact, she seemed to like it. I watched deliberately, burning my love for her to the ground. I didn’t care anymore. I knew I’d said that before, but I was still in pain. This would have caused me an incredible amount of pain before now. It only made me feel disappointed in her and disgusted by her now.


I watched impassively as she took it every way he wanted it, every which way he gave it to her. They were taking a break and talking when they started the conversation that really got my attention. “I wondered what was so special about this place that he insisted that it was off-limits,” he said, looking around the room curiously. “I expected something a lot more ... I dunno. Impressive, maybe?”


“It wasn’t John that insisted, Brad,” she said with a sigh, wiping a line of his cum from her cheek and eating it casually. “I insisted. When it looked like he was gonna get a girlfriend, I didn’t want some other skank using my make-up or my shampoo or putting on my perfume. Look around. It’s the only time I’m ever bringing you here, so satisfy your curiosity.”


He shrugged and got up, wandering around the room, opening drawers and looking in the closet. I was particularly glad that I’d put a feed in the bathroom since it gave me a stellar view when he took my toothbrush and wiped his ass with it. He then held it in the stream while he took a piss, making sure that I’d get a good taste of him if I put it in my mouth again. Crisis averted, I thought as I made a mental note to throw it out as soon as I got home. Yes, I think I was going to have a lot of fun with this situation when I got home.


“What are you doing?!!?” Barb said angrily as she watched him have his way with my things. He was enjoying his time despoiling anything he thought might be mine. I thought that Brad Davis was in for a world of hurt and I was planning on delivering it.


“Just having a little fun. John-John will never know,” he said and shook off the toothbrush before putting it back in the holder and coming back to bed.


“You know he could have beat the shit out of you if he’d tried to find out who you were,” she told him. “If he suspects you might have been here, he’ll probably kill you and anyone that tries to stop him.”


“I’m not afraid of him. He’s whipped. If he was gonna man-up, he’d have done it by now. We could sit him in a chair in the corner and make him watch and he’d whimper like a sad puppy. Hell, we could invite a couple of other guys to come in and make it a real party and he’d take it on the chin. Maybe we’ll even get you to spit cum in his face. You like that idea? Make him wear my cum while he cries in the corner?”


It seemed that Brad liked the idea. He was getting hard again. Barb, for her part looked pissed off. “I told you!” she growled. “I’m NOT having sex with your friends. Stop fucking bringing it up! The next time you mention it, I’m telling John who you are and how to find you, so shut the FUCK up about bringing your friends to bed with us!”


He held up his hands in a gesture of surrender. “Okay! Okay!” he said soothingly. “I was just pointing out that he’s gutless. He DOESN’T know and even if he did, there’s nothing he can do to me. He lays one punch on me and I’ll press charges and sue him so fast that he won’t know what happened.”


“Brad, if he finds out you were here, he’s not going to hit you. He’s gonna rent a boat, take you out and feed you to the sharks,” she told him as if explaining to a small child that the stove was hot.


“He wouldn’t dare,” he scoffed.


“Did you watch the fight on Saturday?” she asked.


“Yeah, so?”


“That guy was bigger than John, stronger, younger, trained to fight and expecting John. I didn’t ask, but I think he was playing with him. He could have ended the fight sooner than he did. If he decides that you’re over the line, then you’re a dead-man and we both know that you’re over the line. Being here, touching his things, being in his bed, his toothbrush! If he even suspects any of that, he’ll kill you and the only way you could stop him would be to hit him with your car.”


He thought about that and shrugged. “He’s never gonna find out though,” he said. “He’d kill you too for letting me be here.”


“Maybe, but neither of us want him to know, so you’re gonna put your clothes on and get out of here and I’m going to do laundry,” she said sternly. She got up and went into the bathroom and started to clean up while he rolled his eyes and followed her.


“Come on, Baby,” he said, changing his attitude. “Don’t be like that. We’ve got a good thing going. If John-John would only get a girl of his own, we could all settle right down.”


“Why do you call him that?!” she snapped. “His name is John, not John-John or Johnie or John-Boy or any of the other crap you call him! He doesn’t even know your name and all you do is make fun of his. Fucking stop it. When we started, you knew my marriage meant a lot to me. You said you respected it AND my home life. You’re not acting with respect. How would you like it if John started fucking Doris and treated you like this?” she asked pointedly.


He laughed. “He’s welcome to the cow,” he scoffed. Thank you, Brad. That was the last nail in the coffin. “She’s still leaking milk everywhere and she’s a bloated mess. She just lays around the house all day. She has a kid to look after. Big deal. He has a playpen. She could be doing something to get herself back in shape, maybe cleaning up the house more. Every time I walk in there, it smells like diapers and there’s toys everywhere.”


She gave him a withering look and walked back into the bedroom, starting to get dressed in casual clothes for working around the house. “Yeah, you should really go, Brad,” she said. “I think I may be more attracted to John right now than I am to you and I didn’t think that was even possible now.”


“What?!” he said, not understanding what she was pissed off about. “It’s true. She looks terrible and the house is always a mess now.”


“She’s also the mother of your son,” she said. “Just get out, Brad. Don’t ever come back here. If John’s home, he’ll pull you inside, cut you up into scraps to feed to the neighborhood cats. If he’s not, I’ll call him to come home and tell him you’re here.”


He sighed in frustration and then finally got his clothes and got dressed, leaving the house without another word between them.


I skimmed through the rest of things and it was mostly her making sure that there wasn’t so much as a fingerprint left to say that he’d ever been there. I decided to call her. I didn’t love her anymore, but I was pretty sure she had some feelings left for me. The day’s events had scoured away the feelings I had for her. I didn’t hate her, didn’t love her, didn’t like her. She was just another person to me, but I admit to a small desire to hurt her for how she’d hurt me.


“Hi, Honey!” she gushed when she answered the phone. “You all set to come home tomorrow?”


“Yeah, I haven’t had all that much fun here in Vegas,” I said lightly. “I could have picked up a hooker here, but it seemed like more trouble than it was worth and I really didn’t have a lot of time to plan ahead enough to catch a show.”


“Next time, you’ll have to make a point of seeing something,” she said. “You know where you’ll be next time?”


“Not yet. They said it’ll be in May though. How are things there? Was today weird with him in the office?”


“Things are okay here,” she said. “It was a little tense at the office, but I took him to lunch and explained to him what he’d done wrong.”


“And he’s gonna stop pressuring you?” I asked, pointedly.


“It seems like it,” she said. “I told him that you were pissed at him. He seemed to consider that carefully.” Well, that’s certainly one way to put it.


“At this point, you really need to sit back and take stock. IS he still good for you or is he only really good for HIM?”


“That’s a good question,” she admitted. “I don’t honestly know anymore.”


“Well, I’d say that you should take some time to think about how you want to be treated. He obviously gives you great sex, but it comes with a price. Is it a price you’re willing to pay or is it one that you can’t afford?”


Yeah,” she said with a sigh. “I don’t know. He seems very different than he was even a few weeks ago. I don’t know what to do.”


“I can’t decide for you,” I told her gently. “My choice would be to drop him like a rock and walk away, but that was my position all along. You have some leverage to do that. You can confess to his wife that you’ve been having an affair and wreck his marriage if he doesn’t accept the news gracefully.”


“I couldn’t do that,” she said. “His wife doesn’t deserve that.”


“No, but she’s in the middle of it, even if she doesn’t know,” I pointed out.


We hashed it out and she finally told me that she’d wait and see how it went through the holidays.


“When is your Christmas party?” I asked lightly.


“This weekend,” she said. “Are you coming?”


“You said you’d either tell me who he was so I could avoid him or that he wasn’t going. I assume you were focusing on talking him out of going,” I said. “Have you had any luck?”


“Yeah,” she said. “His wife’s Christmas party is the same night. They’re going to attend that instead.”


I grinned sadistically. That was a nice touch. Doris was a stay-at-home mom. Her Christmas party was probably sitting around the house, decorating and watching cartoons with the baby.


“Sounds good,” I said, as if I accepted her explanation. “We’ll see about the weekend though. Is it on Friday or Saturday?”


“Saturday,” she said. “I was thinking that we could get a suite for the night and try to make Saturday all about us. We haven’t done anything romantic in a long time. Wadda ya think?” she asked sweetly. “It’ll be fun.”


I thought about it for a few minutes and wondered whether she was having doubts about Brad, trying to lure me into something or wanted the suite so she could sneak off with him while I was at the party. Yeah, I expected that she was gonna introduce the two of us and that he’d be there with his wife.


“I dunno how romantic I’ll feel, but if you want to get a room, that saves us having to take a cab home or one of us staying sober for the night,” I allowed.


“Relax, John,” she urged me. “We’ll have dinner, go to the party, dance, drink a little and then we can go upstairs and reconnect. It’s been a long time.”


“Yes, it has,” I agreed. Not long enough in my opinion, but it’s been a long time.


She told me that she’d arrange everything and wanted to go so she could start working on this big elaborate night that she wanted. To me, it would be like attending a function with my grandmother. I was called on to do that a few times when I was much younger and it was invariably a room full of drunk old women who thought they were more sophisticated than they were, talking over my head like I wasn’t there and finding fault with me more and more as the night wore on.


Chapter 10


I turned in and spent the next morning getting ready. I dug my cash out of my luggage where I’d stashed it in case I’d decided to hire a working girl. I went down to breakfast and ate by myself. I suspected Ganju had found himself a reason to like Vegas and I wasn’t about to take him away from that for the sake of an early breakfast. So long as he was here by ten, we were good.


I went back to my room and packed my bathroom kit, took a careful look around the room and then closed my luggage and locked it. I was twenty minutes early, so I sat in the lobby and read the morning newspaper. There was no real news there. Politicians were assholes, terrorists were bigger assholes, celebrities were rich assholes and the world kept turning.


Ganju appeared, bleary-eyed and half-conscious with a minute to spare by my watch. He was barely conversant and we checked out together before taking the hotel shuttle to the airport. Ganju slept in the shuttle, insisted on coffee, napped until lunch, dozed while we waited for our food, groggily wolfed down his food and then wanted to get to the gate so we could relax until it was time to board.


We were processed through security and were among the first to board. Ganju immediately went to sleep, making me wonder if he’d partied the whole time we were there once the fight ended.


Our flight was only an hour, so we were back in LA by mid-afternoon. Ganju shook my hand, seeming refreshed and took off, his luggage consisting of a particularly large carry-on. Easy for him. He hadn’t fought and his clothes were all tiny compared to mine. I watched him saunter off into the crowd and I shook my head. He was soon swallowed up in the foot traffic and I went to baggage claim to get my bag.


I wandered out to the line of cabs and hired one to take me back to Cecilia’s where I’d parked my car last week. I turned on my phone and had three messages. The first one was a generic congratulations on my fight and details of the Christmas party for my office. It was next weekend, just before Christmas, so I’d attend Barb’s this weekend and that next weekend. The second message was from Otto, oddly enough. We’d made arrangements to get together after the holidays, but he had something he wanted to discuss with me urgently. That worried me some. The third message was from Barb, asking me to call when I landed and she’d come get me.


I called Otto back right away and he told me he’d meet me in an hour at my place. I waited for a little while until we were closer to my car and then called Barb back.


“Hi!” she gushed. “You landed? I’ll come get you.”


“Relax,” I told her. “I was already in a cab when I got your message. I’m on my way to get my car now.”


“Oh,” she said, crestfallen. “Can I meet you somewhere? You promised we could talk when you got back,” she reminded me.


“Uh, yeah,” I said, wondering what was going on. “Is everything okay? You seem tense.”


“Yeah, I’m okay. I just want to talk to you about things,” she promised. “Where can I meet you?”


“I’m meeting a friend of mine from the gym to talk about something urgent,” I told her. “Once I finish with that, I’ll call you and we’ll figure it out.”


“Okay,” she said, sounding disappointed again. “You think it’ll be a long meeting?”


“Probably not,” I admitted. “Things are pretty cut and dried with him. He just wants my input most likely.”


“Is he a client?” she asked.


“No, he’s a friend from the gym,” I reminded her. “He’s recently started a new routine and probably wants me to give him some advice on how to proceed.”


“That sounds like it can wait,” she said lightly.


“I’ll tell you what,” I said. “Why don’t you order dinner and meet me back at the house. I shouldn’t be too long.”


“Which house?” she asked agreeably.


“Our house,” I said immediately. “I shouldn’t be long. By the time you get dinner picked up, I should be back there.”


“Alright. Pizza okay?” she asked.


“Not tonight,” I said, thinking that pizza was quick and she’d order it with pineapple. “Chinese.”


“Alright. I’ll see you at home. I love you.”


“I love you too,” I lied. I didn’t love her at all, after seeing her and Brad in bed together.


I hung up and sighed, paying the fare and getting my luggage out of the trunk and carrying it to my trunk and loading it up in there. I called Cecilia and started toward my place.


“How’s my favorite warrior?” she asked when she picked up her phone.


“Your favorite warrior suspects that something’s up,” I admitted and talked to her about the call I’d gotten from Barb.


“Well, I know she was out on showings all day,” she said. “I’ve been in the office all day with paperwork again and she hasn’t been here. Neither has her lover.”


“Well, I think something’s up. I’m suspicious.”


“I can get out of work early, if you want,” she said. “I’m just about done anyway.”


“No, go home to Marty. I’ll call you if I need you,” I told her. “Thanks for offering, but I think I need to pass this hurdle myself. I just wondered if you’d seen or heard anything today.”


“Not a peep,” she said. “Wish I could give you better news.”


“Don’t worry about it,” I told her, pulling into my driveway. “I’ve gotta go though. I have another meeting before I get to Barb.”


“Alright. Call me later and let me know how it goes.”


We said goodbye and I got out, bringing my luggage inside and taking it up to the bedroom. The bed was gone, so I wasn’t sleeping here tonight. The bed in the guest room was still there. I could make that work in a pinch. I was about to take a more detailed tour when I heard Otto knock.


I went to let him in and he wasn’t alone. I was surprised and a little wary of the woman he led into the house. She was heavy-set with red hair and green eyes. She looked tired, like she wasn’t sleeping well and I wondered what was going on.


I led them upstairs to the living room. “I’d offer you both something to drink, but I just got back to town, so I don’t have anything in the house for entertaining.”


“That’s okay, thanks,” the woman said quietly.


We all sat down and I waited for Otto to explain. “Sorry to spring this on you,” he said apologetically in his German accent. “This young woman came to me today, asking me to start an investigation. She suspected her husband of carrying on an affair and wants me to find out who he’s cheating on her with and for how long. When she gave me the details, I refused to take her money and called you right away. Fortunately, you got back to me while she was still with me, in the office.”


“Okay,” I said, confused. “What does this have to do with me? I’m not sleeping with her...” I trailed off as it hit me. I turned to look at her closely. “Doris?” I asked.


She gaped at me blankly. “How do you know my name?” she asked, as wary now as I was.


“Shit!” I swore ardently. “Mrs. Davis, my name is John Hooker. I’m ... familiar with your husband. He’s my wife’s lover. He’s been making my life a living Hell.”


Her eyes widened. “You mean he IS cheating on me?!!?”


I nodded and gave Otto a dirty look for making me deliver this news. “Their affair started a year and a half ago. My wife told me about it this summer. She told me that she had no intention of stopping and that I could go get a mistress of my own or not, but she was rewriting our wedding vows and I didn’t get a say.”


She started crying softly. This was the first time that she’d known that her worst fears were realized. I moved to the sofa where she was sitting and pulled her into a hug, offering her my shoulder. She wept bitter, broken tears as reality crashed in on her. “I’m sorry,” I told her, rubbing her back slowly. “I felt the same way when I found out.”


She slowly pulled herself together and I gave her a tissue to dry her eyes and blow her nose. “I’m sorry,” she said, embarrassed by her outburst.


I hugged her again. “Don’t you apologize!” I told her firmly. “You haven’t done anything wrong. You gave him a son and raise him practically by yourself. You don’t have anything to be sorry about.”


She nodded and sniffled miserably. “I more meant that I’m sorry that he’s ruined your marriage too,” she said in a weak voice.


“That’s not your fault,” I said firmly. “Do you have any idea what you’re going to do now that you know?”


“I ... I don’t know,” she admitted. “I depend on him to support us,” she said. “I can’t divorce him. I can’t go back to work until little Brad’s old enough to go to school. That’s three years!”


I nodded. “Do you think that you can keep this hidden from him for a little while?” I asked her. “I intend to do something about him and my wife and I’d LOVE to have your help. It would make it a lot easier and a lot more satisfying to have you involved.”


She looked at me and nodded. “Brad barely pays any attention to me. I’m already in bed when he comes home most nights and me crying isn’t exactly new to him.” She hung her head with that admission.


“Doris, we’re gonna make you a new woman. That’s an important part of anything we’re doing. Crying is going to be a thing of the past for you and you won’t have to do it alone from now on. I’m gonna give you my phone number so you can reach me any time. You have your phone with you?”


She bit her lip and shook her head. “I don’t have a cellphone. Brad said I didn’t need one.”


I nodded. Great guy, that Brad. Chain his wife to the house and then act like he’s single. “When do you have to be home?” I asked.


“Soon,” she admitted. “I have a neighbor watching little Brad, but I don’t want to be away too long.”


“Okay, hang on a sec.” I said and got up. I went into the office, hoping that Barb had put some sort of pad in here. I was in luck. There was a block of Post-It notes on the desk. I wrote down my name and number and brought it to her. “Take this and make sure he doesn’t find it. Tomorrow, when you’re ready to leave the house for the day, call me. Do you have a car seat for your son?”


She nodded, confused. “I do, but where are we going?”


“We have a lot of planning to do,” I told her. “Our spouses are treating us like shit. There’s things I’ll want to show you and tell you and I think it’s time we got you a phone you can use to keep in touch with me and anyone else you can count on for help.”


“I can’t afford that,” she told me, worriedly.


“Let me worry about that,” I said. “Besides, Otto just saved you a bunch of money by bringing you to me.”


She nodded and sighed. “What do I have to do?” she asked.


“For now, just go home and love your son,” I told her. “I was planning on reaching out to you at some point anyway. This just puts us in touch a little sooner.”


She looked at me curiously. “What are you planning?” she wanted to know.


“I was actually planning on a number of things,” I told her. “One thing that I thought about was helping you quite a bit. Dr. Elliot MacDonald told me that he thought Brad loved you, but that you never got your figure back after the baby was born, so he lost interest. Part of my plan was to help you get back to that point.”


She looked at me skeptically and gestured to herself. “HOW?!!?” she blurted. “Brad can’t afford the surgeries to put me back together. Even Dr. MacDonald said it would be expensive.”


I smiled. “Surgery isn’t the only way to get you back in shape,” I told her and got up, gesturing for her to come with me. She and Otto both followed me downstairs, where I showed her the gym. “You can bring your son here with you and I’ll teach you how to use the machines and the weights. I’ll help put together an exercise program for you.”


“You’d be okay with a toddler in the house?” she asked, uncertain.


“Sure,” I said dismissively. “There’s a TV upstairs or you can have him down here with you. We can get him a playpen so that he doesn’t wander over and get his hands caught in the machines and baby gates for upstairs so he doesn’t fall over the stairs or discover the stove on his own.”


“I wouldn’t be able to pay you for this,” she said sheepishly. “Brad’s always saying we don’t have a lot of money.”


“I wouldn’t take your money,” I told her. “With what’s going on, we’re practically family. We need to lean on each other.”


“You’re SURE it wouldn’t irritate you to have us underfoot?” she asked delicately.


“I’d be delighted to have you around,” I told her. “For a long time, they did whatever they wanted and left me powerless to fight back. Helping you take back your life is something I can do to hurt them.”


“How does that hurt them?” she asked, not understanding.


I looked at her with a smile. “When you have your life back and your body looks like you want it to, are you likely to devote yourself to Brad again and let him have another chance to treat you like this?” I asked.


“No!” she said angrily.


I nodded. “You’re actually going to kick him out of your life except for the bare minimum visitation for his son that the divorce requires you to give him, right?”


She nodded. “Exactly!”


I nodded. “THAT will hurt Brad,” I told her. “I have similar plans for Barb.”


That made her think. “I don’t think it WOULD hurt Brad all that much. He seems to resent every dollar we spend.”


“He’ll resent it more when you divorce him. You’d get the house and child support, alimony and the satisfaction of knowing that he has to get a little shit-box apartment.”


“We don’t actually own the house,” she said with a sigh. “I don’t think I’d get enough money to afford the bills.”


“I think you’ll do surprisingly well after the divorce,” I predicted with a smile. “We’ll talk about it later though. For now, you just need to know that you’re not alone and that I’ll help you as much as possible.”


“Why though?” she asked softly.


“Because neither of us deserved this,” I said. “I’ve kind of felt alone in all of this for a while and I’ve felt powerless to do something to fight back. Helping you is a way to hurt him. Sure, I could walk up to him and punch him in the mouth, but then I’d go to jail and he’d get the freedom to do whatever he wanted. As satisfying as that would be, I’d be handing him the keys to my life.” I shook my head at the thought of doing that. “You and I are practically family. Your husband and my wife are playing house. We’ve been pushed to the side by both of them, so we might as well lean on each other. We know we can’t depend on them.”


She nodded, seeming to accept that. “Okay. I’ll call you in the morning when he leaves for work, John,” she said softly.


“Good,” I said with a smile. “We’ll go shopping and start you on the road to your recovery.”


“Thank you for telling me what’s been going on between them. I’ve known something was wrong between us for a very long time, but I never knew what it was exactly. Now that I do, things make more sense.”


I nodded. “At least you were prepared for it,” I said with a sigh. “I was totally in the dark until she told me. We can talk about it more tomorrow though.”


Otto had floated to the background during our talk. “So you’re NOT going to kill me for this, right?”


“No, Otto,” I said with a shake of my head. “You get a free pass on this one.”


They left, not long after that and I decided to check the recordings to see what had happened this morning and saw nothing out of the ordinary. I logged out of the computer, locked up the house and left to drive back to what had been my home.


Barb was waiting for me with her eyes full of enthusiasm. That boded not well for me, I thought.


“Hi,” I said when I saw her waiting at the top of the stairs.


“Hi,” she chirped. “How was your flight?”


“Pretty boring actually,” I admitted. “I think the next time I’m fighting in Vegas, I’ll just drive. With security screening and flight time and baggage claim, it’s really not that much less time to just drive,” I told her as I climbed the stairs. She wrapped her arms around me in an affectionate hug. It set my teeth on edge, but I hugged her back rather than push her away. I needed to stick to the plan and part of that was for her to feel like everything was fine, just like I had before we started this joy-ride.


“Is it really that much of a pain?” she asked.


“Well, the flight time is only about an hour,” I told her. “You have to be there at least two hours early and then there’s airport traffic on both ends and baggage claim. I don’t think I saved a minute by flying. If the guys are coming with me, then I’ll just rent an SUV and we’ll drive.”


That lit her eyes up like Christmas trees. “Well, that’s an option,” she said carefully.


I chuckled and looked at the living room. She had it decorated for the holidays. She always had a service come in and do the decorating. We never hung an ornament. “Looks nice this year,” I lied again. It was all red and silver. It was an attempt at a themed Christmas look. It had no heart. I remember Christmas as a child being a time when we decorated as a family and the decorations were all over the place. Some were treasured heirlooms that had been passed down from generation to generation and others were purchased each year and disposed of with the turkey bones. The whole house felt welcoming and warm and filled with soul. This looked like a page out of a catalog. All it needed was a pair of generic children playing with a prominently displayed toy and a price and the ad was complete.


“Thanks. I wanted to go with a more modern feel,” she said, thinking I was sincere. “We can look at the decorations later though. Let’s eat.”


She led me to the table and we dug in. The food was okay, though it would have tasted better with more enjoyable company. She was looking at me nervously through the whole meal, chatting about inconsequential subjects until I pinned her down at the end of the meal.


“What’s on your mind, Barb?” I asked, leaning back in my chair and chewing on my fortune cookie which had contained the pearl of wisdom, ‘you face destiny every day’.


She looked at me and nodded. “Well, I told you that I was trying to figure out how to start making everything up to you,” she started, obviously having rehearsed some of this presentation. “I wanted to talk to you about how I’d be able to do that. I’ve talked to Cecilia and she’s talked a lot of sense to me about how I’ve been acting. We’ve been talking about what I could do to show you how much I love you.”


“I see. What insights did Cecilia have?” I asked, interested in how much influence she’d had on my wife’s half-baked misadventures.


“Well, I had a lot of ideas that she thought were good, but some that she didn’t think you’d appreciate,” she admitted. “I was interested in trying to help you find a girlfriend again, but she pointed out that the point was to show that I wanted you with me, not to push you into another woman’s arms, so we put that off, but I AM keeping an eye out for girls that are available, at least. I wanted you to know that.”


I nodded, but kept silent for now, wondering what she was working up to.


“You talking about driving to Vegas for your next fight got me thinking, though. I’ve been toying with the thought that we need to replace your car. It’s old now and if you’re gonna be driving to your fights a lot, then you need something larger. We can get you a pretty big SUV so you’ll have it when you need the extra space.”


“My team is four guys. I think either a three-row SUV or a good sized passenger van would do,” I admitted.


“I’ll get it done. We just have to pick out the color and style,” she said sweetly. She was enjoying this. It was like winning for her. The money barely mattered to her. Like I said, she got rich on real estate. She could write a check for the cost of an SUV without batting and eyelash. I could withdraw enough cash to do the same, but that was recent. We talked a lot more for the next couple of hours and it mostly boiled down to her spending money on me and promising to be more devoted to her home life.


I was promised that Christmas was going to be spectacular. I silently thought she was retarded if she thought dropping a little money on me here or there was going to make me forget about everything she’d done, but I guess my acting chops were up to date because she never seemed to catch on that I wasn’t interested. She took me shopping online for an SUV that I liked and I told her I’d test drive a few of them this week and let her know.


Most of her gestures were shallow, if heart-felt. I had no doubt that she was acting from the heart. She loved me in her own way, but she’d gotten too used to having money do her work for her. She paid someone to decorate for the holidays, she often talked about hiring a housekeeper, she spent money to express sympathy, sent gifts to functions she couldn’t or wouldn’t attend and made expensive gestures to redress hurt feelings.


I was promised a new SUV, assured that a brand new bed would be delivered to the new house tomorrow afternoon, there were several packages under the tree already that she promised me would show how much she loved me and she was talking about refitting my wardrobe.


In none of those promises was a declaration to spend more time with me though. I noticed she also avoided mention of her and Brad, so that meant that they’d patched things up.


I decided to broach the subject. “So how’ve things been around the office?” I asked. “I know that you said that you explained things to him. How did he take it? Is he returning to normal or do you think he’s going to push back again?”


“I don’t know,” she admitted. “I mean, it’s really too soon to tell, right?”


I shrugged. “We’ll see how the holidays go. Are you going to see him over Christmas?”


“I thought you’d want to spend Christmas together,” she said carefully.


“I’ve come to the expectation that I don’t really get a say in how you spend your time,” I told her, picking up my egg-roll and taking a bite off the end of it out of boredom. “You said that you wanted to wait until after the holidays to make a decision about whether to keep seeing him or not. I assumed that meant you’d be making some time for him.”


“Possibly,” she said, trying to sound casual, but I could see the interest in her eyes. Yeah, she was lost to me. This was all elaborate window-dressing. She wasn’t interested in me, she just didn’t want to live with the guilt of knowing she’d killed our marriage. It was the price she was willing to pay to keep everything in her life.


We talked some more and none of it made a damn bit of difference. I knew we were done. She just had her head too far up her ass to see the train coming.


After dinner, she wanted to talk more and I obliged her. We chatted with her directing the conversation about random gossip from the office, the house that she was trying to sell before the end of the year, her time with Cecilia and Marty and a dozen other subjects. I participated readily when she talked about Cecilia and Marty since I liked them and my time with them had been treasured by me. I listened attentively about her office gossip, thinking that it might come in handy on Saturday. I silently hoped she didn’t sell the house. I wanted Cecilia to make the top seller for the year.


It was strange having her home for the evening, but we watched some TV and then turned in early. I “accidentally” knocked my toothbrush into the toilet before I could put it in my mouth and said I’d have to get a new one tomorrow. She looked relieved that I hadn’t brushed my teeth with it. All in all, I managed to act fairly normal. I came to bed, kissed her on the cheek and said goodnight and rolled over to go to sleep.


“John,” she said quietly. “You’re not going right to sleep, are you?” she asked, her voice filled with seduction as she trailed her fingers over my shoulder lightly, just barely touching me.


I rolled back over and looked at her in the dark. I could make her out in the dark, but only just. “You have something in mind?” I asked quietly.


“Well, you keep pointing out that it’s been a long time since we’ve done anything together,” she said, cuddling in closer. She was being particularly forward about wanting sex. “You’re right. We need to rekindle the passion between us.” I hadn’t actually brought it up at all. It had been her that had suggested it when she’d talked about Saturday and reconnecting.


This was unexpected. Maybe I should have expected it, but it took me by surprise. I knew that she was trying to manipulate me. She wanted me pliant and in a good mood. Whether that was just so that she could feel like we’d made a start or she had another bomb to drop on me that she thought would go over well in the lull after sex, I couldn’t figure out. That left the question of whether I wanted to. Barb was beautiful, had always been enthusiastic and apparently had a whole new bagful of sexual tricks that she’d picked up from Brad.


I was torn. My cock was all for storming the castle. I had suspicions that she was doing this to put me in a mood to ask something I should punch her in the face for, though. The internal struggle seemed to take an eternity in my head. I didn’t feel much of anything about her except the growing suspicion that this wasn’t just sex to put us back together.


I opened my mouth to tell her that I didn’t think it was a good idea when she reached down, touching my shaft through the loose shorts I wear to bed. She made a cooing noise and started stroking it. “Someone certainly likes this idea,” she commented with a chuckle. She stretched up to kiss me more deeply than she had since I’d found out. “Just relax,” she said. “This first time is just for you.”


She pushed the blankets off of us and then started tugging my shorts down. ‘What the Hell,’ I thought. ‘She WAS my wife, after all. She might as well do the job while she still had it.’ I flicked on my bedside lamp. I wanted the cameras to catch this and I wanted to watch her. She blinked at the sudden flare of light, but she didn’t stop. When I was naked, she got up on her knees and pulled her nightshirt off and she was bare underneath, telling me that she’d intended this. She always wore panties to bed.


She grinned mischievously and crawled between my legs, pushing them aside and settling lowering her head onto my cock, kissing the tip and swirling her lips around it while she kept eye contact with me. I groaned a little and relished the sensations. She smiled and then started. She opened her mouth wide and lowered her head, taking about three inches of my length before she locked her lips on my shaft. She started to bob up and down, her tongue whipping back and forth along the underside of my shaft. Barb was good at this, but I compared the blowjob to the one I’d gotten from Cecilia and found myself wishing it was her lips and not Barb’s. That was probably unfair. I’d prefer Cecilia’s lips even if she was terrible at giving head. She cared about me. That made the difference to me. Fortunately, I cared about her enough to leave that thought alone. We’d had our time. It was brief, but meant more to me than everything Barb could ever do to make it up to me. I didn’t feel special to Barb. I felt special to Cecilia.


I sighed in disappointment, but she took it for contentment and redoubled her effort. I was getting close when she pulled off my cock and started stroking it slowly while she went to work sucking on my balls. This wasn’t exactly a new trick for Barb, but the enthusiasm she gave to the task was a little different. I felt one of the fingers from her free hand ticking my ass as she stroked my cock and sucked on my balls. THIS was new territory. She’d never gone anywhere near my backdoor before.


She released my balls with a ‘pop’ as they slipped out of her mouth. “Just relax,” she said softly. “You might like this or you might not,” she told me. I watched as she lowered her head and started licking my balls again before she gathered them in her free hand, lifting them out of her way and she started tonguing my ass. I tensed at first at the feel of her tongue flicking around my ass, but then I relaxed some. This must have been one of those things that she learned from Brad. I guess it stood to reason that she’d learned to kiss an asshole. She was dating one, after all.


She kept stroking my shaft and rolling my balls in her hand while she tongue-fucked my ass. I didn’t hate the feeling, but I wasn’t sure that it did anything for me. It tickled a little and felt pleasant, if weird, but there was no explosion of sexual arousal. It felt pretty much identical to the feeling I got when I washed it in the shower: slippery and a little ticklish. If I was getting any satisfaction out of it, it was the knowledge that she was kissing my ass. Now I wish she’d brought home Mexican instead of Chinese. ‘Montezuma sends his regards,’ I thought with a twisted smile.


Barb had been watching my face and took the smile as a look of deviant glee. She pressed her tongue, spreading out my starfish and wiggling it. She got off on this shit. Maybe I should leave the video in place and see what other tricks Brad was teaching her. She kept that up for a while, spearing her tongue into my ass a little more each time until she was pressing her lips to my ass so she could wriggle her tongue into me as deeply as she could get it.


I was actually starting to get into it when she raised her head and looked at me. “Tell me when you’re gonna cum,” she said and then went back to sucking my cock. She was playing with my ass with her finger and I felt like I was getting really close. “Gonna cum!” I panted and she redoubled her efforts. Then I felt her finger slipping into my ass and pressing on my prostate. “Wha-!” I started and then screamed as I came harder than I ever have in my life. It seemed to go on forever as I thrashed and writhed.


She never missed a drop, sucking hard on the tip and pumping the shaft with her other hand, jacking me off into her mouth until I was spent. I shuddered weakly, my mind reeling. If she wanted something, now was the moment that she’d press the charge. That thought nearly ruined my orgasm, but I drifted in sweet, effervescent bliss, stubbornly refusing to spoil the moment.


I felt the bed shift and she curled up with me, resting her head on my chest so she could listen to my heart pound. She hugged me and in spite of myself, I wrapped my arms around her. It WAS a good blowjob, after all. She deserved that much reward.


“Been a while, huh?” she said sympathetically. I’d obviously cum a lot. “I’m sorry about that. I sort of left you on your own without realizing I was doing it.”


I shrugged. “I could have found someone at the gym if I’d really wanted to,” I said dismissively. I didn’t want her to think about it too much. I didn’t want her to decide that she needed to do this regularly. Great, yeah, I had an orgasm. I’d really rather masturbate in the shower than get it from her. Still, it was a small sacrifice.


“You’re still having trouble with this whole thing?” she asked, looking at me as she started rubbing my chest gently.


I shrugged. “When you brought this up the first time, it wasn’t a particularly good experience,” I reminded her, “and that was the best day we had in the past six months. I don’t know. Maybe I’ll meet someone perfect for my tastes or maybe I’m not cut out for this lifestyle.”


She patted my chest. “Give it some time,” she said. “If Marty hadn’t come back, you would have really liked Cecilia. Maybe you’ll meet a girl like that again and it’ll be just what the doctor ordered.”


“I think Cecilia was a one in a million match,” I said dryly. “Besides, women haven’t exactly been lining up to throw themselves at me.”


“You just have to let them know that you’re available,” she said with a laugh. “There’s a reason that we put up a sign in front of properties for sale. If no one knows it’s on the market, they don’t know to put in an offer.”


“I suppose,” I shrugged. “I haven’t been putting myself out there very hard.”


“That’s the spirit!” she said supportively. “Find a dating website and make a profile. There’s a site just for married people who need a little variety. I know how you feel about interfering in another marriage, but that’s different. These are people that are actively seeking an affair. They’re already in the mindset to try it out. You can also put in your profile that you’re doing this with your wife’s knowledge and anyone responding should be in a similar situation.”


I shrugged. “That’s a good idea if I go for that kind of thing,” I said carefully. I didn’t want her to get too involved with the process. In fact, I wanted her as far away from the process as possible.


“You should,” she told me. “Chat up a few of the girls you work with too. They might be interested in some loving.”


“Most of the girls I work with are either happily married, batshit crazy or too young for my tastes,” I grunted sourly. Okay, that last one was a lie. There was no one in our office so young that I’d feel guilty about tugging their panties down and dancing in the dark. I was just saying things to keep her from latching onto a plan. “I might find someone at the gym, but even that’s not that likely.”


We chatted like that for a while, her feeling out how I felt about giving the arrangement another try and me giving non-answers.


“If I meet someone that I’d like to get to know better, I’ll feel free to go for it,” I said finally. “I don’t think I’d feel guilty about it at this point. Are you asking because you want to know where my head is or because you have someone in consideration?” I asked, looking at her with more attention to her reaction.


“Nothing concrete,” she said lightly. “There are a few girls at work that I think might be a good match. Saturday would make an ideal time to introduce you to them and see if you hit it off.”


I nodded. “I see. How many girls are you planning to introduce me to?” I asked.


“Only three or four,” she said. “We’ll see who you feel attracted to and go from there.”


I nodded. She was going to do it anyway. I might as well not get bent out of shape. “Okay,” I said, resigned. “You’re sure Plan A and his wife aren’t going to be there though, right?”


“Absolutely. He’s assured me that her Christmas party is where they’re going,” she said adamantly.


I nodded and tried to act as if that mollified me. I knew that Doris didn’t work. She was tied to the house most of the time.


I tried to relax and go to sleep before she could demand that I pay her back, but she never quite got around to teasing a second round out of me. After our conversation wound down, she got up and put on a pair of panties, passing my shorts back to me and pulling her nightshirt back over her head before crawling back into bed with me. She kissed me sweetly and then settled down to sleep. She patted my cock affectionately through my shorts and told me that she intended to get to know him again.


I turned off the light, confused by this turn of events as much as I had been by the request in the first place. I was almost asleep when I realized that she hadn’t said she loved me. It was a first. We never ended sex without some expression of love. Even that last catastrophic time, we’d panted the words as we collapsed together.


Chapter 11


When the alarm went off the next morning, she got up right away and bounded off to the shower. I flossed and used plenty of mouthwash since I was temporarily without a toothbrush. I made a note to buy one when I was out today. “What time is the bed being delivered?” I asked while I was waiting my turn in the shower.


“They couldn’t be specific, but afternoon,” she said from inside the stall. We could have both fit and we had in the past, but that past was distant, so I waited for my shower.


“Okay. I’ll handle it,” I said. “I have the time off from work.”


“Okay,” she said with a smile. “If you don’t have anything else to do. I don’t mind taking the afternoon off.”


“It’s okay,” I said. “All I really have to do this week is start looking for an SUV and that’s a day’s worth of test-drives and research.”


“Okay,” she said. “Well, let me know what you decide and we’ll order it from the dealership.”


She shut off the water and stepped out, taking a towel from me and giving me a quick kiss. I took her place in the shower a moment later, having adjusted the temperature to my liking. I took my time and then got dressed casually before going out to the kitchen for breakfast. Today was a day for microwave oatmeal and we both sat down to a bowl. She kept chatting normally until it was time to go. I kissed her cheek and told her to have a good day before she left. When she was out the door, I looked through the recordings from last night before I got home to see if she’d had a phone call from Brad that might explain her change in attitude. There was nothing though. No phone call this morning while I was in the shower either. It was strange. It was like she was a different person since the fight.


I picked up my own phone and called Cecilia. “Morning, Stud!” she said. “If you’re looking for a booty call, you’ll have to get Marty to sign the permission slip.”


I laughed. “I wouldn’t do that to either of you,” I said affectionately. “I just need to bounce some paranoia off my best friend to see what she thinks.”


“Best friend?” she repeated, surprised.


“Best friend,” I told her. “Previously with benefits.” I told her about how things had been with Barb last night and this morning, her previous interest in getting a suite, the introductions that she’s making on Saturday night and her insistence that her lover was going to another party instead.


“Interesting,” she said. “I don’t know what to make of it either. I’ll keep an ear open and an eye peeled for anything at work.”


“Well that was only half of my strange day. I hired a friend of mine to do some recon work on the power-couple. Yesterday, he wanted to introduce me to a woman who wanted to hire him to follow her husband since she suspected that he was having an affair.”


“He wanted to use you as a reference?” she asked.


“Not quite,” I told her with a smile. “The woman was Doris Davis.”


“Shut up!” she blurted. “Seriously? What did you do?”


“I told her the truth,” I said quietly. “She’s supposed to call me when Brad leaves for work. We’re gonna talk more about what’s going on and see what we can plan out. I’m gonna let her use the gym at my place to get back into shape and see if she’s interested in being part of getting even.”


“What if she’s not?” she asked.


“Then I shake her hand and wish her well. I turn over some of what I’ve collected and what Otto’s collected at their other locations and continue on without her,” I answered. “I hope that she’ll want to be part of it, but even if she just wants someone to talk to, I can be that for her.”


“Okay. Keep me informed. I still want to go to Florentine’s at some point,” she warned me. “You’re not off the hook for that if she bails.”


I laughed and told her to have a good day at work and call me later if there was anything strange going on.


I was wondering whether or not to grab another cup of coffee or not when the phone rang again. “Hello?” I said curiously, not recognizing the number.


“Hi,” Doris said awkwardly. “Mr. Hooker?” she asked.


“It’s just John, Doris,” I told her gently. “I don’t think we should be on a formal basis considering the circumstances.”


“I suppose not,” she agreed. “Did you still want to meet today or...” she trailed off. She expected me to abandon her.


“Doris, I would love to spend the day with you,” I told her. “I don’t know where you live though.” She gave me the address and I told her I knew the area and I’d pick her up in about twenty minutes. I was already on my way to get in my car and I wondered how the day would go.


I got my first look at the Davis household and thought I knew where most of Brad’s salary was going. It was a nicer neighborhood than we lived in. The house would have to cost more than a million in this part of town. I backed the car into their driveway and before I was parked, she had the door open. She brought her son out to meet me as I opened the back door, knowing that we’d have to install the car seat.


“Hi, Brad,” I said and picked him up without hesitation as he was wobbling around on his short legs. He seemed to like me, but that might just be that he was developing an outgoing personality. Fortunately there was very little of his father in his features, so it was easy to like him in return. He babbled to me animatedly with his limited vocabulary as his mother doubled back to get the car seat and his diaper bag. The seat was actually easy to install and we had Brad buckled in behind his mother in no time. She loaded a stroller into the car so that we wouldn’t have to carry Brad when he got tired and then we were off.


“Thank you for this,” Doris said. “Just having someone to talk to and knowing what’s really going on has been a huge weight off my shoulders.”


“You’re very welcome, Doris,” I told her. “It’s been a weight on my shoulders too. When did you start to suspect?”


“About six months ago,” she told me. “Brad started working late and going out for drinks after work with clients, things like that.”


I nodded. “That was just after my wife told me about the affair. They didn’t have to worry about me at that point, so they got more and more bold about it. I told her you’d catch on.”


Our first stop was to get her some clothes to work out in. She was a little embarrassed about it and I assured her that it was fine. My job was to put her on the path to the body she wanted to show off to the world. After that, we got a playpen for little Brad and some baby-gates. My wife’s vagina was big Brad’s playpen, I might as well provide one for his namesake too. Actually, we were shopping from the joint account. Thanks, Barb.


Since we were in Target buying that, I got a new toothbrush and got Doris a prepaid phone and made sure she had plenty of time on the account for it. “I don’t know how to thank you for this,” she whispered in shock as the three of us left the store with the new purchases.


“Well, I’ve committed to helping you start a new life without him in it,” I said. “I sincerely hate him. I can’t tell you how much I despise him for the things he’s done. Barb’s no better, but the love I’ve had for her leaves some lingering trace of mercy for her in my heart. There isn’t much else, but there is a little whimper to go easy on her.”


She nodded. “I understand,” she said gently. “I hate him passionately, but there’s still a little love there. I want to claw that bitch’s eyes out ... no offense,” she added sheepishly, making me laugh.


“None taken. She’s Brad’s bitch now,” I assured her. “I have to ask though, did you notice anything odd in his behavior last night?”


“Yeah,” she said. “Now that you bring it up, it WAS strange. He came home in time for dinner. He almost never does that now.”


“Yeah. I don’t know if it was because it was my first night back in town, but Barb wanted to spend time with me. It was creepy, like she’d been replaced with a pod-person that didn’t know it was supposed to be a cheating whore.”


“He made an effort to be nice to me last night, too.” she shrugged.


I took us to McDonald’s for lunch, Brad delighting in the bright colors, more than the food. Smart kid. We ate and continued to talk about it. We were the only people in the play area, so we had plenty of privacy. I told her in more detail how things had happened to me, meeting Dr. MacDonald, finding out Brad’s name, the months of waning affection, even Cecilia and the brief affair with her before her husband came back. I told her about fighting and how their affair had brought out an aggressive streak that made me more successful in the Octagon. I told her about the house she’d met me at the previous day and how it was supposed to have been for me, but had ended up being used by Brad extensively for months. I even told her that I’d spent a few nights in a hotel leading up to my trip to Vegas because of the whole ordeal.


“Wow!” she said when I was done. “The worst I can say is that I was bored. There’s only so many hours of TV I can watch before I’m going out of my mind. That was my biggest complaint. Well, that and he’s always harping at me that money’s tight.”


“Well, you live in a pretty swanky neighborhood. I imagine that the mortgage eats up a lot of his income,” I said dismissively.


“Technically, my parents own the house,” she admitted sheepishly. “We’re renting it. They live in Thousand Oaks. Basically, we’re paying the property taxes and upkeep.”


I frowned. “That doesn’t seem right,” I told her. “If you don’t have huge bills for anything, where’s his salary going?”


“He doesn’t make great money,” she shrugged.


I shook my head. “My wife is the top seller in the state, so she does stupidly well, but Brad has to be making SOME commission. Let me call my girl on the inside.” I pulled out my phone and called Cecilia.


“Hey,” she said. “How’s my favorite Hooker?” she teased.


“Cheap and easy,” I teased back, making her laugh.


“Not likely,” she called my bluff. “What can I do for you?”


“I have a couple of money questions for you,” I said, lowering my voice. “First, how well does Brad sell? I know you and Barb are the top two, but I can’t imagine he’s a terrible seller.”


“Well,” she said, dropping her voice to a murmur so she wouldn’t be overheard. “The numbers for this year aren’t in, but I’d say he probably came in fourth or fifth in the office. He’s never at the bottom of the pile. He might not have sold as many as me or Barb, but we’re way out in front. I want to say Brad sold maybe 12 houses this past year. I might be off by one or two.”


“Okay, that answers that. Now, the other question is, what sort of commission do you think he’d have gotten off one of those houses?”


“Depends on the price. In the case of your house, I made just under $6500 on the $300,000 sale price. I KNOW Brad unloaded one house for a price-tag that was double that amount. That would have been a check for $12,000 on the day they closed, at least.”


“So he’s probably not hurting for money,” I concluded.


“Are you kidding? We make our salary and then we make commission. He’d be able to live off his salary alone. The commission would make life more comfortable, but really, there are a couple of people that live off the salary and bank all their commission for retirement.”


“He’s a real class act. He’s been singing the poverty song to Doris and probably sitting on the cash,” I said dryly. “Thanks, lover. You’re the best.”


“Best YOU ever had,” she laughed.


“Barb’s not much competition,” I reminded her. “Getting into her pants is about as hard as defeating a Speak-N-Spell.”


She laughed at that. “I gotta go,” she said. “I’ve got a showing in an hour. Bye.”


When I put the phone away, Doris looked like she was going to kill him. I was in agreement, but I had a better plan.


“I know,” I told her. “You want to wait behind the front door and club him to death when he comes home. Hold onto that impulse. I have a better idea. You’re coming to the office Christmas party this weekend, right?” I asked.


She nodded, telling me that Barb’s insistence that he wouldn’t be there was torpedoed. “Yeah. My parents are taking the baby overnight. It’s the one night of the year that I really get to go out.”


“Okay, make a point of talking to the people he works with. Ask them about how well he does. Tell them that he doesn’t really brag at home. Act like a proud wife who wants to know more about her husband’s accomplishments. Then ask a few of them how commission works innocently like you don’t understand how the system works.”


“But, we just heard from your friend how it all works,” she said.


“Yes, but if you talk to people at the party, you can tell him that you learned it at the party. Then you can ask him why money’s so tight if he’s making commission like that.”


“What will that do?” she asked.


“Well, he might be hiding it away and decide to tell you where the money is if you press him without seeming suspicious,” I suggested.


“I’d rather castrate him with a power drill,” she said darkly.


“Well, you’d still get good alimony,” I told her. “It still begs the question of what he does with the money. Gambling, drugs or women would be my normal suspicion, but he already has a woman on the side. So that leaves drugs and betting.”


“I know he used to like a joint once in a while,” she shrugged. “That much money would buy enough weed to fill your car though.”


I nodded. “Well, we’re not gonna figure it out here,” I said lightly and looked at Brad, who was happily playing with his food. “Let’s get out of here and go back to my place. I’ve got a bed coming this afternoon and need to be there to receive it.”


We gathered up little Brad and put him in his car seat for the drive. He was really a good kid. He didn’t scream or cry or bitch when we had to leave. He made minimal mess and ate a reasonable amount. It was impressive and I knew it was because his mother had worked hard to teach him right.


When we got to the house, I backed the car up far enough that the delivery truck could park when they arrived with the bed.


Doris looked at the fence around the backyard curiously as we unloaded the car. “The fence looks new,” she commented. Barb had put up a twelve foot privacy fence. It was high enough to allow her to sunbathe nude if she chose or to let her and Brad frolic naked in the hot tub or the pool.


“That would be Barb’s doing,” I told her. “With a fence that high, they probably had a lot of fun in the yard before she turned the keys over to me.”


Her mouth twisted sourly at that thought and she carried Brad and his diaper bag into the house while I muscled the crib and the baby gates in behind them. I took the baby gates upstairs and the three of us went downstairs to figure out the playpen.


We were lucky it came with the wrench it needed since I had no idea if Barb had thought to put even minimal tools in the house. We mostly had the thing together when the doorbell announced the arrival of the bed.


I let the delivery guys in and they had me sign for the delivery before they carted the bed-frame in, followed by the mattress and box-spring. Barb had spared no expense, getting a top-shelf king-sized bed. I thanked them for their help and then, when they were gone, I went back downstairs, but Doris already had the playpen set up. We’d gotten a pack of padded mats for under the thing. They were just foam tiles that locked together, but they’d pad things so he wasn’t sitting on concrete if we put him in it down here. He had a few toys in his diaper bag and was perfectly content for the moment. Doris kissed him on the head and we left him there for a few minutes while she helped me with the bed. The frame was going to need to be put together and I didn’t have tools for that. I took a look in the other rooms, hoping that there was something, but it was a lost cause.


“I’ll have to put it together tomorrow,” I shrugged dismissively. I went back out to the car and got the bags that had Doris’s new workout clothing.


“Uh, I figured I’d wash that stuff before I wore it,” she said awkwardly.


“There’s a washer and dryer here,” I told her. “Better to change here. That way Brad doesn’t accidentally find it. We should have gotten some other stuff for the house here for you. We’ll do that tomorrow, so you’ll have your own brands for showering after work-outs.”


She nodded in agreement and we spent the rest of the afternoon cutting tags off her new clothes and getting them washed and ready to go. She had new shoes for in the gym and everything she’d need.


She looked happier knowing that we were taking steps to make her life better and we chatted about things comfortably. Late in the afternoon, I called Barb and asked her if there were tools at the house somewhere for putting the bed-frame together.


“Oh, sorry!” she said. “They’re in the garage. We just got a cheap pack from Walmart. They’re pretty much the only thing in the garage. You’ll see them right away. You want me to come by there and help you with it?” she asked eagerly.


“No,” I said easily. “I’m just getting ready to lock up here, anyway. I have a couple of things to do before I head home. You going to be late tonight?”


“Nope. I’m all yours. I’ll be home in time for dinner if you’re cooking,” she said hopefully.


“I’ll stop by the grocery store on the way home and see what I can find,” I told her. Two days in a row. Something was definitely up there. “I’ll see you at home.”


“Okay,” she said sweetly and we hung up.


“Well there goes my appetite,” I said glumly. “I guess we better get you home before Brad gets home and wonders why you’re not there,” I said. “They’re not planning to see each other tonight. That’s the second night in a row.”


She shrugged. “I dunno,” she said, as perplexed as I was. “It’s new to me too.”


We packed Brad up, folded the playpen and stored it and the mats in the closet where the furnace was before we locked up and I drove them home. “You might want to turn the phone off when he’s at home,” I suggested. “You don’t want to have him ask where it came from if you get a wrong number or a telemarketer.”


She nodded and dug it out of her purse to shut it down before it went back in the bag. By the time I dropped them off, little Brad was starting to get fussy, having missed his nap that day. He’d nodded off for part of the afternoon and again in the car seat, but it wasn’t the same. I made note that we’d have to make sure he was taken care of. I carried the car seat inside for her to save her an extra trip.


I got a hug from Brad, who apparently liked his adventure today. I got a hug from his mother too and a promise that she’d text me in the morning when Brad left for work and we’d start on her weight-loss program.


I smiled as I pulled out of her driveway and drove to the grocery store, looking for the ingredients to make something for dinner. I bought a pair of steaks, some potatoes and mushrooms and figured that was a decent enough plan for dinner. I wasn’t trying to be romantic. I was serving dinner. I supposed it was a romantic enough gesture that I was cooking for her, but I’d done as much in the past and been snubbed, so I wasn’t putting a lot of stock in her appreciation.


At home, I peeled the potatoes and put them on to boil while I washed the mushrooms and sliced them up. They’d go in the pan with the steaks when they were nearly done. I put a little seasoning on the steaks and had them in the pan, frying in a little butter and their own juices. I put them on early and used low heat. That was the big mistake that most people made in my opinion. They flash-fried them. I kept the temperature down and kept them turning so they’d get even heat.


Dinner ran itself after that. I was on hand to turn the steaks, stir up the mushrooms and keep an eye on things. I looked at the clock a couple of times, thinking that Barb should be home by now, but she never showed. I took dinner up and called her phone. It went to voicemail and I shrugged. It could have been dead and she COULD have been on her way home, but I knew that she’d decided to take Brad on a romp before she came home.


I shrugged and ate dinner, cleaned up the kitchen, covered her plate and put it in the fridge, checked the cloud to see if she’d gone to the other house, but there were no new recordings after I left to take Doris home.


I felt angry all over again. I’d asked her if she was going to be late and she’d said she wasn’t. There was no point in lying to me. It was asinine and infantile. It’s not like I was in the dark about what she was doing right at that moment. Hell, it’s not like I even objected at this point. I was so done with this scene that I nearly pulled the plug and packed the rest of my shit, but I didn’t. I went to my office and brooded. I wasn’t interested in her bullshit at this point. I was seriously considering why I was putting up with it after all this time, but I kept my eye on the future. I wanted to hurt the two of them and I wanted to humiliate them as much as they’d humiliated me.


I thought about our families and friends and suddenly had a thought. Pieces started to click together in my head and I started to grind my teeth. I’d noticed friends drawing back from us over the past year, but there was one name that plain pissed me off. I couldn’t believe Barb would involve her. I took out my phone and scrolled through my contacts, looking for one that I hadn’t used in a long time. I dialed, listening to it ring. I hoped she hadn’t changed her number.


“Hi, John,” came a voice from the past.


“Hi, Jane,” I said quietly as I walked back to the living room to keep an eye on the street while we talked. I didn’t want to be surprised in the middle of this conversation. “Sorry I haven’t called you sooner. It’s been a Hell of a year here. How’ve you been?”


“I’m good,” she answered. “What’s on your mind? What’s wrong?”


“There’s been a lot going on,” I told her. “Some of it good, a lot of it bad. I fight in the UFC now. I was fighting on TV Saturday.”


“Really?!!? Did you win?” she asked. She didn’t follow fighting, but she’d never objected to my career like Barb had. She’d even come to a fight or two when she visited.


“Yeah. I’m fighting again in May. I’ll make sure you know about it ahead of time.”


“Well, I guess that’s the good part. What’s the bad?” she asked.


“I’ll get to that,” I told her. “I want to ask you something though. Why did you decide not to visit this summer?”


She was so quiet that I wondered if the call dropped. I heard her breathing though. That meant she was rattled. “How did you find out?” I asked when it was clear that she was at a loss for how to answer. “It’s okay, Jane. I know she’s been cheating on me. You catch her last summer or did it come out in girl-talk?”


“She told me,” she said miserably. “She said it was exciting and ... Fuck! What are you gonna do now that you know?” she asked.


“It’s a long, shitty story,” I told her. “I didn’t catch her. About six months ago, she told me that she wanted me to look for a mistress. She said she wanted to be fair to me and it all sort of spilled out of her mouth like vomit. I was a little too distracted to do more than wonder why you hadn’t come to see us this summer. I was mostly glad the guest room was available for me when I needed it after that.”


“You didn’t divorce her?” she said, surprised. “I would have expected you to go off like a grenade when you found out.”


“Tempting, but I’m not a fan of beating up women and I got some advice from someone just after I found out.”


“What advice was that?” she asked.


“Go for it,” I said. “He told me I had nothing to lose by going out and finding someone else. He said that I could find that I liked that lifestyle and if I didn’t, it gave me a head-start on dating after divorce if I needed to end it.”


“So you got a girlfriend?” she asked, surprised.


“Your sister pushed me into seeing one of her co-workers, but she ended up reconciling with her wayward husband. Since then, I really haven’t had much interest.” I paused and then decided to prompt her a little. “So you stayed away this summer because of this?”


“Yeah,” she admitted. “Sorry. I didn’t think I could keep my mouth shut and act normal. I didn’t want you to find out from me. She’s my sister, so I didn’t want to rat her out, but you’ve always been nice about letting me stay with you. I actually really missed it this year.”


“I missed you too,” I told her. “It would mostly have just been you and me around the house, ironically. She’s been tied up with her lover full time.”


“She moved in with him?” she breathed.


“No, but she’d leave for work in the morning and then come home around midnight and go right to bed, so you and I would have been on our own,” I told her.


“That’s kind of shitty,” she admitted.


“It is what it is,” I said tiredly. “She missed my birthday and our anniversary, but she promised that she wanted the chance to show me that I really was important to her.”


“And is she succeeding?” she asked.


“Well, she promised to be home for dinner if I cooked,” I informed her. “When she gets home, she’ll need to rinse out her underwear and shower before she can eat.”


“So he gets fresh and she comes home to give you sloppy seconds?” she said in disgust.


“Are you kidding?” I scoffed. “I haven’t touched your sister below the waist in six months and I’m not eager to start now.”


“I sympathize, John,” she said gently. “You gonna divorce her now that you know?”


“I dunno. She ran into a rough patch with her boyfriend, so tonight, they’re probably having make-up sex. She’ll keep seeing him. Did she tell you anything about him?”


“Yeah,” she admitted. “She said he works with her and he’s married too.”


“Yeah. I heard that much from her. She doesn’t want me to know who it is, so if you have a name, don’t blurt it out unless you wanted to take sides.”


“I don’t have a name,” she told me. “If I did though, I’d tell you. I didn’t tell you about the affair because I hoped she’d wake up and end it for her own good.”


“Don’t worry about it,” I told her. “I’ve got a place of my own not far from here now. If you want to come to LA and don’t want Barb to know, you’ve still got a place to stay.”


“You bought a house?” she asked. “You ARE leaving her, then! You’re just picking your moment.”


“Actually, Barb bought the house. I called her on her bullshit. She’s got access to empty houses as part of her job. That’s where they went to meet at first. She didn’t want me to bring a girlfriend back to the house here, so I told her that she was offering me an empty promise since I literally couldn’t do anything with it, so she bought it as a love shack.”


“That sounds like my sister. Throw money at the problem.” I could almost HEAR her rolling her eyes. “So are you gonna go for her offer and get a girlfriend?” she asked, interested.


“I hadn’t really decided,” I told her carefully. “There are a couple of people that I was thinking of, but she keeps trying to get me to date people she works with.”


“So that she can keep tabs on you and her full-time?” she asked incredulously. “That sounds like a great way to end up paranoid.”


“If you were going to school here, I’d be more inclined to ask you to send someone my way,” I told her. “I’m sure you know a girl or two that would take pity on a beat-up old fighter like me.”


“You’re not old, John,” she laughed. “You just turned 27, not 50 and it sounds like you’re getting beat up more at home than in the cage.”


“Maybe a little,” I admitted. “I’m a little short on ways to fight back though. Sure, I could get physical and put her in the hospital, but then I’d land in jail for the rest of my life and I’d look like a scumbag. I could divorce her, but that’s really not gonna stop her. Hell, I doubt she’d even notice if I left. I could go after her lover, but he’d press charges as soon as I touched him, so same problem.”


“Yeah. Your best bet might actually be to find a girlfriend,” she admitted. “I wish I WAS going to school out there so I could help.”


“Don’t worry about it,” I said warmly. “I just called because things clicked in my head and I figured you must at least have suspected. It helps to have someone to talk to about it. Ironically, she had me half convinced that she meant it when she said I was important to her.”


“Hopefully her new guy is cheating on her and gives her an STI,” she said irritably. “She’s still my sister, but really! She had the perfect life. She makes enough money to solve most problems, she had you wrapped around her little finger, she has good looks and the perfect life.”


“Maybe that’s the problem,” I said. “Barb’s been living in a dream world. She gets everything she ever wanted, no one’s ever put their foot down and called her on her bullshit and she’s used to everything going her way.”


“So what are you gonna do about it?”


“The only thing I can do,” I told her with a shrug. “I can’t control her life. I can only control my own. I’ll live like I’m single and if I ever meet someone that I want to be married to again, I’ll serve Barb with papers and walk away.”


She was quiet for a moment, processing what I’d said. “I’ll miss you when you go,” she said softly.


“No one said I was stepping out of your life,” I told her quickly. “You didn’t make this mess and I’m not gonna turn my back on you. My offer still stands. Any time you want to come out to LA, you’re welcome to stay with me, whether I’m still married to Barb or not.”


“Thanks, John,” she said, sounding relieved. “I really don’t want to meet her boyfriend, like EVER. If you leave, she’ll have him around all the time.”


“Yeah, I know,” I admitted. “Look on the bright side, though. My new place has a pool and a hot tub.”


“Really?!” she asked, excited all over again. “I’m spending the summer with you, for sure!”


I laughed and we talked about her life for a while. She was home for Christmas break, having finished up exams early. She had a boyfriend, but she wasn’t sure how serious it was, she liked her roommate, hated her economics class and was looking forward to graduation. This was her third year of a four year degree, so she had one more Chicago winter to go before she could return to California.


“Maybe you should look into taking some courses so you can be my manager when you move back here,” I teased her a little.


“That’s not the kind of degree I’m taking,” she said. “You’re better off with someone that knows a lot more about contract law. Trust me. Now if you were manufacturing something or selling something, I’d be your girl, all day long.”


“Understandable,” I said lightly. “I was just joking anyway. I don’t know how much more of a fighting career I have left. I’ve got four fights left on my contract, so we’ll see how that goes. If I have a winning record, I might take another contract or I might decide to retire from the sport and leave on a high note.”


“Well, I need you to take me to at least one of your big fights,” she declared. “If you’re retiring soon, I want to see you win at least once in the UFC.”


“That’s a date then,” I promised. “I fight again in May. If you’re out of school for the summer, You can come see me then.”


“My exams finish up around the end of April,” she told me brightly. “You’ve got yourself a date with a co-ed.”


I chuckled and we chatted more before we started to wind down. “Do your parents know about Barb?” I asked delicately.


“I didn’t tell them,” she said. “I don’t know if Mom knows or not, but Dad would flip his shit over it. You know how much he adores the Princess. He’d either come unglued or he’d convince himself it was your fault so he wouldn’t have to face facts.”


“Probably a coin-toss on which option he’ll pick,” I admitted. “I should probably go for now though. You take care of yourself and I’ll call you Christmas Day.”


We said goodbye and I went downstairs to make up the guest room for myself. I could have gone back to my place and put the bed together, but I was really curious about what time Barb would come in and what lame excuse she’d try to give me.


I went upstairs to my office and downloaded the videos from the cloud to splice together Barb’s greatest moments. I also made a highlight reel of Brad’s proudest attempts at manhood.


Chapter 12


It was well after midnight when Barb came in. I heard her open the door and went out to see what shape she was in. She was creeping up the stairs, trying not to make a lot of noise. Then she saw me and she stopped dead. She was a mess. Her hair was tangled, her make-up was smeared, her blouse was buttoned wrong, the stockings she wore this morning were just gone. I can only imagine what shape they’d been in. The worst though was the fresh cum on her face. I didn’t say a word. It was a lot of cum.


I took out my phone and took a picture of her shocked face. “Your dinner’s in the fridge,” I told her and walked back to my office without a backwards glance.


“John,” she said urgently. “I can explain!”


“I’m sure you can,” I told her. “You don’t owe me an explanation, Barb. You’re a grown woman. You only have to answer to yourself.”


She followed me to my office door, pleading. “Please! It’s not what you think!”


“I think the last thing you said to me was that you were all mine tonight,” I said calmly. “I think you’ve been off work for seven hours now and you showed up wearing his cum all over your face and God alone knows where else he put it. That IS all HIS cum, right? You’re not branching out into more adventurous activities, are you?”


“Of COURSE it’s all his!” she said indignantly. “I’m not ... I wouldn’t ... How could you ASK that?!!?”


“Go look at yourself in the mirror and tell me if that looks like one load of cum or more than one,” I suggested. She looked at me like I was crazy for a moment and then she disappeared, going to wash her face, undoubtedly.


I heard the shower start and nodded to myself, thinking that there was a multitude of sin that had been hidden by her clothes. I’d find out later.


When she returned, she was freshly scrubbed and wrapped in her robe. I was sitting there, looking at SUVs online to see if there was one that I liked. She came into the room and wrapped her arms around me from behind, leaning over my shoulder to see what I was looking at.


“Have you made a decision?” she asked, trying desperately to ignore the confrontation we’d had when she got home.


I didn’t bother to answer her, just tensed all the muscles in my neck and shoulders. She felt the change. It must have been like hugging a statue.


“You’re angry,” she said with a sigh. “I’m sorry, John. It WAS just him though. He ... produces more than average. I meant to call you, but time just got away from us. I promise, it won’t happen again. John?”


She was pushing buttons and hoping I’d respond. Instead, I pretended that she wasn’t there and went back to looking for an SUV that had the features I wanted and a decent rating on performance.


She tried to kiss my neck, knowing that was one of my turn-ons, but I filled my head with the sight of her spattered in cum and I told myself that she probably hadn’t washed it all off. That did the trick. Far from the erection she expected to find when she slid her hand down to my crotch, she found me so limp, I might as well be dead.


“I don’t know what you’re trying to accomplish, but if you thought I’d be turned on by an offer of sloppy seconds, then you really don’t know me. Your dinner is in the fridge. I suggest you enjoy it.”


That got her attention. “God! I’m trying to make up with you, John!”


“You came home to me with his cum all over you,” I told her, turning my chair so we were face to face. “You promised that you’d respect me and you left me wondering if you were with him or had been in an accident or something. You didn’t call me, you left me with the expectation that tonight was for us, so I cooked, because you said you wanted us to have dinner together. I waited up, worried that the police were going to tell me you were in the hospital or worse and then you waltz in looking like you’d been the guest of honor at a porn set. The sad fact is that I was starting to believe that you wanted to make things better between us.”


“I DO want that, John!” she said. “I’m sorry I didn’t call you and I’m sorry I was a mess when I came in. We don’t exactly have a steady place to go to be alone anymore. I didn’t have a chance to clean up.”


I shrugged. “So what happened to you being all mine tonight?” I asked expectantly. “You make me a promise to be here and break it when he crooks a finger?”


“I didn’t exactly promise,” she mumbled. She hadn’t, but she knew it was a pathetic argument. She’d said she’d be home.


“Fair enough,” I shrugged indifferently. “I’ll know better next time.”


That eased some of the tension from her eyes. The mention that there’d be a next time meant that I wasn’t ending things. That was what she was thinking anyway. I meant it as a certainty that she’d let me down any time I depended on her.


“I’m really sorry, John. Just tell me what I can do to make it up to you,” she said contritely.


“Break up with him,” I said.


“John, we talked about this,” she said, scolding me gently.


“No, you dictated terms and told me I could accept them or there’s the door,” I told her. “I accepted them because you swore that you and he both respected me and appreciated that I wasn’t pushing to find out who he was or ruin things for you. He sent you home with his cum on your face, he’s come to our house and he’s going to be back. He doesn’t respect you or me, so he has no reason to stay away. He knows that if I hit him, he can press charges, but you won’t even tell me who he is, so who knows if I’m even hitting the right person?”


She was shaking her head in protest of what I was saying. “I DO respect you!” she swore. “I really do. I can’t just break up with him though. I love you both. You can’t ask me to give him up. I’ll do what I can to make this up to you, John! Just tell me what you need.”


“No, Barb,” I said. “You’ve got apologies stacked out from here to the end of next year. I STILL haven’t seen your completed plan for how you intend to make me feel better from months of you spending every waking moment in his arms. You think buying an SUV is gonna make that hurt go away? You coming home tonight was the beginning of making me feel like you cared. You blew it. So now you need to find another way. You can’t bring yourself to be here to do it. Your commitments to him come first and cum often by the look of things. You can’t just buy your way out of this. It’s nice that you want to buy me nice things, but it feels more like you’re doing it out of pity than because you want me to have nice things.”


“So that’s it then?” she asked, stunned. “It’s him or you?”


“If I gave you that ultimatum, I know you’d choose him,” I said. “I wish you’d just shot me in the head when this all started. You’d be happier with him here, I’d go to my grave blissfully unaware of how awful my life would have been and he’d be able to play with you to his heart’s content without having to go to the inconvenience that you’ve been forced to resort to.”


She slapped me then. “I told you, don’t EVER think like that!” she snapped, her eyes starting to tear up. “I don’t want you to die. I want you to be happy.”


“You’ve pretty much killed my hope of being happy again,” I told her. “Just go, Barb. I’m so sick of this shit that I just want you to do whatever. I’ll start moving my shit out of the house tomorrow and you can have him full-time. We can stay married on paper, if that’s what you want, but I’m sick of being hurt.”


She looked as if I’d told her I was dying. “No, John!” she whispered. “Please stay! I don’t want you to go.”


“What DO you want?” I demanded.


“I want ... I want this to work,” she said. “I want you to be happy, me to be happy and both of us to feel free.”


“And are you happy?” I asked.


“I would be if you’d just relax and find someone of your own,” she said sharply.


“So I’m the problem,” I said, coming to the conclusion for her. “What do you mean by relax? Does that mean that I should stop giving a shit that your boyfriend is writing ‘I was here’ on everything I own with his cum? Does it mean that I should stop giving a shit that you spend more time with him than you do with me? Does it mean I should stop demanding that you respect my boundaries? Does it mean that I should just stop paying attention to what you’re doing at all?”


“John, I just want you to find a girl that makes you happy.”


“So I’m supposed to believe that me getting a girlfriend means that he’ll magically stop being a douche-bag? All that’s going to do is distract me from the shitty things you’re doing to me and our marriage,” I told her.


“Then what’s your solution then?!” She snapped at me, crossing her arms under her breasts and glaring at me.


“You mean what would make me happy?” I asked.


“Yeah.” She started tapping her foot impatiently.


“Respect,” I told her. “Do I expect you to leave him? No, he owns you. He knows it, you know it and I know it. Tonight’s stunt is probably a message to me that I might have gotten a blowjob out of you this one time, but that you’re his territory and that he rules the roost. Maybe that’s not what you think it was all about, but that’s the message I got and there’s nothing you can say or do to convince me otherwise. If it helps, think of it like this: if I borrow your Lexus, you expect me to treat it right. You love your car and you don’t want to see it damaged or abused. Imagine how pissed you’d be if I borrowed your Lexus and then brought it back, covered in filth, seven hours late, ran it out of gas and stripped the gears. You were my Lexus, Barb, and I loved you a Hell of a lot more than any car. I don’t even know who’s using you and they’re getting more mileage in the past six months than I’ve gotten in the last six years. You say it’s off the table for me to expect you to stop seeing him, he’s not about to play by the rules that you set down, so I think my happiness is going to have to wait.”


“So you’d be happy if he was more respectful?” she asked, clarifying.


“At this point, Barb, just do what you want. I’ll stop assuming you’re going to be coming home in the evenings and I’ll stop planning dinner. You’re off the hook. He wants to fuck you in our bed? Great! He wants to stomp around here like he owns the place? Super. You want to go to swinger parties with him? Swell! I just don’t care anymore. If he’s here though, I’m not. I mean like ever. I’ll pack tonight and tomorrow and be out before you get home. I don’t want anything to do with him. You belong to him now. I might as well get real about what that means because you’re just gonna keep hurting me.”


I got up out of my chair and she put her hands on my shoulders. “John, wait! Please! This isn’t what I want!”


“Why not?” I asked her bluntly. “You don’t love me. You don’t like me. You don’t even KNOW me anymore. What do we have in common? You told me that you have SO much in common with Mr. Wonderful. I don’t know shit about real estate. I don’t know any of the same people except Cecilia. I don’t have any of your hobbies. You don’t have any interest in my life. You HATE my fighting career. You refuse to set foot in a gym with me. You made every effort to pull your life and mine apart and separate them.”


“I DO LOVE YOU! WHY CAN’T YOU BELIEVE THAT?!!?” she screamed, anguished now.


“Because you don’t act out of love,” I told her. “If I knew I was doing something that caused you intense pain, I’d stop. I’d beg your forgiveness and I’d promise to rededicate my life to you. I’d hold onto that promise and thank my lucky stars that you gave me a chance to show you how important you were to me. You made me that promise and the second night I was home, you turned off your phone so I couldn’t reach you and then you stood me up for our evening together and came home with proof positive that you were out fucking some other guy while I was sitting here, waiting for you. How much love can there be left when you do something like that?”


“I was stupid, okay! I admit it! I should have come home or I should have called and then made sure to clean up before I got home. I’m sorry!”


“Okay,” I said simply.


“Okay?” she repeated, confused.


“Yeah,” I said. “I believe you’re sorry and I actually accept your apology.”


“You do?” she asked warily. She knew there had to be more to it than this.


“Yeah. If nothing like this happens again, I’ll never bring it up again. I promise,” I told her lightly.


She looked relieved by that. “Thank you, John! You don’t know how much that means to me.”


I shrugged. “Whatever,” I said. I was done playing nice with her. She was probably going to try to get me to crawl into bed with her and cuddle. That was done.


I sat back down at my computer and returned to looking at trucks. I was going to need a new car anyway. It might as well be a nice ride.


“Are you coming to bed?” she asked.


“No.”


“Why not?” she pouted.


“Because I’m hurt and agitated and on-edge,” I told her. “I made up the guest room downstairs.”


“Just come to bed,” she urged me. “I promise, I’ll make it up to you.”


“How?”


“I know it’s been a while since we’ve made love,” she said sweetly. “There’s one thing that you’ve always wanted from me. I can’t think of a better way to apologize.”


She’d never let me put it in her ass before. I knew she did anal with him. I looked up at her and just caught the look of triumph on her face before she suppressed it. “So he got that too, huh?” I said sadly. I really did feel sad about it. I had thought she was saving that for a special occasion. I guess she meant a special person.


“NO!” she lied. “No one’s ever done that with me. I’m offering to let you for the first time.”


“I don’t want to fight anymore, Barb,” I told her tiredly. “You want me to go to bed with you, fine. I don’t want any bribes. I just want to go to sleep.” I turned off the computer and got up.


“It’s not a bribe, John,” she promised. “It’s ... respect. Don’t you want something he can’t have?”


“What I want, is to kill him with my bare hands,” I told her. “I can’t do that, so I’ll settle for keeping away from him and anything that’s his. I’m not in a game of one-up with him. I’d lose. No, I’ve already lost. He’s won absolutely every round.”


“Come on, John. You’ve always wanted my ass. Now you can have it,” she said enticingly. There was something to be said for hate-fucking her once before the end.


“I wouldn’t want to hurt you,” I told her. “I’ve read that it’s painful.”


“We’ll take it slow,” she said and opened her robe. She was still as beautiful as ever.


“Why is this so important to you all of a sudden?” I asked, refusing to react to her body.


“Because it’s something I should have done for you a long time ago,” she admitted and slipped the robe off her shoulders. “Because I really DO want us to reconnect. Because I know you’re hurting and I want to make it better. Because I want you.”


I laughed at that. “You told me that it was something you’d never do,” I pointed out. “I was here seven hours ago with a nice dinner prepared so that we could spend the evening reconnecting. I’ve been hurting for the last six months and this is the first time that you’ve expressed an interest in easing my burden and you’ve told me that he fulfills you sexually in ways that I don’t, so I don’t buy it, Barb. That’s the problem with gestures like this. The bad things that you’ve done to make me feel like you don’t care have added up to such a huge pile, that a grand gesture barely makes a dent. The day to day neglect is easier to believe because it’s what you do when you’re not paying attention. I don’t believe that you want me because you haven’t acted like it in months. Coming in after a night this awful and offering me your ass, doesn’t seem like a gesture between lovers. It seems like a penance that you’re willing to endure.”


“Do you really want to go to bed angry and horny?” she asked dryly. “Or would you rather come to bed and have a night of sex like you’ve always wanted.”


I shook my head. “I don’t have any condoms,” I told her.


“I’m still on birth control, John,” she said sharply.


“I’m never coming into contact with his sperm,” I told her firmly. “I’m not bare-backing while you’re sleeping with him. You have no idea who else he might be having sex with. Maybe his wife has started fucking around on him and brought something home to give to him for revenge. I don’t know. I don’t trust him to be clean though, so while you’re fucking him, I’m protecting myself.”


“Fine!” she said. “Go get condoms then! If that’s what it takes for you to get over yourself, then go. I’ll wait up.”


I looked at her like she was crazy, but she seemed to mean it. “Alright,” I said finally and made sure my computer was shut down so she couldn’t get into it. “I’ll go see if I can find a store that’s open.”


I got up and got my keys and phone. “I’ll be back soon,” I said. I didn’t know what to think of the whole thing, but I had a couple of boxes in with my luggage at the other house. Trojan wanted me to use their brand.


I drove over there and decided to log into the cloud and see what had happened at the house when she went in to look at her face in the mirror that ended in a shower.


I watched her walk into the bathroom and swear when she saw herself. She took in her hair and the cum on her face and sighed. She got undressed and, sure enough, her panties had to be rinsed out in the sink before she put them in the laundry. That was about what I’d expected.


I went looking for the point where I left the house and downloaded those clips.


She went to her purse as soon as I left and was on the phone.


“Shut up!” she growled into the phone right away. “I don’t care if you told me not to call there. You EVER do that to me again and I’ll bite it off. Yeah, he fucking saw it! He’s been waiting for me to come home all night! GOOD?!!? Wadda ya mean, ‘good’?!!? IF you’re fucking lucky, I can convince him not to try to find out who you are! You realize that he’s nearly suicidal?!!? Well you SHOULD fucking care! If he decides that he has nothing to live for, getting the death penalty for murdering you might not seem like such a bad way to go. Oh, have I got your attention now? Good! You think about that and think about this: he can probably take days to kill you if you push him. I KNOW he’ll kill me when he goes over the edge, but you, he’ll take his time with. I might not even feel it. He could hit me so hard with the first one that I black out while he beats me to death.”


She paused, pacing back and forth. “BECAUSE I GIVE A SHIT ABOUT HIM, YOU FUCKING RETARD! You said you understood, but you don’t. You said you’d respect him and you don’t. You said that you’d be considerate of his feelings in all this and you haven’t been. You said you’d respect my wishes and you keep pushing me to fuck your friends, you keep pushing me to bring you back here and you keep pushing me to do worse and worse things. How would you like it if he found your wife and crawled into the middle of your life? Yeah, you said that. Is that how you feel? She’s a nice lady, but since she’s fat, she’s on her own? What if I gained weight? Would you dump me and find someone thin?”


She didn’t seem particularly thrilled with the response. She listened for a few minutes and then deflated. “Of course, I love you,” she said. “I love John too, Brad. All he ever asked was for us to treat him with dignity and you’ve been a rotten piece of shit to him. When this all started, I told him that you were a fact of life. I told him I wasn’t leaving him, but I wouldn’t dump you. He’s sure that if he forced the issue, that I’d choose you. Why does this shit matter to you? He would have been perfectly happy with us fucking until the end of time. We were doing it in HIS house though.” She listened some more and then made a disgusted sound. “You know what? Go to Hell. My fights with John are because you make me do things to hurt him. My fights with you are because you treat me like I’m your whore. Treat me with respect and you’ll get some back. For that matter, it’s time you treated John with respect. No more bullshit. No more cumming on my face just before I go home. No more coming to my home. No more running him down. He’s a Hell of a lot better man than you are. You don’t think so? He’s taller, better looking, athletic, kind even when he should be cruel, he’s a man of his word. To top it all off, he makes better money than you. He’s an architect and he’s a prize fighter. He makes decent money. Don’t make me laugh, Brad. Half your pay goes to your bookie. The only category you’re ahead in is sex.”


That was our sore spot. She wanted a man that could give her wild. I wasn’t sure I could, but she’d never complained in the past. I decided that I needed help. I wanted Barb to think that she had the perfect man on her hands and then I was gonna dump her like the trash that she was. Tomorrow I was gonna start asking for help.


I watched, but the rest of their conversation was brief. They wound down into a lukewarm reconciliation and then I decided that I’d been away long enough. I took the box of condoms and locked up the house before driving back home. The lights were all still on and she was waiting for me when I came into the bedroom. “That took a while,” she commented lightly. There was no sign that she’d been upset a short time ago.


“Yeah,” I told her. “The store clerk was asleep. Took him fifteen minutes to buzz me in,” I told her and opened the box. It had been years since I’d used one of these.


She nodded and started undressing me eagerly. I tossed the empty box in the trash, holding onto the condoms and pulling my t-shirt over my head. She had my pants down and was caressing my thighs lovingly.


She led me to the bed and had me lay down. She stroked me to erection and then took the first condom from me, rolling it down my length.


“You sure this is what you want?” I asked her for the final time. She nodded and went to her side of the bed. She had a tube of KY there and she greased my cock with it before reaching around and wiping the rest over her backdoor. I noticed it was about half-empty. A lot of traffic through her back alley from the state of that tube.


“Just relax and enjoy the ride,” she told me sweetly. That I could do. I’d have been too excited to settle down if this was really her first time like this, but I’d seen Brad’s dick lodged in her ass. What she was offering me was nothing special. It was just another consolation prize for the cuckold, a balm for my wounded pride.


She climbed on top of me and took hold of my cock, positioning it and pressing down. It slid into her ass with ease and I guessed that they were doing this earlier in the evening. I laid back and concentrated on the sensation. It was different from her mouth or pussy. The sensation was more focused at her entrance. She didn’t feel particularly tight inside, like her pussy did and there was no tongue there to offer a little extra attention like her mouth. It was the implication that made it enticing.


The truth was that I’d respected her enough not to make it an issue when she said no. Maybe that was my mistake. She mistook respect for spinelessness, so she went looking for someone with a more dominant personality, someone that would push her past her limits.


She was rocking her hips, pushing my cock into her ass deeper and deeper. She had her eyes closed and she was clearly enjoying herself. I concentrated on everything and anything else. I watched her face contort as she cried out in orgasm and I thought about the project I was in the middle of at work. She started climbing to her second one and I did math for the roof weight for different roof styles. She put her hands on my chest to steady herself and I wondered whether I should get the sunroof or the luggage rack on the SUV. She whined through her second cum and I decided the luggage rack made more sense, considering that I was planning to use it to travel to events.


She started getting into it again, asking if I was enjoying myself. I replied that it was a different feel from other sex and she seemed okay with that answer. She started bouncing up and down, making her tits do obscene things as she started to squeeze my length. I wasn’t into this, but I think it was more that I’d rather go without than have her trim my horns. I smiled a private little smile, thinking that she’d have a sore ass tomorrow if she intended to stay with it until I crossed the finish line.


Ironically, the condom dulled the sensation enough that I could concentrate on other things and it helped stave off my orgasm. I was getting closer, but I wasn’t anywhere near the end of the line. I’d given up counting how many times she’d cum, but she was starting to whimper with discomfort and finally, she gave up. She pulled off of me and I could see some of the ridges in the condom looked a little brown.


“I can’t!” she gasped. “I can’t take any more in the ass right now. Change condoms and we can finish with regular sex.”


I shrugged and decided that this was a good plan. I intended to ruin her for Brad. I went into the bathroom and flushed the condom, washed my hands and came back into the bedroom. I got another condom and rolled it on with more confidence and then put her on her hands and knees. I looked down at her ass and it was gaping open. There was a little blood around it, telling me that she’d torn something, but there wasn’t more than a couple of drops smeared on the area, so she wasn’t in any medical danger.


“You’re probably gonna be sore tomorrow,” I told her. “There’s some blood back here.”


She nodded and looked over her shoulder at me. “Felt like you fucked me with a baseball bat,” she told me.


I grunted. Every guy likes to be told he’s built like a stallion. We know how big we actually are, but it’s nice to hear that a girl appreciates the size. I knew that Brad and I were about even, so she wouldn’t be overly stretched out. I slotted my dick against her pussy and I pushed, sliding into her for the first time in forever. I’d really wanted to walk away, having never fucked her again after finding out about Brad, but there was pride on the line and I wished to God that I could hear what she was thinking, because I knew that I was gonna keep fucking her until she begged me to stop.


I came to love condoms that night. I pulled her onto my cock with a hand on each of her hips, thrusting forward as I pulled her tight against my thighs. She squeaked in surprise as I started aggressively fucking her. There was no love in it. I was just using her body. That was what she liked now. I’d made love to her and worshiped her body in the past. Tonight, she was getting a performance that was based on what I felt for her. I was totally detached and moving for the sake of the workout and chasing my own pleasure.


For her part, she loved it. She mewled, whined, came and writhed. I gathered her hair into a ponytail and pulled her head back, ramming her mercilessly as I held her steady with a handful of her hair. I spanked her ass firmly, leaving a hand-print. She squealed and went wild for that. Maybe I’d struck on what Brad had that I hadn’t: a mean streak. I switched hands and tanned her ass slowly as she got the most thorough fucking of our entire marriage. The condom kept me from getting my rocks off for a long time. She’d cum so much that she’d collapsed forward to the bed. I flipped her over and put her legs on my shoulders, slamming my cock back into her, determined to pound her so completely that she was sore through Christmas. I hoped she liked the taste of cum because that was the only hole I was leaving for Brad to play in.


She was babbling at me to stop and I realized that I’d gotten back with the condoms nearly two hours ago. It was almost 4AM. She was whimpering and tensing against the discomfort and rather than continue, I took pity on her and pulled out. She cried out and shuddered. Whether she was cumming again or that last movement had caused her pain, I couldn’t tell. She was a mess again. Her hair was tussled, her face was red and she looked like she’d seen her own fate.


I looked down at myself and I was sweating up a storm. I walked into the bathroom and flushed the condom before I got in the shower. I hadn’t cum. All that and I was still hard as a rock. I beat off in the shower, sending a massive load down the drain. I got dried off and decided that I’d try to get a little sleep. I set the alarm and then put on a pair of shorts and went to bed. She was already asleep.


See if she asks me to fuck her again, I thought to myself smugly.


Chapter 13


When the alarm went off, I rolled out of bed and looked at her prone form. I was tempted to put on another condom and bang her ass again, but I slapped her ass sharply to get her started instead. She jumped and shrieked in shock at the spanking, reaching back to rub her cheek as she came awake slowly. She looked at me strangely and I ignored her. “You have time to shower,” I told her before I went to make something to eat. I put on coffee and then made myself a bowl of oatmeal. Once it was done, I decided not to be a complete asshole, so I put another bowl in the microwave for her. I stood at the counter while I waited for the coffee to finish, eating quietly with last night on my mind.


Had I gone too far? Had I hurt her? The answer to both of those was that I probably had. Did she deserve it? Yeah. Would I do it again? I wasn’t sure. I felt like last night was a good point to walk away. She’d either be sad to see me go or she’d be relieved that she wasn’t going to have to go through that again.


I poured my coffee and added cream and sugar to taste. Again, my guilt over last night made me pour hers and make it the way she’d want it. I set it and her oatmeal at the table and continued to lean against the counter. I heard her pad into the kitchen on bare feet and felt her slip her arms around me from behind. “How’d you sleep?” she asked.


“Fine,” I told her. “You?”


“I need twelve more hours,” she moaned. “It was worth it though. You feel better after that?”


I turned in her arms. She had a dreamy look on her face. “How do you feel?” I asked curiously. I didn’t really care at this point. I was more checking to make sure that I’d battered her to the point that Brad was out of luck for today.


“I feel like I’ve been fucked by a machine,” she said. “I’m sore and tender and I don’t think I’ve ever had that many orgasms. Where did that come from?”


I shrugged. “You’re not the only one capable of picking up new tricks,” I told her, avoiding the question while seeming to give her the answer. It was her magic trick, I figured it was appropriate to use it against her.


“Cecilia taught you THAT?!!?” she asked, startled.


“Nope,” I told her. “Sissy’s never seen that.”


“Then who?” she gaped.


“Someone I met through fighting,” I said. It was true in its own way. It was my own inner mean streak. I’d met this particular side of me in the cage and I taught myself a new way to use it last night.


“Whoever it was, they’re a genius! I don’t think I can walk right today,” she stretched up to kiss me and then walked to the table very gingerly, sitting carefully to eat her breakfast.


Great, I thought. I created a junkie. She was battered, but was a believer in what she’d gotten. I didn’t want her interested in more. I wanted her to whimper at the thought of cock for the next month.


I brought the rest of my breakfast to the table and she kept up a steady stream of conversation while she ate. When I was done, I nursed my coffee quietly while she chattered about how much she liked the sex and told me in no uncertain terms that she was looking forward to next time once she recovered from last night.


She finally looked at the time and sighed, going to put on make-up and get dressed. “I’ll be home for dinner,” she told me when she was getting ready to leave.


“Don’t you think he’s going to have some questions about why you’re not spending the evening with him?” I asked without much investment in the outcome either way.


“Maybe,” she said. “I’m sure he’ll be sour, but I DID promise you to spend more time here.”


“Don’t feel obligated,” I told her dryly. “I’ll either be here or not. Depends on how today goes.”


She nodded, but looked disappointed that I wasn’t planning to be here. “Oh. Okay,” she said, taking the rebuke.


“If I’m tied up, dinner’s in the fridge,” I reminded her. She came and gave me a kiss, told me she loved me and then she had to go. I suppressed a smile as she had difficulty with the stairs.


When she was gone, I couldn’t help it. I called Cecilia.


“Good morning, Sunshine!” she chirped brightly.


“Well, someone started the day with a smile,” I commented with a laugh. “Is Marty in a similarly good mood?”


“He may be whistling a little,” She admitted. “What’s on your mind?”


“Just wanted to add to your morning smile,” I told her.


“Okay, dish it up for me,” she said, all business.


“Barb’s promise to be home for dinner? She showed up after midnight with a brutal load of cum on her face. She swears it was just his, but it was a lot.”


“Fucking whore!” she snarled. “You need to do something to make her sorry she was ever born.”


“It’s already been taken care of,” I told her. “We got into another fight and then she wanted to give me pity sex to make it better.”


“Of course she did,” she said, disgusted. “Did you hit her?” she asked.


“I told her that I didn’t trust her lover not to be diseased so I wasn’t touching her without a condom on.”


“Good boy. That must have shut her up.”


“You wish,” I said. “She told me to go get some. It was 1AM and she told me to go out for condoms if that was what I needed to ‘get over’ myself.”


“Get over yourself?” she repeated and seethed. “How do you expect me to go through the whole day without killing her?”


“I’ll get to that,” I promised. “So I went and got some. When I got back, I fucked her ass until it bled and she was too sore and had to stop. Then I changed condoms and pounded her pussy until she cried for me to stop. She’s running on about three hours of sleep and she can barely walk. I figured you’d be amused all day as she hobbles around the office like she’s got arthritis.”


“How come I never got that complete a fucking?” she asked coyly.


“Because I didn’t hate you. I was on a mission last night. Her coming home covered in cum was Brad’s way of telling me that he owned her. She’d given me a blowjob the night before, so he had to reassert his dominance. I sent a message back that if I couldn’t have her, I’d wreck her.”


She laughed. “I can’t wait to see them at the office now!” she said with glee. “You gonna keep doing that to her?”


“I thought about climbing back in the saddle this morning and making sure the message was good and clear, but I took pity on her and let her have breakfast instead.” I told her. “I’m just waiting on a call from Doris to go pick her up so we can start her on a weight-loss program.”


“I hope that turns out well for you,” she said.


“I’m cool with her just getting the confidence to move forward with her life. If she wants to start a revenge affair to hurt Brad, so much the better, but I’m not hanging my hopes on that plan.”


“Well, I still hope it goes well,” she told me. “Keep me informed and save me a dance on Saturday.”


“I will,” I promised and we said goodbye.


Doris texted me that she was free for the day and I replied that I was on my way. I picked her and little Brad up and put his car-seat in so he could be strapped in.


We got on the road and I smirked. “So our spouses managed to not show up at home when they were supposed to,” I commented to start the ball rolling.


She nodded. “Brad came home and got a phone call within about fifteen minutes. I was already in bed, but he was fuming when he came to bed.”


“He’ll probably be angrier tonight,” I told her with a laugh and told her about what had happened at my place.


“For two hours?!!?” she gaped. “Oh my!”


I shrugged. “I wasn’t focused on pleasure. I was sending a message to Brad.”


“What message?” she asked curiously.


“She can barely walk today,” I told her. “She’ll have to tell him that she’s in no condition for sex. He’s not going to like that.”


“Sort of like how my grandfather talked about getting cured of smoking when his parents caught him as a kid with cigarettes,” she said with a smirk. “He said his dad locked him in a closet with a carton of smokes and wouldn’t let him out until they were all gone. He told me that he’d never been so sick in his life and he never smoked again. You did the same thing to your wife last night.”


I shrugged. “I think I need to up my game,” I said dryly. “This morning, she was filled with enthusiasm to do it again.”


“I can’t say I blame her,” she said breathlessly. “Two hours!”


I smiled. “If we had a sitter for little Brad, I’d point out that we have plenty of time,” I told her.


She blushed deeply. “I don’t even know if all the parts still work,” she admitted. “I sort of lost interest in sex after the baby was born. It’s slowly come back, but Brad never tries anymore. I guess if I’d done my duty, he never would have turned to your wife,” she told me sheepishly.


I reached over and took her hand. “That’s not on you,” I told her firmly. “That’s on them. You just had a baby. Your body needed time to heal from that without accepting visitors.”


“I still could have done things for him,” she sighed regretfully.


I gave her hand a squeeze. “He doesn’t deserve your devotion,” I told her. “You gave him a son. He should have given you some understanding.”


She nodded uncomfortably. “I still feel partly responsible,” she said. “He’d have kept his hands off your wife if I’d been able to satisfy his needs at home.”


“What about your needs?” I asked pointedly.


She looked down. “I’m fine,” she said in a subdued voice. She sounded like she was used to being dismissive about her own desires.


“Are you saying that you aren’t interested in making sure that the new bed is working right? I definitely need help with that,” I told her with a wry smile.


“If we had a sitter for Brad, I’d want you to give me what she had. Maybe twice,” she giggled nervously. “I don’t want to neglect him though.”


I nodded. “Do you have someone that you normally use for a sitter?” I asked curiously.


She shook her head. “Sometimes I have a neighbor watch him if I have to go out to the doctor or something. Most times, I just take him with me.”


I nodded. “Let me think about that problem for a bit. For today, I think we’ll get you started with your workout routine and I’ll put the bed together in between sets.”


“Let me help with putting the bed together,” she urged me. “I’m pretty good at figuring these things out and the instructions almost always leave something unclear.”


“Okay,” I agreed. When we got to the house, I went to the garage while she pulled Brad out of his car-seat. I got the toolkit which was as cheap as advertised. It was an embarrassment to anything more than a casual task. We went into the house and I led her upstairs. We put the baby-gate at the end of the hall so that Brad could play there, but not get to the stairs. It took us the better part of an hour to put the frame together even with two of us. In that time, we talked a lot about the affair and other topics.


I was enjoying her company and I don’t think it was one-sided. She was extremely self-conscious about her weight and her body and herself overall.


I finally closed the bedroom door, checking to make sure Brad was content for the moment and took her hands in mine. “Doris, I think I can help you a lot here,” I told her. “I can get your body in shape and help you keep it in shape. I think that once you do that, you’ll start to recapture some of your confidence. That’s the momentum that you can use to keep making positive changes in your life.”


“I’d like that,” she admitted quietly.


“I’d like to help you with your other problem too,” I said solemnly.


“What problem is that?” she asked, biting her lip.


“You said you were worried that not all the parts were working,” I reminded her. “I think Brad’s neglect has hurt your confidence more than your weight has.”


She hung her head, but nodded. “I’m not sexy and thin like I used to be,” she said. “Brad used to look at me with lust in his eyes. Now, when he looks at all, it’s with disappointment.”


“I know we haven’t known each other for very long,” I told her, “but I’d be honored to help you feel sexy and thin again. Thin will take some time. Sexy doesn’t have to wait.”


Her eyes flicked to the door. “Brad...”


“Is fine for the moment,” I told her. “I don’t think we’ll take two hours for a first time, but I’ll start looking for a babysitter for him once in a while if you want to lose yourself in a different kind of workout.”


She looked deeply tempted as her eyes searched mine longingly. I made up my mind and stepped closer, slipping my arms around her. She was trembling slightly, but also looked at me with a look that said she wasn’t about to stop me. “If you’re not comfortable with this, I’ll stop,” I told her. “You can still count on me to help you with the gym and be your friend and help you with getting through this. This isn’t a condition for my help.”


“Shut up!” she breathed and kissed me. She was hungry for attention and she soaked it up like sand drinks water. Time stood still for us to savor that first kiss. Her body was soft and yielding, mine was firm and hard. She delighted in how my muscles felt and I was more aroused by her than I’d expected. Her body was different from any other woman I’d ever held in my arms. I took off my shirt, breaking our kiss long enough to pull it over my head and she did the same, her blouse, tossed aside hastily.


I could see the marks of her pregnancy and Dr. MacDonald was right. Surgery would have been expensive. Liposuction, tucks, implants and lifts would all be necessary to restore her original figure from this point. Some of that work would still be needed, but we could work wonders with diet, exercise and Bio Oil to help reduce her stretch marks. She was a little self-conscious, but lust was taking over and driving her forward, despite her anxiety over her body.


She unbuttoned her jeans and pushed them down over her hips, jiggling enticingly as she squirmed out of her pants. She left her panties and bra in place as she shed the rest of her clothes, standing before me in plain underwear. Her panties were pink cotton bikinis and the bra was a plain white with wide straps and looked to be holding a pair of sizable breasts. She was gorgeously pale, telling me that her red hair wasn’t a dye job.


I’d managed to lose my pants and socks too and when we came together again, she could feel my cock pressed into her stomach. She moaned in approval as she felt its hardness and her hands explored my body boldly. I knew that Brad was no specimen, so I let her get a feel for my body. I intended to give her every opportunity to touch and feel to her heart’s content. I gathered her into my arms and kissed her again, her tongue eagerly seeking out mine, her need consuming her.


I took the opportunity to unhook her bra ... or at least try to. The thing seemed to be an endless array of clasps. I started to wonder if it was designed to keep her tits in or keep me OUT, but it finally came free, the ends springing away from each other. They’d obviously been under some tension. I moved my hands up to her shoulders and eased the straps down her arms before I broke the kiss, stepping back to pull her bra with me.


She was shy about the way they looked and crossed her arms to hide them from me. I took her hands and gently pulled them away from her chest. “Don’t hide,” I told her.


“They’re ... ugly though,” she protested even as she let me see for myself. They weren’t perky and there were some stretch marks on them, but they were full and round and she had prominent nipples that reminded me of Cecilia, but her breasts were massive. They dwarfed Sissy’s and even made my wife’s look dainty. I didn’t know what came after DD, but I’d say her cans were at least two sizes bigger, maybe three.


“They’re not ugly,” I told her. “They may be the largest breasts I’ve ever seen though.” I kissed her again and guided her to the bed, laying her down gently. I hefted one of her breasts in my hands and it took both hands to handle it. It was like holding a watermelon made of jello. I was amazed that her breast didn’t fall apart in my hands. It was soft and felt so delicate that I was worried about hurting her, but she moaned in obvious approval as I squeezed the soft flesh.


“Ooo! Not too hard or they’ll...” she trailed off as a tiny spritz of milk erupted from her nipple, surprising me and mortifying her. She buried her face in her hands and started to cry, humiliated that she was so full of milk.


I pulled her hands away and kissed her lips gently. “It’s okay,” I told her. She was deeply damaged by what had happened to her body after the pregnancy and probably more so by Brad’s casual mistreatment. She slowly calmed down and every time she tried to say something or get up, I’d kiss her again, silencing her.


She was laying there quietly, lust still struggling to make itself known while she wallowed in humiliation. She had nothing to be ashamed of, but it had been so long since anyone had told her that, that she’d be hard pressed to believe it.


“I’ve never tasted breast milk,” I told her quietly and lowered my head to lick up the droplets that stretched across her breast in a line. She watched me, her breathing quickening as I tongued her breast clean, making my way toward the nipple.


She gasped when I licked the tip and I watched it crinkle in response, hardening and lengthening in anticipation of feeding an infant. It was normal and natural and sexy as Hell. I looked up at her and smiled, seeing her glazed eyes watching me with interest. I lowered my mouth to her nipple and kissed it gently. She gave a breathy sigh and I parted my lips, pulling the taut nipple between them. She groaned then and I could feel her hands on the back of my head, holding me against her swollen breast. I sucked on the nipple, my mouth filling with sweetish liquid. It was delicious and I eagerly sucked for more, drinking my fill. She encouraged me to switch breasts often so they were both drained evenly. When I was done, I let her nipple slip from my mouth and kissed her again. I knew she could taste her milk on my tongue. I hope she liked it because I thought it was amazing.


“You really don’t mind?” she asked, astounded.


I shook my head. “It’s fascinating,” I assured her. “I like the taste. It’s sweeter than the milk I’m used to. I don’t know if I’d like it as a replacement for regular milk, but it’s nice. I like the container it comes in a lot more too,” I teased her, playing with her tits a little bit. They felt looser now that she’d been milked a little.


She giggled at that and kissed me again. “He hates it,” she confessed. “I produce a lot and he despises the taste, the look, the fact that he can’t grab my chest anymore without it spraying.”


“Your husband is a moron,” I told her. “Let’s hope your son gets his brains from his mother’s side of the family.”


She smiled and pushed me over onto my back. “I think you deserve a reward,” she said and started tugging my underwear down. She practically dove onto my cock, pushing it into her throat with no problems whatsoever. I was in heaven and lay back to let her do the driving. I reached out and touched her as she knelt over my cock. I ran my hand over her back and down to squeeze her ass through her panties. I started tugging her panties down and she helped me, shoving them down to her knees and then shifting so we could get them completely off of her.


She hadn’t missed a beat and kept my cock in her mouth while we finished stripping her, but lifted her head to look at me. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m not on the Pill or anything, but I promise, I’ll make this good for you.”


“You worry too much,” I told her. “I have condoms.” Her eyes lit up and she wanted to know where. I told her and she bounded out of bed to get them. She tore open the box when she found it and put one on me, stroking my cock lovingly.


“It’s been so long,” she told me and laid back, spreading her legs. “Go gently at first?”


I nodded and kissed her again. “I’ll take good care of you,” I promised her. I noticed that her pussy wasn’t shaved, but sported a full fiery bush to match the red hair on her head. I positioned my cock at her entrance and she was incredibly hot. She was so turned on that she was already drooling lubrication. I slid my cock up and down her slit a few times, spreading her juices over her lips and my cock before I pushed forward and penetrated her folds for the first time.


She groaned and wrapped her legs around me, pulling me deeper. She was hot and wet. She wasn’t as tight as Barb, but then she started squeezing me with her pussy and it was my turn to gasp in surprise. She went from being just barely snug to grasping my cock like a vice. She giggled at my response. “I have a few tricks that Brad doesn’t know about,” she confessed.


“Show me!” I whispered to her and she grinned. This was our revenge. I was going to get the things from her that she never gave to her husband and I was going to give her things he’d never dreamed of.


She started rippling the muscles of her pussy and I thought I was going to cum right there. I concentrated on anything and everything except what was going on around my cock and I started to fuck her back. She had amazing muscle control and it felt like nothing I’d ever experienced before. I moaned and sighed and growled as she milked my cock. She was moaning too and pinching her nipples. She was playing with them much more roughly than I would have thought she’d want, but she’d later tell me that nursing had made her nipples tough so she didn’t mind the pain.


We made love like that for what seemed like eternity, slapping our bodies together in harmony. We moved together far better than Barb and I did. She squeezed and released my cock rhythmically, crying out in orgasm several times as we fucked. It felt different from what I’d done last night. I was there with her in the moment. I wasn’t punishing her or showing her what she left behind. I was intent on giving her pleasure and that made it a far more enjoyable experience. She gave me a look and told me that we needed to hurry up. Then she clamped down on my cock, gripping it like she wanted to hold onto it forever.


That finished me off and she had another small orgasm as I grunted and growled through my own. I collapsed into her arms and we kissed passionately, our lust sated for the moment. We were both covered in a light sheen of sweat and were breathing hard. I reached between us and grasped the condom so it wouldn’t pull off and then I pulled out of her with a sigh from both of us. She sat up and took the condom off of me, sucking my cock into her mouth to clean me off. She wasn’t trying to start round two, just saving time and effort on the cleanup. She took it into the bathroom, flushed it and gave herself a quick wipe before we got dressed. We changed to workout clothes and went to check on Brad.


He needed to be changed, but hadn’t been sitting in discomfort. She got him cleaned up and into a fresh diaper and then the three of us went to the basement. I got to spend a little more time with Brad while I played trainer for Doris. I helped her stretch out, explaining why it was important and then started her on the treadmill at a walking pace. I didn’t want to overwhelm her today, just make her familiar with the routine and the layout. I let her walk for half an hour while I played with Brad and chatted with her about simple things. I asked her what she’d like to have in the house for lunches and snacks and she told me what she typically fed him. I wasn’t too dismayed with her diet choices, but I suggested some tweaks here and there. I was her fitness coach, after all.


She took the advice to heart and I asked her a little about her eating habits. Her reaction to depression was ice cream, she admitted. Her body said volumes about her depression then. I promised her that exercising was a far better cure for depression, but admitted that there was sometimes no substitute for ice cream.


From that talk, I started working out a diet plan for her that would give her all the energy she needed and wouldn’t add pounds to her waistline. Rather than structure her meals, I told her to focus more on vegetables, preferably raw, but I understood that she had to prepare food that little Brad could chew. We talked about how she’d met Brad. It turned out that he’d gone to high school with her. I told her about meeting Barb in college when she saw me sketching in the park and asked me to sketch her. We talked about her friends, whom she’d been having trouble staying in touch with the past couple of years, my friends, who were mostly architects and gym rats. I promised to introduce her to Cecilia and Marty at the party while Brad and Barb snuck off to have sex.


“You think they will?” she asked, surprised.


“My wife has been pushing to get a suite for the night to turn the party into a romantic date,” I told her. “What I think is that she wasn’t planning that date to be all about me.”


She nodded and looked sympathetic. “At least we know what’s going on now,” she consoled me.


“At least we’re starting to fight back,” I agreed.


“Are you going to leave her?” she asked.


“I was thinking about having her served with papers the same day you serve Brad,” I said lightly. “Maybe have them served together right before the Fourth of July and celebrate Independence Day?”


She laughed at that and the treadmill beeped that her time was up. I checked her pulse at her throat and then started her on stationary bike at a slow pace. She wasn’t reacting poorly to the exercise, but she’d be sore tomorrow either way. Her muscles weren’t used to the way they were being used. That’s how we whiled away the morning. We stopped for lunch at a better restaurant where we could get a better class of food than cheeseburgers. Brad didn’t particularly think much of the colors, but they gave him crayons and a place-mat with a picture to color on it, so that made things better for him. He doodled happily while we chatted.


I found that other than our spouses, Doris and I really didn’t have much in common and she sensed it too. “I think,” she said slowly, “that we should plan to help each other with whatever revenge we can and then wish each other well once the divorces are out in the open,” she said knowingly. “Not that I don’t like you, John. Just the opposite. I don’t think there’s enough there for us to make a future together though. I can see us being friends and even ending up like family, but you’ve got trips to Vegas and a fight career. I’ve got trips to the pediatrician and a mom career. Neither of us want the same things.”


I nodded. “I know. I want to rub their faces in what they’ve been doing to us as much as you do. I think that once you’re back in the shape you want to be, you’ll have no problem finding a dad for Brad. I’d like us to stay in touch once we’re back on our feet, but if it gets to be an inconvenience for you, I understand.”


“And what if we get to be an inconvenience to you?” she asked coyly.


I shook my head. “I can’t see that happening. I don’t really have anything else in my life. If you call me and tell me you need something, I’m only too glad to be there for you. Hopefully, by the time you’re ready to date, Brad will be out of diapers so babysitting will be a little easier on me.”


She chuckled. “You’re a good friend,” she said with a smile. “You’ve helped me more than you know already.”


I shrugged. “I only did what I wished someone had been able to do for me. I kind of had to process this whole thing on my own.”


She nodded. “That must have been hard,” she said sympathetically.


“It made me a more aggressive fighter, so, in a sick sort of way, they actually did me a favor,” I said. “It’s sort of the silver lining in all of this.”


“Well you’re not alone in this anymore,” she said. “I don’t want to break any laws, but besides that, I’m up for just about anything to pay them back for this.”


“I don’t intend to break any laws either,” I told her. “If I was, I’d have been waiting for Brad outside of work one night and put him in a wheelchair for what he’s done to me. Ironically, it’s been you that’s stopped me from going after him.”


“Me?!!?” she exclaimed. “What do you mean?”


“Well, if not for the fact that he had to provide for you and Brad, I’d have told his employer that he was fucking around on company time. Barb might have gotten away with a severe reprimand, since she sells so many houses, but he’d almost certainly have been fired.”


She nodded. “That would have been bad,” she admitted and stirred her drink while she mulled over what she wanted to say. “John, us going our separate ways, it’s not about finding a dad for Brad,” she said gently. “If it was, you’ve got pretty good qualifications.”


“Thanks,” I said with a smile. “I know it wasn’t just about him though. That’s gonna be a big part of what you’re looking for down the road though.”


“Good. I just didn’t want you to think that’s where you got disqualified,” she said. “I may still have to lean on you once in a while when I need advice on staying fit or when I need to cuddle up to someone sympathetic to a big girl.”


“You’re not gonna be a big girl for as long as you might think,” I told her. “I think once you jettison your husband, you’ll be taking your pick of men. They’ll be following you around like lost puppies.”


“Hah!” she snorted, disbelieving. “I didn’t really have that back before I got pregnant.”


“You met Brad in high school. You don’t think he might have run interference on a few guys?” I asked her dubiously. “Even so, when you start taking Brad to the park to play, you’ll probably meet some really nice single dad, maybe with a little girl that needs a mom and you’ll live happily ever after.”


“That’s a nice fairy tale,” she said wistfully.


“And he’ll be well-hung, but not quite as good with it as I am and good looking, but a little less rugged than me and he’ll drive a nice car, but not nearly as swanky as my ... five year old Sentra.” I told her with a smirk and a roll of my eyes.


That got her chuckling again. “What about you?” she asked. “Are you gonna find yourself a perfect girl. Someone with beautiful eyes, but not quite as deep as mine, big tits, but not quite as sweet as mine?”


“Now you’re getting in the spirit,” I encouraged her and then settled down some. “I dunno,” I said. “I’ve tried a couple of times, but the only one that really clicked ended up taking herself off the market to take her husband back. Maybe I’ll just be single for a while.”


“That’s lonely,” she said knowingly.


“Lonely, I’m used to,” I shrugged. “You’ve got little Brad to keep you company. I’m sure there’s someone out there for me. Hopefully I’ll be able to recognize her when she shows up.”


“You don’t sound particularly optimistic,” she told me critically and then paused when our lunch arrived. She started seeing to Brad first and he was happily munching away shortly. She looked at me pointedly. “You must have someone in mind.”


“No,” I admitted. “Most of my friends are either OUR friends, which means they’re really her friends or they’re gym rats. There’s not a lot of cute single women hanging around MMA gyms.”


“What about work?” she asked.


“Don’t fish off the company pier,” I quoted. “Barb and Brad did and they’re likely going to get reported when the divorces start.”


She nodded. “Well, don’t fighters have groupies? Most sports do, right?”


“Heh. If ONLY! Yeah, there are fans out there, but I’ve had one fight at the pro level. If I’m successful and hang around for a long enough career, I might start getting recognized. For now, I’m content to be single. I might feel different once the papers are served, but for now, I have you to help, my fight in May to train for and I still have to get through Christmas. You know that Barb promised me that Brad wouldn’t be there for the party? She doesn’t know that I know who to look for, so she’s hoping that she can blow one past me.”


“Oh, we’ll be there,” she assured me. “Dance with me when we’re there?”


“I intend to,” I promised.


We dug in and ate hurriedly, wanting to get back to the house for at least part of the afternoon. I knew I’d have to drop them off well before Brad got home since she’d need a shower and we hadn’t bought any of her supplies. We were still dressed in gym clothes, but after lunch, we took a quick stop into Target to outfit the bathroom for her. I also detoured past the maternity section on a whim and bought her a breast pump.


“Really?” she asked dryly, looking at the device skeptically.


“I usually make Barb’s morning coffee,” I explained with a grin. That made her laugh, so we bought the pump. I also wanted to watch her pump and see how much she produced. Yeah, I was curious. I also wanted to give her a chance to stick it to Barb and making her drink breast milk in the morning seemed like a great way to make her complicit in her own humiliation.


We went back to the house and I started Doris on the weights and strength training machines and then Brad and I had some guy time while I kept an eye on her. She did pretty good, but I cut off her workout by mid-afternoon and we took Brad upstairs to play in the hall for a while. Doris stripped off her sweat-soaked clothes and started for the shower when I took her hand and shook my head.


“What?” she asked, curious about what I had in mind.


I laid towels on the bed and told her to lay down. I stripped off my clothes too and dug the bottle of baby oil out of the bag from Target. “Tomorrow, your muscles are going to be sore,” I told her. “You’re not used to working out. A good massage at the end of your workout can help. I’ll give you another one before we start tomorrow and after we’re done. It’ll ease the aches. I’ll check the hot tub tonight and make sure it’s clean and ready to use tomorrow. That helps with the aches too. For tonight, take a long, hot bath.”


While I was talking to her, I was rubbing the oil into the skin of her back, working her muscles like trainers had done for me in the past. Of course, those massages hadn’t been done naked and they hadn’t been sensual, like this one. She moaned and sighed as I worked out the kinks. I had her turn over and I massaged her front just as carefully as I had her back. When I was done, I ran my fingers through the curls covering her pussy and leaned over to kiss her gently as I touched her pussy with my oily hands. I masturbated her to another orgasm and she cried out, her hips thrusting up at my hand as I stroked her slit.


When she calmed down, I helped her up and the two of us got in the shower. I washed her completely, even going so far as to slip a soapy finger into her ass. She didn’t protest, instead, pushing against the finger as if she enjoyed the intrusion. “You know,” she said suggestively, “I can’t get pregnant from that...”


“Tomorrow,” I said with a laugh. “If we start again, we’ll never get out of here.”


She nodded and returned the favor, washing my body completely before we shut off the shower and dried off. I gathered up the towels that we’d used and noted that I’d have to do laundry tomorrow while we were working out. I also set aside our gym clothes from today. I hadn’t sweated, but she had.


We got dressed and then cleaned up so I could take them home. When they were safely inside and I was on my way, I had to wonder what I wanted to do with my evening. Barb was promising to be home tonight. I didn’t really believe her or care. I sighed and went home anyway. I still wanted to make sure that she didn’t bring her asshole home with her for a quickie. I scheduled a test drive for the SUV I wanted for the next day, figuring to do that while Doris was working out in the morning. I also called a locksmith and told him that I wanted the locks changed. He said he could do that tomorrow too. I got him to pencil me in for an early afternoon appointment.


Chapter 14


She still wasn’t home, but it was early for her. I rattled around the kitchen, looking to see if there was anything I could make for dinner. There was some chicken in the freezer, so I took it out to defrost and knew I had enough to make a stir-fry. That was relatively easy to make. A bag of frozen vegetables, my own secret sauce and whatever meat I had on hand. I served it over rice and it was usually a hit. I hadn’t made it in a while though. Not since Cecilia and Marty got back together, now that I thought about it. That night was the last time I cooked it.


I wasn’t starting anything until she got home though. If she sketched for the evening, I’d go back to the other house and cook it for lunch tomorrow.


I went downstairs for a drink, deciding that I needed a shot of fortitude if I was going to face Princess Barb tonight. I was drinking it when I heard the front door open. Wonder of wonders, she came home. She was still walking with some difficulty when I came to the bottom of the stairs. “Hi, Honey!” she said with a smile as she hobbled the rest of the way up the stairs.


I followed her, suppressing a smile of triumph. “Hi,” I said simply. “How was your day?”


“Oh my God!” she groaned. “I was in and out between showings and the office. I can barely move! Did you want to order something for dinner or do you have something cooking?” she asked sounding tired.


“I took out some chicken to thaw a little while ago. I can start working on it and make stir-fry,” I told her.


“That sounds delicious,” she admitted. “You need my help?” she asked and I could see in her eyes that she was torn, hoping that I would, but also hoping that I’d tell her to rest.


“It’s pretty simple,” I said. “Why don’t you fill the tub with that bubble-bath you like and relax. You’re moving like you’re still sore from last night and you only got a little sleep.”


She sagged with obvious relief. “I’m pretty beat,” she admitted. “Thanks. I’ll probably go right to bed after dinner.”


So, off she went and I set to work on cooking dinner. I broke the chicken apart and then diced it up while it was still frozen. I set it in the wok pan with a touch of oil and started the heat. Once it was cooking, I started adding spices. I’d discovered an eclectic mix of flavors that blended well in this dish. I didn’t measure, so every time was different. Sometimes it was spicy, sometimes it was downright sweet. I waited until the chicken was mostly done and I started adding the sauce, which was really a mixture of hot sauce, barbecue sauce and a sweet and sour sauce that turned the whole thing into a perfect blend of spicy and sweet. I steamed rice and went to tell her that it was time to eat.


She was fast asleep in the tub and jolted when I touched her shoulder. “Dinner’s ready,” I told her and she nodded, pulling the plug and starting the shower so she could rinse off. I left and started to set the table, dishing hers up and setting it at her place. I poured her a glass of wine to go with it and then dished up my own dinner, shutting of the stove so that things would cool enough to go into the fridge later.


She appeared a few moments later, her hair still gathered up in a pony-tail from her bath. “Thanks,” she said as she sat down. She dropped into the chair rather harder than she’d meant to and squeaked as the impact jolted through her poor battered ass and pussy.


“No problem,” I said quietly. “At least you can take some of it with you tomorrow for lunch.”


She nodded and dug in. She was hungry, but she was also exhausted. I had minimal sympathy. I hadn’t forced her to have sex last night. She’d made that decision on her own and stuck to her guns.


We ate with minimal talking. She was too tired to carry much of a conversation and I couldn’t share any of the details of my day. “Did anyone bring up how you were moving today?” I asked.


She looked up and nodded. “A lot of people,” she admitted, but didn’t elaborate.


“Was he upset that you were coming home after work?” I asked. I wasn’t angry or upset. I asked in the same tone I would have used to ask if she’d gotten her hair done today.


She looked at me worriedly and saw that there was no challenge in my face. I’d merely asked how it had gone for her. “He, uh, wasn’t happy with it,” she said carefully.


I shrugged. “I’m guessing he had some fighting words to say for the way you were walking and the fact that you weren’t meeting him,” I said impassively.


She bit her lip and nodded. “I don’t want to fight tonight, John!” she pleaded with me.


“I’m not upset,” I told her calmly. “I’m just asking about it. I expect he’s going to want to do something to retaliate for me getting in the way. I’m just trying to gauge whether that’s going to happen sooner or later.”


She sighed. “He’s pretty steamed,” she admitted. “He wants me to promise not to do that again.”


“Do what again, exactly?” I asked.


“Sleep with you,” she said quietly.


I sat back, thinking about that for a moment. “I see,” I said with a slight smile. “So he’s forcing you to choose.”


She frowned. “THIS is why I didn’t want to bring it up!” she said, agitated. “I don’t want to fight about it. I’m tired and sore and I’ve had a long day!”


“I’m not fighting, Barb. I’m just talking. Are you going to honor his request and end our sexual relationship? Again, I’m not angry with you. I’m asking questions.”


“What would you do, if I did?” she asked sheepishly.


“I’d take stock of my life and see what I wanted going forward,” I told her honestly. “Truthfully, the only time we’ve had sex in the past six months has been in the last two days, so his request doesn’t seem so outrageous on the surface. On the other hand, our marriage has been hanging by a thread for those six months. Giving him the authority to dictate what happens in our house doesn’t paint a hopeful picture. The last two days have seen us make some progress toward stabilizing things and he wants to put a stop to that.”


She nodded, thinking about what I said. “Yeah. I don’t know. He’s more focused on you than he was before, like it’s him or you.”


I nodded. “I kind of figured that it was going to come to this,” I told her. “He thinks of you as his. He was way more pissed than you’re letting on, wasn’t he?”


She nodded. “Yeah. He wants me to leave you,” she admitted.


I nodded. “He’s finally gotten to the point where he wants you to himself,” I said, not really surprised. “What did you tell him when he asked that?” I was actually amused in a very distant way.


“I told him that was not happening, just like I told you when you asked me to leave him,” she said.


I nodded. “He should be grateful,” I said. “You’ve shown him a lot of loyalty since this all started. I’m not being snide,” I assured her. “I’m just pointing out that you’ve been protecting his identity and putting him first in your thoughts.”


She nodded. “That’s been for your protection too,” she pointed out. “I don’t want you tempted to do something to get yourself arrested.”


I nodded. “Even if he came to the door, I wouldn’t hit him,” I told her. “The only way I’d mess him up would be if he came after me with a weapon. At that point, I’d have to. I understand though. You’ve promised that he and I will never meet and that promise is good enough for me.”


She nodded. “Good. At this point, I think you should stay as far away from him as possible,” she said. “Nothing good can come of it.”


“I agree. Putting us in a room together is a recipe for disaster,” I said lightly. “That’s a worry for another day though. So you rejected his request that you leave me,” I recapped, putting us back on topic. “What about his demand that you stop sleeping with me? You didn’t tell me how you reacted to that.”


She bit her lip. “I...” she trailed off. She couldn’t say it.


I nodded. “I see.”


“It’s just for right now!” she assured me quickly. “Once he calms down, things will go back to normal.”


“No they won’t,” I told her softly. “He asked you to choose between him and me and you chose. You must really love him a lot.” I got up and left the table. I went to the bedroom I’d shared with her and started packing. I’d call Otto tomorrow and get the equipment out of here soonest.


She followed me and started trying to press the point. “Really, John! It’s not forever. It’s just ... he was mad today.”


“It’s cool, Barb,” I said woodenly. I really didn’t care, but the insult was so ingrained now that it was like she didn’t see it. “I’m just getting my shit out of your way while I’m not welcome here.”


“No one said you’re not welcome here, John! Stop!”


“No, Barb. I’ve reached the end. You’ve pushed and he’s pushed and you’ve both pushed together. I’m done! I’m the only one fighting for our marriage. I’m done fighting. He wants you to stop sleeping with me, so I guess we stop sleeping together. It’s cool. At least we ended it on a high note. You’ll have last night to remember me by.” I wasn’t lashing out at her, just stating that I was glad we’d gone out that way.


“John! Talk to me!” she begged.


“I want a divorce,” I told her and let that statement hang in the air as I stared at her.


She reacted as if I’d slapped her. “You can’t mean that!” she whispered.


“What you’re proposing is unacceptable,” I said. “I’m not staying in a marriage where I’m subject to the whims of a complete fucking stranger. I’m not gonna whimper about it or rage or make threats. He and I have both asked you to choose between us and you won’t. You won’t tell me anything about him and you won’t honor even the most reasonable requests from me. He makes the most outrageous demand imaginable and you just tell him ‘okay’. After the sex you had last night, you should have stabbed him in the throat for asking you to give that up. No problem though. You admitted that you’d never cum that much in your life and I could have kept going. You just gave that up for him. That’s why he demanded it. He saw the condition you were in today and he KNEW there was no hope in Hell that he could do HALF that much to pleasure you. He’d have to have three friends show up as reinforcements to give you all that. So, I’m admitting that I have NOTHING to offer you anymore. It was the best I had to offer and I thought this morning that it had been good enough, but I guess not.”


I went back to my packing, but kept talking to her as I filled the large suitcase. “I’ll move all my stuff out of here over the next few days,” I promised. “I’ll probably ask Sissy and Marty to help and maybe Otto. He’s a friend of mine from the gym. For tonight, I’ll sleep in the guest room. I guess I’ll cancel the SUV test-drive tomorrow. Doesn’t make sense for you to buy the outgoing husband a present.”


She was starting to cry as I talked. “Please, John! Don’t do this!” she pleaded.


I looked at her like she was stupid. “Give me one good reason to sit around here and play with myself while he gets to fuck you?” I demanded.


“I love you!”


“Prove it!” I shot back.


“Tell me how and I will, I swear!”


“Stop sleeping with him,” I said. That seemed like a fair request. “If he gets to control whether I sleep with you or not, I want the same.”


She looked like she hadn’t considered that I might demand that. “I ... I can’t promise that,” she said.


“But you promised that to him,” I pointed out.


She looked down. “Please!”


“Why is it so fucking important to you?!” I demanded. “Last night is the LAST time we’ll ever fuck because he won’t back down and you won’t stand up to him.” I went through my dresser, packing carefully and making sure I didn’t leave anything behind. I finally couldn’t fit anything more into the suitcase and zipped it up.


“I promise to talk to him, John!” she begged.


“Not good enough. I didn’t ask you to talk to him. I asked you why it was so fucking important for me to stay. You don’t want me. You want him. I’m sincerely not even angry at you for this anymore. I’m just disappointed. I thought I mattered enough to you to stick up for me when someone was treating me like shit. Turns out, you join in. You’ve been a terrible fucking wife this past six months and now you’ve promised someone else that you’ll be no wife at all.”


“Okay! I’ll tell him that cutting you off is out of the question!” she wailed.


“No,” I said. “I’m tired of fighting. Give me a reason to stay or I’m getting the lawyer and pushing for divorce. I deserve better than this and now I’m demanding it.”


She nodded. “Tell me what to do!” she said.


“Right now, there’s only one thing that will save our marriage,” I told her. “Cut out the cancer.”


“What do you mean?” she asked, confused.


“When you have cancer, you remove the tumor. You might like your leg. You might not be able to imagine living without it, but you amputate if the tumor is contained in your leg,” I told her. “He’s the tumor in our marriage. Our marriage has been dying since you started with him. Now it’s critical. Does our marriage die or do you remove the tumor?”


“You can’t ask me to do that!” she whispered.


“You asked me how to save our marriage. That’s how. On the weekend, you were afraid to be here alone because he might come here. Is that really the guy you want to throw away your marriage for?”


“I...” she wavered and I looked at her. I wondered if she’d do it. I really didn’t care. I lost nothing by pressing this point. She sat down on the bed and I could see the conflict tearing her apart. I did sympathize with her, so I threw her a bone.


“Talk to me, Barb,” I said more gently. “I honestly don’t think there’s anything left of our marriage. You keep swearing that you’ll make it up to me, but you hurt me more every ... single ... day. What’s going on? Do you have a trust fund coming if we stay married? Is there some sort of family reason that need me to wait before I check out. I don’t understand and I’d really like to.”


She sighed. “It’s nothing like that,” she said and hung her head. “I ... You’re my husband. I’m supposed to grow old with you,” she was quiet now. The fight was leeched out of her. She was talking honestly. “When I have kids, I want them to be your kids. I love him, but you’re my future. I can’t give him up. He’s ... my Kryptonite, I guess. Things with him are intoxicating and exciting, but you? I know that no matter what, you support me.”


“I’m not your future anymore, Barb. He’s stolen that future. I was wrong. He’s not cancer, he’s heroin. You’re a junkie and you’re hurting everyone who cares about you to get your fix. You know your sister stayed away this summer because of this?” I asked her.


She looked shocked. She hadn’t even noticed that Jane hadn’t been here. Her eyes stared off into the distance at nothing and then returned to mine, confused. “She told you?”


“I called her to ask why she’d skipped visiting. She loves LA and she stayed home rather than be in the middle of this,” I told her. “She wouldn’t sell you out, but when I told her I knew, we talked about it in general.”


She nodded. “I don’t know what to say. Did she say if Mom and Dad know?” she asked.


“She wasn’t sure about your mother. She thinks that your father will either shatter like glass or he’ll grasp at straws for an excuse if he finds out.”


She nodded glumly. “I don’t know what to do,” she whispered.


“Yes, you do,” I told her. “You’re scared to do it, but you know what you need to do. The only question is whether you’re ready to make the hard choice. He’s not the nice guy that he was when you started. He’s become twisted. Maybe he was always like that and the facade is worn thin now or maybe something happened that made him bitter and spiteful, but if you’re being honest with yourself, you know that it’s never going to be enough. He’ll always have one more indignity that he wants you to bring home to me. Today, he got a good look at a layer of satisfaction he can never give you. His retaliation is to cut you off from that. The fact that you agreed to it makes me inclined to let him. It’s the last line to cross. I’m done fighting. This is your intervention.” I took out my phone and dialed the phone, getting sudden inspiration.


“Hey, Stud!” Cecilia giggled. “How’re things?”


“Things aren’t that great, Sissy. As a matter of fact, they’re about the worst they’ve ever been. Can you and Marty come by the house? Not the one you sold us, but our place? It’s kind of urgent.”


She caught my tone and told me they were on their way. “Let’s go out in the living room,” I suggested. “There’s one more person I think should be involved in this talk and I’ll wait to call them until Sissy gets here.”


She nodded. I think she knew what was going on, but let herself be led to the show. When they arrived, I let them in and thanked them for coming. Then I called Jane and hoped she wasn’t out at the movies or something.


“Hi, John.” she said when she answered. “What’s up?”


“Same shit, different day,” I told her. I put it on speakerphone and joined Barb on the couch. “Jane, you’re on speaker. I have Barb here as well as Cecilia, a friend of ours and Marty, Cecilia’s husband.”


“Uh, okay...” she said, not quite sure what to make of the guest list. “Why the party-line? Not that I’m objecting, but still.”


“I came to a realization a little while ago. Barb’s boyfriend is an addiction for her. He’s her heroin, her cocaine. I can’t get through to her. I’ve tried, but she doesn’t get it. I told her I want a divorce. She’s pleading with me to reconsider, so this is her intervention. Everyone in this conversation has seen her actions or seen the damage those actions have caused. I thought I’d bring everyone together to voice their opinions. If anyone’s not comfortable speaking, that’s fine, but feel free to chip in.”


There was a few minutes of silence and then Cecilia started. “What happened? You said you told her that you want a divorce. Something must have happened today.”


I nodded. “Barb’s lover has advised her that he doesn’t feel it appropriate for Barb to continue to sleep with me on any level. She accepted his demand. He also demanded that she end our marriage for his benefit, but she refused THAT request.”


“I can’t say I’m surprised,” Cecilia said dryly. “You fucked her so completely, she was moving like she’d been riding a bicycle without a seat all day today. Everyone in the office wants to know how that happened and whether it’s available to the general public.”


“Well, I explained to Barb that I’m done. I’ve been holding onto our marriage for six months and she hasn’t given me any hope that things are ever going to get better. In the last two days, I’ve found an accommodation that would allow me to have sex with my wife without feeling soiled by his presence in our life. As soon as I found that, he insisted that it stop. I’ve drawn the line and moved it and redrawn it and made allowances and this is too far.”


“What happened after we talked last night?” Jane asked.


“I think Barb should tell you that,” I said and looked at her. She looked deeply ashamed now.


“I, uh ... I came home in pretty rough shape,” she said delicately.


“Define rough shape,” Jane said sharply.


“My hair was a mess and I wasn’t dressed properly and ... my makeup was ruined.”


“Barb,” I prompted.


“Okay! His semen was all over my face! There, I said it.” She slumped on the sofa dejectedly.


“You came home like that and John didn’t KILL you?!!?” Jane snorted. “John, how did you not kill her?”


“I don’t hit women,” I said.


“Alright, so my sister came home with a big gooey facial and then what?”


“We argued,” I said. “She offered to make it all better with sex and I told her I didn’t trust her lover to be disease free, so there was no way I was having sex with her without condoms. I thought that would defuse the evening. She sent me out in the middle of the night to look for some. I guess it was pretty important to her that we have sex.”


“And then you fucked her until she broke?”


“Front and back,” I told her. “She wasn’t moving so well today.”


“Okay,” she said. “I think I understand now. Her boy-toy saw her moving around the office like an extra from the Walking Dead, realized he couldn’t do that and demanded that she stay away from the guy wearing the ‘Tap Out’ condom.”


“And she thought that was perfectly okay,” I confirmed. “I’m sorry to have pulled you three away from your evenings, but I needed a mediator. I can’t do this on my own anymore.”


“Alright,” Jane said. “Barb, you there?” she asked.


“Yes,” Barb said miserably.


“You told me about your boyfriend last summer,” she started. “When you told me, you were so excited that you missed the look on my face. I was so disappointed in you. You were my big sister and I looked up to you. You had the perfect life. You had money, a nice home, a luxury car, a great guy and you were throwing it all away to get laid. I kept my mouth shut because I hoped you’d have your fling and come to your senses. I was hoping that you’d call me someday and tell me that you’d ended it and you were gonna spend the rest of your life making John happy. Instead, you made your office affair into your whole life. I didn’t come back there this summer because I would have gotten into screaming matches about your cheating and I didn’t think I could act normal around there while you were wrecking your life.”


Barb was weeping silently. “John told me that tonight,” she croaked.


“Well, that’s my big thing. John’s told me that he wished I’d come. He could have used the support since you’d spend all day at work and all night with your boyfriend before you’d come home to shower and sleep. I wish I had too, but I promised him I’d visit next summer. He said he’s got a new place and that I’m welcome there. I don’t want anything to do with your boyfriend and since he controls your life, I guess you and I can keep in touch by email occasionally. VERY occasionally.”


Ouch. Even I winced at that one. It ripped a sob out of Barb as she felt her sister put her weight on the scale.


Cecilia got up to come over to the couch. She put a comforting arm around Barb, who leaned into her. No words were spoken, she just sobbed against Cecilia’s shoulder. When she was slightly more calm, Marty decided he had something to say.


“The first time I ever met John, I was interrupting his first date with Sissy. I was hoping to get a second chance at our first marriage. He could have blocked me and kept her for himself. He didn’t though. He cared ... He LOVED her enough to want her to be happy and he knew that she still loved me. She was angry and hurt, but still in love. So he let her go when he could have kept her. I didn’t know he was going through all this at the time, but I was grateful that he hadn’t made a play for her. Then, it wasn’t that long ago that he came back to our house. Sissy told me how bad it was. I watched him cry for his marriage for an entire hour. He was broken by what he’d been through. I owed him my marriage, so I left them to talk, knowing there was a good chance that they might not use words to get him back on his feet.”


He paused and wiped his eyes. “When I got home, I wasn’t sure what I’d find, but he was sitting on the sofa, as busted up as when I left and he told me that he loved her too much and respected me too much to stay because he might reach out to her for comfort that he shouldn’t ask her for. He’s a good man and a good friend. I don’t know you, Ma’am, so I don’t have any right to judge you. I’ve made the same mistake you’re making, though. I mistook a whirlwind affair for true love. John helped me find my way back home when I needed it, so if I can do the same for him, I’ll gladly be there for him.”


It was the longest speech I’d ever heard from Marty at one time and it touched me. I didn’t feel like I’d done all that much except bow to the inevitable. He saw it in a whole different light, though.


Cecilia smiled at him and blew him a kiss.


“I guess that makes it my turn, huh?” she asked ruefully.


“Not if you don’t want to say anything,” I told her gently.


“That’s not the problem,” she told me. “I’m worried about where to start and knowing when to stop.”


“Just say what you feel like,” I suggested. “Try to keep it ... constructive, I guess is the best way to say it.”


“Okay,” she said. “Barb, you’ve been seeing your boyfriend for over a year and a half now. You’d had your one year anniversary with him before you told John about it. You tried to put us together and ironically, we would have been a good match if fate hadn’t intervened and brought Marty back on exactly the right day. John helped me let go of some of the bitterness I had for Marty. In just one day, he put me in a better state of mind to listen when Marty showed up to talk. I lost touch with him for a little while, but I knew the sale had gone through. When he called me afterwards, I found out that he was let down by you again. It just kept getting worse and worse. You bought him a house and then brought your lover there to have sex without turning the keys over to John. You kept adding to the hurt you were putting him through and from what he’s said tonight, you haven’t changed. You asked me to help you find a way to make things right for John. Let him go. Agree to terms, file the divorce, sign the papers and let him find someone that makes him happy. You’re only hurting him more. You say you don’t want a divorce, but what kind of marriage do you have? You pushed him to accept your lover and then when he took that push, you kept it up until tonight, he decided that you’ve gone too far. Now he’s pushing. Give him half the bank accounts. You each have a house. He doesn’t understand why you want him to stay and neither do I. You’re asking him to suffer each and every day while you party after work with your lover.”


“NO! I CAN’T!” Barb gasped. “I can’t let him go!”


“Why?” Jane asked. “You told me Lover-Boy was the best you’ve ever had. John’s not making enough money that you need his income to get by. You don’t hang out anymore. He said he barely saw you all summer, that it would have just been me and him if I’d been there. So you don’t have anything in common, you’re not having sex and money isn’t a reason to stay together. What’s there to hold onto?”


“I love him!” she snapped at the phone.


Jane laughed mirthlessly at that. “PLEASE tell me you don’t love me then. If that’s how you express it, I’ll take getting hit by a truck instead.”


“Keep it constructive, Jane,” I reminded her gently and then sighed. “So this all culminated in me calling you all because at this point, it really IS him or me. I’m deciding. I can’t take any more of this. She won’t even disclose his name, citing fear that I’ll do something to hurt him. That’s no marriage. I refuse to allow some stranger to decide what’s acceptable in my marriage.”


“Can I say something?” Barb asked, still crying a little bit.


“Absolutely,” I said. “This is supposed to be for you. You should have a say too.”


“I don’t want a divorce,” she said. “I want things to work out for us. I know that I’m getting it all wrong, but I’m trying.” She took a deep breath. “I keep trying to keep things from getting out of hand, but whenever something happens now, John, you fly off the handle. You don’t let me explain and I don’t know where else to turn! He was kind to me and had the same interests, understood the same jokes, knew the same people, had the same work language, liked the same foods, enjoyed the same movies. You and I don’t have all that. This was just supposed to be someone that I could indulge in those interests with and not drag you along to be bored. You don’t like the same restaurants because you’re always on a diet and you’re picky about what you eat. You don’t like theater, your movie picks are always action, you KNOW I hate you fighting. I don’t go to the gym, you don’t know anything about real estate, you don’t know anyone I work with. He’s just someone that knows those parts of my life.”


“You make some good points,” I admitted. “There’s nothing wrong with having friends. The problem started when your friend started having sex with you behind my back. You begged and pleaded and finally got me to agree to that and then there was another demand and another and another and sometimes they were small, like dinner after work. Dinner turned into dinner and dessert though and then it turned into dinner, dessert, drinks, dancing and a whole lot more. You didn’t give me a chance to develop friendships with the people you work with and I think that was because work was for you and him. If I made a lot of friends there, one of them might tell me who he was and you’ve carefully protected his identity even when he came to this house, looking to fuck you in our bed. You’ve pushed me out of your life either to protect the affair or to compartmentalize your life. If you asked me to introduce you to anyone in my life, I’d be all for it, but Cecilia was the first person you encouraged me to speak to. Surprise! She’s become my friend and she knows all the same people and talks real estate and knows the jokes. She likes different restaurants and probably likes theater I’m not a fan of and art I don’t like, but we’re still close.”


“But I LOVE you!” she said, as if saying it ardently enough would make it true again.


“I don’t believe you do, Barb,” I told her gently, “and that’s where the whole thing falls apart. You promise big things, but you don’t deliver. You promised to respect me and then you do the most rotten things imaginable. You promise me that it’s never going to come down to me or him and then announce that you’ve agreed to his request to cut me off from whatever minimal affection you have left for me. I fuck you for two hours straight to show you that I’m every bit as good as that dick-head and you respond by telling me that it’s the last time and then you insult my intelligence by telling me that it’s only temporary and once he calms down, you’ll talk to him. You can’t draw the line with him, so I am.”


“Look, just give me one more chance!” she pleaded. “I want us to stay together! I’ll make this up to you.”


“How?!!? Barb, you’ve had so many chances to pull your head out of your ass, that there’s a board somewhere devoted to it that says ‘Now Serving #’. You’re not saying anything new. Offer me something that makes me think you mean it and don’t try to buy your way out of it. The house and an SUV are really pretty, but they’re glorified consolation prizes. If you were going to spend money to apologize for this bullshit, you’d have to buy me an island. Even YOU don’t make that kind of money. So offer me SOME hope that this time is different.”


“Okay,” she said, her eyes flitting back and forth as she thought about what to do. “Um...” She couldn’t do it. She was so used to money greasing her way out of problems, it hadn’t occurred to her that she might not be able to shop her way out of this. She brainstormed several times, but always imploded when she realized that they all sprang forth from the fluidity of her bank account.


I nodded. “See what I mean?” I asked sadly. “If it had been me and you were asking me for a grand gesture, I’d have thought that I’d either do something for you that you know I normally dislike or I’d give up something that I know you hate. In my case, I’d give up fighting, since I know how much you hate it. The only thing that you could sacrifice was him and you’d feed me to the lions at the zoo before you’d part with him.”


She looked defeated. “You know I don’t want to lose either of you,” she said, anguished.


“I don’t care what you want anymore, Barb,” I told her. “You’ve pushed me farther than you can recover from. Let’s say you convince me not to leave. Then what? We still have the problem that I’m in a loveless marriage and you’re too wrapped up in your boyfriend to notice what’s going on around you.”


“So what do I do to prove that I want you to stay!” she yelled, starting to get angry.


“How about, the next time Mr. Wonderful has something to say about how things are done here, you kick him in the balls?” I suggest.


“Or how about you give up his secret identity?” Jane tossed in. “What makes you so fucking special that you get to decide that John’s not allowed to know who’s fucking his wife when she spreads her legs?”


“I don’t want John to do anything rash,” she said, frowning at the phone where it sat on the coffee table. “If he knew who it was, he might go to his house and get himself into trouble.”


I just rolled my eyes. “Whatever,” I said. “I haven’t heard a single thing that makes me feel like you give a shit about me. You’re not protecting me, you’re protecting him. You’re worried that if I know who he is, my first order of business will be to rent a boat and buy a cheap wood chipper.”


“Yeah!” she snapped. “I worry that you’re gonna do something stupid to get yourself sent to jail, John! You’re perfectly capable of being rash and impulsive. You jumped into this new contract to fight without talking it over with me, so don’t pretend like you don’t do things like that.”


“I told you about it the day they made the offer,” I told her. “Your reaction was so spiteful and insulting that I promised never to bring up my fighting again. So I carefully reviewed the contracts with lawyers and decided that the offer was good enough to be worth it. My fighting isn’t the issue though.” I sighed and I could feel a migraine coming on. “You know what? I don’t even care anymore. He doesn’t want you to sleep with me anymore, fine. Mission accomplished. I’ll never touch your body with my penis again. You can come home hosed with so much cum that you look like the only prom date to an all boys school. Don’t care. You want to kiss and cuddle with him all night? I just cooked my last dinner for you. Fend for yourself. You want me to stick around? Whatever. It’s your dime, lady. I’ll eat your food, watch your cable, drink your booze. Does that sound like the kind of marriage you want to be in? If you’re lucky, I’ll make enough coffee in the morning for two. Oh, and since you haven’t told me who your whore-master is, if I see another guy around the house, I’m gonna victimize him and tell the cops I caught an intruder. By the time they get here, they’ll need to identify him by fingerprints. His face is gonna look like Picasso was his plastic surgeon.”


She looked at me, wilting as I stood up and moved away from her. “Sorry again that I bothered you guys. Turns out this wasn’t much of an intervention. It was a funeral for my marriage. Maybe I’ll file for divorce after the holidays. Maybe I’ll ride the gravy train until she decides to take the divorce and stop whining about what she wants. I mean, she throws money at the problem, right? I might as well get my share while she’s buying expensive gifts for everyone, right? I mean, her lover got a Rolex for his birthday. I got a phone call that said she’d be out fucking someone else when my birthday came around. Anniversary? I got her a present. She never even brought it up to say thanks. Might as well get what I can for myself since she’s busy with him.” I was being hurtful, but that was how I felt. I ranted and felt a little better in my spite. “Imagine how she’s gonna cry when she figures out that he was after her because she has more money than brains. Maybe someday she’ll realize that she was married to a guy that still fought to pay his share of the bills even though she made more than triple what I made. Maybe she’ll look back and wonder how she could have given that up. I doubt it, but she could. More likely she’ll wake up someday with a vague memory of me and wonder what ever happened to me. She’ll go to look me up on Facebook and have to think what my name was.”


There were tears in my eyes and I was starting to go to pieces. I clamped my jaws shut and shook my head to stop the increasingly hysterical litany that had been pouring out of me.


Cecilia got up from where she’d comforted Barb when she was overcome and came to me. It was like last time. I wept into her shoulder. Barb had knifed me so many times and so completely that there should be no pain after all this time, but all my attempts to numb it were futile. All the times I’d told myself that I didn’t care were so many lies.


She said the words I needed to hear. “There was nothing more you could have done,” she said. I don’t know if the others heard her, but I broke down. We two understood that I’d held on for every second I could and we two understood how much that meant. This was a horrible moment for me. I was dying inside.


As with all things, my sobs slowly calmed themselves and Cecilia moved me to a chair so I wouldn’t have to sit next to Barb.


“Barb?” Jane said, wanting her undivided attention.


“Yeah, Jane?” she said, sounding shaken.


“You’re dead to me. Don’t ever call me or message me again. I didn’t want to believe you could be this rotten to someone who loved you. I’m cutting you out of my life before you do something like this to me. John? Can you hear me?”


I looked at Sissy and nodded. I couldn’t speak.


“He can hear you,” she said. “He doesn’t trust his voice yet, but he can hear you.”


“I’m coming down to see you. I’ll talk to Mom once we’re off the phone and let her know what’s going on. You should be with family for Christmas. I can stay at your place, right?”


I cleared my throat and swallowed. “You’re welcome any time,” I told her thickly.


“Good,” she said. “I’ll rent a car and come down tomorrow.”


“I’ll text you the address,” I promised.


“Okay. I’m gonna go. I have to explain to Mom why I’m bailing on Christmas here and then pack. I’ll see you tomorrow, John. Be strong.”


“Thanks, Jane,” I sniffed a little. I was starting to recover my equilibrium. Jane hung up the phone and then we were four. I excused myself and went to wash my face. I took a few minutes and packed up my things from the bathroom. I wasn’t sleeping here ever again. I tossed them in a small gym bag that was lying in the back of the closet. I took that and my suitcase out and put them at the top of the stairs.


When I returned to the living room, no one had moved. I don’t think any of them had spoken. I picked up my phone from the table. “Barb, I’ll be able to get all of my things out by the middle of next week at the latest. Once I do, I’ll leave the key on the kitchen table. I won’t try to take any of the furniture, but I want to make certain not to leave anything behind.”


“Please don’t, John,” she whispered. “Take some time, if you have to, but keep the key. I want you here. This is your home too.”


“A home is filled with warmth and love,” I said. “I don’t particularly want a key to this house. You’ll be having him over most of the time after the holidays. I really don’t want to have a key in my possession when he shows up here for the first time. After all, I might do something rash.”


She nodded. “Okay. When will you come for the rest of your things?”


“I thought I’d start on Saturday evening while you’re at your Christmas party. That way I’m not underfoot. I could probably get it all done then, but I want it to be a clean sweep. That way I don’t have to make arrangements to keep coming back for things.”


“You really won’t budge on this?” she asked one last time.


“I’ve done my budging,” I told her. “Now I’m pushing back. If he’s going to be in your life, I won’t be. I have my dignity.”


“At least come to the Christmas party?” she urged me. “There are several women in the office that I think might be good for you. I’ll introduce you and hopefully you connect with one of them.”


“I really don’t want to go to a party with you, Barb,” I told her.


“So don’t go with me,” she countered, speaking quickly. “I’ll get you in the door and then I’ll introduce you to some people and we’ll quietly separate.”


“You DID promise me a dance,” Cecilia reminded me.


I looked at her sharply. This wasn’t helping. “I’ll have company by that point,” I said. “Jane’s coming down tomorrow.”


“You let me worry about her,” Cecilia told me with a smile. She was up to something, but I couldn’t figure out what.


I finally nodded, trusting her not to put me in a bad spot. “Alright,” I said finally.


Barb looked like it was a weight off her shoulders. “Thank you, John!” she said brightly. “You won’t regret this! I promise.”


Just what I needed, another promise from Barb. I shrugged and then went to pick up my suitcase. “I already regret it. I think I’ll go settle in at the other place. I have to get groceries and whatever else I might need.”


“Stay the night, John,” Barb urged me. “We have the guest room.”


“If I stay, you’ll want to talk, Barb. I’m done talking.”


“I’ll stay out of your way,” she promised.


“You’ll need to put the leftovers in the fridge,” I told her, ignoring her offer. “They should be cooled by now.”


She nodded and hung her head. I picked up my bags and took them downstairs to my shitty Nissan and loaded them in the trunk.


Chapter 15


Cecilia and Marty followed me down and told me they’d meet me at Walmart to help with my shopping. “You’re still in shock. Why don’t you let me or Marty drive?” I gave her my keys and we took two cars to the local Super-Center to trawl their grocery department. We each got a cart and Sissy shrugged. “We need a few things too,” she said lightly.


We chatted as we shopped, or more accurately, they talked while I did my best to brood. Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore. “Sissy, why did you want me to be at the party on Saturday?”


She smiled. “Well, you DID promise me a dance,” she pointed out. “That’s only part of it though. You did everything to Barb last night except put jumper cables on her nipples and hook her up to a car battery.”


“Maybe for Christmas,” I muttered darkly.


“The point is that every woman in the office recognized a woman that’s been well-fucked. You did the job so thoroughly that she was still in that condition when she left the office at the end of the day,” she said slowly, waiting for the bulb to come on for me.


“So now they all want to get a piece of what she had?” I asked. “Great. JUST what I need.”


“Maybe it is. For obvious reasons, I can’t brag about what a wonderful guy you’d be for the right girl, but once you haul one of them off to your cave and send her back to work in that condition, the word will spread.”


“I don’t want a girlfriend at this point, Sissy,” I said, looking at the frozen vegetables and putting a few bags in the cart. Sissy added some different ones and I noticed that her cart was heavy on treats and desserts. There were plenty of things I’d never tried, but then I was usually in training. We walked through the rest of the grocery section and then she asked if there was anything else I needed.


“Nothing I can think of,” I said with a shrug.


“Good, then let’s get you home and unpacked,” she declared.


It turns out there was nothing going to their place. She told me that they were going to be spending some time checking in on me over the holidays, so she wanted her own munchies in the house. I smiled at that and gave them both a hug before they left.


I spent some time getting settled and made the bed with fresh sheets. I found where everything was and then I decided to check the recordings from after we left. There was nothing there except Barb crying herself to sleep holding the pillow from my side of the bed. Good. Maybe she understands some of what I’ve been through.


I checked the hot tub and then hit the gym since it had been days since I’d touched a machine or a weight. It felt good to get the blood pumping. I showered and went to bed, not feeling much of anything. I set an alarm, but wasn’t really concerned about getting up except to be around for Doris.


I took a few minutes to look at the feed before I got myself some breakfast. Barb looked like shit. It was still hitting her that I might actually be gone for good. I sent a text to Jane and gave her my new address. I decided to do something fun as I sat in the kitchen with a bowl of cold cereal. I had a Twitter and Instagram because of fighting. I had a small, but growing following. Next would be a YouTube channel, I was sure.


I posted a Tweet that said, “Officially separated. #cheatingwife” and put my phone down, wondering how long until she heard about that.


I had just finished cleaning up from breakfast when Doris messaged me that she was ready to go for the day.


I replied that I was on the way and went to pick her up. We got Brad loaded into his car-seat and were able to go right back to the house, for once.


“I kind of messed up part of our plan,” I admitted when we were on our way.


“What happened?” she asked.


“I moved out of the house last night and told her I was divorcing her.” I explained what had happened and that I was done with Brad interfering in my marriage.


She nodded and I decided that it was time to share the rest with her. I told her about the monitoring system I had installed at both houses and the things that it had captured. She looked a little embarrassed that our time together yesterday had been captured, but she said she wanted to see it.


When we got to the house, I showed her the highlights of their time together, including the terrible things he’d said about her. She looked livid, furious beyond all reckoning. I held her while she screamed in rage and cried in humiliation. She said she wanted to see the recording of what I’d done to Barb and I told her that I’d show her some other day. Right now, I wanted to get her into her workout.


“I have a test-drive on an SUV scheduled in a little while,” I told her as I gave her the massage I’d promised her to start off the day, “but it’s mostly to see how it handles and what it feels like to sit in. I’d have canceled it, but it’s a little late now. I’ll be back in an hour or so. There’s a locksmith coming this afternoon, but that shouldn’t be until after lunch. If he arrives early, get the bill from him and I’ll pay it later on.”


She nodded and we kissed deeply. We were bound together by this monstrous pain of what had been done to us, but we both knew that we weren’t meant for each other. I made sure that they were both content and then I went to my test-drive. It was fairly standard for buying a car. They let me take it on a little whirl around the neighborhood while the salesman extolled the virtues of their “top-rated” SUV. It didn’t matter that it was top-rated by a set of criteria that excluded every other vehicle on the market. He was a little oily, but car salesmen usually were. I liked the ride. It was smooth, the seats were comfortable, the controls were well laid-out. There was still decent cargo space even with the third row of seats. I asked about the roof-rack option and he said it could be installed right there at the dealership and included in the price. I nodded and took us back to the dealership. I sat in all the passenger seats, trying to get a sense of how they’d feel on longer drives and overall get a feel for the vehicle.


I told him I wanted to test out some other Crossovers in the same class and then I’d make a decision. He seemed disappointed that I wasn’t impulse buying, but got me a quote sheet with all the options detailed separately so I could pick and choose.


I got back to the house, feeling like I needed a shower after dealing with him and checked in on Doris. She was doing well and I warned her not to go too hard at first. “The worse you hurt in the morning, the harder it’ll be for you to convince yourself to come back for more.”


“So long as I get massages twice a day and a little extra loving once in a while, I think I’ll be able to find the motivation to come back,” she said with a smile.


“Today’s been a strange day,” I admitted. “Otherwise, we would have started with some extra affection. If it wasn’t so busy, I’d promise to send you home satisfied.”


“Well, we’ve got a little time before lunch,” she pointed out hopefully.


I grinned at her and we gathered Brad up to play in the hall while we played in the bedroom. We were naked in a flash and she was already sweaty from her workout. I figured I’d give her something that her asshole husband probably hadn’t done in years, if ever. I pushed her back onto the bed and started licking and kissing her thighs.


“John! I’ve been sweating all morning!” she protested. I ignored her and braved the damp thatch of her pussy to tongue her slit. That silenced her arguments and she laid back while I went to work on her overheated pussy. I did find a use for pussy hair though. It was a great way to gently part her lips so I could get to the sensitive petals inside. “FUCK!” she groaned loudly as I tugged her lips apart by her pubic hair and licked her all over. I tongued her entrance, tasting her musk and her sweat. I traced the curve of her inner lips from bottom to top and I licked her clit, tickling it with the tip of my tongue.


She came as soon as I started teasing her little pearl. I got back into it and slurped and sucked and licked her to three more orgasms before I stood up and rolled on a condom. I pulled her legs up onto my arms and started working my cock into her pussy. She looked up at me with lust-filled eyes and I knew that she was ready. I thrust into her, making her gasp in pleasure. We set up a steady motion and I knew she was enjoying herself immensely. “You’re easily the sexiest man I’ve ever made love to!” she told me in a gasp, her hands tracing my body.


“Someday soon,” I said between thrusts, “we’re gonna do this at your house,” I said. “We’ll do it in your bed so that you have something good to remember when you have to lay next to him at night.”


“YES!” she cried, cumming again. She came twice more before she started squeezing my cock with her muscles. “Cum for me!” she begged. “Do it, Baby! Cum! Cum! Cum!” she chanted urgently.


I groaned and shuddered, trying to draw out this moment, but she was too good and I was too close. I thrust into her hard and came, shouting in triumph and rapture. Once again, I found myself in her arms, both of us naked and sweating and sated. I kissed her hard and she kissed me back with just as much intensity before we separated.


She sucked my cock clean and disposed of the condom before I told her that we should have lunch. We reluctantly got dressed and I made us a nice lunch, suitable for a growing boy and a fitness-conscious mother.


“You know,” Doris said as we sat and ate. “I was never really a fan of waiting until summer to file for divorce,” she admitted. “Six more months of living with that asshole? I think I’d rather hit him over the head with a hammer and take my chances with the courts.”


“When do you want to do it?” I asked.


She thought about it and came to a conclusion. “Right after the holidays,” she said. “I don’t want to disrupt Christmas for my little guy. After that though...” she nodded. “Can you suggest a good divorce lawyer?”


“I already have one,” I told her. I’d had two phone conversations with Bert Witt. Bert was a bitter, mean bastard in his fifties. He didn’t discriminate, but he had a special hatred for cheating spouses. I’d only met him once, but I’d given him our last five years of tax returns to frame the basis of our demand for support. Yeah, I was suing for a chunk of her income. Maybe it was petty, but she was gonna spend it on Brad if I didn’t take it so I figured I was pulling money out of his pocket. We made plans for me to introduce her to Bert the following week and finished our lunch.


After lunch, she was set to go back to the weights, but I told her that I wanted to do something else first. I got the box for the breast pump and we cleaned it completely, assembled it and she wasn’t shy. She just lifted the sports bra she wore in the gym and we set up the pump.


I glanced at Brad and then looked at her questioningly. “He’s seen them. Brad didn’t want to pay for a pump, so I’ve still been nursing him a little each day. I’ve just been starting to wean him off and onto cow milk. I guess Brad will be happy when I stop spraying it everywhere,” she said with a look of revulsion. Yeah, Brad was fucked.


“He’s an idiot. He’s in over his head on his gambling debts and that’s where all your money is going. I hope they come collecting soon. Those guys get rough.”


“They wouldn’t hurt me or little Brad, would they?” she asked, suddenly afraid.


I shook my head. “Generally, someone gets gently mugged and reminded that they owe someone some money. The second or third time, they break a bone or two. By the time they start coming around to the house, you’ll have thrown him out.”


She nodded about that. “Will that stop them though?”


“I know a guy,” I told her. Being a fighter, I knew a dozen guys that took bets, but that was more than she needed to know. “I’ll put the word out that he’s been thrown out. You’ll never see them.”


She looked relieved. “Thanks. Just another reason to be pissed off at him.”


I was fascinated by the process of her pumping and I especially liked the way the suction pulled at her nipples. It was strange and a little exciting to see her filling the little bottles with her sweet milk. I looked in the cupboards and found a brand new package of Zip-Lock containers. We used them for everything and Barb must have anticipated that I’d want some here. I filled two of them with her milk before she slowed to a trickle. It was a lot of milk and I shook my head. “I couldn’t drink all this,” I told her, surprised by the amount of it.


She looked a little embarrassed and slowly put her breasts back in her top, settling them as I put the milk in the fridge. “Maybe I should get an ice cream maker,” I joked and came to kiss her. That made her laugh in spite of herself.


We put Brad in his playpen and I watched her closely through her workout. She was doing okay, but I corrected some of her form and she took the instruction well.


About mid-afternoon, the locksmith showed up and re-keyed all the locks. I got him to do the garage too and wrote him a check for the service. He gave me four keys and then he was on his way. The whole process was relatively quick.


The day was running really smoothly. He finished with the locks and I got a text from Jane that she was about an hour away and would see me soon. Then she gave me the bad news. Her mother had told her father and the three of them were coming to town.


I was indifferent about that. I didn’t hate either of her parents. Her father doted on Barb and her mother had never had any animosity toward me. Jane saw it as a major buzz-kill though.


I told Doris that we were about to get company and made her aware that my in-laws were coming to town to investigate the breakup.


She didn’t want to be around for that, so she got changed quickly and told me she’d shower at home.


We got Brad and I drove them home before returning to the house and cleaning up. I put the playpen away and sent a message back to Jane that they were all welcome to come visit, but I only had two bedrooms set up.


She sent me a happy face and told me that they were just fighting traffic now.


I tidied up upstairs, putting towels on to wash and putting Doris’s workout clothes in the hamper. I’d do those over the weekend.


I was poking around the kitchen, looking for something to make for four for dinner when the doorbell pulled me out of my musings. I closed the fridge and went to answer it. Jane threw herself into my arms and hugged me tight with a sound of sympathy. “How’re you doing?” she asked as she squeezed me like she was trying to hold me together.


“Better now,” I assured her quietly. If anything, she hugged me tighter. I lifted her off her feet and pulled her out of the doorway when I saw her parents standing behind her. I shook her father’s hand and her mother leaned around my other side to give me a light hug and a kiss on the cheek.


“Hi, John,” she said with a smile tinged with sadness.


“Hi Janice,” I said, returning her smile. “Let’s all go sit down and we can talk.”


Jane reluctantly released me from her grasp and we closed the door before walking up to the living room.


“Well, Jane’s already told us a lot of what’s led to this point,” Janice said as we sat down. “I must say, I was surprised at some of the things that she told me. It just doesn’t seem like Barb.”


Arthur Stone nodded in agreement. “How did this happen?” he asked sharply. He wanted to understand how things had gotten so bad.


I shrugged. “I don’t know, exactly. She doesn’t give me straight answers when it comes to him. I know that their affair started last summer and she carried it on for a year before telling me that she wanted me to get a mistress, saying that she wanted to be fair to me. Well, THAT got my attention and then it all came out. She still won’t tell me his name, saying that she’s worried that I’ll do something rash and beat him up or something.”


“Jane said that she’s stopped ... uh...” Janice said awkwardly.


I nodded. “Her lover insisted that she agree not to sleep with me again,” I supplied delicately. “That was the final straw. I refuse to be in a marriage where a complete stranger dictates terms to me and my loving wife hamstrings me on a daily basis.”


None of them had an answer to that impasse. “Do you know ANYTHING about this man?” Arthur asked.


“All Barb will tell me is that he works with her, he’s married and that his wife doesn’t know,” I told them. “She’ll protect him with her life. We tried to have an intervention last night and Jane joined us by phone. She’s ... She’s a dead loss. She’d fuck him in our bed, she’d fuck him in YOUR bed, for that matter. He’s pushing her to do worse and more hurtful things and she’s doing them without hesitation. I can’t stand around and watch while another man turns her into his personal slut.”


“Name-calling isn’t going to solve anything,” he told me sternly.


I pulled out my phone and brought up the picture of Barb with cum all over her face. “That’s how your little girl arrived home from work the night before last,” I told him, passing the phone to him. “It was after midnight. She’d made arrangements for me to make dinner and spend the evening with me and stood me up for THAT.” He looked at the picture and then passed it to Janice, who took a slightly longer look and then passed the phone to Jane with a grim look on her face.


Jane looked at it for a long time and then shook her head and passed the phone back. “Please, tell me she’s adopted,” she pleaded with her parents.


Her father frowned at her and her mother gave her a look. “No, Jane. Neither of you are adopted,” Janice told her. “That was certainly ... visual,” she said. “I suppose this means that there’s little hope that you’ll reconcile even if her boyfriend steps out of the picture?”


I shook my head. “I’ve fought for my marriage and pleaded with her and done everything I could to avoid this, but I know it’s over. The only way to separate them now is to kill one of them. If I buckled to the latest demand, it was only a matter of time before they’d follow it up with an even worse and more humiliating demand. So I made the decision she should have when she realized that she loved him.”


She nodded. “I won’t ask you to reconsider,” she said quietly. “If Arthur came home with the same pack of demands, I’d clock him and then throw him out and I suspect he’d do the same if I were to do anything so insulting.”


I nodded. “I’m not asking anyone to pick sides,” I assured them. “I even waved Jane off on telling me anything about him before she told me that she didn’t have any information that she could give.”


Arthur and Janice nodded at that. “So what now?” He asked.


“Divorce,” I said. “It’ll be relatively easy, I think. We each have a house. I have no desire to touch her Lexus and she has no reason to want a piece of my battered old Sentra. I’m perfectly fine with each of us keeping our separate retirement funds and that just leaves our income to squabble over. She still makes nearly four times my salary. I’d sign away the rights to spousal support, but if I do, she’ll spend it on him and I’m told he likes to gamble with money he doesn’t have.” That set the hook nicely. It said that he was after Barb’s money without me saying so outright. “If she was gonna piss away thousands of dollars on one of us, I’d rather it be me.”


I offered them something to drink, remembering my manners and went to get coffee. Jane came out to give me a hand. “You’re really okay?” she asked quietly.


I nodded. “I’m ... managing. I lost her a long time ago. She’s just been lying to everyone about it, herself included.” I made coffee and Jane went to the fridge for the milk. When she came back with the Zip-Lock container, I chuckled. “Not that one. There’s a jug of it in the door of the fridge.”


She looked at me funny and then asked what the difference was. I hesitated and then opened the dishwasher and showed her one of the little bottles that came with the breast pump. It was obviously a baby bottle. “That’s the difference.”


“Why do you have baby-formula in your fridge?” she asked.


I put the bottle back in the rack and closed the dishwasher. “It’s not formula,” I told her. “I’ve started helping a friend get back in shape. She’s a new mother and her pregnancy was hard on her body. I have a gym in the basement, so she comes over and uses the machines, we have lunch and then she goes home in the afternoon.”


“Okay, then why do you have a half-gallon of boob-splooge in your fridge?” she asked.


“She pumps it here so her chest isn’t over-balancing her on her workouts. She also wants it for her little guy. He’s about ready to wean, but she’s still producing. That’s just from today.”


“Wow! She must be bigger than Barb in the chest department.”


I nodded. “She pumped here for the first time today. She’s nice, but her body has given her a lot of grief.”


By that point, the coffee was ready, so I started pouring and she brought a cup in to each of her parents while I made her cup and mine. She looked like she wanted to ask more questions. “Later,” I promised. She nodded reluctantly and we returned to the living room to her parents, who had also been quietly talking.


“So are you guys planning on staying through Christmas?” I asked lightly.


“We wouldn’t want to impose,” Janice said carefully.


“It’s no imposition,” I told them. “I’m still getting set up here, so I only have the one guest room, but I can take the couch and you can have my room unless you prefer to stay with Barb.”


Janice nodded. “I think she’ll need us over the next few weeks,” she said judiciously.


I nodded. “That’s understandable. We’ll both be finding our feet for a while. Having your support will help her through the transition. Who knows? You might even like her new lover.”


“I don’t think we’re quite ready for her to introduce us to a new man just yet,” Janice said, uncomfortable with that idea.


I shrugged. “I would say the chances that he’s coming home with her after work tonight are about 50/50,” I said. “He doesn’t seem to give much of a damn about his wife and family, so it’s not like he’ll be running home for dinner.”


“Maybe we should have called,” Arthur said, having visions of seeing his daughter locked in a passionate embrace with a married man.


I shrugged. “It wouldn’t have mattered. In the past week, she’s arranged to have dinner with me and blown it off for a pornographic interlude with him. If you’d called ahead of time, any plans she’d make with you would have been subject to his whims. At least that’s been my experience. I hope yours is better, but you’re welcome back here if things at Barb’s are uncomfortable.”


They nodded and Janice and Arthur exchanged a look. “Well, we’ll see how it turns out, but thank you for your offer. It’s very generous of you.” With that, they set down their cups on the coffee table and got ready to go. Jane didn’t.


“Come on, Jane,” Arthur said finally. “Let’s go see what your sister has gotten herself into.”


“No,” Jane said. “I’m not going to see her. I told her last night that she was dead to me and I meant it. I’ll stay here with John and you can deal with her.”


“Jane,” her mother gave her a warning look.


“No, Mother,” she said sharply. “I don’t want to even look at her. She had over a year and a half to have her fun and settle down. She actively sacrificed her marriage for some strange cock. I don’t want anything to do with her if that’s what her love means. She was babbling that she loved John last night even while she was refusing to even admit that her marriage was crumbling.” She was seething and I felt like this was a conversation they’d had in the car.


I nodded in agreement. “Barb’s obsessed with me finding a girlfriend. She’s convinced that once I have someone on the side and I’m actively cheating on her, I won’t care about the disgusting things she’s done to our marriage. She’s convinced me to go to her Christmas party tomorrow night specifically so she can parade her eligible co-workers under my nose to see if any of them catch my eye.”


“And you’re going?!” Jane blurted, shocked.


“Cecilia told me to go,” I told her and then turned to Janice and Arthur. “Cecilia is my best friend. She was Barb’s first attempt at pushing me into the lifestyle she’s chosen. Instead, Cecilia reconciled with her estranged husband and she and I became close friends. If Sissy tells me I should do something, I try to listen. She wants me there tomorrow.”


Jane wasn’t pleased, but I reasoned that she’d be comforted knowing that I had someone to watch out for me. “Cecilia promised that she’d talk to you about it so that you’d know what she was planning. She gave me an inkling that she’s up to something, but there’s probably more to it than I suspect.”


She nodded reluctantly. “Okay. So long as it’s for her and not for Barb,” she allowed.


I smiled and put my own coffee on the table so that I could show her parents out. I wished them luck and then went back to the living room where Jane was waiting for me. I moved her parents’ cups out of the way and then settled myself on the sofa, putting my cup within easy reach. Jane joined me a moment later, cuddling with me and searching my eyes with her own. She was still concerned about me and I couldn’t blame her.


“I’m doing okay,” I told her gently. “People are helping. My time in the gym is helping. Getting my friend back into shape is helping. Finally putting my foot down and walking away is helping too.”


She nodded and sighed. “So tell me more about your friend with the baby,” she said.


I paused and pursed my lips for a moment before smiling. “I promised her a dance tomorrow night at the Christmas party.”


“She works with Barb?” she asked. “Cecilia?”


I shook my head. “I promised Cecilia a dance too, but this woman is coming with one of Barb’s co-workers.”


“I thought you didn’t know any of her co-workers,” she said, starting to get suspicious.


“I don’t, but there was one person that I thought it was only fair that I get to know his wife very, VERY well,” I said, my smile becoming a smirk.


“YOU KNOW WHO HE IS?!!?” she shrieked, excited. “How?!!?”


I calmed her down and told her about waking up in the hospital after getting drunk enough to pass out and crack my head. I told her about pretending to sleep, listening to him visit, about the doctor identifying him, about calling my friend, Otto and wiring the house so I’d be able to protect myself, about him coming to the house and Barb turning him away only to bring him back and fuck him in my bed. I told her about the toothbrush and the phone calls and all of it.


“I want to see,” she said immediately. “I especially want to see what YOU did to Barb that wrecked her yesterday.”


I laughed. “That’s the first thing Doris wanted to see when she heard about the system.”


I led her to the computer and we sat and brought up the cloud feed. I dug into the ones from the other night until I found the one where I came back and then I let it play.


We were watching the second clip when I heard the front door open. I stopped the video and went out to confront our intruder, but it was Cecilia. I relaxed right away. “Come on in,” I said with a smile. “Jane got here a little while ago.”


Jane came out of the computer room and waved. “Cecilia?” she asked uncertainly.


“Yes,” she said, coming to the top of the stairs and hugging Jane. “Good to meet you, Jane,” she told her and they stepped back. She looked at the two of us and arched an eyebrow. “Let’s sit. I have news.”


Chapter 16


I didn’t like the sound of that and I found myself wishing I’d thought to stock a liquor cabinet in the house here. We sat on the couch while Sissy took a chair and looked us over. “Barb is still moving gingerly, if not nearly as bad as yesterday. All the ladies in the office have noticed and there are a few that you might consider that Barb didn’t have on her list.”


I shrugged. “That’s a topic we can get to later, unless that’s the big news.”


“Not hardly,” she smirked. “Brad and Barb had a fight at work,” she told me.


I shrugged again. “I kind of expected them to mix it up. By tomorrow, they’ll be back together.”


“I don’t know,” she said. “She was pretty livid. She told him that he wrecked her life.”


“He had plenty of help. Barb’s like that retarded kid that keeps putting their hand on the stove,” I said with a roll of my eyes. “How many times has she been told that she was on a collision course with a train?”


“A lot,” Sissy admitted. “In any case, today was a weird day. Almost everyone was in the office today, so everyone saw what happened and everyone talked about what she meant by it. I got asked if you needed a date for the party by three different people through the day today. People know that I’m a friend of the family at this point. I think if I’d told them where you live, they might have showed up here to make their case. I promised to let you know that they were thinking about you.”


I shrugged. “I’m really not that thrilled with dating someone else from that office,” I admitted. “I’d much rather focus on my fighting career for the next couple of years and see where that leads.”


“You’re gonna do without for the next couple of years?” she asked skeptically. “You know that every day that you do that is a day you’re letting them control your life, right?”


I grimaced. “And going to Barb’s glorified bachelor auction tomorrow night is much better?”


“Think of it as MY glorified bachelor auction,” she suggested. “Some of the women that are interested are good picks. I was thinking of making some introductions myself, but this gives you an opportunity to meet everyone without having to go on an actual date. I think it would be hilarious though, if you became the office tradition. You HAVE slept with the top two sellers in the office this year,” she pointed out. “Maybe you’re magic.”


“Very funny,” I said. “You and Barb got where you are on your own.”


“Maybe,” she said. “I think I might have edged Barb out this year though and that’s a HUGE deal for me. This house was the one that started the landslide for me. I sold a lot of houses since we got together. Some of the girls in the office are superstitious. They believe in good luck and rituals and things like that. I may have let it slip that you’re the Midas touch to a couple of them.”


“Single?” I asked cautiously.


“Of course,” she said. “I know you’re not about to wreck another marriage. Brad’s doesn’t count and even if it did, he deserves to lose his marriage for what he did to you and for what he did to Doris.”


“I still don’t like you having to go to a party with my ex-sister,” Jane said, speaking up. “You know she’s gonna spend the night trying to argue her way back into your life, right?”


I nodded. “She’s going to use every interaction we have to try to convince me to come back to her,” I said. “I honestly can’t think of anything she can say, offer or do to get me to forgive everything she’s done.”


“That’s what worries me,” Jane told me. “She might come up with something we don’t anticipate.”


I shrugged. “I’m not going back to her. Someday, there might be enough time for the wounds to heal so I can forgive her, but she’ll never be what she was to me. Not ever again. The best she could ever hope for would be for me to consider her a friend. The monumental task of gaining that much of my affection is probably beyond her. If she saved one of your lives, I think I could go that far. What she’d have to do to create a better outcome would be so out of this world that she might as well not get her hopes up.”


“What if she tried to commit suicide?” Jane asked pointedly.


“I’d give her a taste of her own medicine,” I said. “Every time I told her that I’d rather she’d shot me in the head than what she’s put me through, she’d slap me and tell me not to even think like that. Or maybe I won’t even react. I don’t know, but I know that taking a handful of sleeping pills isn’t going to get me back in her life.”


“What if she actually dumps Brad?” Cecilia asked.


I shook my head. “Too little, too late. If she’d done that any time up to and including last night, I’d have given it a chance. Once I moved in here, that’s done.”


They nodded and we talked about the party tomorrow. Cecilia said she had to go after a while, since she had dinner with Marty to plan, but invited Jane to come with her tomorrow. “I’m getting my hair done and getting myself all dolled up for the party. Why don’t you come with me and we’ll make it a day?”


Jane accepted and Sissy said she’d pick her up in the morning. That left the two of us to fend for ourselves and I made a light salad, baked potatoes and a pair of steaks for us. We chatted about her time at college most of the time. She told me about her friends and the things they’d done. She did all the normal college things, like parties and concerts and dates, but she didn’t say much about those. I asked about her boyfriend and she shrugged. She repeated that it wasn’t really serious and changed the subject.


“So what are you gonna do tomorrow night?” she asked. “I know my sister has a plan, Cecilia clearly has a plan. What about you? What’s your plan?”


I thought about that while I tended the stove. “I don’t know,” I admitted. “I guess, I’ll go to the thing, meet people, dance with a few of the women and then I’ll probably come home early so you’re not stuck here bored.”


“I’m not gonna be bored,” she said. “I have some reading that I want to get done. I brought a couple of my texts so I could get a jump on next semester. Besides, I still haven’t seen all the recordings. I’m sure they’re entertaining,” she giggled.


I smirked at that. “There’s some parts that are better than others,” I admitted. “Barb actually brought her boyfriend home to fuck him in our bed. I was in Vegas, ironically celibate.”


She rolled her eyes at that, but it turned the conversation into a discussion about my fighting and she wanted to know all about it. She had friends that were UFC fans, some girls, but most of the guys she knew at least watched it casually.


Overall, we had a pleasant night. We watched the clip of the fight that had gotten me noticed and the one from Vegas. We watched highlight clips I had of Barb and Brad. We watched the marathon session that I’d had with Barb. I spotted her hand slipping between her thighs to touch herself a couple of times when she forgot I was there. Each time, she’d come to her senses and move her hand away, glancing at me to see if I noticed.


I kept my eyes on the screen, though I did notice the movement of her hand out of the corner of my eye. When Barb gave up, she squeezed her legs together and glanced over at me. “You could have kept going, couldn’t you?” she asked.


“Yeah, I wasn’t really close to done. The condom dulls sensation some and I was so not into Barb that I could have been sticking it in a sex doll at that point. She didn’t even make me cum. I went and finished my own business in the shower while she passed out,” I said. “Between you and me, I didn’t want to cum with her. She’s probably the least sexy woman I know. Her body’s still hot, but the head attached to it is too damaged to make the package worth handling.”


“Good,” she said. “I don’t want you to ever touch her again,” she said emphatically.


“I don’t see us ever reconciling,” I admitted. “I’m not taking her back. At this point, if she showed up here, wanting me to talk it out with her, I’d probably call the cops. She’s got no hope. I’d be more likely to have sex with your dad at this point.”


She laughed at that. “I don’t think he swings that way,” she said lightly.


“Neither do I,” I pointed out. “If it’s what I had to do to get rid of Barb though...”


“You won’t have to go that far,” she assured me. “Hopefully her conversation with Mom and Dad convinces her that you’re completely done with her.”


“I doubt it, but we could check on them, if you want,” I reminded her and looked at the cloud for listings for today. I loaded up the first of them from this afternoon.


I was instantly gratified to see that Barb was still moving delicately, but was starting to recover. She came in and looked around the house hopefully.


“She’s looking to see if I came back,” I said, amused.


We watched as she got a phone call that she declined with an angry look. “That would be her lover calling,” Jane guessed and I agreed.


She was starting to look around the kitchen for dinner, when the doorbell rang. She stormed out of the kitchen and down the stairs, already screaming when she opened the door. She was mid-rant when she realized that it wasn’t Brad, but her parents.


“Jane told you,” she said flatly.


“She told me,” Janice confirmed. “I felt this was too important to keep from your father. May we come in or do you have company already? We can come back if you do. John’s offered his place if you need some time to yourself.”


“No!” Barb said immediately. “I don’t have company. Come in. How long are you staying?”


They stepped inside and hugged before going upstairs. “We thought that we should come down for Christmas,” Arthur told her. “This is going to be a difficult year for both of you.”


“Jane’s with him?” she asked delicately.


Janice nodded. “I tried to get her to come and see you, but she wouldn’t leave. She’s ... a little, uh, disappointed about this.”


“She hates me,” she said with a hopeless sigh. “She said that I was dead to her when she was on the phone last night.”


“She feels disappointed in you,” Arthur said. “I gather that John’s been forced to put up with a great deal of pain caused by your lover. He’s trying hard not to be disparaging, but the hopeless tone of his voice when he talks about how things have been is eye-opening.”


Barb sighed at that. “I’ve been trying to work with him, Dad. He just won’t listen.”


“You pushed him to the point that he feels like there’s nothing left of your marriage to save,” he said. “You’re my daughter and I love you dearly, but there’s things you can do to people and there’s things you can’t. If John beat you up, you’d leave him, right?”


“John would never do that,” she said primly.


“With the things he’s put up with? You had to think there might have been a chance that you were in danger. All it takes is one moment of temper from him and you’d be covering up a black eye for a month. That’s not the point I’m trying to make though. The point is that you could accept a lot from John, but at some point, you’d draw the line and get out for your own safety when things got abusive.”


“I suppose so,” she allowed.


“Just because you haven’t been violent doesn’t mean you haven’t been abusive to him,” he told her. “whether you see it or not, HE sees it and he sees nothing for the future but more abuse.”


Jane and I exchanged surprised looks. This was something we’d never expected from her father. He’d always been wrapped around Barb’s little finger.


“Your uncle, Jeff, liked to play around when he was younger,” Janice told her. “He was married, but his wife left him because he wouldn’t stop. That was before you were born. You never got to meet his wife. She moved to Hawaii and never kept in touch with us. Fortunately, he met Katrina. She settled him down. I think she might have threatened to kill him if she caught him with another woman.”


“So what are you trying to tell me?” Barb asked her tartly.


“Mostly that your father and I are going to make an effort to stay in touch with John,” she said. “Your sister has already made it clear that if one of you is leaving the family, she’ll keep John and lose you. I don’t think she actually hates you, but she’s deeply disgusted by what’s happened and feels like she has to choose sides for her own reasons. I think that divide is probably fixable, unless you try to make your lover part of our family. At that point, I think you can add Jane’s name to John’s on the list of people you’ve lost because of this affair.”


Barb hung her head at that point and started to cry. “I didn’t want ANY of this to happen!” she wailed piteously.


Janice went to comfort her, much as Cecilia had the night before. “We know that, Baby,” she told her. “I think even John knows that. You’ve just allowed this affair to take over your life and now people that you’ve hurt are cutting you off from continuing to hurt them.”


We watched while they talked it out for the next little while, each of them trying to impress on Barb that she’d destroyed her marriage and the best thing she could do would be to accept the divorce and come to a fair settlement and each of us go our separate ways. They told her that they’d make an effort to come down to LA for more holidays so that they could visit both of us separately. That seemed very generous, in my thoughts and I was touched by the sentiment.


When they started making dinner of leftover stir-fry, we started jumping ahead. After dinner, Barb got another phone call which she declined again, making me smirk. I’d have to ask Doris how insane Brad had been tonight.


“Jane,” I said, suddenly thinking about something, “where’s your bag?”


“Shit!” she swore. “It’s in the trunk of the car.”


She pulled out her phone and called her mother, explaining that they had her bag with them. “Mom!” she said with a roll of her eyes. “I told you that I don’t want to talk to her. I don’t want to see her.”


“You want me to go get it?” I asked softly.


“NO! I don’t want my sister anywhere NEAR you!” she practically snarled. “She’ll try to get you to stay.”


I shrugged. “I need to pick up at least one of my suits if I’m going to the party tomorrow night,” I told her. “With your parents there, she’ll at least hold on to her dignity.”


Jane was torn, wanting her bag, but not wanting either of us to be around Barb. “We’ll be over in a few minutes. Just keep her away from me,” she said sullenly.


They said a very terse goodbye and then we got in the car. Neither of us were eager for this confrontation, but I really did need my suits. If I’d been thinking last night, I would have grabbed them, but I was a little distracted.


The ride over was silent, each of us wrapped in our own thoughts and when we pulled up outside, I sighed and went to the door. I rang the bell at what had been my home just yesterday. Barb answered it a moment later. “You don’t have to use the bell, John,” she said gently. “It’s still your home too.”


I nodded in understanding. “I feel more comfortable using the bell when I know someone’s supposed to be home,” I told her.


She stood aside and I stepped in, closing the door behind me. “Where’s Jane?” she asked.


“Jane opted to stay in the car,” I told her. “I promised her I’d get her bag since I needed to pick up my formal wear for tomorrow.”


She looked disappointed that she wouldn’t get the chance to talk with her sister and try to work it out. “Oh,” she said, crestfallen. “Okay. Is there anything else that you’ll want?”


“Well, I’ll be coming by to collect my things this week, if I can. I’ll try to do that mostly while you’re at work so I don’t disrupt your life.”


“You’re not disrupting my life, John. Come whenever you want. Stop by to talk if you feel like it or to pick up your things or to have a drink together.”


I shook my head. “I don’t want to risk running into him,” I told her. “The sooner I get my things, the better.” I’d gone upstairs at this point and said hello to Janice and Arthur. “Jane didn’t want to come in,” I explained. “I’m going to get a few things out of the bedroom and then I can take the keys and grab her bag.”


“I’ll pop the trunk from here when you’re ready to go,” Arthur said.


I nodded and then reluctantly went down the hall to the bedroom, entering the lair of the Beast. Barb had followed me, so I focused on the task. I had the gym bag with me that I’d used for my bathroom supplies last night.


“You’re not packing your suits in THAT, are you?” she asked, worried.


“No,” I assured her. “I’m just going to hang them up in the car. We’re not going far, but I figured I’d better get my jewelry box and my watch box while I’m here. I’ll want a decent watch and my cuff-links and tie-clasps to go with my suit.”


“Okay,” she said, relieved. I had a small supply of accessories to go with my suits, a small collection of jewelry that I’d collected over the years and enough watches to have a separate box for them. I carefully loaded the mahogany boxes into the bag and then took my tie collection and dress shoes and put those in with them before I separated my suits and gathered the hangers in my free hand.


All told, the process had taken less than five minutes. I thanked her and when we returned to the living room, Arthur had his remote for the car and told me he’d pop the trunk when I had this load packed. I thanked him and told them to call and we’d make plans to get together tomorrow.


Barb seemed elated by the invitation, assuming that it was extended to her too. Janice and I exchanged a knowing look and I got out of there before Barb could suggest that we stay and talk for a while or she figured out a way to try to buy off her sister or me.


I hung the suits up in the backseat and put my bag on the seat carefully since it did actually contain some nice watches. I went to Arthur’s car and the trunk clicked open as I approached. I recognized Jane’s bag from the times she’d come to visit and lifted it out of the trunk before I closed it again. I waved to Arthur, who’d been in the window, watching and loaded the bag in my trunk so we could get out of there.


“She seemed thrilled to see you,” Jane said sarcastically.


“Yeah. She was hoping that I’d bring you with me so she could try to convince you to forgive her for all this.”


“She’s given up on getting your forgiveness?” she asked with a twist of her mouth.


“Fat chance!” I laughed. “I suggested we do something with your parents tomorrow and she lit up like a Christmas tree, thinking that she’d be able to tag along.”


“You’re on your own there,” she said with a shrug. “I’m going with your friend Cecilia for the day.”


“Right,” I said, having forgotten. “Oh well. It’s not like I mind your parents and if Barb decides to invite herself along, you’re out of the line of fire. I’ll tell her that you suspected she’d come along.”


She laughed at that and we went home to unload. I took her bag in and the bag with my watches and jewelry and she brought my suits in.


I kept her company while she unpacked in the guest room and she helped me pick out one of my suits to wear tomorrow. Then I showed her around the rest of the house. She liked the gym, drooled over the hot tub and couldn’t wait to try the pool this summer.


“Maybe I’ll bring along one of my friends when I come to visit,” she teased with a laugh. “If you can keep yourself out of trouble at the party tomorrow night, I’ll look around and see who might be bored, lonely and horny for the summer.”


“That makes it seem like summer here is just slightly better than nothing,” I said dryly.


“Well, between work and training, you’ll be busy a lot of the summer, right?” she said with a shrug.


“Not really,” I told her. “My fight schedule is stretched out enough that I can take time off from training for a few weeks or a month. I fight in May, so I’ll probably stretch out my break until after the Fourth of July. I’ll still hit the gym, but I’ll take more time to do it, you know? My next fight after that will probably be Halloween, so I don’t have to get back into training urgently.”


She nodded. “Good. It’s been too long since I’ve been to the beach. We need to do that for a few days,” she declared.


“Yes, Ma’am,” I chuckled.


She gave me a sharp look and then glanced at the hot tub. “Is that ready to go?” she asked.


I nodded. “I’ve checked it out and it’s good. I haven’t actually been in it yet, but I turned it on last night to make sure it was working and changed the water. It’s hooked directly into the plumbing, so that’s a relatively easy chore. No telling whether they fucked in it or not. I didn’t like the thought of being in it if they had.”


“Good!” she said. “Start it up. I wanna try it.”


I chuckled and set it up. I noticed that she’d brought a bikini with her when she’d been unpacking. She bounded off to change while I set the temperature controls and went to get my suit on. I met her back on the deck and was stunned at how she looked in her suit. I hoped her parents never saw it. It consisted mostly of white string. Her ass was on display completely, the thong disappearing between her firm looking cheeks and her breasts were barely hidden by the tiny scraps of cloth that seemed just large enough to obscure her nipples.


“WHOA!” I gasped, seeing her climbing into the tub. She’d inadvertently given me the best show possible as she lifted her leg to get in. Her pussy, cupped in the white triangle, was burned into my memory. She was settled, but blushing a little as I regained my composure. “That’s a Hell of a suit, Jane,” I told her, still a little dazed as I got in with her.


“You like?” she asked, smiling nervously through her blush.


“Honey, if I wasn’t half out of my mind over what’s been happening, that suit would be laying on the deck already and I’d be all over you.”


She grinned at that. “You’re not just saying that to be polite to your kid sister, are you?” she asked coyly, fishing for compliments.


I smirked at her. “Telling you that I’m tempted to pull that suit off you and get it out of my way seem like the kind of thing you say to be polite to a relative?” I asked her pointedly.


“A girl likes to hear that she’s appreciated,” she said with a shrug of her shoulders.


“I can’t begin to tell you how appreciated your are. If it weren’t for how this week has been, I’d ‘appreciate’ you all night long. Damn, Jane! You nearly gave me a heart attack!”


She giggled at that and she stood up long enough to plop down in my lap. Jane was definitely the athlete of her family. She’d been a runner and played basketball in high school and had an athletic scholarship that paid most of her expenses with her parents footing the rest of the bill. Jane was about 5’9” and had a runner’s body. Her tits were never gonna outshine Barb’s, but she was built for speed. Her legs and ass were a monument to athleticism and she had abs. She wasn’t muscle-bound like some of the bodybuilder women that came to the gym, but there wasn’t an ounce of fat on her frame.


We sat like that for a while, enjoying the hot water jets and the company. I started rubbing her shoulders and she moaned in approval.


“Worried about tomorrow?” she asked after a while, turning her head to look at me.


“No,” I admitted. “I know Barb’s gonna try to talk me into taking her back, but at this point, I expect that.”


“What about her plans to get you a girlfriend?”


“I have Sissy and Marty to look out for me,” I told her. “If things start getting to be too much pressure, I can always leave. I agreed to go. I didn’t agree to stay for the whole thing.”


“That’s true,” she said and sighed as I eased the knots out of her shoulders. She’d spent several hours crammed into the backseat of the car and had to be feeling at least a little tense from the cramped conditions. “So what if you do meet someone?” she asked. “I mean what if Cecilia approved of her?”


I thought about that, my hands paused on her shoulders. “I dunno. Sissy wants me to end up with someone nice, but I want less to do with that office, not more. I think I’d rather meet someone at the gym. At least then we’d have that much in common.”


She shrugged. “You could always pick up a girl there in the short term,” she said. “Just someone to hook up with until Miss Right comes along and claims you for her own.”


“I could,” I allowed. “I have a short term girl though.”


“Your milk-maid?” she asked.


“Yeah. Seems only fitting that the two of us get a little revenge on them together,” I admitted.


“I think you should send them the tapes when it’s all over,” she said with a little growl.


“If I hadn’t moved out, I’d have started mixing Barb’s morning coffee with breast milk,” I told her with a chuckle.


She laughed. “You think she’d notice?”


“I don’t know, but with my luck, she’d fall in love with the taste,” I said dryly.


She shrugged. “She’s an idiot. You taste it?”


“Of course,” I told her. “It tastes sweet. I like it.”


“I’ll bet you do,” she smirked. “Especially straight from the taps.”


“You want to try a glass of it?” I asked her with a chuckle.


“Maybe later,” she said and was quiet for a moment before she changed topics again. “How’re you handling all this, John? Really?”


I sighed. “I think having you here helps some. Last night was a little lonely, but I guess that I’ll either have to find someone to spend my nights with or I’ll have to get used to it. Mostly, I feel sad. I loved Barb with everything I had. She threw it all away for a part time lover. Really makes me feel like my marriage was worth something,” I said sarcastically and maybe a little bitterly. “Makes me feel like I really meant a whole lot, you know?”


“I know,” she said quietly. “It’s not your fault though. You didn’t beat her up or put her down or anything like that, right? So what reason does she really have to step out on you? The random thrill of sex with someone new? I know if I had Barb’s life, I wouldn’t do anything to fuck it up. She’s just spoiled. She hasn’t had an attitude adjustment probably since she met you. She’s just being a selfish bitch and she won’t even listen to people when they tell her that she’s fucked everything up.”


I shrugged, knowing she could feel the movement of my shoulders as she sat with her back against my chest. “Doesn’t really matter anymore,” I said. “She gets her lover and I still feel like shit. At least this way, she’s not slowly working up to trying to get me to sit in the corner and watch while they fuck and say degrading things to my face.”


She nodded at that. She’d seen that particular clip. “We need to do something to humiliate the living shit out of her for this.”


“How do you humiliate someone who’s so far gone that they come home covered in cum?” I asked her pointedly. “I mean, I’ll have her served with divorce papers, probably at the office, but that’s not going to be the devastating blow it would have been if she’d done it to me.”


“Probably not,” she admitted. “Still, she should know what it’s like to be in that position.”


“If there’s one thing your sister knows, it’s being in different positions,” I said dryly, making us both laugh.


We got out after that and I put the cover back on the tub before drying off hurriedly and going back inside. The chill of the night was starting to set in. Yeah, the chill of the night in LA in the depths of winter was the same as spring in most of the country, but it’s LA. We’re built for heat.


We put the towels in the hamper and Jane came to kiss me goodnight. She wrapped her arms around me in a gesture that reminded me that we were both virtually naked. I slipped my arms around her and she kissed me lovingly. There was no tongue involved, but it was not a kiss to be shared between siblings. I stroked her bare back and I couldn’t help but respond. I knew that she could feel my erection pressed against her belly as we held onto each other. She didn’t pull away though, just moved slowly to tease my erection a little more.


When we finally broke the kiss, I laid my head on her shoulder and closed my eyes. I held her tight, not quite certain what I’d do if I let go of her in that moment. Part of me wanted to dart into my bedroom and lock the door to put a barrier between us. Part of me wanted to fill my hands with the globes of her ass and push her thong down before taking her to bed with me.


In the end, I let go of her and looked her in the eyes. “I want you, Jane,” I told her, my voice a little unsteady. “You’re young and beautiful and sexy and sweet and SO loving and supportive.”


“But...” she prompted me, looking deep into my eyes.


“But you deserve better,” I told her. “I’m almost seven years older than you are and I’m married to your sister and she’s messed up my life and my head and my heart to the point where I’m still picking up the pieces. I’d love nothing more than to take you to bed and love you completely, but I’m pretty sure that I’d fuck things up and I don’t want that. I can handle losing Barb, but I think if I made you too uncomfortable to come back, that would be worse.”


She thought about that and smiled. “I get it,” she said lightly. “I also have a boyfriend to deal with when I get back to school. I don’t see a future for him and me. We want different things from life.”


“What is it you want from life?” I asked her, interested.


“A house with a pool, a hot tub, a great guy waiting for me when I got home from work, good friends, California sunshine.”


“And he doesn’t fit into those plans?” I asked.


She shook her head. “He’s interested in going back to Michigan when he graduates. And while we haven’t talked about the pool and hot tub, I don’t think he’s looking for a great guy.” She smirked and kissed me again. “Go to the party tomorrow, see if you find a girl that can curl your toes until someone shows up on your doorstep that knows what she wants and wants you to be a part of it.”


I smiled and kissed her again. I put my lips to her ear and whispered. “When someone shows up here, looking to settle in, I hope she manages to find an even smaller thong,” I told her playfully and slid my fingers down her back to give her ass a gentle squeeze.


She purred and reached between us to wrap her hand around my cock through my suit. “She’ll go naked if that’s what it takes to get you to notice her.”


“Oh, I notice, but I’ll never discourage her from walking around naked,” I told her and shivered as she played with my cock. “You’d better stop that,” I warned. “If you don’t, I might forget that I have a divorce coming up and you have a boyfriend going down.”


She nodded and gave me one last squeeze. She let go of me and stretched up to kiss me again. I still had my hands on her ass and decided to brave a little temptation. I slid my hands lower and let my finger slide under the crotch of her suit, probing her entrance and feeling her wetness. She squealed into my mouth in surprise and then moaned, rocking her hips against my finger as I touched her pussy for the first time.


“Now who needs to stop?” she asked with a little moan of frustration. She pulled my hands off her ass and sighed. “I’d call my boyfriend and break up with him now, but I should do it face to face at least. Damn you for being noble!” she scowled and then ruined it with a little smile.


I smiled back and then deliberately licked the finger I’d been using to tease her, tasting her juices. “I’m no saint,” I told her dryly. “Another few minutes and I’d have taken you to bed and sent your sister pictures of us together.”


“This summer,” she promised. “We’ll take lots of pictures.”


With that, we both decided to turn in before we talked ourselves into doing something we’d regret. I got a shower and put a pair of shorts on before turning in. The thought of Jane in the guest room only a few feet away made it hard to sleep, but eventually, I drifted off into a long nightmare about Barb and Brad having their own TV show and being trapped in the middle of it. Sometimes it was a sitcom where I was the victim of every joke, tormented by the laugh track, but other times it was a game-show where I was losing to Brad in contests that looked easy for him, but somehow were insurmountable for me.


Chapter 17


I woke with a start and felt the bed shift beside me. I was confused at where I was and who was with me for a long moment. “Jane?” I whispered when I’d figured it out.


“You were having nightmares,” she said softly. She was wearing a long sleep-shirt and she climbed under the covers with me. We settled down and I pulled her against me. It felt good to share a bed again. My daytime adventures with Doris didn’t count since we were just using the bed for sex. I wrapped my arms around her from behind and we fell asleep spooned together comfortably.


The next morning, I woke up feeling pleasantly warm. I didn’t want to wake up, so I burrowed deeper under the covers, pulling Jane’s equally warm body closer as I settled back down, drifting in between being asleep and awake. I held her close, loving the feel of my skin on hers as we drifted together.


Wait ... SKIN?!!?


That thought woke me up and I opened my eyes reluctantly. I was looking at a bare shoulder. I could swear she was dressed when she got into bed with me. Then I became aware that I had a breast in each hand as I cuddled to her from behind. How the fuck was I going to get my hands back and get out of bed without waking her and freaking her out? I was trying to figure out if I could ease her into a better position to move my hands when she spoke.


“A girl could get used to this,” she said and suddenly her hands were covering mine on her chest. She pressed them more firmly against her breasts, purring contentedly.


I took the hint and gently massaged her breasts while she stretched lazily. Her breasts were very small compared to what I was used to and much firmer. My last three lovers had been Cecilia, Barb and Doris. Cecilia was the smallest of them and she was a D-cup. Doris had to be a whole different category.


“Mmm! That feels nice,” she said softly. “You slept pretty well after I snuggled up to you,” she observed.


I kissed the side of her neck affectionately. “I’m not used to sleeping alone,” I confessed.


“Maybe tonight, you’ll find a nice, sexy, TEMPORARY lady to keep you comfortable at night then. If not, then you’ll just have to figure out another remedy. Maybe we’ll get you a dog.”


I chuckled at that. “You know, I thought of that when Barb started her shit. I kept thinking that at least dogs are loyal.”


She laughed at that. “Nice. You’d probably get a better fuck out of a bitch we found at the pound, too,” she WAS feeling vindictive toward her sister today. I didn’t protest. It felt pretty good to have someone else saying the things I was only able to think. I kept it on simmer because Cecilia worked with her. I didn’t want to poison that relationship for her by getting her in the habit of trashing Barb.


“I promise, I’ll get a dog if I ever start thinking about taking Barb back,” I said dryly.


She chuckled and then cuddled in closer. I hugged her from behind and whispered that I was looking forward to having her visit in the summer. We stayed like that for a little while longer and then she sighed. “We really should get up,” she commented. “I’m going with Cecilia today and she said she was starting early.”


I murmured my agreement and gave her one last squeeze and a very attentive kiss just beneath her ear before I let her go.


She flung back the covers and sat up, running her fingers through her hair to shake it out. She looked beautiful in the morning light and I told her so. She turned back to me and gave me a kiss on the lips before she hopped out of bed. She was dressed in the tiniest black thong imaginable. She smirked at me and deliberately bent over to get her night-shirt from the floor, giving me a direct view of her ass and pussy. Her peach was cupped in the tiny scrap of fabric and I was sorely tempted to reach over and tear her panties off. Fuck Barb, fuck the party, fuck the world, but fuck that perfect pussy first, hard and often.


I groaned and flopped back into bed with my eyes closed, burning that image into my memory forever. I heard her giggle in delight and then she scampered off to her room to get ready to face the day. I poked around the kitchen and decided that Barb had left a few holes when she’d been putting the household together. I needed things in the kitchen. I missed having a waffle iron and there were several utensils that I wanted to make the kitchen complete.


Since I didn’t have anything to do for the day, I started making a list and added an ice-cream maker to it as an afterthought, smirking as I did it. I started making breakfast and coffee while Jane showered. When she came out to the kitchen, I put a plate of scrambled eggs, bacon and toast at the table for her and poured her some coffee. I kissed her lightly and was struck at how comfortable, how RIGHT the moment felt. I shook my head and tried to get those thoughts out of circulation for the moment.


She looked up at me and grinned. “Thanks!” she said appreciatively and started to eat while I got my own plate ready and joined her.


“So you excited about today?” I asked. “You get to spend the whole day with Cecilia taking turns on sharing embarrassing stories about me.”


“It won’t be that bad,” she said with a chuckle. “Well, okay. Maybe it will be, but you don’t mind.”


“No, I don’t mind,” I agreed. “Cecilia’s become my best friend. You should spend time with her.”


She nodded. “Hopefully she’ll give me the dirt on Barb, too.”


I shrugged. “Barb’s not particularly focused on hiding her dirty little secrets,” I told her dryly.


She nodded and we changed the subject to something less nauseating. “So tell me about your milk maid,” she suggested.


“Well, her name is Doris,” I said. “Her son is nearly two and she’s starting to wean him. Her pregnancy was hard on her and she put on a lot of weight. That’s about when her husband started to hook up with Barb. She’s got red hair and a pragmatic nature. She and I have both decided that we like each other well enough, but that there’s no spark there. So we’ll have sex with each other for the support and the revenge, but at some point, we’re going to put an end to it and either be friends or go our separate ways completely. I’m helping her get her body back so she’ll be in shape when the man of her dreams comes along. I hope we stay friends long after she finds someone she loves.”


“She’s nice?” she asked curiously.


“Yeah,” I nodded. “She didn’t deserve this shit. She gave her husband a son. He treats her like she’s fat and ugly and worthless. He gambles all their money away and then tells her that he’s not making good money.”


“That’s shitty,” she said sadly.


I nodded again. “I’m trying to help her out as much as I can. I mean, the asshole wouldn’t buy her a breast pump. You saw what’s in the fridge. She NEEDED one. I just wish she could take it home, but then he’d ask where it came from.”


She nodded and we talked a little about the weight-loss program I was starting her on and how we met and general small-talk about her until the doorbell interrupted us. We’d finished breakfast at that point and were chatting over coffee. I got up to get the door and let Cecilia and Marty in. I hadn’t expected Marty, but he was welcome here. I hugged Sissy and Marty got pulled into one of his own when he offered me his hand.


I introduced Marty to Jane and then poured coffee for them to join us.


“So what’s the plan for today?” I asked lightly.


“You’re going with Marty,” Cecilia told me. “Jane and I are going to spend the day together and you two get to do whatever it is guys do when there’s no women around.”


“We talk cars and barbecue a lot,” I deadpanned. “Sometimes there’s beer, sometimes not.”


“No beer,” she warned. “I want you in control. We all know your wife lied to you when she told you her lover wasn’t attending the party. I want you in perfect control of yourself. I don’t want you to take a swing at him while you’re half drunk.”


“Yes, Ma’am,” I said. “You heard her, Marty. Hard liquor only.”


“You leave me out of this!” he protested with a laugh. “I’m following orders. She says no getting drunk, so no getting drunk.”


“Your wife sets you up to spend the day with a Hooker and you don’t wanna party?” I asked, disappointed.


“You’re not my type,” he said flatly.


“Picky, picky!” I complained while the girls laughed. “Alright,” I said, getting more serious. “What are we doing while the girls bond over make-overs?”


“Car shopping,” he said. “I hear you’re planning on upgrading to an SUV that was made in this century. I’m your wing-man today.”


“I’d sort of given up on that for now,” I admitted. “That was one of Barb’s ideas for how to make everything better. Since we’ve all come to the understanding that she can’t, I figured I’d take a little more time and get something a little less luxurious.”


“Let’s just go look at them,” Marty said. “The girls are gonna be tied up for hours. Not much else to do.”


I shrugged. “Fair enough. I already tried the one I wanted yesterday,” I said. “Can’t hurt to look around though.”


“Don’t forget to call Mom and Dad,” Jane reminded me, finishing her coffee. “You promised them you’d make plans to do something today.”


“I will,” I promised. “If your ex-sister tags along, I’ll tell her that you’re still avoiding her.”


“Good,” she nodded her approval and then she and Sissy were off for their day of getting to know each other and bonding over getting pampered. I remembered to give her a key to the house and got a kiss on the cheek in response.


Marty and I spent most of the morning looking at different vehicles, even test driving a Mustang for something to do, but in the end, I was more interested in the model I’d looked at first. “I think I’d pick the fully loaded Suburban I drove yesterday, if I was getting one,” I admitted as we left the last dealership.


He nodded thoughtfully. “The Chrysler was nice though,” he said lightly.


I nodded and called Jane’s parents. Janice answered. “Good morning,” she said. “What plans do you two have for the day?” she asked brightly.


“Morning, Janice,” I said with a smile. “Jane’s actually abandoned me for the moment. She went with my friend Cecilia for the day. Cecilia works with Barb, so she’s getting herself the full treatment today and invited Jane to come with her. Cecilia’s husband, Marty, and I were just looking at cars this morning so far. What are your plans?”


“Well, Barb invited us to come to the party tonight,” she said delicately. “I hope you don’t mind us being there.”


“Not at all,” I said. “I’ll be glad to have people there that I know. I’m guessing you didn’t exactly pack formal wear when you drove down yesterday though.”


“No, so Barb’s taking us shopping for new outfits. She says you’re welcome to join us,” she added. I thought she sounded a little reluctant about that last part.


I smiled knowingly. “It’s okay,” I said gently. “I know Barb wants to make sure that if we went to lunch, she gets to tag along.”


“Yeah,” she admitted. “That’s bound to be an awkward meal. Would you rather skip it or are you okay with sitting at a table with her?”


I thought about it. “I can manage,” I said carefully. “I knew as soon as I mentioned it in front of her that she was gonna try to fit herself into the picture somehow. Now the real question: would you prefer to have the day for just the three of you and meet at the party or would you rather all of us get lunch together?”


“I think we’d like to spend time with both of you,” she said. “Ideally, we’d like to see the two of you straighten everything out and put this behind you.”


“You mean for us to get back together?” I asked, a little surprised.


“Well, that would be the happiest ending,” she allowed sheepishly.


“That would make Barb very happy,” I agreed without the enthusiasm that Janice had for the plan. “Where are we going to lunch?” I asked, wanting to put an end to that particular conversation topic.


“Barb suggested that we have lunch somewhere a little fancier than she normally dines,” she said, sounding excited about the prospect. She told me the name of the place and I ground my teeth. It was trendy and upscale and overpriced and pretentious and was only popular because celebrities ate there. Welcome to LA. You could serve food out of a truck, but if celebrities got on board, you were a made man.


“We’ll see you there around noon,” I told her, trying hard not to swear and throw the phone out the window.


“Barb’s throwing money around,” I told Marty and told him where lunch was planned. He whistled and we wandered around for the hour or so before we went to the restaurant to meet. We parked about a block away and walked to the place.


Oceanside Cafe was on a prime piece of real estate on the corner of the block. It had sunshine almost all day and had outdoor seating, separated from the street by wrought-iron fence to take advantage of the sunlight bathing the building most of the day. Barb and her parents were seated at one of the tables and Barb waved manically when she saw me. I wanted to throw up.


She’d arranged it so that Marty and I were separated and I had to choose between sitting in between Barb and her father or Barb and her mother. After the conversation I had with Janice, I chose to sit with Janice, not because I liked her better right now, but I figured that Arthur and Marty might hit it off and at least he wouldn’t have to be miserable through lunch. I took a deep breath and told myself it was an acting class. Everyone in LA has dreams of making it in Hollywood, so everyone tries to polish their acting ability even as a minor hobby. I just kept telling myself that in twelve hours, I’d be able to walk away and never be in a room with her again.


It turns out that Marty and Arthur worked with some of the same people, so they disappeared into their own conversation about work and projects. My father-in-law was a real estate developer in the Bay area and some of those jobs had overlapped. That left me with the least enviable position in the city. Wedged between my future ex-wife and my mother-in-law who was hoping to steer our marriage off the rocks.


“Have you three finished your shopping or is there more to do?” I asked pleasantly, looking toward Janice.


“We picked everything out,” Barb answered before Janice could speak. “We’re going back after lunch to try everything on. They’re getting alterations now.”


I nodded. “Good,” I said. “Hopefully you’ll be thrilled with the way the outfits look. I’ll save you a dance, Janice.”


She gave me a slight smile. “I’m sure that your dance card will be too full for me, but it’s nice of you to say.”


I shrugged. “I haven’t promised many dances, to be honest,” I told her. “After all, I really don’t know that many people there.”


She nodded. “Well, if you have a free dance, I’d be honored,” she allowed gracefully. It sounded like I was going to find myself kept on the dance floor all night and likely with Barb if I didn’t put my foot down firmly. I’d wait and do that at the party if it was necessary.


Lunch proceeded like that for a little while with Marty and Arthur sitting with their heads together and mother and daughter trying to subtly steer me into spending more time with Barb.


“We should talk about Christmas,” Janice suggested during a lull in the conversation.


I nodded. “I originally hadn’t planned to celebrate,” I admitted. “With Jane staying with me, I think that would be terribly unfair to her and to you and Arthur since I assume you’ll be stopping by to celebrate at some point, so I’ll start looking for decorations as soon as I’m done moving.”


“I can call the service I used for our place,” Barb offered brightly, still calling the house ours.


I shook my head. “No, thanks,” I told her without any heat. “I’d rather Jane and I did it ourselves. It’s something we can do as family. Jane was initially very worried that she and I would lose touch with everything that’s going on. I want to reassure her that I’m still here for her.”


“Where will you get your decorations?” she asked.


“I dunno,” I admitted. “We’ll probably go shopping later in the week and see what we can scare up that seems festive.”


She nodded and shrugged. “I didn’t know that you felt that way about decorating for Christmas,” she admitted.


“It was never a big deal before, really,” I told her, being civil. “This year, I feel...” I’d been about to say something hurtful, but thought better of it, changing what I’d been about to say. “I feel like it’s important this year.”


“That’s fine for decorating,” Janice said, steering the conversation. “What about Christmas dinner though?”


“You’re trying to bring the five of us together for the day?” I asked, getting the sense of what she wanted. I noticed that Marty and Arthur had paused their conversation to listen to what we were talking about.


“That would be a nice gesture,” she said carefully.


I looked at my plate and was glad I was mostly finished. I couldn’t eat another bite if I tried. Was that something I could do? It would make Janice and Barb both deliriously happy. Arthur, I was sure would be glad too and Jane and I would hate every minute of it. Why was it always the person who got shit on that was expected to reach out and perform “nice gestures”, I wondered silently.


“I have Jane staying with me,” I reminded her gently. “She made other plans for today because she’s not interested in talking to her sister right now. I think it would be better if the two of us planned our day separately.”


“If she agreed to go, would you reconsider?” she asked.


“If Jane told me that she’d agreed to spend Christmas with her sister and asked me to be there, then I’d consider it,” I said carefully.


“Good. You let me talk to Jane and we’ll get it straightened out,” she promised.


I suddenly wished I’d gone to visit my parents for the holidays. I’d been determined not to make tonight nasty or awkward or uncomfortable, but now it seemed like that was a decision that made me a target for being manipulated into more and more time spent with Barb.


I lost my minimal interest in the conversation after that and I excused myself to go to the restroom. I didn’t need to go, but I needed five minutes without the two of them trying to herd me back into Barb’s clutches. I took a leak and washed my hands anyway and tried to get my anger under control.


When I got back to the table, Barb had just paid the bill and the four of them were laughing and getting ready to leave, chatting amicably, so I didn’t retake my seat. Instead, I picked up my glass of iced tea and finished it off. I thanked them for lunch and promised to see them at the hotel where the Christmas party was being held.


“Why don’t you come to the house and we’ll all go together?” Barb suggested.


“Is there a problem with me meeting you at the hotel?” I asked, trying to keep the anger from my voice. It was a trivial matter, but it was another manipulation and I was so sick of this.


“No, but I hired a limousine to take us to the hotel. Parking can be a bit of a pain. Remember last year?”


“Fine,” I said, at the end of my patience. “What time?”


“Around 6:30 sound okay?” she asked hopefully. “There’s drinks and appetizers starting at 7 and then the dinner at 8 and dancing after that.”


“I’ll be there at 6:30,” I said as calmly as I could.


“Relax, John,” she said gently. “This is going to be a fun night. Trust me.”


I looked at her flatly when she said that and repeated that I’d be there at 6:30. After that, Marty and I got out of there and walked back to the garage we’d parked in.


“You okay?” he asked after giving me a few minutes to brood.


“Fantastic,” I told him sarcastically. “I think it’s time for me to go home,” I informed him. “I’m not gonna be much fun for the rest of the afternoon.”


He nodded and sensed that I wasn’t in the mood to talk about it. We drove back to the house in silence. I was about to get out when he put a hand on my shoulder. “Do what you need to,” he said gently. “I know you wanted to punch out your wife at lunch, but go inside and hit the gym instead. Get the anger out and then start getting ready to face tonight. Sissy’ll be there and so will I. I think Arthur was a little embarrassed to be there while they ambushed you. Hopefully he’ll keep them from getting too carried away tonight.”


I nodded and thanked him for hanging out and for keeping me from losing my mind at lunch before I got out of the car. I went in and put on workout gear before heading to the basement. I set up the heavy bag and vented my frustrations on it until I’d worked up a good sweat and drained a little temper.


I finally stopped and went upstairs, made myself a snack and then got shaved and showered. It was after six and I still hadn’t heard from Cecilia or Jane. I figured they’d drop her off here on their way to the party.


I sighed and locked the house before driving to Barb’s place. She was beautiful when she answered the door. They’d obviously done some time with a hair-dresser as part of their afternoon. “Come in,” she said, obviously trying to put me at ease. “You look very distinguished tonight,” she told me as she led me upstairs to wait for the car she ordered.


“Thank you, Barb,” I said, keeping my voice casual. “You look lovely.” She did. She was wearing a black dress that was tight enough to be sexy, but not so tight that it was slutty. She was outfitted with diamonds at her throat and her ears. I’d given her the jewelry last Christmas. She’d already been someone else’s woman, but I had no idea at the time. I thought again about buying her a toilet brush for Christmas, but I hadn’t honestly put any thought to getting her anything, so a toilet brush seemed like too big a gift for her.


I greeted her parents and tried not to let it show that I wasn’t quite so happy to see them as I’d been the day before. They didn’t seem to notice and that was just as well. We made small-talk for a few minutes and then the limo had pulled up out front. I was ready to go, but Arthur had to put on his jacket and Barb and Janice each had a wrap that matched their dress. I noticed that Janice was dressed very similarly to Barb, but her dress was in a deep blue instead of black.


The driver was cordial to us all and I helped both Barb and Janice in before nodding to Arthur to go ahead. He hesitated and then told me to go on. He looked a little pained and I sensed that the seating arrangements were no mistake. I got in and was seated next to Barb, who immediately looped her arm through mine and hugged my arm while we chatted. Actually they chatted. I followed along and answered when prompted, but I didn’t participate on my own. I was counting down in my head. Six hours and I could be done with this.


We showed up at the hotel and Arthur got out, followed by me, Barb and Janice. I held to my manners and escorted Barb into the hotel. She steered me to the service desk instead of the ballroom where the party was being held and I clenched my jaw. She checked in and I noticed that there was a suite for the night and a regular room. It turns out that the room was for her parents and the suite was for the happy couple. She handed me one of the cards for the room and I looked at her like she was out of her mind. “I have no use for this,” I told her and handed it back.


“Sure you do, John,” she said, tucking hers into the clutch-purse that matched her outfit. “Enjoy yourself and we’ll get a cab in the morning.”


I rolled my eyes in disgust. She never fucking listened and never considered anyone else’s feelings. The countdown in my head suddenly went from six hours to one hour as I decided to say hello to everyone I needed to and then get the fuck out of here. She was gonna make sure she was glued to my side for the cocktails, she was gonna make sure that she was seated next to me at dinner and she was gonna decide who was dancing with me and in what order. I hated this woman now. She just couldn’t turn it off.


Instead of making a scene, I pocketed the card and she gave me an approving smile that said that I was behaving much more sensibly.


She led us all into the ballroom and steered us toward the Champagne. She snagged four glasses and I just held mine. Cecilia had advised me to be sober and I thought that was good advice. I also wasn’t about to celebrate anything with Barb. She started a conversation with everyone and I unplugged, looking around the room at the decorations instead. It looked like the hotel took a very muted attitude toward decorations. There were some modestly decorated Christmas trees spaced around the room and a few sprigs of mistletoe hung strategically.


“Isn’t that right, John?” Barb prompted me, bringing me back to the conversation.


“Sorry, what?” I asked. “I wasn’t paying attention.”


She gave me a look that told me I’d better get with the program. “I was telling Mom and Dad that this is much nicer than last year’s party, isn’t it?”


I shrugged. “We barely had time to look around last year,” I said. “We breezed in and then you decided you’d rather we just had a nice dinner alone rather than spend all evening here. The decorations are certainly tasteful though,” I allowed. Looking back on it, I suspected that she didn’t want me to run into her and her lover and risk me figuring out what was going on between them.


She nodded in agreement. “They’re certainly a class above last year,” she said with an overly enthusiastic grin. “Let’s mingle and I’ll introduce the three of you to some of my co-workers,” she said.


She took us around the room and most of her co-workers were nice on the surface. Several of the men looked a little uneasy, whether because they expected trouble when Brad showed up or because they’d seen how Barb had been moving the last couple of days, I wasn’t sure and I didn’t care enough to ask. I’d never have to see these people again, so I wasn’t putting a lot of effort into chatting with them. I DID pay special attention to Barb’s boss though. She was a woman in her mid forties who still looked good for her age, but time was starting to catch up with her.


What drew me to her was that she recognized me. “Hell of a fight you had last weekend,” she complimented me and shook my hand. “I’m Tara Braxton, Barb’s boss. I caught the last fight you had locally, if you can call that a fight. I lost a hundred bucks on that fight. Never been so happy to be wrong.”


“Thanks,” I said with the first genuine smile of the night. “That’s the fight that got me my current contract. It kind of put me in the public eye.”


Barb was plastered to my arm at this point and her smile had taken on a wooden quality when we started talking about fighting. Tara had noticed and when I glanced at Barb, she made a comment about wanting to introduce me to everyone else. I silently thought that she wanted to separate me from Tara, but I shrugged and then looked back at Tara. “Hopefully we’ll get a chance to talk later. It’s nice to meet someone that’s not trying to talk to me about fixed mortgage rates.”


She gave me an apologetic smile. “I’ll keep an eye out, in case you need rescuing,” she promised. “Sometimes they just can’t help themselves when they get together in groups.


I found most of Barb’s co-workers to be a mixed bag. Some of them were engaging and others were clearly uncomfortable talking to me. I found myself being flirted with and sometimes it was a little too blatant for my liking. I hadn’t seen Cecilia so far and was starting to get a little irritated.


My temper flared when Barb had the audacity to introduce me to Brad. “Honey, this is Brad Davis. He’s another agent that I work with.” She was watching me closely to get a sense of how I’d react to him.


Chapter 18


He offered me his hand with a smile that I would have taken for friendly, if I hadn’t known exactly who he was. I shook his hand and resisted the urge to crush his fingers. Instead, I gave him the same handshake I gave everyone else. He introduced Doris to us as an afterthought. He was watching me with some amusement that told me that I’d sold the fiction that I didn’t know who he was. I gave Doris a very warm greeting suitable for someone I’d just met. She was as amused by the performance as I was. She kept her eyes on him, watching him puff up with the confidence of thinking he was still safe. Poor bastard. If he didn’t deserve worse, I’d actually feel sorry for him over what was coming.


It turns out that Barb wanted us to chat with Brad and his wife for a while. The two of them talked about ... houses. They were engrossed in a long conversation about a property that had come on the market that week. They were so deeply involved that they didn’t even notice when Doris and I slipped away. We went to the appetizers together and looked over the offerings with some interest. I took a plate and gathered up a diverse sample of the table’s contents.


“I was worried you might actually hit him,” she said softly as we grazed. She glanced over at the two, who were still talking animatedly. Whether they were talking shop or discreetly arguing about their relationship and the fallout in our marriage.


“The night’s still young,” I commented, watching him. “I was tempted to crush him like a bug when I shook his hand. It’s more satisfying to have them certain that we don’t know what’s going on.”


Just then, I spotted Barb’s parents approach and Barb introduced them to Brad. He was disgustingly boisterous at meeting the parents. I turned my back and trusted Doris to inform me about any change. She kept an eye out and the two of us chatted a little. “Not that he’ll ask, but if Brad DOES get around to asking what we talked about, tell him I was asking about getting back in shape and things I could do at home,” she coached me.


I nodded. “Fair enough,” I said lightly. “You know the answer to that now. Sit-ups, push-ups, climb stairs, things like that.”


She nodded. “So how did things go with your company?”


“Jane’s gonna stay with me through Christmas. She doesn’t want anything to do with Barb now. Her parents are staying over there with Barb, but she refuses to even go in the house.”


She nodded. “So I guess we’ll start working out again after the holidays?”


“Nope. Call me Monday. Jane’s not her sister and she’s asked me a lot of questions about you, particularly after she saw the containers in the fridge. She’s interested. She knows what we’ve been up to together and she knows that we’re there for each other, but there’s no future for the two of us together. You don’t have to hide or stay away or even give up on getting a little extra affection. She might even babysit for a couple of hours if you’re still interested in that.”


“I’d kiss her on the mouth for that!” she said softly, with a chuckle, then glanced over my shoulder. “In-coming.”


“So, yeah,” I said, changing my whole tone of voice like we were in a completely different conversation. “There’s a lot of different exercises that people can do around the house without much in the way of equipment. If you Google ‘no equipment workout’ a few things should come right up. Watch a few YouTube videos to get a sense of how to do each one right and you should be able to fit it into your day to day life without any problems.”


“What are you two talking about?” Brad asked from right behind me.


I turned and looked at him with a smile. “Your wife asked me for tips about getting fit without joining a gym,” I told him. “She said she has a little boy at home to look after during the day, so she can’t exactly get up and charge off to the gym.”


He nodded. “You any good at these sort of things?” he asked with a touch of skepticism in his voice.


“Staying fit or giving advice?” I asked.


“Either,” he said.


I shrugged. “I do okay in the gym,” I said. “Advice is hit or miss. I usually give people good advice, but it’s not always what they want to hear, so they don’t follow it. People can be stupid like that when it comes to their indulgences.”


“And what advice would you give Doris?” he asked.


I glanced at her and gave her a small smile. “Get in shape for yourself. Don’t do it for him,” I nodded to Brad, “don’t do it because the woman next door is thinner or because your friends are talking about how much they get out of their gym time or because the office slut wears a smaller size. If you’re gonna do it for anyone outside yourself, do it for your son. Carrying extra weight can put you at risk for health problems. Consider it an investment in being there to see him graduate and get married and give you grandchildren to spoil. Those are pretty much the only two people in the world that you can count on to provide steady unwavering motivation. The woman next door could get fat, your friends could start other hobbies and your husband could convince you that he loves your body exactly the way it is and you could end up asking yourself why you’re doing it.”


She nodded. “I hadn’t really thought about that,” she admitted. “I don’t want to miss out on my son’s life because of obesity. Maybe I should look into a serious gym membership.”


“We can talk about that after the holidays,” Brad told her. That was his attempt to get her to back down so that he could save the money that a gym membership would cost. “For now, let’s just enjoy our evening.” He turned toward me. “It was good to meet you, John,” he said with a smile that looked a little smug from my point of view, but I had a good idea what was going on behind his eyes.


“You too, Bob” I said, getting his name wrong on purpose. “Barb doesn’t really talk about work much, so it’s an interesting experience meeting the people that are with her every day.”


We shook hands again and then he dragged Doris away. Barb and her parents were drifting from group to group. True to her word, she’d cut me loose once she’d gotten what she wanted. I looked around and didn’t see Cecilia or Marty, so I went looking for a restroom.


I let myself into one of the stalls and checked my phone. There were no messages and I was wondering what was keeping Sissy. I was losing my mind. I knew four people in this place. My whore of a wife, her parents and Doris. I couldn’t spend my night following Doris around to talk, I’d rather punch myself in the balls than hang out with Barb and her parents weren’t a much better option.


I sighed and went back out to the party. I found a seat off in one corner and looked around the room at the women that had shown up to the party. I generally played the same game that guys have played since the dawn of time. I looked at the women in purely sexual terms. For the purposes of the game, it didn’t matter if they had common interests or great personalities. It was a thought experiment on whether I’d fuck them based on nothing more than the physical. I thought this was probably the worst place to do that, since the women in the room had taken great pains to make themselves look as glamorous as possible, with hair, makeup and clothes that complimented their features.


I was giving up the game as futile when I noticed someone approaching. Tara came and sat with me. “Bored?” she asked.


“It’s really not their fault,” I said with a shrug. “I’m not particularly in the mood to party.”


She nodded. That wasn’t a surprise to her. “Bad week?”


I looked at her shrewdly and gave her a knowing smile. “I suspect you know how my week’s gone.”


She shook her head. “Not really,” she said. “I know Barb came in the other day looking very ... worn out. Then, yesterday, she was distraught.”


I shrugged. “You’re her boss,” I said flatly. “You know what’s been going on around the office. I moved out of the house this week and told her I want a divorce. I’m sick of her and her lover making my life miserable.”


“You know about that?” she asked, surprised.


“I even know who he is. He and Barb are both unaware that I’m not in the dark.”


She looked uncomfortable. “You do?” she asked, her eyes darting around the room.


“Relax,” I told her, making a soothing gesture. “She introduced me to Brad a little while ago to make sure I didn’t suspect or to satisfy his perverse need to show me up and be disrespectful. The relief on their faces tells me that I’ve got a future in Hollywood. I didn’t bust him in the face or even give him a rough handshake. I just acted normal.” That relaxed her some. “She’s been telling me that her lover wouldn’t be here tonight so that I’d come.”


“Why DID you come if you’re divorcing?” she asked.


“Cecilia’s a friend of mine. She asked me to be here. She told me she’d introduce me to some of the available girls in the office. Since I sent Barb to work looking very ... worn out, she said there’s been some interest and encouraged me to be a little slutty. I mean, I’m no competition for my wife, but she’s in a league of her own.”


She nodded sourly about that. “Well, I’m glad that you know. I know I’ve personally felt embarrassed about their affair.”


I nodded. “I’m gonna go way out on a limb and guess that if she wasn’t such a good seller, she’d have been spoken to about it long ago.”


She nodded. “They’re not really going to be my problem for much longer though,” she admitted. “I’m moving up. My promotion’s going to be announced in the new year.”


“Congratulations,” I said with a smile. “What’s your new job?”


“District manager,” she told me. “I’ll be overseeing about a dozen offices around here.”


“Sounds exhausting,” I laughed. “Who’s taking over your job?”


“That’s currently up in the air. Barb’s being considered since she’s been the big seller in the office consistently.”


I looked around, but no one was close enough to overhear. “I wouldn’t,” I advised her. “That’s not just the vindictive husband talking. She’s fucking Brad. She’s doing pretty much whatever he tells her to. If she made manager, she’d make decisions to please him, not for the sake of the office. I could be wrong and she could make a stellar manager, but she’s shown poor decision-making when it comes to him and they’re screwing around at the houses they have keys to. I can’t imagine it’s all happening after work. She carried on the affair since last summer without staying late after work. I’m also told that their affair is the worst-kept secret in the office. Every time she made a decision that favored him, the rest of the agents would get a little more pissed. You’d have to fire her or transfer her within a year and the office would be a shambles while you found a better fit for the job.”


She nodded. “So, if it were you, you’d leave her where she was.”


I nodded. “Of course, if it were me, I’d transfer Brad to an office as far north as possible.”


She laughed about that. “We DO sell real estate in Alaska,” she admitted.


“That works for me,” I said agreeably. “And you were worried I was gonna punch him in the face.”


“A little,” she admitted. “You knock people out for a living.”


“Wanna know a secret?” I asked conspiratorially.


“Sure.”


“Those last two fights ... I thought about being in the cage with Brad. As soon as I did that, it was like something clicked in my head. I was never all that aggressive in my fights before. It was always a fun hobby. This turned me into a mean fighter.”


“So when you decide you’ve had enough of them...”


“Not gonna happen. I’ve already decided that I’ve had enough of Barb’s shit, so I moved out. I wouldn’t touch Brad unless he came after me with a weapon. Then I’d make him cry when he even saw a picture of me years later. You saw what Doug Hastings got? Someone told me he gave up fighting.”


“Not surprising. You beat him like a government mule,” she told me. “So you were thinking about what you’d like to do to Brad, huh? Maybe I should tell him that, omitting that you know whose face to lay the fists on already.”


I shrugged. “I don’t think it’d matter. They’ve been doing a lot to try to set me off. If I didn’t know better, I’d think Brad was planning on getting me to throw a punch so he could sue me for damages.”


“Maybe,” she shrugged and then looked at the room. “I should mingle though. Do me a favor and don’t say anything about the promotion? It’s not getting announced until next month. The feeding frenzy of people looking to fill my shoes will start minutes after that. I don’t need the headache of people sucking up early.”


“My lips are sealed,” I promised. “There doesn’t seem to be a lot of people eager to talk to me anyway. Not that it’s any of my business, but if I was asked for a suggestion, I’d recommend Cecilia for the position,” I told her. “She’s managed to stay in the middle of this without pissing anyone off and that’s a minor miracle.”


She patted my shoulder and then got up to socialize. I sighed and checked my watch. It was nearly time for everyone to be seated for dinner.


I got up and went looking around for someone to talk to. Janice and Arthur were already in the dining room, but Barb wasn’t. I saw Doris by herself and knew where Barb was. I went to the elevators and used the card to access the 12th floor. I went up and found our suite, letting myself in quietly. I crept into the room and could hear the sounds of passion from inside the suite’s bedroom. I looked around the rest of the suite and found that there was only one bedroom. Typical Barb. I took a lovely video of the two of them and then slipped out of the room and went back to the party before they could straighten up and remake the bed.


I got off the elevator and went back to the party. There was still no sign of Cecilia or Marty. I took a moment to get hold of myself and then approached Janice and Arthur. “Hey,” I said lightly. “Where’s Barb?” I asked, dropping into one of the chairs at the table they’d taken up residence at.


“She’s not with you?” Janice asked, surprised. “She said she was going up to the suite before dinner. We assumed that she was with you.”


I gave her my card and told her the suite number. “Now’s your chance to meet her new lover, I guess. Tell her that I said thanks for a lovely evening,” I said, letting my irritation show.


“John, I’m sure it’s nothing like that,” Arthur said trying to get me to calm down.


“Go check then,” I suggested.


“I’ll go,” Janice said, getting up and taking my card off the table.


Fifteen long, silent minutes later, she was back with a grim look on her face.


She tried to give me the card back, but I shook my head. “They were up there?” I asked. She nodded, but didn’t say anything. “You know that she promised me that he wasn’t going to be here tonight. She swore she’d never put the two of us in a room together. This is the kind of bullshit I’ve been dealing with since the summer. You looked around the suite, right? How many beds were there?”


“Just one,” she said.


“So her intention was to fuck her lover in that bed and then make me sleep in the wet-spot. I know she only hired the limo to drop us off and she’s hoping I wouldn’t think to bring cab-fare with me tonight. That’s why she wanted me to ride with you, so I’d be stuck here and it’d be late and I’d be half-drunk. Then she could tell me to just sleep in the bed with her and she’d get me home in the morning.”


Arthur looked disgruntled by this talk. “If you need money for a cab, I’ve got my wallet,” he said. “You have to understand that Barb told us she was absolutely dedicated to getting you to forgive her.”


I shrugged. “She’s a junkie now.” I said dismissively. “That’s how she keeps her promises. She’s addicted to him and anything else is secondary.” I looked at Janice. “Did you confront them or just leave them to their work?” I asked.


“I really didn’t want to have that discussion with my daughter while she was naked,” Janice said sourly.


“I can’t say I blame you,” I told her and then looked down. “I’m sorry I did that to you. No matter how angry I am, I shouldn’t have put you in that room with them.” I was in good form tonight. I actually wasn’t a bit sorry. This was my payback for the bullshit they’d put me through at lunch.


She nodded. “It’s okay,” she said. “It was a shock to see them like that, but I suppose that you’ve been going through this for a while.”


I nodded. “I’m really not even mad about it anymore. She does things like this so often that I get suspicious on days that she’s not doing something rotten to me.”


She sighed. “So now what?” she asked.


I shrugged. “I suppose dinner is due to be served any minute. I should call and find out what happened to Cecilia and Marty. They should have been here long ago.”


I pulled out my phone and dialed her number. “Hi John,” she said when she answered. “How’s the party going?”


“Where the fuck are you two?!” I blurted. “I’ve been wandering around alone since I got here.”


“Sorry,” she said apologetically. “We got tied up. We’ll be there for the dance though. Don’t worry.”


“Are you kidding me?” I said irritably.


“Perfection takes time,” she said ruefully. “Good things come to those who wait.”


“Barb’s in the middle of having sex right now. I sent her mother to check on her and she confirmed it. I’m stuck in a roomful of people that I don’t know. The longest conversation I had was with Tara Braxton. I was introduced to Barb’s boyfriend before she took him upstairs. I really didn’t need you to fuss. You always look beautiful. I just needed you here ... an hour ago.”


“You talked to Tara?” she asked, surprised. “I didn’t figure Barb would introduce you to her.”


“Well, strange things happen,” I said sourly. Sissy was my lifeline and she hadn’t been here. I was probably more pissed about that than I was about anything else in my evening. “She couldn’t avoid introducing me to her.”


“So what are you doing?” she asked.


“I’m sitting around with my thumb up my ass waiting to see how this night can get any worse,” I told her. “I know you wanted me here for some mysterious reason, but I’m starting to feel like whatever that reason is, it’s not nearly good enough.”


She sighed. “I’m sorry that things have been shitty there,” she said. “I promise that we’ll be there as soon as we can and I’ll explain everything when I see you. I’m surprised that no one tried to talk to you at the cocktail party.”


“Just Tara,” I said. “Everyone else seemed uncomfortable or spoke in pick-up lines. Look, I’m gonna go. I’m sitting with Barb’s parents and they’re just starting to get a sense of how life’s been with Barb. I’ll see you when you get here.”


“Trust me, big guy, you’ll understand before the night’s out and you’ll be glad you hung in there,” she said ardently.


I sighed heavily and closed my eyes. “Okay,” I said softly. “I’ll see you at the dance.”


“Hang in there,” she urged me. “I swear, you’ll be glad you did. I won’t let you down.”


“Thanks,” I said. “I think I needed to hear that more than anything. I’ve been sort of frantic here without my best friend.”


“We’ll see you soon. Enjoy dinner and save room for dessert.”


We hung up and I took a couple of deep breaths.


“You okay?” Janice asked.


“No. Getting there, though,” I said. “I wouldn’t have come tonight if Sissy hadn’t told me she wanted me here. With Barb’s antics, I was kind of counting on her to keep me from ending up in jail.” I glanced at the entrance to the dining room. “So what do you want to do? We can pretend like we don’t know she’s been screwing around or we can just call her on it when she comes down. I’ve done both in the past six months, so it’s really up to you two. Neither option will make any difference.”


“I’d appreciate not having that confrontation with Barb here in the hotel,” Arthur said delicately. “I think that’s something that we should do away from prying eyes.”


I nodded. “I’m okay with that,” I said softly. I looked over at Doris and excused myself for the moment. I went over and told her where Brad was gently.


“I figured. Monday, when I call, plan on spending some time at the house. We’re gonna do it in his bed. See how he likes it.” She smiled sadly at me and shrugged.


“Was Brad planning on staying at the hotel tonight?” I asked, suddenly curious.


She shook her head. “We’ll probably leave around midnight. Are you staying?”


“Haven’t decided. Barb rented a suite and wanted me to stay, but I’m not inclined to sleep in a bed he’s been fucking her in and I’m less inclined to sleep with her.”


“I can understand that. You should go though. We’ll talk more at the dance.”


I retreated back to the table and sat with my freshly sympathetic in-laws. “Friend of yours?” Janice asked gently.


I hesitated, but I figured that it was only a matter of time before it all came out anyway. “I was letting her know where her husband was,” I told them. “Barb doesn’t know that I know who’s up there with her and I’d like to keep it that way for now. She’s been bitching that she won’t tell me his name because she’s worried that I’ll do something to get myself thrown in jail, but I’ve known since the day after she told me she was cheating on me. Every so often, I test her resolve to hold onto him instead of our marriage. Unfortunately, she’s failed that test every single time.”


They looked a little disturbed by that revelation. “So she knows that they’re having an affair?” Arthur asked uncomfortably.


I nodded. “I hired a friend of mine to investigate their affair. Barb was lying to me so often and so easily, that I felt like I needed help to find out what was going on in my marriage. Doris came to him to follow her husband because she was suspicious of him. When he found out who she wanted followed, he brought her to me. He could have just taken her money for work he was already doing, but that would have been an ethical problem.”


“So you and that woman are...” Janice trailed off.


“Very good friends,” I told her. “We’re both devastated by the same people and both suffering through the same breakdown of our marriages, but I try to be a help to her. She has a little boy to take care of. Her husband started having an affair with Barb because pregnancy wasn’t kind to her body and he’s not attracted to her anymore. She’s started coming to the house while he’s at work or with Barb and I’ve been helping her get back in shape.”


“So you’re helping her and her son?” Janice asked. “You and she aren’t...”


“Sleeping together?” I asked and she nodded. “Our spouses have been cheating on us for almost as long as her son’s been alive,” I said dryly. “As a form of revenge for that, it doesn’t get much more direct. Yes, Doris and I have been intimate. We don’t have enough in common to make a future together, but we can comfort each other during this ordeal.”


Janice looked thoughtful about that, but nodded. Arthur didn’t look happy. “I don’t think two wrongs make it right, John,” he said tersely.


“Maybe not, but our marriages are already in ashes. Neither or us poured the gas or struck the matches and neither of them are helping us sift through the wreckage. To me, it’s really not even about Barb. Her asshole boyfriend got his wife pregnant and then didn’t like the results, so rather than help her, he went out looking for something better while she was stuck home alone with their son and no idea where her husband had disappeared to,” I pointed out. “It’s not her fault that her body doesn’t look like it did when she was a teenager, but he took it out on her by cheating on her. The two of them have been working their way up to divorcing us and getting together anyway. He’s been putting pressure on Barb because he’s ready to pounce. She’s been putting him off because she’s not there yet, but she’s not far off.”


He still looked disgruntled about it until Janice laid a hand on his arm. “I know how I’d have felt if you’d strayed after Barb was born,” she told him gently. “I’d feel ... awful, like it was my fault, like I was unattractive. I’d probably look at myself in the mirror and feel ashamed of the signs of my pregnancy. I was lucky. You never made me doubt your love for me or our girls.”


His look softened a little, but he still frowned. “That still doesn’t change that he’s taken it upon himself to interfere in another marriage,” he pointed out.


“Arthur,” I said. “I told you that I knew who Barb was sleeping with as soon as she told me she was cheating on me and didn’t intend to stop. I made myself a promise to stay away from him and his family. I knew what was going on and it ruined my life. She didn’t know, so I wasn’t about to take her happiness away from her. I even warned Barb that they were going to get caught when they started spending their evenings together. When my friend brought Doris to meet me and told me that she was asking him to investigate her husband, I’d kept my promise. Once she made the decision to find out what he was up to, their marriage was over, just like mine was over when Barb told me about him.”


We paused our conversation at that point as the staff started serving dinner. There was still no sign of Barb or Brad. Fortunately Tara had gone over to sit with Doris and the two of them were talking pleasantly. We left the conversation alone while we ate and we were saved from resuming the debate by Barb coming in. She looked a little worse for wear, but nothing too obvious.


“You missed dinner,” her mother told her, obviously not pleased.


“Sorry,” she said with a bright smile. “There was a problem with the suite. I had to take care of it.” She flagged down one of the waitresses and had dinner brought to her, eating while we studiously didn’t ask about what problem she’d had to handle.


I checked my watch and wanted to swear. It was still twenty minutes before the dance was supposed to start and at least three more hours after that before I could call this night a complete disaster and go home to bed. For now, it was a disaster in progress.


For all that we didn’t ask about it, Barb wanted to regale us with a tale about the toilet backing up. She was liberal in her praise for the hotel staff, who she said were quick to respond and she stayed to supervise the cleanup. I exchanged looks with Janice and looked around the room, bored.


I didn’t do more than glance at Doris and Brad, but she didn’t look pleased with his excuses. She wasn’t screaming at him, but had the look of a wife that’s decided that the evening would not end in romance.


Sissy had promised to see me at the dance and that was where I had my attention focused. Barb finished dinner, trying to engage me and her parents in conversation. I gave her most of my attention, for no other reason than listening to her run her mouth was the only form of entertainment to be had.


“So have you made any new friends so far?” she asked me and I was glad that I’d been paying attention.


“Nope,” I said. “The only two people to talk to me so far have been your boss and Mrs. Davis,” I told her blandly.


“Really?” she asked, sounding surprised. “What did you and Tara talk about?”


“Fighting. She caught my last couple of fights and was impressed. She wanted to know more about it, asked about my last fight with the indie promotion. We talked a little about work and then she had to go circulate and socialize.”


She seemed relieved about it. “No, she didn’t tell me who he is,” I told her, reading the look on her face.


“You haven’t been asking around?” she asked warily.


“These are people you work with,” I said. “I’m not about to put them on the spot and ask them to throw you under the bus. Trust me, if I wanted to know who he was, I’d know already.”


“I’ve been a little worried that you’d try to get the details out of Tara,” she admitted.


“I told Tara that I’m aware of your office antics,” I told her mildly. “I didn’t ask her to divulge any names and made certain promises that I wouldn’t disrupt her office by coming there looking to catch you. She DID tell me that your romance has left her feeling embarrassed. That’s probably why most of your co-workers have been a little uncomfortable with me tonight.”


“I thought you were having a good time,” Barb said, looking aggrieved. “Why didn’t you say anything?”


I rolled my eyes. “I really don’t want to fight tonight, Barb,” I told her. “Let’s just make the best of the evening. The dance should be starting soon, so we can all at least enjoy that part of the night.”


“John, I really wanted you to enjoy yourself tonight,” she told me and her sincerity was almost palpable in the air. “I’ll talk to some of the girls and see if we can’t straighten things out.”


I shrugged. “Don’t bother,” I told her casually. “I’ll dance with Janice, Tara and whoever else wants to ask, but I’m not pinning my hopes and dreams on finding a girl here.”


“Just give me a chance to talk to some people,” she said gently. “I’m sure it’s just a matter of crossed signals.”


She patted my shoulder and then got up to go do her best.


“You’ve gotten good at lying to her,” Janice said sadly.


“I wasn’t lying. I never told her that I didn’t know, just that I hadn’t asked,” I pointed out. “I do lie to Barb though. I frequently tell her I’m not mad or that I’m not hurt or that I don’t care if she continues. I tell her the truth and she ignores what I tell her. She just keeps on going, so I pick my fights and pretend like I’m not disgusted by her behavior most of the time.” I shrugged and gave them a wry look. “You just saw what happened when I told her not to bother trying to find me a hookup here. She’s like that all the time now. She gets an idea in her head and she won’t let go. She’s running around the room, talking to everyone in a skirt to see if they’ll take me off her hands for a little while because she’s convinced that me getting a girlfriend will throw a bucket of cold water on the divorce talk.”


“There are worse fates than having your wife helping you find a casual girlfriend,” Arthur pointed out.


“Maybe,” I allowed, ignoring the look Janice gave him. “But there are few worse motivations than her guilt over her affair. She’s not doing it because she loves me or wants me to be happy. She thinks it’ll make us even for the past year and a half.”


“And you don’t think so?” Janice said, giving me a speculative look.


“I think if Barb had come to me when this all started, told me she wanted an open marriage and we sat down to work out the ground rules together, then I’d probably have gone along with it. She didn’t though. She only told me when it got to the point where she decided she loved him too and was keeping him. I didn’t even know she’d cheated on me until she was so deep in love with him that she’d sacrifice her marriage to me AND her relationship with her sister to keep him.”


Chapter 19


I was saved from further debate by Barb returning and she wasn’t alone. “John, Mom, Dad,” she said. “This is Cathy. She works in the office with me.”


All three of us greeted Cathy pleasantly. She was a slender, pretty brunette with brown eyes and a slightly tan complexion that hinted that she might have a trace of Hispanic heritage to her credit. This was clearly Barb’s prime choice and she sat her next to me while she pulled a chair from a nearby table and crowded in beside her father.


Cathy appeared to be a little awkward meeting us all, but the music had started in the ballroom and couples began filing out, eager to hit the dance floor. “Have you met many people here tonight?” Cathy asked me, trying to start a conversation of some kind.


“A few,” I admitted. “I had a nice chat with Tara and a few odd talks with most of the rest of the office. A fair number of people have been a little uncertain how to relate to me.” Arthur and Janice quietly excused themselves and went to join the first couples to use the dance floor.


She nodded. “Well, we mostly talk housing when we’re all together like this. It’s a little hard to break the habit sometimes.” She smiled at me warmly, with just a hint of nervousness in her manner. It could have been that she was trying to dance around the fact that Barb had recruited her to be sacrificed to me. It could have been that she was a little intimidated by the condition I’d left Barb in earlier this week. Or it could have been that she was trying to avoid mention of Barb’s office affair. I decided to find out.


“Barb, would you excuse us?” I asked her pleasantly.


“Just forget I’m here,” she said with a smile. “I’m just here to make sure that you don’t run into any misunderstandings. I promise, I’ll keep quiet.”


I gave her a scathing look and then tried to ignore her. I turned to Cathy, who’d watched the exchange silently. “Cathy, you seem a little nervous. Is everything okay?”


She shrugged. “Sure, I guess. I mean, I’m just meeting you for the first time, right. I don’t really know much about you other than you’re married to Barb.” I shrugged ambivalently about that, but didn’t argue the point. “Cecilia talks about you more than Barb does, so I heard that you’re a fighter, but you also work as an architect. That must be interesting work.”


“It can be,” I said, “but I think it’s probably more interesting to people that are in the same field, kind of like real estate. If I talk about load-bearing walls and roof angles, you’d start to zone out and nod to humor me.”


She laughed a little at that. “I’ve seen that blank look a few times tonight,” she admitted. She was starting to warm up, but I wasn’t. Barb being here to cast a watchful eye was creepy as fuck. “So what’s it like, fighting?”


“It’s a lot of training,” I admitted. “When they televise the events, they do a minute long clip of what the training is like. The truth is that it’s months of going to the gym and working with coaches on the mats to get ready for a fight that might not even last a minute.”


“That sounds like a lot of work for nothing,” she said, frowning a little.


I shrugged. “It’s all how you look at it. I wrestled in high school and college, so I was always good at that aspect of the sport. To me, it’s fun. I get to mix it up a few times a year and if I win, great. If not, it keeps me coming back to the gym.”


We talked back and forth like that for a little while and then I asked her to dance. She nodded and took my hand, letting me lead her out onto the dance floor. They were playing a lot of slow dances this early in the evening. The faster stuff would likely start later on once the older couples ran out of steam and yielded the dance floor.


I took Cathy in my arms and started to dance with her comfortably. “She didn’t follow us, did she?” I asked her.


She giggled at that. “No. She’s off talking to a few people, but she’s keeping an eye on us.”


I rolled my eyes. “Okay, now that we have a few minutes without her listening, what’s up? You really do seem nervous.”


She shrugged awkwardly. “I ... I’ll be fine,” she assured me.


“If you’re sure,” I said. “I figure there’s a few different reasons you might be uncomfortable with this situation. I don’t mind discussing them, if you want.”


She bit her lip and finally nodded.


I smiled comfortingly at her. “Thanks,” I said. “It IS kind of an awkward situation. I guess my first concern was that you might be trying to avoid bringing up any subject that could touch on Barb’s office romance.”


She looked startled for a moment, stumbling, but she recovered well. “You know?!!?” she gaped.


I nodded. “She told me at the beginning of summer,” I said quietly.


“And you’re okay with her having someone on the side?” she asked, surprised.


“Not really. I’ve done everything I can to hold our marriage together, but she’s not helping. I moved out of the house the other night and I told her I want a divorce. She’s kind of in denial about it. She thinks that finding me a girl on the side will fix all her lying and cheating and the ways she’s treated me like shit.”


“And it won’t?” she asked, curious about where my head was.


“Not in the slightest,” I said. “It balances what our sexual situations would be going forward, but it doesn’t change that she cheated on me for a year, lied to me every day and treated me like garbage ever since she told me she had a lover.”


“I didn’t know she was treating you badly,” she said, surprised.


“She’ll do anything her lover asks,” I said candidly. “I’m starting to think that he’s trying to get me to go after him so he can sue me for damages.”


“Yeah, I never would have thought him capable of that, but I’ve lost a lot of respect for him this past year,” she admitted. “I’d never say anything at the office, but he doesn’t seem so nice as he used to. So, if she’s treating you like this, why are you here with her?”


“Cecilia asked me to be here. Sissy is probably my best friend. Barb was my way in the door. She’s also pushing the idea of me dating one of her co-workers.”


“You’re not interested in that though?” she asked gently.


“I think it puts me and whoever I date in an awkward position. Barb’s good at her job. That gives her a lot of influence in the workplace. She could make life difficult for you if you got involved and she wasn’t happy with you. I think she’s looking for someone that she can use to manipulate me,” I shrugged. “I’m not suggesting that you’d sell me out to her, but she could pry for information and cause problems for you around the office if she didn’t like what you were telling her or didn’t like that you weren’t telling her what was going on.”


“I never thought about that,” she admitted, looking troubled. “You think she’d actually do that?”


“I think she has less influence than she thinks she has,” I said carefully. “To be honest, I think her affair has put her on thin ice, so a lot of her leverage has been used to keep her from being called to account for it. I think she’d try to be your BFF if you decided to get involved. She’d also try to steer the ship, suggesting places to go or things to do. She’d always have friendly advice, but she’d always file it away for her to use down the road, I think.”


“Jesus! You make her sound like a stalker,” she said, looking more uncomfortable now.


I shrugged. “I think the term is ‘frienemy’,” I said. “Maybe I’m way off. I haven’t been able to make sense of her since she told me she was cheating on me. I’m just overly suspicious that she wants to stay involved with my life.”


“Okay,” she said, a little relaxed by that. “So was that the only thing that you thought would make things awkward?” she asked.


“No, but the other one really depends on what expectations she left you with,” I told her gently. “Care to share?”


She blushed a little. “She said she was looking to find you a girlfriend, mostly for the sex. She said she was cool with it, but it was casual only. She made it sound like it was a hook-up once in a while.”


“Well, she doesn’t get to decide whether it’s casual or not,” I said gently. “Okay, the other reason I thought you might be a little nervous is that you saw what condition she came to work in on Thursday. I thought that might be a little ... frightening.”


She laughed at that. “Are you kidding?!!?” she blurted. “Every girl’s walked the walk after a rough night. You must have done something amazing. She was still walking carefully yesterday. The guys might be a little afraid to let you near their wives, but girls talk. Barb wouldn’t say what you did, just that she only got about three hours of sleep.”


I nodded. “I could have gone further, but she begged me for mercy. The next day, her lover told her he didn’t want her sleeping with me anymore. When she delivered that piece of news, I decided to move out. If we DO hook up, Barb doesn’t get a say in what that means. If you want to tell her the details, that’s up to you, but she won’t hear a peep out of me.”


“You don’t sound convinced,” she said, looking at me with a slight smile.


“We’ll exchange numbers, but I have company through the holidays, so I don’t really have the place to myself,” I admitted.


She nodded. “Yeah, my brother is flying in next weekend, so I know what you mean. Promise you’ll call me?”


I nodded. “There’s no reason not to. It’s not like I have a marriage to think about, right?” I asked with a smirk.


“True. So what happens if we do this and it doesn’t work out?” she asked.


I thought about that for a moment. “We talk about it,” I answered finally. “We could hit it off and end up falling for each other, we could find that we’re good in bed, but really don’t have a lot in common other than that, we could hit the opposite problem and find out that we like all the same stuff, but we’re better friends or we could turn out to hate each other.”


She nodded. “Yeah. Those are the main possibilities. I guess if we hate each other, we’ll figure it out pretty quick and walk away. If we’re better friends, then that’ll end up handling itself. That leaves us with the possibility that we’re just in it for the sex or we take it to the next level. I’m cool with that. I’m single and you’re mostly single, but we don’t have to worry about a jealous wife.”


I nodded and was feeling a little more relaxed than I’d felt all night. The song changed and I led her off the dance floor. We exchanged numbers and she gave me a kiss on the cheek before she melted into the crowd. I saw Barb angling toward me and I made for the restrooms to avoid her. She was like a Goddamned vulture, circling over my carcass. I still didn’t have a message from Sissy and I cursed under my breath. “Two fucking hours late and I’m stuck here with Barb trying to run my sex life from her throne!” I hissed quietly and spent a few minutes just escaping from the inevitable.


I finally gave up and went to face the music. Barb was waiting for me when I returned to the party. “Well?” she asked.


“I told her I’d call her after the holidays and we’d see how it worked out,” I told her.


“Why wait?” she pushed.


I rolled my eyes. “I’ve got Jane staying with me for the holidays. Not only does she deserve my attention, I actually don’t have a strong desire to disappear from the party until I dance with the people that I promised to.”


“Alright, well why don’t you dance with me and we’ll talk about it?” she suggested.


I shrugged and let her lead me to the dance floor. I wasn’t starting the conversation, so I paid attention to the music and let my thoughts drift a little, trying to remember when the last time we’d danced together was. I gave up and looked at her. She had an unreadable look on her face or maybe I’d disconnected from her so completely that I couldn’t read her expressions anymore.


“How are we doing, John?” she asked instead of talking about Cathy or any of her other co-workers.


I laughed at that, like she’d told me the best joke in history. “Are you kidding?” I asked when I got my laughter under control.


“No, really, John. I want to know where we are.”


“We’re separated, Barb. You’ve lied and deceived me and broken so many promises that I don’t trust you at all. You’re still protecting your lover and when it came down to the wire, you chose him over both me and your relationship with your sister. There’s no ‘us’ anymore, Barb. You wrecked it. When we sat you down the other night, that was me begging you to come back to me and you sat there and couldn’t let him go. You clung to him, so I let go. That’s where we are.”


“Just compromise with me, John!” she pleaded. “I want us to stay together. If you don’t want a girlfriend, then tell me what you want and we’ll talk about it. If it’s in my power to get it, I’ll do it for you.”


“We’ve been down this road, Barb,” I told her wearily. I wasn’t angry. I was just tired of it. “You really don’t have anything left to offer. You have money. Big deal. Lots of people have money. The one thing that you had that no one else in the world had was my heart and it wasn’t enough for you. You’ve given me bullshit answer after bullshit answer about your relationship with him, but he knows everything about your life with me right down to when you gave me that blowjob. You’ve sold me out to him. You’ve sold your marriage out to him. I only want to know one thing, Barb. No, I’m not gonna ask who he is and I’m not gonna ask you to repeat that he didn’t come to the party tonight. What I want to know is: was it worth it? You’ve put me in my own personal Hell. It’s been hard on you too. Your relationship with your sister is wrecked, your parents are caught in the middle, all our mutual friends are having to choose sides. Is he worth all the wreckage?”


“There doesn’t HAVE to be any wreckage!” she pointed out, her hands clutching my arms as we danced slowly.


“I can only control my own life,” I told her. “I can’t control what our friends think. I can’t control what Jane does and I can’t control you. He’s what you want from life. Part of the wreckage is my fault. I should have let go a long time ago. Dragging it out drew more people into the mess and I apologize for that. I’m sorry your sister has cut you out of her life. I never intended that. I don’t think she hates you, but she told me she never wants to meet your lover. HIM, she hates.”


She shrugged sullenly. “That’s it then?” she asked.


“Yeah, Barb,” I said sadly, but calmly. “I wanted to leave that first night that you told me. You tore my heart out. I adored you and you took that devotion for granted and used it to hurt me. I still adored you through the pain and the tears and the rage and you let him push you into doing things that would have gotten you killed if I hadn’t loved you as much as I did. He’s doing it on purpose. He has to be. He wants me to fly off the handle and go after him. Either he’s planning on suing me for damages, which means he’s really planning to sue YOU since I don’t make the money in our marriage or he’s planning on me going to jail while he happily moves into my life. Since the day you told me, I’ve been fighting a losing battle. When I get in the Octagon, I fight guys that outweigh me by fifty or sixty pounds. I know you hate my fighting career, but hear me out.”


I took a deep breath and gathered my thoughts. “I fight guys that are large enough that I should have been badly hurt in my last two fights. I won both fights. I brutalized both those guys. I beat one of those guys so bad that he gave up fighting and retired.”


She was looking at me like she’d never seen me before. Her eyes were wide as she thought about me hurting someone that badly.


“I was never that aggressive in the cage. It was fun for me. It was a sport, but that night, I looked across the cage and I thought about what I wanted to do to your lover. That thought changed the way I fight. It’s not fun for me anymore. It’s the only time I can do what I’ve wanted to do since this all started. I get into the Octagon and I see your lover across from me. When the fight starts, I act it out. You should watch those fights again. You might understand why there’s no room for compromise.”


She nodded and I thought I might actually have gotten through to her. “I’m sorry that it’s not the news you were hoping to hear,” I told her. “I don’t want to hurt you, neither physically or emotionally. If I stayed, you and I both know he would have kept pushing until I lost my mind and hurt one of you. He’s had you protect his identity, so I would have had to expend some effort to find him to hurt him. That meant when he finally pushed me over the edge, you were the one that was going to be at point-blank range.”


“How did we get to this point, John?” she asked in a whisper I barely heard.


“Someone came between us,” I told her. “You never meant to hurt me, but he did and he convinced you it was okay. The hidden affair became the blatant affair and then his demands on your time got bigger and bigger until it wasn’t enough to dominate your life. He wanted me out of it.”


She nodded miserably. “Yeah,” she agreed, her voice dripping with regret. “I didn’t want to see it, but he’s been more and more focused on hurting you.”


I nodded. Nothing new there. “What will you do?” I asked.


“I don’t know,” she admitted. “Can we ... can we keep talking about this? Not tonight. I really want you to enjoy the rest of your night. Soon though? Maybe over the holidays? I know you don’t want to spend Christmas with me, but think about it. Maybe we can have lunch or dinner some night that week.”


I nodded. “I don’t mind talking, Barb. We should probably normalize how we act with each other for the sake of Janice, Arthur and Jane. As pissed as she is, she still loves you. I’ll do what I can to help remind her of that.”


She nodded. “Thanks,” she said.


We’d stayed together through three songs as we talked and now I felt like we were in a better place. I had hope that she’d stop trying to get me to come back to her.


I danced with Tara and even managed to sneak in a dance with Doris. I took a turn on the floor with Janice and a few more of Barb’s picks, exchanging phone numbers and making promises similar to the one I made to Cathy to call after the holiday. I danced with some of Barb’s other co-workers, a few of the wives and was starting to wonder where, the Hell, Cecilia was when she appeared in the entrance to the ballroom with Marty.


An hour ago, I would have made a beeline for them. Two hours ago, I would have run. Now, I’d talked things out with Barb, talked to everyone, gotten comfortable with being the office joke and had given up the anxiety of waiting for her to some and rescue me from this nightmare. So I went and sat down in the back corner where I couldn’t really be seen. I watched them talk to a few people and when they looked like they were distracted, I got up and went to the restroom.


This time, I actually did need to go, but I also intended to take my time. I sat in the farthest stall and played a couple of rounds of a tower-defense game on my phone for lack of something better to do while I avoided Marty and Cecilia. Yeah, it was childish, but Marty knew how pissed I was after lunch and he would have told her. They’d let me dangle on a hook for three hours, promising that whatever they were working on would make it all worthwhile. Maybe if they had Margot Robbie wrapped up in a bow. That would make tonight worth it.


I finally put my phone away and made myself presentable. I washed my hands and left the restroom. Marty spotted me first and led the way, with Cecilia trailing behind him.


“Hey!” he said when he caught up to me. “How’re you doing?” He had this look on his face like he was hoping I’d forgive him for being late.


“You remember what a good mood I was in at lunch?” I asked him irritably. “I’d slit my wrists to feel that good right now.”


He blanched at that proclamation and was rescued from having to respond by Sissy catching up to us. “Hi, Stud,” she said and took a look at the expression on my face. “Okay,” she said, trying to recover. “I can tell you’re in no mood to beat around the bush. Just let me explain before you go off the deep end.”


She waited for me to nod before she took my arm and started steering me through the crowd. “I have a friend who’s interested in you, but she wasn’t going to come. She didn’t have a dress or anything to make herself look beautiful for you tonight, so I stepped in. We would have been here hours ago, but the dress needed alterations and the woman I knew who could do it on short notice, lives WAY out in Ventura, so we had to drive out there with the dress and get it fitted. With hair appointments, we couldn’t even go until after 4. It was almost 8 when we got the dress back, so we rushed back to town, got ready and came over as soon as we could. I hope you love her. She’s a real joy.” We were approaching the entrance to the ballroom when she stopped and pulled me around to talk to me face to face.


“John, I know that you’ve had a miserable night and I’m really sorry I wasn’t here to help,” she said sympathetically. “You and I will talk about it later and if you need to yell and scream, you can take it out on me, but right now, I need you to take a deep breath and let it go for now. She’s here to spend a pleasant evening with Prince Charming. She’s kind of got her heart on her sleeve and you could hurt her pretty badly if you lash out at her. Save that for me when we have a chance to talk it out, okay? I promise, I’ll give you your chance to let it out, but I’m begging you! PLEASE, treat her right, John! It’s important!”


I took a deep breath and then I took another one and closed my eyes. I willed the tension to leech out of me. I’d talk to her later, but I doubted I’d rant. I’d felt abandoned by Sissy tonight and at least now I knew why. Her heart was in the right place, even if her body was an hour away in Ventura with an emergency tailor when I needed her. I opened my eyes and nodded. “Okay,” I said. “You and I will talk about it later or tomorrow, but she doesn’t need to hear it.” I put on a smile. “Let’s go meet her.”


“Thanks!” she said with obvious relief. She touched my arm and the look she gave me was a mixture of gratitude and promise to make it up to me. She wrapped her arm around mine and turned me back toward the lobby where there was a woman waiting with her back turned, looking at the activity in the lobby as we approached. She was wrapped in a very revealing red dress that hugged her curves in all the right ways. It was floor length, but tight, with a slit up her right leg that hinted at a lot of leg without showing too much. She was tall and thin with her blonde hair worn in an elaborate array of curls that cascaded from the top of her head, leaving her delicate neck exposed. Sissy led me to her and patted my hand. “I’ll leave you two to get better acquainted,” she said, alerting her friend to our presence.


I glanced at her. She hadn’t introduced us or even told me the woman’s name. She just smiled at me and turned back to the ballroom to look for Marty. I promptly put her out of my mind and looked back at her friend. “Hello,” I said quietly. “You look spectacular.”


She turned then and smiled at me knowingly.


“Better than I looked this morning?” Jane asked me playfully.


Chapter 20


My smile broadened, seeing her standing there. “You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen,” I told her, “same as this morning. Though, I definitely approve of the dress.”


“It’s not too much?” she asked, looking down at herself.


“It’s perfect,” I told her. “You’re perfect. Let’s go dance,” I suggested.


“Is Barb still kicking around?” she asked.


“Barb, who?” I asked, making her snicker.


“Barb, who is about to be replaced,” she supplied.


“I think she’s here,” I said lightly. I was going to kiss Sissy when she came looking for her lecture. If I’d had a preference, I’d have immediately ditched everything today to be with Jane. Having her here was exactly what I needed to salvage the night. I’d been thinking about her curling up on the sofa with a book and wishing I was there instead of here for most of the night.


“Good,” she said. “Dance with me. I want everyone to see.”


“What about your boyfriend?” I asked. “I thought you wanted to wait and break up with him face to face.”


“He accidentally texted me something he meant for one of his guy friends. ‘Bro! I totally just scored with Chelsea Evans! Been after her since high school! High-five! Goin in for Round 2!’ So I sent him back a text that said ‘High-five’ and left it at that. He’ll figure it out.”


“Ouch!” I said. “Are you okay?”


“That depends,” she said with a crooked smile. “Are you gonna give me a reason to text him back?”


“Absolutely,” I promised.


She glided alongside me as I led her to the dance floor and took her into my arms. It was one of those perfect moments. Time stood still and we were the only people in the world. I gazed into her eyes and she stared back. I’m not that good a dancer, but I don’t think that mattered. We were kind of lost in each other.


We stayed like that for several songs until one of the men Barb works with asked to cut in. Jane looked at him smiled. “Nope,” she said. “He’s not sharing.”


He looked disappointed, but nodded and told me I was lucky. Don’t I know it.


We left the dance floor after that song ended and went to the bar to get something to drink. She wasn’t 21 until June, but she ordered Champagne and no one questioned her. I got a bottle of water, still holding to the promise not to get drunk. I felt far more relaxed now, less like I needed a drink and more like celebrating.


It didn’t take long until we were located. “Parents off the starboard bow,” I warned her. She turned and smiled at her parents.


“Jane?!!?” her mother gaped at her, taking in her appearance. “What are you doing here? Where did you get that dress? What are you doing with alcohol, young lady?”


“I came here to be with John,” she said, answering her mother without any indication that her mother had asked in anything more than a conversational way. “Cecilia bought the dress, although it was almost like a scavenger hunt to get it altered. As for the Champagne, I’m celebrating! You should be too. It’s Christmas time.”


“That dress is...” She looked down at Jane’s figure and shook her head. “It’s very revealing,” she said diplomatically, “and you’re too young to drink.”


“Janice,” I said, attracting her attention. “She’s less than six months away from being 21 and she goes to college, so it’s not her first drink. Besides, it’s Christmas and she has six people that are here that can look out for her. Her dress is fine. It’s definitely spectacular, but it’s nothing scandalous. I’ll make sure she’s okay. Jane’s in good hands.”


Arthur had been quiet through this whole thing, but he snorted at that. “That’s what you said about Barb,” he muttered under his breath, but not quite low enough.


“That was low, Arthur,” I said calmly. “I’ve never mistreated Barb or given you any reason to doubt that I cared for her.”


He looked a little chagrined by that. “No, you never hit Barb,” he admitted, “but maybe if you were more attentive, she might not have gone looking for someone else.”


I let the comment slide, deciding to ignore him for the rest of the night. He’d clearly had one drink too many and was starting to let his inner feelings show. Barb was his princess, so he wanted desperately to be on her side. Making it all my fault did that for him.


Jane scowled at the whole situation and was about to blast off on a screaming match that would have brought the house down. I laid a hand on her arm and shook my head when she looked at me.


“Janice,” I said carefully, “if you’ll excuse us, I’m going to introduce Jane to a few people. I want her to have a pleasant evening and this seems like a good place to say goodnight.”


I steered Jane away from her parents with a smile that I definitely had to force.


“Why did you stop me?” she asked angrily. “I was gonna tell him off for that.”


“Because he’s your father, because he’s a little drunk tonight, because you’re a lot pissed at him and might say something you’ll regret later and because I want you to have a good time tonight, not fume over them,” I told her. “If you still want to tear a strip off him, do it tomorrow when he’s hung over and the yelling will hurt his head.”


That made her laugh and her mood improved after that. I introduced her to Tara, who gave me a speculative look, took her around the room and noticed Doris standing alone, so I brought Jane over to meet her. “Doris, I want you to meet Jane,” I said.


They exchanged pleasantries and then Jane took charge. “John’s told me a lot about you,” she said.


“Nothing bad, I hope,” she said with a smile.


She shook her head. “He says you’re a very nice woman and he’s happy to help you out when he can.”


She smiled at that. “You really said that?” she asked.


Jane nodded. “He said nothing but good things about you,” she assured her. “We should go though. You’re still coming over on Monday?”


She blushed a little, but nodded. “If I’m not going to be in the way,” she said, giving Jane the chance to wave her off.


“You’re important to John,” Jane told her. “I’ll see you Monday.”


She smiled at her and they hugged lightly before we moved on. It was almost an hour later before Barb found us. “Jane!” she exclaimed, surprised to see her. They stared at each other for a long moment. “I didn’t know you were coming,” Barb told her. “You look great.”


“Thanks,” Jane said quietly. “Cecilia took me with her today and we did the dress and the hair and the works. She thought John could use the company. After all, he doesn’t know many people here.”


She nodded. “Cecilia’s been trying to help both of us through everything,” she said delicately and then her expression changed to one of worry. “Look, Jane. I don’t want to lose touch with you,” she said, anguished. “Can we talk sometime before you go back? John said you don’t want to ever meet ... HIM and I understand that, but can we at least talk? Not tonight, though. I don’t want to spoil the mood tonight, but soon?”


Jane looked at me to gauge what I thought about that possibility. I nodded slightly. “Barb’s asked me the same thing,” I told her. “Maybe the three of us can sit down and talk. Maybe over coffee or something.”


Her eyes lit up at that, probably thinking of the milk that Doris had left in my fridge yesterday. “I think that might be possible. Maybe you can stop by on your way home from work some night and we’ll talk.”


“Thanks,” she said. I didn’t know where we were going to end up, but I’d gotten a sense that Barb had listened tonight when we were on the dance floor and that gave me some hope that we could manage the end of our marriage without more bitterness and fighting. “Have Mom and Dad seen you yet?”


I nodded. “They were ... surprised to see her here,” I said delicately.


Jane grunted sourly. “I’ll deal with THEM tomorrow!” she said sharply. Part of me hoped Arthur was really hung over.


“Why?” Barb asked, surprised at her reaction. “What happened?”


“Arthur has very much enjoyed the open bar this evening,” I said. “He expressed some sentiments that he probably would have kept to himself under other circumstances. Janice wasn’t pleased with Jane’s dress or her drink.” Jane was nursing her second glass, but it had been an hour since she’d started her first, so she wasn’t on her way to getting drunk and I wasn’t about to leave her side for an instant.


Barb winced. “How bad was Dad?” she asked, cringing.


“I hope he’s hung over tomorrow so that every shout makes him hurt,” Jane told her sister with a vindictive smile.


Barb sighed. “What did Dad say to you?” she asked Jane wearily.


“He didn’t say anything to me,” she said and glanced at me. “He told John that your affair is his fault and that if he’d been more attentive, you’d have stayed at home.”


She grimaced at that. “He just undid all the progress we made tonight, didn’t he?” she asked.


“Not really,” I said lightly. “His opinions are his. You’re not on the hook for what he thinks happened.”


“I’ll straighten him out,” she assured me. “Maybe we can bond over yelling at him together.”


That got her a smile from Jane. It was small, but it was there. We said goodnight and then continued our walk around the room. Marty and Sissy were still on the dance floor, so there was no chance to talk to them. Instead, Jane finished her drink and we went out to join the dancers. The crowd had thinned out a little and a lot of the couples that were still out there were pacing themselves. We’d heard a couple of livelier songs, but the music was mostly suitable for slow dancing and was low enough to make it easy for couples to talk while they did it.


Strangely enough, Jane and I didn’t talk a lot. We spent most of our time gazing at each other, oblivious to what was going on around us. Around midnight, we were taking a break when I saw Brad and Doris leaving. She didn’t look happy and he didn’t look concerned. After they disappeared, Barb came to see us and said goodnight herself.


“I tried to find another room,” she said to Jane apologetically. “They were full though. If I’d known you were coming earlier, I might have snagged something.”


Jane shrugged. “It’s okay,” she said and then drove home to Barb what the new situation was. “We’re covered. Call us when you wake the parents for breakfast. I want a piece of Dad before he can find aspirin.”


“You’ve already got a room?” she asked, surprised. It was news to me too and I glanced at her.


Jane nodded. “Cecilia changed her booking when she decided to bring me along,” she said. Once again, Sissy took the wind out of Barb’s sails.


She nodded, looking relieved that Jane was talking to her and a little put out that she wasn’t able to do anything to help the night along or maybe subtly control who slept where.


“I guess we’ll see you for breakfast then,” I said lightly. “Do you have another car coming to pick us up or are we cabbing home from the hotel?”


“I was just going to call a cab,” she admitted.


I nodded. “That’s fine. My car’s parked at your place, so we’ll have to pick it up.”


“I’ll ask them to send a van,” she promised and then was on her way.


When she was gone, I turned toward Jane with a questioning look. “Sissy booked us a room?” I asked, wondering what else she’d done.


“Yup,” she said and pulled the room cards from the clutch that she was carrying. “We checked in earlier. I think you’ll like it.”


“You’re checking into a hotel with me and you think I’m gonna be looking around the room?” I asked her with a chuckle.


She smiled at that and patted my cheek. “A girl likes to be appreciated,” she blushed delicately and turned so we were both facing the dance floor. She leaned her back against me and pulled my arms around her as we watched the numbers thin over the next few dances.


Marty and Cecilia finally joined us after a while. Marty looked like he wanted a chair, a drink and a nap. Cecilia looked like she hadn’t wanted to leave the floor. “Feeling better, Stud?” she asked me, seeing the two of us standing together contentedly.


I nodded. “Much. I’ve had better company for the last little while.”


She nodded. “Good. Come on and show an old woman a good time. Marty will make sure no one gets too frisky with Jane while you show me your moves.”


She dragged me out onto the floor and we started to dance. She was searching my eyes. “So am I in for a spanking later?” she asked, wondering how mad I was about the earlier part of the night.


“I think Marty might have some objections to that kind of retribution,” I told her dryly. “We’re good. I really needed you here earlier, but I’m getting over it. Jane even talked to her sister a little while ago.”


“Good,” she smiled. “I’m glad you’re doing better. I really wanted to be here for you, but we both wanted her to be perfect when you saw her.”


“You could have dressed her in jeans and a sweatshirt and I would have thought she was perfect,” I told her honestly. “I get how important it is for girls to feel special on nights like this, though. She looks magnificent.”


“Make sure you tell her that,” she smiled. “She loves you, you know? Not just as a brother or as a friend or her sister’s husband. She said she fell in love with you the first time her sister brought you home.”


“That was seven years ago,” I said, glancing over at where she was sitting with Marty, who was resting.


Cecilia shrugged. “You’re her first love,” she said. “She’d put it on the shelf we girls keep for all the dreams we know we can’t have. She’s taking it off that shelf and dusting it off this week. She’s starting to get the idea that it doesn’t have to stay up on that shelf anymore.”


“That’s a lot for me to live up to,” I observed. “I hope she’s not disappointed.”


“She told me about what you told her last night before bed,” Cecilia told me and shrugged. “Girls talk,” she reminded me gently. “She’s seen you with Barb for years. That’s long enough to know your rough edges. She came to live with you guys for the summers, right? She knows whether you leave the toilet seat up and drink out of the milk carton.”


I nodded. “She’s not in for many surprises,” I confirmed and then changed the topic. “So, what do you have up on that shelf of dusty fantasies?” I asked curiously.


She smiled. “Seeing if you can make all my dreams come true?” she asked knowingly.


“Well, Christmas is coming up,” I reminded her. “Your gift to Jane and I today was outstanding. I’m told that you got us a room in the hotel for tonight.”


“That was nothing,” she said. “It was a few bucks, nothing more. You’re talking about raiding the Vault of Lost Treasures.”


I shrugged. “Maybe I can’t help you do more than dust them off and put them back after a good cleaning, but that’s what friends are for, right?”


She smiled at me. “Ironically, you helped me put another box on the shelf,” she said with a small smile. She’d been very torn when Marty came back. If I’d spoken up, she might have turned him down. We both knew that and knew that my encouragement had helped bring them back together.


I nodded. “Well, that’s one box we’ll leave where it is,” I said gently. “For the record, I put a box on my shelf that day too. I don’t regret it though. You two are happy together.”


She nodded. “I sometimes regret it,” she told me playfully. “Marty’s my guy forever, but there’s a reason I call you ‘Stud’.”


I laughed. “I thought it was because I could be led around by the nose,” I told her.


She laughed. “Not hardly,” she said. “So tell me about earlier,” she said changing the subject.


I told her about Barb introducing me to Brad and about talking to Tara, about Cathy and about Barb sneaking off to the suite with Brad for a quickie. I told her about talking to Janice and Arthur about Doris, about sending Janice to see for herself, about Barb’s dance with me and the change in attitude in her.


“I think she might have actually turned the corner and understood that there’s no way to fix it or make it right or get me on-board,” I said hopefully.


“I hope you’re right,” she said. “She asked Marty about what car you were interested in tonight. I guess she heard about you two testing different cars when you were at lunch.”


“Did he tell her that I was very impressed with the limited edition Lamborghini concept car and that I wanted it done over in solid platinum?” I asked.


“No, he told her the truth.”


“That son of a bitch,” I said. “The least he could have done was told her I’d been looking at getting a tour bus and upgrading my license.”


“Sorry,” she smiled. “You have to tell him these things ahead of time if you want him to lie.”


“It’s for the best really,” I gave a dramatic sigh. “The maintenance costs for one of those beasts would have been through the roof.”


We danced for a while longer and then we went back to join Marty and Jane. “You sure I’m not in for a spanking later?” she asked before we got within earshot.


“That’s one box that’ll have to stay on the shelf,” I told her and she gave me a mock-pout before going to sit with Marty at the edge of the room.


Jane came and kissed me lightly on the lips. “It looks like the dance is just about over,” she said, looking out at the floor. There were a few couples left, but it looked like even the die-hards were starting to move toward the door.


I nodded. “Did you have a good time tonight?” I asked her.


She nodded. “I’ve wanted to do something like this for a long time,” she said softly, her fingers coming up to run through my hair softly.


I covered her hand with mine and held it against my cheek. “Then I’m glad I came tonight. Until you showed up, I’d been thinking about how much I would have preferred to spend the day with you instead of all this. I was thinking about you sitting on the couch with a book and I was wishing I was there with you.”


She grinned at me and kissed me again. “We have to tell Sissy and Marty we’re leaving,” she said and took my hand, dragging me back to them. “We’re calling it a night,” she said and Sissy came to hug her.


“The Hell you are,” she laughed. “You two are gonna try to wake every guest in the hotel,” she predicted. “We’ll see you at breakfast.”


“Big group breakfast in the morning,” I told them. “We’ll call you to come join in. Entertainment will be provided by Jane yelling at her hung-over father for his drunken comments tonight.”


“That sounds like an awkward way to start the day,” Marty winced. “Maybe we should just skip that part and go home early.”


Cecilia gave him a punch in the arm for his suggestion. “We’ll see you at breakfast,” she promised and then turned to Marty. “You want one more dance or you want to take me upstairs too?” she asked.


He smiled at her, even as he was rubbing her shoulder. “I hate to dance, so let’s find our own romance,” he said and kissed her. I think he was trying to distract her before she hit him again.


The four of us shared an elevator upstairs. We each had a suite on the same floor. Sissy had the foresight not to book them side by side though. She’d predicted that we’d be making some noise or maybe she was planning on making a little noise of her own and didn’t want the competition.


We said goodbye at the elevators and then strolled to opposite ends of the hall to our rooms. She handed me the card for the door and I opened it deftly, pushing it open and then scooping her up to carry her across the threshold. She squeaked in surprise, but settled into my arms comfortably. “Isn’t that a tradition for wedding nights?” she asked, looking pleased, regardless of the tradition.


“Maybe,” I allowed, “but tonight is the first night I’m taking you to bed. It’s a milestone worth celebrating with a tradition or two. It’s not like it’ll be the last time I carry you.”


She smiled and I put her down so we could look at the suite together. It was nice. There was a separate bedroom and a small kitchenette in case we were doing any dining. None of that mattered to me. The only thing I needed for this suite to be perfect was Jane. A bed would be nice, but we’d make do if there wasn’t one. She led me to the bedroom and that put that worry to rest. There was a king-sized bed and a familiar gym bag laying on the bed.


“We packed a bag for tomorrow,” she explained. “We have clothes and shoes and a garment bag for your suit and my dress.”


“You thought of everything,” I said, amused. I thought of Barb and her parents wearing the same outfits in the morning and smiled.


Chapter 21


“We DID think of everything,” she told me and put it aside for now. She dug a plastic bag out of it and started pulling things out of it. First came a box of condoms and then she had a bottle of KY. She put both on the table beside the bed. “I want what Barb got,” she announced. “I want you to have to carry me to breakfast tomorrow.”


I watched her and chuckled. I came to her and wrapped my arms around her from behind. Her perfume was intoxicating and the feel of her in my arms was pure Heaven. I kissed the side of her neck delicately and whispered in her ear. “I can’t do that,” I told her. “What I gave Barb was my anger, my hate, my pain. It was an act of defiance. I don’t have any anger or hate or pain for you. What I can give you is my love, my gratitude, my desire.”


She melted against me. “Just love me so hard that I need your help to walk. I want to be so sore that when the plane lands in Chicago, I see stars.”


I chuckled and started kissing her neck more seriously. “I think I can handle that,” I promised her. I wanted her, wanted to take her and make her mine. She was asking for me to love her hard and I thought I could manage that. I turned her in my arms and pulled her against me again. She looked like she was as consumed with lust as I was. Cecilia told me this had been building for years for her and I was determined to make it something she’d remember always. I kissed her deeply, not worried about her makeup now that we were alone. There was no one we needed to be presentable for until breakfast and that was hours away. I hoped we made it there, but I was okay missing it so long as we were still at it.


I unhooked the clasp on the back of her dress before I unzipped her slowly, unwrapping her like a Christmas present. She purred in my arms, feeling the dress coming loose around her as I dragged the zipper slowly down her spine. She moaned into my mouth and thrust her tongue against mine hungrily, her whole body trembling in need. She ran her hands through my hair, holding my head steady while she plundered my mouth with her tongue. It was the first time that we’d kissed as lovers and it set us on fire. When the zipper finally reached the end of its journey, I stepped back long enough to let the dress fall to her waist and I took in the sight of her, enthralled by her beauty. Just yesterday, she’d been my little sister in all but blood. She’d changed that and now I was looking at her like a lover, not a brother.


She saw nothing in my eyes but approval and she took over, pushing the dress off her hips to pool at her feet. Underneath, she was dressed in lingerie to match the outfit. Her stockings were black and so was most of the outfit she wore except for red accents that matched the dress. The stockings were attached to her bustier by garters and her panties looked like they were bikinis rather than the thong she wore to bed last night, but they looked so flimsy they might tear if I stared too hard.


“God, you look sexy!” I told her, my voice hoarse with emotion. She blushed cutely and turned this way and that, posing for me and giving me glimpses of her perfect ass, clad in the transparent panties. She looked hotter than any woman I’d ever seen before. I came to her and took her back into my arms, letting my hands glide over her back. She kissed me hard as I explored her back with my hands. I dreaded the row of clasps I felt on the back of her bustier, but I’d never let on that I wanted to shred the thing to get her undressed.


“You’re overdressed,” she told me softly and reached for my tie, removing the tie-clasp and slowly pulling the knot loose and leaving it hanging. She pushed my jacket off my shoulders and slid it down my arms to the floor before she slowly started to work the buttons on my shirt. She pulled it out of my pants and pushed it open, running her hands over my chest, enjoying her exploration. I took the initiative and took off my cuff-links, dropping them in my pants pocket and plucking the tie-clasp out of her hand to go with them. She smiled at me and helped me out of my shirt before she started working on my belt. I watched her work, letting her unwrap her prize. She’d won me fair and square. She got my belt open and then unzipped my pants, pushing them down. I kicked my shoes off awkwardly and she smiled at me impishly, sliding to her knees so she could get my pants off. She removed them and my socks, leaving me in nothing but my boxers. She looked at them and smirked at the outline of my hard cock.


She reached out to touch it with both hands, running her palms over the front of my shorts and cupping my bulge enticingly. She tugged my underwear down, letting my cock spring free, getting her first look at it. She had me step out of them and I was naked before her. She resumed her explorations, wrapping her fingers around the shaft and stroking it while she played with my balls curiously.


She looked up at me and grinned before giving me a tender kiss on the tip. “I’ve wanted this for a long time,” she told me. “I was thirteen when Barb brought you home to meet us.” She paused and kissed my cock again, this time swiping her tongue over the tip. “I fell in love with you as soon as I saw you.” Another kiss. “I had fantasies of you being my first, of marrying you and living happily ever after.” Kiss. “I was still a little girl, but I knew what I wanted. I still want you. I never stopped.” Lick. “Tonight, I get what I’ve always wanted.” She punctuated that by spreading her lips and letting the head of my cock slip into her mouth for the first time.


I sighed with contentment, touching her head and shoulders gently as she stroked the shaft slowly and bobbed up and down on me. I could feel her tongue working overtime, tasting my flesh like it was ambrosia. She moaned in desire and the humming translated to my cock deliciously. I wasn’t going to last long this first time. I was too turned on and she’d been driving me wild since she arrived yesterday.


I was moving my hips unconsciously, feeding her in short thrusts that had her taking more of my length than she had before, but she handled it like a pro, moving her hand so that she had a little more control how much I filled her mouth.


“I’m gonna...” I gasped, warning her that I was close to cumming. She responded by holding my balls in her free hand and pumping my shaft faster. She showed no signs of letting my cock out of her mouth or flinching away from a mouthful of my cum. She started moaning again and that was it. I tensed up every muscle in my body, drawing out the moment, but ultimately succumbing to the impending orgasm.


I groaned, my voice raising in pitch until it was on the verge of a whine and blasted an endless torrent of cum over her tonsils in spurt after spurt until the last drops weakly dribbled out onto her waiting tongue. She never hesitated, never flinched and never spilled a drop. She looked up at me before releasing my cock and opening her mouth wide, showing me how much I’d cum, swirling her tongue in the milky pool before swallowing and grinning up at me.


“You like?” she asked, licking an errant drop from the tip of my cock where it was beading up from the slit.


“Like?!!?” I blurted, swaying slightly as the room lurched for me. She giggled at my predicament and I helped her to her feet so that I could kiss her deeply. That surprised her, but she recovered quickly and kissed me back with the same passion I showed her. When we split apart, I held her close. “I LOVED that!” I told her. “I’ve had my share of blowjobs, but I’ve never had one with more devotion than that one.”


“Really?” she asked, delighted that I was pleased.


“Really,” I told her and kissed her again before slipping to my knees. I unhooked her garters one by one and then pulled her panties down, wanting to return the favor for her. She bit her lip and watched me slip them down her legs. She raised her feet for me to slip them completely off and then I lifted them to my face, filling my head with her scent while I gazed up at her. She smiled, knowing what was coming next and reached to the side of her bustier to lower a zipper I hadn’t noticed.


“Thank God!” I exclaimed. “I was sure I’d need half the night to open all the little clasps.”


She giggled and tossed it aside. She reached for her stockings and I took her hands in mine. “Leave them,” I told her. “They look too sexy to get rid of them just yet.”


She smiled and stood before me, clad only in those stockings and her red heels. I kissed her pussy with the lightest brush of my lips before guiding her back to the bed. She sat on the edge and lay back, her legs spread to allow me access to her pussy. She was beautiful. Her outer labia were swollen and puffy and pink and as bare as the day she came into this world. I thought about her confession and wondered how many times over the years she’d touched herself while thinking of me and this night. I hoped I shone like those fantasies deserved.


I settled myself into a comfortable position and started to kiss and lick her thighs, starting from the inside of her knees and working my way up past the tops of her stockings to her core. She was quivering with need and her nectar was starting to seep from her center, enticing me. I finally started to lap up her juices, groaning with satisfaction at the taste. “You taste divine!” I told her and then dove in before she could respond with more than a loud moan.


I swirled my tongue around her clit several times before I swiped my tongue up and down her slit from the top of her clitoral hood to the edge of her anus, loving every inch of her with my mouth. I speared my tongue into her entrance and smiled to myself as she writhed at the attention.


“Fuck! Yes! Eat me!” she gasped. “Oh fuck! That feels so good!”


Well, I didn’t need to be told twice. I went back to my task with enthusiasm. I tongued her entrance, wriggling my tongue into her like a tentacle, chasing the delicious, clean taste of her womanhood. I lashed at her lips and slurped her clit into my mouth, sucking on it while I worked it with my tongue. I wanted her to feel my devotion tonight and from her cries, I was off to a good start. She bucked and thrashed as I drew an orgasm from her and then another and a third, alternating between her clit and the rest of her peach. I inserted a finger into her and found her to be remarkably tight. I stroked her g-spot and she went wild, screaming in an orgasm that made her whole body go rigid for a full minute, roaring in rapture before she collapsed back to the bed, panting and shaking all over.


I showed her some mercy at that point and left her pussy alone for now. I got up and gathered her into my arms, re-positioning her we were both laying on the bed together. I held her gently and kissed her face and neck while she recovered from that last orgasm. She clung to me as she trembled and reeled, slowly coming back to her senses.


We cuddled for a little while and then she reached down and started to stroke my cock back to hardness. When she was satisfied with the results, she grabbed the box of condoms and opened it, taking one and rolling it down my shaft.


“Not that I don’t trust you,” she said. “I do and we’ll go without at some point, but I want you to last forever and condoms help,” she smirked. Yeah, she wanted to stick it to Barb tonight and possibly to her father. She grabbed the lube and asked me if I wanted that now or later. She had a smirk on her face as she shook the bottle lightly. “You get to play in a real virgin ass tonight,” she said. I’d told her about Barb promising me that her ass was cherry and she’d seen the clip of Brad fucking it before I’d gotten there.


I smiled at her and kissed her deeply. “Is that what you want right now?” I asked and waited for her to nod before I picked up the KY and started coating the condom with it. When I was convinced it was properly greased, I got her onto her hands and knees in the middle of the bed and started coating her butt with it.


She wiggled her ass at me as she looked over her shoulder at me, but moved away when I tried to slip a finger into her. “Nope!” she said. “Just get in there,” she told me.


“You sure?” I asked uncertainly.


“You’re getting absolute virgin real estate. No previous tenants, not even fingers,” she said. “Go slow and use more lube as needed, but your dick is gonna be what opens me up, not fingers.”


I leaned over her back and kissed her. “Promise me you’ll stop me if it hurts,” I said firmly.


“If it hurts too much,” she smirked. “First time’s always supposed to hurt. Now get to work!”


I chuckled and aimed my cock at her backdoor, pressing the head against her. “Ready?”


“I’ve been ready since yesterday!” she snapped and pushed back at me.


I gasped and pushed forward, her tight little ass reluctantly giving way for my entry. She squeaked loudly as the head popped in. “Are you okay?” I asked, concerned.


She looked over her shoulder at me and looked ... concerned. “I don’t know,” she admitted, adjusting to the sensation. “Am I okay?” she asked me.


“Like I should be able to tell?! Dammit! I’m a fighter, not a doctor!”


She snorted in spite of herself. “Star Trek references? Really?” she groaned.


“To boldly go...” I quoted and pushed my hips forward, making her yelp.


She glared at me, but then spoiled it with a small smirk. She pushed back and more of my cock disappeared into her ass. “It feels weird. Not BAD, really, but definitely weird.”


I took that as a green light to start moving a little more and started rocking my hips. She was much tighter than Barb had been, but that stood to reason. She was a virgin to this, where Barb was an experienced veteran of countless incursions.


We went slowly, our conversation reduced to grunts and gasps, moans and sighs as I buried myself completely inside her for the first time. I was caressing her back and sides as we moved together until I felt her ass pressed firmly against my pelvis. “I’m all the way inside,” I told her and pulled her upright to wrap my arms around her and hold her. “How do you feel?”


“Full,” she confessed. “Go slow, Baby!”


I kissed her neck and held her in my arms as I slowly started to work my hips, taking long, deliberate strokes, letting her get used to the feeling. I kept that up for what felt like hours as she adjusted.


“A little faster,” she told me. Happy to be of service! I started moving with more purpose as her moans became more enthusiastic. “Uh-huh!” she whimpered, telling me she approved of the new pace, moving with me as she got into it. “This is so fucking dirty! You want me to be your dirty girl?”


“Yes!” I breathed in her ear. I was incredibly turned on at this point and her words were spurring me on. “MY dirty girl!” I said possessively, my arms tightening around her, holding her against me like I never intended to let her go.


“Yes!” she gasped and thrust her ass back at me harder. “Fuck me! Fuck your dirty girl! Make me your horny little slut! Just for you! Harder!”


We were both working up to pounding rough sex and I was totally okay with that, so long as she didn’t get hurt along the way. I reached for her tits and squeezed them gently while I took her. She was thrusting back at me as hard as I was pushing into her and she suddenly froze, her whole body going rigid as she came and came hard. She threw her head back against my shoulder, her mouth wide in a silent scream as her whole face turned red. The veins at her temple and forehead were starting to bulge as she held her breath, intensifying her orgasm until all the breath rushed out of her in one long, animal roar of triumph before she gasped for breath, filling her lungs as fast as she could.


If I hadn’t been holding her up, she would have collapsed forward onto the bed. As it was, she went limp in my arms and I held her protectively, letting her have her moment. I didn’t quite stop moving in her ass, but I did restrict myself to slow, gentle motions just to remind her I was still here. When she got hold of herself, she shuddered completely and started moving with me again, climbing a little bit at a time until we were gasping for breath again.


“Oh, my fucking God! That was the best ever!” she gushed breathlessly when she could speak again, even as she climbed toward a second orgasm. “When I can’t take anymore like this, you’re gonna fuck my pussy, right?”


“If I’ve got anything left,” I promised. “I’m getting pretty close to cumming this time.”


“Yeah!” she breathed. “Cum with me! Cum! Cum! Cum!” she chanted as we both raced toward the top of the mountain.


I was breathing in her ear that I loved her and she was whimpering that she loved me when her second big orgasm flattened her. She thrashed in my arms, her ass clamping down on me and sending me over the edge into my own intense orgasm. We both fell forward, me covering her body with my own even as my hips kept thrusting raggedly, my body taking over as conscious control was scoured out of my brain.


I may have lost consciousness for a moment or I may have just closed my eyes and rested as my consciousness soared. She was as spent as I was and I wasn’t sure either of us were going to be able to go another round. I’d cum twice tonight. I thought I could do a third round, but I wasn’t sure and I knew I damn sure wasn’t going to be able to just climb back on and go. This one had left me reeling, but I was addicted now. There was no backing out.


I finally managed enough control to lift myself off of her so that she could breath and she whimpered as I grasped the condom and pulled my limp cock the rest of the way out of her ass. I kissed the nape of her neck and then rose up to survey the damage. There didn’t seem to be any blood on the condom, but there was definitely some color to the condom that hadn’t been there before. I went to the bathroom and flushed it, cleaning up with a wet washcloth before I came back with toilet paper and washcloth to clean her up. I spread her cheeks and wiped up the excess lube and the slime that had escaped around my cock. I finished by wiping her up with the washcloth and then went back to dispose of the paper and toss the cloth in the corner for housekeeping to handle after we checked out.


I came back to bed and she was curled up in the fetal position, looking vulnerable and beautiful and serene, with her eyes closed and contentment painted on her features.


I pulled down the covers and then carried her around so I could lay her on the sheet with her head resting on the pillows. She murmured in her half-asleep state and I climbed in with her, pulling the blankets up over us and pulling her back into my arms. She sighed contentedly and settled down in my arms. I turned out the bedside lamp, wrapping the room in darkness. I closed my eyes, listening to her breathe. I whispered that I loved her and she sighed happily. I don’t know if she was awake or asleep at that point or if she was wrapped in a dream or my words just penetrated the fog of sleep, but her reaction warmed my heart.


I settled down and sleep must have taken me too, because the next thing I knew, I was laying on my back and someone had thrown a leg across my hips and was slowly lowering herself onto a fresh erection. I groaned and she giggled. “Oh, you’re awake now?” she asked playfully.


“Something woke me,” I said sleepily, reaching out for her in the dark. I found her breasts and started playing with her nipples.


“Mmm!” she said appreciatively as she settled herself on my cock. “I wanna cum once like this and then I want you to fuck me. I want you to fucking OWN me.” She cooed as my cock twitched inside her. “You like that? You gonna make me yours?”


“Yeah!” I said, getting into the spirit of the moment. “You wanna belong to me?” I asked her. “A good girl for everyone else, but a dirty slut for me?”


She didn’t reply, but her pussy clenched around me as she bounced up and down slowly. She groaned and came forward, my arms slipping from her breasts to slide around her sides, welcoming her into my embrace. We kissed hard and passionately, her hips still moving, even as her orgasm faded away and I rolled us over, to climb on top of her without pulling out. She wanted to be pounded. That was what she was about to get.


I pulled her legs up onto my shoulders and started thrusting into her harder, making her gasp in surprise and delight as she held onto my arms. “Oh FUCK!” she wailed as our thighs slapped together rhythmically. I could feel her pussy clenching each time she came and it was often. She was multi-orgasmic. If I’d ever needed an ego boost in the wake of Barb’s abuse, this was exactly what I’d needed. She came and whimpered and screamed and wailed and sobbed and begged for more. She squirted and creamed and wept and told me to stop and then immediately contradicted herself and yelled at me to never stop. She just never stopped. Once the floodgates opened, the orgasms came in a steady flow.


Eventually, the look on her face took on a slightly pained look, but she didn’t show any signs of wanting me to stop. “You okay?” I asked, slowing down.


She nodded. “A little sore, but I’m okay,” she gasped.


“Let’s stop then,” I suggested. “I don’t want to hurt you.”


“You keep going ‘til I tell you to stop, you cum or it’s time to go to breakfast!” she barked sharply, looking determined.


I nodded. “A little lube help?” I asked and she nodded. I pulled out and applied a generous amount to the condom she’d rolled on while I was asleep and then used the excess to lube her pussy for her. She was hot and still quivering from her orgasms, but still ready to go.


I pushed back into her tentatively and she sighed, still enjoying the contact, but now a little more sedate about it. This was about her staking her claim on me, about showing up her sister and showing her who the better woman was and about showing me that she was dedicated to it.


We fucked most of the night. I lost count of all the orgasms she had, the filthy things she said and the passage of time. I finally came hard inside her, filling the condom and bringing our night to a crashing end. I was exhausted and I knew we were gonna get the wake-up call earlier than either of us wanted.


I let her ankles slide off my shoulders and fell forward on top of her, crushing her with my weight for a moment before getting my arms under me so that I could raise up to kiss her deeply. I rolled us over so that she was on top and held her against my chest, our hearts hammering against each other as we came down from the most intense sex ever.


We stayed like that for a few minutes before she untangled herself from me and dealt with the condom, cleaning me off with her mouth and then taking it into the bathroom to clean herself up and dispose of it. She came back to bed a few minutes later and snuggled in tightly.


“That was perfect!” she told me dreamily. “I love you.”


“I love you too,” I told her tenderly. “We need to get some sleep though. It’s after six now. Barb’s probably gonna call early. She’s the only one of us that slept alone last night.”


That made Jane giggle a little, thinking of her sister restless and frustrated. “Poor Barb,” she snickered and we settled down to sleep.


The phone woke us some time later. I slid out from underneath Jane to answer it and she moaned in protest, curling up in the warm spot I’d just vacated. I smiled at her and looked at the phone. It was Barb, as we’d predicted.


“Morning, Sunshine,” I said dryly, looking at the clock. It wasn’t quite 9 in the morning.


“Hi,” she said brightly. “Did I wake you?”


“Yeah, but it’s okay. We need to get up and changed before breakfast anyway,” I said. “What time are you planning to meet for that?”


“In about an hour,” she said. “That should be plenty of time for everyone to wake up and get going.”


“That should be fine,” I said. “Marty and Cecilia are going to join us. I’ll let them know that breakfast is around 10.”


“Okay,” she said and then hesitated. “Did you and Jane...”


I smirked. “Are you asking me for the details of what happened after you went to bed?” I asked.


“Not in so many words,” she said delicately. “I just don’t want to step on anyone’s toes at breakfast. Shit! She’s my sister, John! My SISTER! I didn’t go after someone you knew.”


“You’re assuming I went after her,” I said mildly. “Who was it who insisted she come down to be with me for Christmas?”


“She did,” Barb admitted.


“And who was it that prompted her to express her wrath at you?”


“Her,” she said quietly.


“What does that tell you about who was in pursuit?”


“You’re saying that she came after you?” she asked skeptically.


“You want to ask her yourself?”


“You don’t mind?” she asked, sounding surprised.


“Not really,” I said. “You and I don’t have a strong bond of trust between us. Verify to your heart’s content.” I brought the phone back to the bed and pulled the blankets from over Jane’s head. “Hey,” I told her. “Your sister has questions for you,” I told her and offered her the phone.


She grunted in response and held her hand out for it, refusing to open her eyes. I laughed and handed her the phone. “Hullo?” she mumbled, still mostly asleep.


I didn’t need to hear her talk to Barb. I opened the gym bag to see what she’d packed for us for today and was pleased that it was jeans and a sweat-shirt for each of us. I hung up the garment bag and started by hanging my pants over the hanger and then her dress and finally putting my suit coat over top of that before zipping up the bag. I listened while I was working, smirking at the conversation that I could hear.


“Yeah, I’m fine,” she mumbled sleepily. “We only got a couple of hours of sleep ... Yeah, we left the dance around 2, maybe a little earlier ... You REALLY want to know what went on here last night?” she asked her disbelievingly, finally waking up to look at the clock. “Aw, Jesus! Is it really 9? Ugh! Well, use your imagination, Barb. What would you have done if you’d brought him back to your room at the end of the night? Yeah, I know you’re his wife, but he’s not coming back to you and I’ve loved him forever. I’m not gonna stand around while you whore him out to the people you work with ... Fair enough, you weren’t whoring him. You were passing him around like a vibrator at a Toy Party ... Barb, get your head out of your ass and take a look around. You passed him to Cecilia and then paraded him around like prized stallion at auction last night. How many potential buyers did you show him off to? Three? Oh, four. Fantastic. So you’ve offered him to five people you work with, Barb. I’m taking him. I actually want him and he and I will decide who gets to crawl into bed with him ... No, I’m not doing it to spite you. I stayed away from him for seven years because you were my sister, but you fucked up and let him get away, so I’m picking him up ... Barb, I don’t CARE that you want things to work out between you. He’s told you he wants the divorce, Cecilia told you that the only way you can make it right is to sign the papers and set him free, now I’m telling you. He’s not yours anymore. You’ve got a guy and John didn’t have a say in that. You won’t listen to him, you won’t respect him and you won’t honor him...”


Barb apparently had a lot to say because Jane rolled over and was rolling her eyes as she listened. “Look, I don’t want to fight with you about this. Bottom line is that he feels like you’ve had enough opportunity to get back in your marriage and you flaked. Now, he’s up for grabs and I’m grabbing ... Why? Because he’s good-looking, amazing in bed, attentive and ... What? Really? You’re still gonna claim that your Boy-Toy is better? Cecilia told me you looked like you were trying to walk on a broken hip on Thursday ... Well, I asked him for the exact same treatment last night, so I guess we can compare notes at breakfast.” She hung up and shook her head. “Stunned,” she told me.


I kissed her and quickly called Cecilia to let her know that breakfast was around 10 and that Barb was likely going to be fuming from her chat with Jane.


“Now THAT, I wouldn’t miss for the world,” she said sleepily and said goodbye so they could get ready.


We got in the shower together, Jane moving gingerly, but determinedly as we lathered up. “How sore are you?” I asked, soaping up her ass.


“Not too sore for a quickie if we can actually be quick,” she smirked, turning to face the wall and sticking out her ass.


It turns out, we COULD be quick. If she wasn’t sore before, she definitely was by the time we shut the water off. She was laughing and groaning at the same time as we got dressed and packed up. She scooped the condoms and lube back in their shopping bag and that went in the gym bag along with our shoes, my dress shirt and my jewelry. We were a few minutes early, so we went to turn in our room cards and check out before breakfast.


Chapter 22


We were clear of the desk just as Cecilia and Marty got off the elevators. Cecilia took one look at Jane and grinned dazzlingly. She came over to her and wrapped her arms around her. “How’re you doing?” she asked, kissing her cheek as they hugged.


“So sore!” Jane groaned. “So worth it.” They laughed together at that and Marty went to check out with a knowing smirk for me before he went to the desk.


Barb and her parents appeared a few minutes later, still wearing last night’s formal attire. They didn’t look particularly thrilled that everyone else had fresh clothes and realized that they had no one to blame for not planning.


Barb took a look at the three of us and looked like she had more that she wanted to say, but went to check out instead. When Marty and Barb rejoined us, seven of us went into the restaurant to have breakfast. I noticed that Arthur appeared to be suffering a little this morning and thought he probably deserved that, but wasn’t sure how much of the upcoming lecture he’d really earned.


We were seated at a large table and mercifully, it looked like the place was mostly empty. There were a couple of people at tables, but the staff was keeping everyone spaced out. We sat down and started looking over the menus. I closed mine fairly quickly, deciding on the big breakfast. I’d burned a lot of energy last night. I thought I’d earned it. It seemed like everyone except Barb and Arthur were feeling hungry this morning. I knew Arthur was hung over, but I suspected that Barb was mostly just upset at the note of finality that her conversation with Jane had put on our situation.


We had coffee brought, put our orders in and then the shit hit the fan.


“Dad,” Jane started, her tone deceptively soft. When he looked up at her, she unloaded. “Don’t you EVER pull a stunt like last night again, you HEAR me?” she barked at him, raising her voice enough to make him wince. “The crack you made about John was rude, snide and out of line. Who the fuck are you to sneer at ANYONE’S marriage?!!? Last night was probably the first time you’ve taken Mom out on a date that didn’t involve clients of yours in five years. To stand there and tell John that Barb’s affair is HIS fault ... You should thank him for not punching your drunk ass out.”


Barb sat back and watched her sister rip into her father and sipped her coffee. “She’s right, Dad. That was a shitty thing to say and I don’t think you would have said it if you hadn’t been drinking.” She wasn’t speaking as loudly as Jane was, but Jane was trying to aggravate her father’s hangover. “You were the one that told ME that I’d pushed him too far. You told me that I’d been abusive and that John couldn’t see anything for the future but more abuse if he stayed.”


“Could you not talk so loud?” he asked, still wincing as he nursed his coffee, trying to recover while he was under siege.


The rest of us stayed well out of the line of fire. Sissy and Marty had no dog in this fight. They were just happy spectators. I was keeping my mouth out of it too. It involved me, but I was made a spectator. Janice met my eye and smirked a little before she buried it in her coffee, taking a lingering sip. Some days it was hard to tell a player without a program. Barb and Jane were united now against their father, but the battle-lines would shift as soon as the topic of Jane and I took center stage.


He crumbled before our orders arrived. “Okay! Okay!” he said piteously. “I’m sorry! I didn’t mean it. I’d had too much to drink and wasn’t thinking clearly. John, I’m very sorry, SO sorry, for accusing you of being at fault for all of this. I promise, I’ll never suggest it again!”


“It’s okay, Arthur,” I said softly. “I know how much you love Barb. The possibility that you’d want to find a way to make this someone else’s fault is something that has been considered.” Jane looked like she was warming up for another charge, but I laid my hand over hers and gave it a squeeze. “I think he’s had enough,” I told her gently.


She looked at me and then reluctantly nodded, but gave him another scathing look, before letting the matter drop.


Janice took the opportunity to stir the pot, now that Arthur was done with his verbal beating. “Jane dear, I noticed that you don’t seem to be moving all that well this morning. Did you twist your ankle in those heels last night?”


“Nope,” she said with a sweet smile. “John and I had DEADLY sex all night and again this morning.”


If Arthur had been deflated under the twin assaults from his daughters, this declaration puffed him back up. “What?!!?” he demanded loudly, wincing from the effect it had on his hangover.


Jane rolled her eyes. “What did you THINK was going to happen after the dance? John would slink back to the suite Barb booked to have sex with her?”


“I THOUGHT,” he growled and regretted it, “that he would have been enough of a gentleman to see you to your door and then make other arrangements.”


“I’m sorry, Dad,” Jane said with sympathy on her face. “Part of this is my fault. I think I forced you to watch too many Disney movies when we were both younger, so now you think that’s how things work. I’ve been in love with John since I was 13 and Barb first brought him home. I kept it to myself because he was with Barb and she was my sister. I wasn’t gonna poach him while they were together. The second he decided that it was over and told her that he wanted the divorce, it was game-on and I play to win.”


“Ridiculous!” he sputtered. “A schoolgirl crush that you’ve been nursing all these years and you think that’s the basis for a relationship? Grow up, Jane! When you graduate, you’re coming back to the Bay area to work with me. What’s he gonna do? Commute? Move up there?”


I noticed that Janice had been silent through this argument, but she didn’t look surprised by the revelation. Barb and Marty were engrossed in the back and forth between Jane and her father, but I glanced at Cecilia and she was watching Janice too. I smiled to myself and took another drink from my coffee.


“What are you smirking about?!!?” Arthur demanded, catching my look.


I looked at him across the table and shrugged. “Jane’s been coming to spend the summers with us for the last five years except last year,” I pointed out to him. “You think she was doing it because she loved Disneyland THAT much?”


“Meaning?” he demanded, his eyes narrowing.


“She was getting a good long look at what it’s like to be married and how young people in love are supposed to act. She stopped coming when Barb confessed to her that she’d found someone else,” I said calmly. “My point is that Jane’s not jumping in with her eyes shut. She’s done thousands of hours of recon and decided that she liked what she saw, rough spots and all.”


We tabled the discussion while breakfast was served and once the cups were refilled and the waitress retreated, Arthur went back on the attack.


“None of that changes the fact that you should have had the sense to leave her alone. She’d been drinking.”


“She had two glasses of Champagne,” I said dryly. “She was sober when she arrived, sober when she packed us a change of clothes, sober when she checked into the room and sober when she took me to bed.”


He didn’t like that, but he was running out of objections. “And what about after graduation?” he barked at her. “You were planning on getting involved in the business with me.”


“That was your plan,” she told him. “My plan was to move to LA. I already have contacts here.”


“How do YOU have any business contacts?” he wanted to know.


“I’m not the only person in the world to go to school in Chicago,” she said dryly. “One of my professors is part owner of a company here that imports furnishings from all over the world and he’s offered me a job. My roommate, Marcy, is already hired by an import company that specializes in toys from Japan for resale over here. I have options here in LA. Even if those fall through, there’s other places to work.”


He didn’t like that at all. “We talked about you coming home to work for me,” he reminded her.


“You talked, Dad,” she said. “You just expected me to listen. Surprise! I have things that I want from life too and they don’t involve living under your roof and working for you. That’s not a life. It’s called being controlled.”


“Young lady, I want more for your future than this,” he said, trying to tamp down his irritation.


She shrugged. “You want me to find someone that makes more than John, lives in a bigger house, drives a nicer car and generally has a better lifestyle? Why? John’s good to me, after this past six months, he’d never in his life cheat on me, if he hasn’t hit Barb by now, he’ll never hit me, he has enough money for both of us to live on and he’d protect me with his life. What more do you want for me?”


He fell silent at that and looked like he’d suffered a devastating setback. “Janice,” I said. “You’ve been awfully quiet through all of this,” I pointed out. “What are your thoughts?”


She looked at her daughters and at Arthur and she shrugged. “I’ve been reading Jane’s diary since she started keeping it,” she said and made a soothing gesture to her suddenly irate daughter. “I wanted to make sure you weren’t getting into anything dangerous like drugs or sex that you weren’t talking to me about,” she told her. “Did I ever once use those pages to punish you for the things you wrote about doing behind our backs? No. It was a tool to keep you safe without smothering you.” She gave Jane a wry smile. “Ironically, your feelings about John were the thing you wrote about that made me most wary. Still, nothing ever happened between you two ... until this week. I’m not surprised. When you told me you were coming down here to spend Christmas with him and why, I knew that you were planning on stalking your prey until you were ready to strike. I think it’s too soon for comfort after everything that’s happened and I worry that you’re relationship with your sister will suffer for it, but this is clearly what you want and you’re not going to reconsider. You haven’t so far and it’s been seven years.”


Arthur dropped into an indignant silence after that, ignoring us in hopes that we’d all go away. Barb was a little subdued too, but she’d known that we spent the night together. Janice seemed to be taking it well, but I chose not to dig too deep. Marty and Cecilia were polite to them and engaging to us.


“I should probably apologize for last night,” Sissy said when we were all a little more full. “I invited Jane out with me for the day yesterday. By the time we’d done our nail appointment, I figured out that she was in love with John, so I decided that I’d give a little nudge and help them along. We got her a dress, had her hair and make-up done and gave her the Cinderella treatment. John had no idea we were doing it until we got here, far later than I’d hoped, but still in time to salvage his evening. I won’t tell you that I didn’t think there’d be anger over it, but I know John. I saw how they reacted to each other yesterday and decided he needed last night as much as she did. He’s eaten more than one shit sandwich since this started. If someone else had to eat one so that he had a good night, then I was okay with that.”


She shrugged. “I’m not sorry I did it,” she clarified, “and I’d do it again in a heartbeat, but I do wish it had gone over better. It would have made them happier.”


Janice smiled over her coffee at Cecilia. “You and John both speak very highly of each other,” she said.


“Of course,” she said lightly. “I’m back with Marty because of him. He helped me work out a lot of my feelings so I was ready to talk when Marty came back to work it out. That didn’t work out so well for him and he was always good about it, so when I can do something for him, I’ll do it.”


I noticed that Arthur was just staring at his plate and Barb wasn’t much better, looking like she was on the outside of the conversation as Janice and Cecilia sized each other up.


“You okay, Arthur?” I asked softly, not wanting to disrupt the interrogation going on across the table.


He looked at me sourly. “Peachy!” he said. “You’ve managed to find your way into both my children’s beds. What father wouldn’t be thrilled?”


I laughed a little at that. “It’s not like I snuck into her room when she was thirteen and forced myself on her. She’s twenty, nearly done with college and has career plans for after she graduates. Hopefully once the shock wears off, it’s not so bad.” I turned to Barb and nudged her. I’d been seated between her and Jane, in case a ref was needed, but no one had gotten upset enough to get out of their chair ... yet. “You okay?” I asked her.


She shrugged. “I guess,” she admitted. “I’d been hoping that we could make this work, but last night, when we danced, you told me that you were angrier than I knew. I looked up those fights online after I went upstairs and watched them on my phone. I’d seen the televised one at Cecilia’s, but I didn’t really pay attention to your other fight. It was ... violent. Disturbingly violent.”


“What did he do?” Arthur asked, speaking up. Barb got her phone out and found the clip, playing it for her father. He watched the fight and shook his head. “What did HE do to piss you off?” he asked, a little shaken.


“Not a damn thing,” I said. “I had no idea how big he’d be before I got there that day. When they locked us in together, I started thinking of it as one more fight I couldn’t win. Barb and her lover were doing whatever the fuck they wanted and I had no way to fight back. This was the same. He was huge. I couldn’t fight him. Just another match rigged so I lose. That pissed me off. I started to think about her lover and what I’d like to do to him.”


I noticed that the rest of the conversation stopped and everyone was listening. That was fine with me. “I guess that was the moment that I found that killer instinct that got me noticed. I looked across the cage and saw my wife’s lover. Then I went to work on punishing him. I didn’t care about getting hit, getting hurt, winning or losing. I wanted him to hurt, I wanted to punish him and make him suffer and make him afraid to look me in the eye ever again. The first guy, he quit fighting and went back to the Midwest. The second guy, he said he never wanted to fight me again. No idea how the next guy’s gonna feel, but I bet it won’t be good.”


“That’s why I don’t tell you who he is, John,” Barb told me. “I don’t want the temptation to be there. Doing that in real life has consequences and I don’t want you to go to jail.”


Arthur looked at me and opened his fat mouth again. “But you said-”


“Arthur,” his wife said sharply. “Stay out of this. It’s for the kids to decide.” He looked at her and she gave him a warning look. “You and I can talk about what we might have to say about it later.”


His look turned to irritation. “If all you want is for me to shut up, why did you even bring me along?” he snapped.


She gave him that practiced look that all women give their husbands when they’re being dense. Rather than answer, she typed a message on her phone and showed it to him. He read it and understanding dawned on his face. “Oh,” was all that he said.


The rest of us were curious about what she’d pointed out to him, but she wasn’t about to share and he looked suitably chastised away from his position.


I looked at the two of them and then turned toward Barb. “That’s been your position all along,” I said softly. “When this is all over, his identity won’t matter.”


She looked at me dubiously. “You expect me to believe that you won’t care once the divorce goes through?” she asked skeptically.


I shrugged. “It’s not exactly making my head explode that you won’t tell me who he is at this point,” I reminded her. “I bring it up from time to time to see if you’re still just as devoted to him as you have been, but when you tell me that his identity is your secret, I don’t press. Why bother? Getting you to say his name doesn’t earn me anything. So, it’s not a big deal anymore.”


She nodded. “Then please, stop bringing it up?” she asked.


I nodded. “Okay. I will never ask you for his name again,” I told her seriously.


She smiled. “Thanks, John,” she said. “You know I’m only trying to keep you from going after him.”


I shrugged and let the topic drop. “So, Tara seemed like an interesting woman. I’m surprised you never suggested her to me.”


“I figured she’d be too old for your tastes,” she admitted. “Now it hardly makes a difference, does it?”


“Probably not, but it was nice to know there was someone at the party last night that I could talk to about something other than real estate.”


That led to other less dangerous topics and by the end of breakfast, the tension had passed. Jane and I were going to leave with Sissy and Marty, so we said goodbye and got out of there while they waited for the cab.


“I wonder what Janice’s message said,” Sissy mused aloud.


“He was about to blurt out that I know exactly who Brad was and she pointed out that no one’s even supposed to know who her lover is, let alone that he was there last night,” I said absently. “I really don’t care for my own sake, but if she warns Brad that his cover is blown, it might go bad for Doris.”


We thanked them again for everything when they dropped us off and then we got in the car and were just pulling out of the driveway when their cab pulled up. Janice came over to talk to us while Barb went to unlock the house and her father followed along, looking like he was intent on having a nap.


“Sorry about Arthur,” she said to me. “I know he nearly blurted out that you know her lover. I pointed out that his wife and son might get the worst of it if her lover got wind that you knew.”


I nodded. “I figured it was probably something like that,” I admitted. “Thanks for that. I’ll eventually tell her myself, but not until Doris is ready to move forward with her plans.”


She took my hand in both of hers. “Take good care of Jane,” she smiled wistfully. “She’ll do the same, I have no doubt. Arthur’s probably going to lose his mind over this. Barb is his precious princess. Seeing her make this much of a mess ... He’s not coping well.”


“Thanks, Janice,” I said softly. “This really isn’t that much of a mess though. We don’t have any kids, we don’t have to split the house, our investments are straightforward and we barely have any friends in common anymore. Just remind him that it’s not the end of the world.”


She nodded and we said goodbye. We went home and Jane gave up the guest room, moving her things into the Master Bedroom with me. “There’s a good chance that we’ll need the guest room soon,” she explained. “Mom and Dad don’t fight often, but when they do, it’s pretty epic.”


“You think they’ll argue over this?” I asked, surprised.


“It depends on how hard she pushes him about things. Barb is my father’s sacred cow. She’s one of the topics that could drive them wild at each other,” she cringed at the thought.


We spent the afternoon cleaning up, shopping and trying to fill some of my kitchen list. Yes, I bought the ice cream maker. Yes, we tried it out. Yes, it was a success. I personally couldn’t wait to tell Doris.


The two of us were sitting in the kitchen with homemade sundaes and broad smirks on our faces for the situation. That night, we snuggled in together. It was a cold night, so the two of us wrapped up in a blanket and watched TV together. I don’t even remember what we watched. We talked quietly to each other and made out lightly. She was too sore and tender for sex and I was too enamored with her to be disappointed. It was as perfect a night as the night before had been.


“We’re going to pick up Doris in the morning, right?” she asked quietly.


“Yeah,” I said softly. “I think the three of us should talk tomorrow.”


“Yeah, we didn’t really get a chance to chat at the party,” she admitted.


“That too, but I think last night changed a few things since we talked to her,” I said delicately. “When she left the party, she was under the impression that she and I were going to be fucking tomorrow in her bed.”


She twisted around to look at me sweetly and kissed my lips lightly. “Don’t disappoint her then,” she said smugly. “You know, I’ve never been in a threesome. Have you?”


I chuckled a little. “No, Barb was never interested in being kinky. Ironically, that’s the big thing she told me was attractive about Brad. He was adventurous in bed.”


“Maybe the three of us can roll around in bed if I’m not too sore tomorrow,” she commented, cuddling in closer.


“You know, the hot tub might sooth some of those aches,” I pointed out.


“Ooo!” she shivered enthusiastically for that idea. “I’ll go get my suit!” she said and got up.


“Jane!” I laughed. “The backyard is fenced in and we’re alone. What do you need a suit for?”


“Good point,” she admitted and started stripping down right there in the living room. Well, that seemed like a good idea to me, so there was a mixed pile of clothes to be cleaned up later. We got into the tub and relaxed together, letting the jets work their magic and soothe her sore muscles and the tension we were both holding onto.


“You think they’ll tell Barb that you know?” she asked as we gazed at the night sky.


“Your dad might,” I shrugged. “Maybe not intentionally, but he hasn’t exactly been cautious, so far. He might say something without realizing that he’s telling her more than he meant to.”


She nodded. “He’s not very tactful,” she admitted.


“No!” I said, as if it was a shock. Then I chuckled. “He’s honest. It’s hard for him to pretend when something doesn’t sit well with him.”


We chatted back and forth about what we’d do if she got tipped off to the fact that Brad’s identity wasn’t secret. In the end, the only thing that we could do was let Doris know that he might be suspicious about how she’d talked to me at the party.


We got out of the tub and covered it again before going back into the house. We decided to make it an early night since we’d gotten almost no sleep the night before. We were just settled down when her phone chimed.


She picked it up and dissolved in a fit of giggles as she read the message. She tried twice to explain and then just handed me the phone to see for myself. I looked at the screen and scrolled back. It was from her ex-boyfriend. I saw the previous messages from him including a selfie he’d taken in bed with his hometown hookup. I judged her critically. She was pretty, but there was something smug about her smile that screamed that she thought she deserved the best and intended to get it. I scrolled through and saw that Jane had replied to his text with one that said, ‘Bro! I totally just scored with my brother-in-law! Been after him since middle school! High-five! Goin in for round 2!’


The part that had her in giggles was the series of responses from him:


“WTF! You’re GAY?!!?” “Why didn’t you ever tell me?” “Wait! JANE?!!? Babe! I can totally explain! It’s not what you think! Talk to me, Babe! I love you.” “Come on, Jane! Don’t be mad. It was a one time thing. It’ll never happen again! I swear!” “You didn’t really ... not with your bro, right?”


I smirked and decided to poke that with a stick. I called him. Yeah, I’m a dick.


“What’s his name?” I asked her playfully.


“Clayton,” she said between giggles.


I put it on speakerphone and let it ring. “Bae!” he said when he answered the phone. “You know I was joking about that, right? I’d never cheat on you.


“Clayton,” I said jovially. “Hi. We haven’t met, but I wanted to reach out and thank you for being such a sport and telling Jane how things really were. I mean, Chelsea looks pretty stoked in that selfie you sent us.”


“Who the fuck is this?!!?” he growled, his whole demeanor changing.


“I’m the bro, Bro!” I told him. “We actually got four rounds after you threw the grenade, so you might wanna spring for a Red-Bull and tag back into the match. You’re falling behind.”


“Fuck you, Asshole!” he spat. “Stay away from my girl or I’ll find you and you don’t want none of this.”


That sent Jane into more giggles which he could hear from his end of the phone. “Look, kid,” I said, amused at his spirit. “You texted her that you were fucking some other girl and sent her a picture. Let it go. You did a stupid thing, it cost you a good girlfriend. Hopefully Chelsea is worth it and you two make a cute couple at your reunion. Threatening me isn’t gonna help you win Jane back. It just makes you look stupid.”


“Yeah? Wadda you know about it, bro?!!?” he snapped, getting pissed off. “I’ll mess you up, face to face!”


“Is this guy for real?” I asked her, laughing. “Kid, there’s something you should probably know about me before you mouth off. I hurt people for a living. Good news for you is that no one’s paying me to hurt you. Bad news for you is that Jane might ask me to as a favor and I’d feel like doing it for her, so do yourself a favor and decide that that Chelsea is the girl for you and treat this as a learning experience.”


“Come at me, man!” he said. “I ain’t afraid of you.”


“No reason you should be,” I said lightly. “If you bother Jane again though, I’ll wreck your life. Chelsea? I’ll show her what it’s like to be fucked so completely she can’t WALK the next day. Maybe that’ll be the end of it. Maybe I’ll bang every girl you date for the next ten years so they get a feel for real sex that you can’t give them. Maybe I’ll fuck your mom just to bust up your family. You got a little sister? Maybe she’ll want to move out here for college to be with her new Daddy. See what I mean? Life can get complicated in a hurry or it can stay real simple. Your choice.”


“You stay away from my sister!” he growled menacingly.


“Then stay away from mine,” I told him. “Before you’re back at school, I’ll know everything about you. If you agree that this ends here, then there’s no need for me to use that information. All you have to do is leave Jane alone. Your relationship with her is done and you can move on with your life and not ever worry about me. You don’t talk to her and no one gets a visit from me. Right?”


“Yeah,” he said. “Just ... Stay away from Mandy.”


“Deal,” I said. “If Jane ever tells me you’re bugging her though...”


“Naw,” he said. “I won’t even say hi to her again. Promise.”


“Alright. Enjoy the rest of your vacation,” I said and hung up. “That went well. I figured the comment about his mom would set him off, not his sister.”


She shrugged. “Maybe he’s protective,” she said. “Or maybe she’s twelve.” She giggled at that.


“Don’t even joke about that,” I said.


“I was only thirteen when you met me,” she pointed out. “I knew what I wanted right then and there.”


“Yeah, but what you wanted wasn’t possible back then. I’d have had to be out of my mind to fool around with a girl that young, even if you were cute enough to eat.”


“Was I?” she asked coyly.


“You were adorable and you know it,” I told her, settling down and passing her phone back to her. “You still are.”


She put the phone on the nightstand and grinned at me. “You always were sweet to me,” she observed and kissed me. “If I weren’t so sore and we didn’t have an early day tomorrow, you’d so be getting lucky right now.”


I chuckled and we settled down together. “I feel pretty lucky right now.”


She turned out the light and we snuggled in, talking quietly and touching each other lovingly as we drifted off to sleep.


Chapter 23


The next morning, we got up and showered with a minimum of fuss, made breakfast and lingered over coffee while we waited for Doris to text. “So are you really okay with what I’ve been up to with Doris?” I asked wanting to make sure before we started the day.


“Yeah,” she said simply. “You told me that it’s a revenge thing and not likely to keep up for long once the divorces are signed. Besides, I’m not gonna be totally without sex. I won’t see other guys, but my roommate and I sometimes sleep in one bed.” She shrugged dismissively. “She’s moving out here when we graduate. If you two hit it off, maybe we can all share the house.”


I nodded and kissed her lightly. “You think she’d go for that?” I asked. “I’m a guy, so I’m perfectly thrilled with the idea of a long-term threesome, but I’d want to know that we’re all good before I start rubbing my hands together with glee.”


She snorted in laughter at that. “Marcy’s hot, you’ll love her,” she said certainly. “Maybe I’ll bring her home with me for summer break.”


“This sounds like a way better arrangement than last summer,” I said seriously. “Even if she and I only work out as friends, I missed you last summer.”


She grinned at that and kissed me again before my phone chimed. Doris was ready and wanted me to come to her today. We’d discussed getting frisky in Brad’s bed in retaliation for what he’d done with Barb in mine. Jane and I got in the car, eager to start our day and have a chance to talk with Doris.


When we got there, she invited us in and we sat in the living room while little Brad played on the floor. Doris looked at the two of us and sighed. “Rats!” she said. “I’d been hoping for us to have sex in his bed before either of us found someone.”


Jane looked at me and then smirked at Doris. “Who said you couldn’t?” she asked leadingly.


Doris shook her head. “I wouldn’t do that,” she said firmly. “I know what it’s like to have my man cheat on me. I wouldn’t put another woman through that. You two were very love-struck at the party on Saturday.”


Jane shrugged. “John’s told me all about the two of you,” she confirmed. “He also said that you two decided that there was no real spark there. Sex for the two of you was about revenge and support. I’m cool with that. Barb may be my sister, but she’s also a self-centered cunt and she deserves way worse than what you’re doing. Hell! She deserves worse than losing her husband to her sister, but John doesn’t want to feed her to the animals at the zoo.”


“Jane’s not particularly pleased with Barb,” I said, slightly amused. “If she knew Brad a little better, she might feel the same about him.”


“I do feel the same,” she said. “I’d set him on fire if I thought you’d let me get away with it.”


Doris smiled at that. “I’d ask that you wait until he doesn’t have to pay child support,” she said lightly. “It’s occurred to me to douse him in lighter fluid once or twice. Sadly, he’s worth more alive until his son turns 18.”


Jane nodded. “I can respect that,” she said with a disappointed sigh. “My ex-sister, on the other hand, will likely be worth killing much sooner, since John didn’t get her pregnant.”


I thought the girls were getting a little carried away with the murder fantasies, but I didn’t tell them to stop. I had fond thoughts of putting Brad in the hospital and there’d been times that I’d been tempted to punch Barb in the face, but I kept those thoughts in neutral, since they didn’t do me any good.


Little Brad toddled over to me and wanted up, so I picked him up and set him in my lap to sit with the grown-ups while we talked. Both of the ladies took special note of how comfortable he was with me. Doris went and got her phone, snapping a picture of the two of us. Brad already knew that she was taking his picture, grinning wildly for her. I guessed that she’d been using it to take a lot of pictures of him over the past few days.


“I’m sending him that picture the day after I lock him out of the house,” she said with a smirk. She put her phone away and came back to talk some more. “So you’re really okay with him and me fooling around?” she asked Jane uncertainly.


Jane nodded. “It’s not like you’re doing it behind my back,” she said. “I go to college in Chicago, so I can’t exactly be here for him on a regular basis. I have someone I can fool around with back there and John has you for now.”


“You do? And John’s okay with that?” That seemed to startle her, given the situation she and I were just escaping from.


I nodded. “Jane’s talked to me about it and I’m totally fine with it.”


“My roommate and I sometimes get together,” Jane said. “She’s planning on moving to LA for work after graduation, so the three of us might stick together.”


“Oh! I thought you meant you had another man,” Doris admitted, blushing with embarrassment. “How does that work?”


“You’ve never been with a girl?” Jane asked.


Doris shook her head. “Only Brad and now John,” she admitted.


Jane’s eyes lit up like Christmas had come early. She got up and plopped herself in Doris’s lap, surprising her as she wrapped her arms around her neck. “If you want to know how it works with a woman, I’ll be happy to teach you. The three of us can have the hottest sex you ever dreamed of and it’s something you never did for your husband. I’m sure he would have loved to have you and another woman in a threesome.”


Her face darkened. “He used to ask me to have sex with his friends,” she confessed. “Never with another woman though.”


Jane grinned and kissed Doris on the cheek. “You up for an adventure?” she asked her seriously.


“What about Brad?” she asked, concerned about him.


“Would he be okay if we left him in his playpen for an hour or so and then took turns checking on him after that?” Jane asked her.


Doris nodded. “Maybe a little longer than an hour,” she admitted, “but then he’ll need some attention too.”


“Well, he seems to really like John,” Jane pointed out and got up from Doris’s lap. “Let’s see if he’s okay with me.” She came over and sat down next to me and Brad took a look at her and smiled. He crawled over into her lap and gave her a big hug when she held out her hands and smiled. She was new and that was interesting. I was familiar, so I’d understand. Really, I did. Jane was way cuter than me.


“I guess that means that he’ll be okay no matter which of us comes to check on him,” Doris observed, amused at how well Brad was taking to all the new people.


“Now, the big question: Do you want to do this?” I asked Doris. “Not every woman is interested in other girls.”


She thought about that for a long moment, regarding both of us quietly while she considered the problem. “I think I’m okay with it,” she said finally. “I mean, I’ve never done it, so I don’t know, but I’m not grossed out by the thought. Maybe I’ll love it and want a girlfriend after the divorce and maybe I’ll try it and never want to do it again. There’s only one way to find out for sure.”


“Let’s put Brad in his playpen and get more comfortable then,” I suggested and Doris got up to take Brad from Jane.


She plopped him down in his playpen and we were free to start upstairs after her. She showed us around and I noticed that the furnishings definitely didn’t match the house. Most of them were the kind of prefab stuff that you’d get at Walmart and put together yourself. I supposed that would make a lot of sense for a household with a small child, but I suspected this was a sign of Brad’s neglect of his household more than an attempt to keep the baby from ruining expensive furniture.


She led us into the Master Bedroom and took a nervous breath. She’d made the bed this morning, probably anticipating that Jane’s appearance in my life meant that all bets were off.


She bit her lip and looked a little self-conscious. Jane decided that it was time to move things along though. She stepped toward Doris and slipped her arms around her, pulling her into a deep kiss to break the ice. I moved in and started kissing Doris on the side of the neck while Jane plundered her mouth hungrily. I started touching both women, running my hands along their flanks and slipping between them to touch their breasts gently.


Doris was starting to moan softly from all the attention and was grinding herself against us both as she moved between us. I moved my hands down and started unbuttoning her pants as Jane kissed her. I slid them down, leaving her panties where they were for now and pulling her pants down to her feet. She lifted one foot at a time for me to get them and her socks off and I reached around her to unzip Jane’s pants while I licked and kissed Doris’s ass, watching her big, soft cheeks clench and quake from the combination of my attention and Jane’s.


I got Jane’s pants off with some difficulty from my position kneeling behind Doris and then I stood. By that point, Jane and Doris had stripped off their shirts and I was the only one still dressed. I was okay with that though. Today was about making Doris the center of attention.


I discarded my clothes hurriedly and we guided Doris to the bed, laying her down gently before we joined her, Jane on one side, me on the other to start making love to her. We alternated kisses, Jane claiming her lips and then turning her head for me to do the same while she kissed Doris’s neck and cheek. She was moaning constantly as we kept up the double assault on her senses.


Jane turned her more toward me and she wrapped her arms around my neck as we kissed. Doris had always been passionate, but she was already trembling and whimpering on the edge of cumming, just from the attention that we’d paid her already. Jane worked on the clasp of her bra while the two of us kissed and when it was free, she pulled it off her shoulder and guided her to lay flat again as she uncovered her breasts.


We kissed our way down her neck and across her chest each of us latching onto one of her nipples. Jane had loved the ice cream we’d made from Doris’s milk and had liked the taste of the batch we’d used to make it, so it was clear that she was eager to try it right from the source. She wrapped her lips around the nipple and teased it even as she squeezed the whole breast with both hands, coaxing the milk to flow. I grinned at her and started doing the same thing with Doris’s other breast, letting her feel what it was like to have them both nursed at the same time.


“Wha-?!!?” she asked, surprised that Jane was sucking at her tit, but she was too overwhelmed at the moment to object or warn her. Instead, her eyes rolled up in her head and she came for us, the feel of two mouths teasing her nipples too much for her to cope with. She cried out and whimpered as we loved her breasts, feeding on the sweet treat of her milk. I felt her hand on the back of my head, stroking my hair in encouragement and I knew she was doing the same with Jane.


After a while, the flow of milk started to ebb and the two of us were sated for the moment. Jane lifted from the breast in her mouth, releasing the nipple with a wet pop and stretched back up to kiss Doris with a grin. “You like that, Mommy?” she asked her softly when I followed her up and claimed Doris’s lips from her a moment later.


“OHMYGOD! Yes!” she gasped, looking at us with glazed eyes.


“Good!” Jane purred, nuzzling her neck, “because you ain’t seen nothin’ yet.” She started slithering her way down Doris’s body, kissing, licking and nibbling every piece of skin she could reach on her journey down Doris’s body toward her center. I was only a second behind her and by silent agreement, we both passed by her pussy and started kissing and nuzzling her legs to turn her on even more.


We parted her thighs and both realized that we needn’t have bothered. Her pussy was bright red, as if we’d spent half the morning spanking it with a belt instead of sucking milk from her tits. She was so wet that her thighs were covered in her own juices and she was hunching her hips up in little thrusts, desperate for us to touch her. We could see her pussy clenching and relaxing as she inched toward another orgasm. Jane looked at me and grinned, her eyes bright. She was loving this moment.


We settled between Doris’s thighs and I kissed Jane deeply. She grinned at me and then the two of us descended on the defenseless pussy before us. We licked up and down her outer lips, mindless of the fur covering and I showed Jane how to use the pubic hair to gently pull her lips apart so we could get to the tender center. We traced her inner lips and Doris went wild, shaking and moaning, her head thrown back as we ate her pussy in tandem. She came again and again as we lashed her clit between our two tongues, kissing each other with it in the middle. Jane left it to my attention and she dipped her head lower, lapping up the stream of nectar that had been oozing from her entrance.


I wrapped my lips around her clithood and sucked on it while I speared my tongue into the folds to wriggle the tip against her tiny pink pearl. She squealed in delight and writhed as we loved her pussy completely. I switched places with Jane and while she attacked Doris’s clit, I went lower, spearing my tongue into her entrance like a miniature cock. I tasted her folds and then, on impulse, I pulled my tongue back and roamed lower, circling her asshole with my tongue for the first time. Barb had brought this particular trick home and I decided that it was time to share it with Doris and Jane.


Doris gasped when she felt my tongue there and I watched as she clenched the muscles, tightening her pucker involuntarily at the unfamiliar sensation. I kept up the assault though until she relaxed and I started rimming her more directly, thrusting the tip against her ass a few times, letting her get used to the idea of being played with here.


“You gonna fuck her ass today?” Jane asked curiously, watching me swab the area with my tongue.


“Maybe not today, but I think we’ll get there,” I said before nipping softly at the inside of her ass cheek, making her squeak in surprise before I lifted my head to kiss Jane.


We both pulled out from between her thighs and she was still a trembling, quivering mess. We cuddled up to her from both sides and this time, she wrapped her arms around Jane’s neck, kissing her passionately as I nuzzled her neck. I stroked her back and her sides as she clung to Jane, her first lesbian lover and trembled between us. I didn’t think that Jane would be the last woman she took to her bed after her experience today.


When she’d recovered enough to move on, she wanted to take a moment to check on Brad before we left him too long. I expected her to put on a robe, but she just opened the bedroom door and went to look in on him. She was back a few minutes later as if it was nothing out of the ordinary.


She smirked when she saw the looks on our faces. “Have you ever bathed a toddler?” she asked rhetorically. “They splash. I gave up wearing clothes at bath-time. Besides, I don’t want him growing up thinking that nudity is dirty.”


She climbed back on the bed with us and this time, shoved me in the middle, cuddling into one side while Jane shifted closer and we turned into one big hug. “We’re not even close to done yet,” Jane informed us. “I bet John’s never had a two girl blowjob.” She smiled at Doris and the two of them leaned up to kiss before turning their attention to me.


They started with my lips and neck, both of them nibbling and sucking on my skin to the point where I knew I was going to have hickeys if they kept it up. Then they worked their way down my neck to my chest. Doris, in particular, was interested in teasing my nipples the way I’d teased hers and I found I liked it. I wasn’t sure if it was actually a sexual sensation or if her enthusiasm was what turned me on, but I found myself liking it.


Before long, they started moving lower, nibbling and sucking at my abs and stomach, which had lost a little definition since I was resting after my last fight. It felt like agony, waiting for them to get around to touching my cock. They parted my legs and settled themselves between them before they started teasing me, kissing and licking my thighs from the knee right up to the point where I could feel their breath on my balls. They were driving me insane and they knew it. I started writhing each time I’d feel the tickle of air on my balls and I’d be rewarded with a throaty chuckle and they’d go back to nibbling on my thighs.


I was ready to beg them or take matters into my own hands when they took pity on me. I felt lips on my balls and then a second later, a second set joined them, each woman sucking one of my testicles into her mouth and loving it with her tongue. I groaned loudly at the dull ache that was building up in them, clenching my hands in the sheets to keep from reaching for them. My head rested back on the pillows and I trembled in anticipation as I looked down at the two manes of hair, one red and one blond as they sucked on my balls delicately.


Jane looked up at me and I could tell that she was loving this morning as much as I was. She released me from her mouth with a pop and lifted up to start licking at the shaft of my swollen cock. I gasped and felt Doris do the same, both girls licking and kissing the length of my dick as they inched their way toward the tip. They both closed their lips around it, kissing each other with my crown lodged in their mouths.


I groaned and fought the urge to cum as both tongues swirled over the sensitive tip. They were kissing each other as much as they kissed my cock and I was in ecstasy, moaning and whispering encouragement and telling them how close to cumming I was.


Doris pulled her lips away and let Jane have the whole thing for the moment. She gave me a grin and then dipped her head. I thought she was going back to my nuts, but she just lifted them out of the way and started tonguing the area behind them. Her tongue bathed me back farther, swirling over my ass the way that Barb had the last time that she’d sucked my cock. I groaned and spread my legs farther. This time, I found the whole thing incredibly erotic, whether it was the added stimulation of Jane’s lips or because it was someone I didn’t despise that was playing with my ass, I couldn’t say, but I loved it. I felt her tongue push against me more insistently and I relaxed, letting her spread my sphincter open a little. She didn’t try to push in seriously, just coaxed a little flex out of the muscles.


I felt her finger against me and knew what was coming. I panted in reaction, knowing that I was about to cum harder than I ever had. I could feel her gently touching my prostate and then she started sucking on my balls again just before she massaged it firmly.


“AAAAAHHHHHHHHH!!!!!” I roared in rapture as my orgasm erupted, spattering cum all over the inside of Jane’s mouth. My balls tried to contract in time with the spasms, but Doris’s lips were tugging on them in a tug-of-war between her mouth and my orgasm. I howled and thrashed beneath them, thrusting my hips up and trying to curl up by turns as the pleasure built beyond what I could handle. If I hadn’t been in such good shape, I think I might have died of a heart attack right there.


When my orgasm finally passed, I flopped down on the bed, exhausted. I was gasping for breath and the room was spinning dizzily for me. I could feel my heart pounding and I shuddered with the aftershocks of that orgasm. A moment later, both of them were there with me, kissing me and each other, the taste of my cum shared between the three of us as I reeled. They held me and stroked my body, my hair, my face to reassure me that they were still there with me. I clutched them both to me and slowly came down from the most completely crushing orgasm of my life.


Jane nipped at my chin playfully when I’d had a chance to come down from how hard I’d cum. “Are you okay?” she asked with a giggle in her voice.


I nodded mutely and my eyes rolled back in my head again. “I’ve never cum that hard!” I breathed emphatically. “A prostate massage while one of you sucked my balls and the other sucked my cock? I think you may have broken me.”


She laughed and kissed me again before she slid out of bed. She went to check on the baby, not bothering with clothes as she slipped out of the room.


Doris and I cuddled and she kissed me deeply. “So I guess I still have a few tricks I can show you, huh?” she asked with a smile.


I nodded. “I’ll gladly learn any trick you want to teach me,” I told her ardently. “I’ll be only too happy to pass on any that I know once my brain comes back from wherever it disappeared to.”


She smiled and stretched out to kiss me. “Well, you’re doing pretty well so far,” she said. “You’re teaching me that I could be attractive again some day. I learned this morning that I don’t need to limit myself to just men for affection.”


“You ARE attractive, Doris,” I told her firmly. “I didn’t have to fake it with you any of the times you and I were together and you were JUST as responsible for that orgasm as Jane was. Don’t put yourself down, Honey.”


She smiled at me sadly and patted my chest. “That’s good to hear, but I’ve been hearing from Brad that I was too fat and disgusting for the last couple of years. It’s kind of ingrained now.”


“Well, if we have to take two years of telling you the opposite before you believe it, then that’s what we’ll do. I’m perfectly happy to remind you how much more attractive than my wife you really are.”


She smirked and patted my chest again. “I think you’re spoken for,” she pointed out. “Besides, as much as we like each other, hating our cheating spouses is the biggest thing we have in common.”


I nodded. “But we’re getting you in shape to go out into the world and show everyone the beautiful, confident woman I know you are deep down. Sometimes confidence needs a personal trainer as much as fitness does.”


She gave me an unreadable look and took my face in both hands. “That door swings both ways,” she said and kissed me again. “I know you’ve had a tough time with what’s happened and you’ve known a lot longer than I have. It’s got to have damaged your own outlook. Where are you getting support?”


“Right here,” I smiled at her. “When I talk to you and Jane and Cecilia and Marty, it helps chip away at the fear that I did something wrong or wasn’t good enough. When I can do something that will take control away from Brad and Barb, I feel like I’m reclaiming part of my life and my self-worth. Helping you reclaim your life is a perfect way to help both of us.”


She smiled and patted my cheek affectionately. Jane came back a few minutes after that and plopped down on the bed with us. “Someone needed a change and a hug,” she said with a giggle. “He seemed very confused by my breasts. He’s used to seeing bigger ones.”


That got us all chuckling a little. Jane had crawled on top of us as we lay on our backs, settling her weight on me mostly, but partly on Doris too so she could cuddle with both of us comfortably. We were about to settle down to pleasure her when her phone rang. We all groaned and she got up to answer it.


“Morning, Mother,” she said a little stiffly. I wasn’t sure if she was irritable about the meddling her mother had tried to do on Saturday or yesterday’s revelation that she’d been reading Jane’s diary for years. Both were plausible sources for her ire. “Lunch? No, I’m afraid that John and I have plans for the day. Well, Mother, we only have another couple of weeks before I have to go back to Chicago, so we’re doing as much as we can together. He’s taking me to visit some friends this week and show me around some places like the gym he works at and a few other spots.”


Doris and I lounged back in bed while she talked to her mother, listening with some amusement while she tried to put her mother off some. “You want to what?” she asked, her face changing from smug annoyance to shock. “Hang on, I’ll ask him.” She took the phone away from her ear and looked at us. “My mother wants to meet Doris,” she said, stunned.


The three of us shared that look for a long moment and then I broke the ice. “I don’t see any reason not to,” I told them. “Janice has kept her head level about things so far and you two DID meet briefly at the Christmas party, but now that she knows how you fit into everyone’s life, she probably wants to have a longer talk.”


Doris looked torn, but she nodded. “When?” she asked.


“Well, she mentioned coming for lunch today,” Jane told us. I looked at the clock and we had plenty of time to get showered, dressed and fix up the bedroom before we met her.


Doris looked to us for support and shrugged. “What do you two think?” she asked.


“I think it’s a good idea,” I said. “I’m not sure what she has in mind specifically, but she knows that Brad is Barb’s lover, so she probably wants another chance to talk to you, now that she knows that.”


She nodded. “Okay,” she said softly and got up so we could start working on getting things tidied up here.


“Mom?” Jane said, talking into the phone again. “Yeah, we can do lunch today. We were visiting with Doris anyway. Did you want to meet at John’s place at noon? Alright. Is Dad coming? We’ll see you both there.”


We were all a little nervous about lunch and the three of us stripped the bed and got everything into the washing machine before Doris went to get showered. Jane and I would get showered at home, so we got dressed and went to play with Brad while Doris got ready to leave the house. We still reeked of sex, but Brad didn’t seem to mind while he basked in the attention. We got the sheets into the dryer and had enough time to remake the bed before we piled into the car for the trip home.


Doris watched Brad crawl around the living room comfortably while Jane and I showered and changed. I promised her that I’d make it up to her later since we’d missed out on driving her wild.


“Tomorrow,” she declared. “We’ll go back to Doris’s place and finish what we started today.” She kissed me sweetly and then went to get dressed and we were just starting to make lunch when the doorbell rang.


Doris was helping me in the kitchen, so Jane let her parents in.


We came to greet them and they looked decidedly uncomfortable, but determined to have this meeting. “Arthur, Janice,” I said to break the ice. “You remember Doris from the Christmas party. Doris, this is Jane’s mother and father.” I tactfully didn’t mention Barb in the introduction, trying to keep things from getting upset before they got there on their own.


Doris greeted them with a smile and hugged them both casually. “It’s nice to meet you both again,” she said lightly. “I know it’s sort of an awkward situation, but I’m glad we have the chance to talk about it.”


Jane brought Brad out to meet the parents and the sight of the two-year old somehow made things more real for them. They looked troubled when they looked at him, knowing that Barb had not just broken up a marriage, but a family.


I had lunch under control, so they all took Brad into the living room where they could sit comfortably while they talked. We were only having a simple lunch of salad and sandwiches, so I had the table ready for them relatively quickly. I had Brad’s sandwich cut up into tiny chunks for him and we weren’t going to make him eat the salad. I put out a jug of orange juice and thought that I might want to consider getting an orange tree for the yard at some point.


I called them to the table and they were still getting over the preliminary discussions when they joined me. Doris took one look at how I’d prepared Brad’s food and kissed me on the cheek affectionately before she sat down and got him eating.


In true kid fashion, he started gnawing on each bite with a big grin, showing us his skill at turning it all to paste with his new teeth before he swallowed, giggling every time one of us looked up to see his open mouth full of food. Janice and Arthur kept shooting looks at him and smiling at his antics, but I could tell that they were upset about him. We all could.


“So, Doris’s husband is Barb’s lover,” I said gently to get things started. “We all know that. Doris and I have come together for support and a little measure of revenge. I think we can be forgiven for the revenge part, given how callously we’ve both been treated.”


Janice looked at me and sighed. “Well that was before. Things are different now. You’ve taken my youngest daughter as your lover since Saturday. I’d hope that you’ll honor her.”


Jane barked a sharp laugh at that. Her mother was trying to guilt me into ending things with Doris. That drew her mother’s eyes to her. “Why is that funny?” she asked, not seeing the humor in the situation.


“Are you sure that you can handle the truth?” she asked gently.


Janice sighed and closed her eyes, looking like she was bracing for a blow. “Let’s hear it,” she said wearily.


“I’m bisexual,” she said. “The three of us spent the morning in bed together. Part of the reason that I’d been planning for LA was that my roommate is moving out here. She and I have had a thing together for the past year and a half.”


Her father looked like she’d hit him in the face with a shovel. “You and your roommate? That Marcy girl?” he repeated. Then he looked at Doris and finally at me, trying to fit this into his view of his daughter.


Her mother didn’t take it much better, but she recovered her equilibrium faster. “So what does this mean?” she asked us.


Jane took her hand and patted it gently. “Well, John and I can’t be together again until this summer,” she pointed out. “When I go back to Chicago, I’ll have Marcy to love me and keep me company and he’ll have Doris and maybe one of the ladies he met on Saturday if Sissy approves of her. Same for next year while I’m finishing my degree. I’m planning on bringing Marcy back here for the summer with me so the three of us can spend time together and see how we fit.”


“So you’ll just fall into a threesome with him and another girl once you move out here for work?” she asked, trying to get a feel for what our plans were.


“I intend to marry him when I move out here. If we all get along, Marcy will be OUR girlfriend,” she answered, making it clear that she was all-in.


“And what about his other ... friends?” Arthur asked, getting into the conversation finally.


Doris spoke up at that point. “I won’t be a problem,” she said certainly. “John’s helped me a lot. We’ve helped each other, but our lives are going in different directions. John’s main goal has been to help me fix the damage to my body and my confidence and prepare me to go out and find someone worth having in my life. We don’t have enough in common to keep us together after our divorces are final, but we’ll always be friends. We decided that before Jane came along. I was prepared for John to tell me that it was over since our agreement was that we’d stop if one of us found someone. It was Jane that decided that wasn’t necessary.”


Arthur didn’t seem to like that, but turned toward me instead of responding. “If this is all perfectly fine, then why are you so all-fired upset about things with Barb?!!?” he demanded.


“There’s a big difference between this and what Barb did. Jane and I are starting out with the understanding and talking things out so that they work for us. Barb cheated on me for so long that by the time I’d heard the first word on the subject, she’d already decided how it was going to go,” I reminded him. “Besides that, Barb doesn’t talk TO anyone. She talks AT people and expects them to give her their agreement. You saw her on Saturday. I didn’t want to get a room with her. She ignored me and got one anyway. I didn’t want her to introduce me to potential girlfriends and she went and got them anyway. She arranged everything the way she wanted and left everyone with the choice to let her have her own way or make a scene and we all chose not to make a scene. That’s how things work with Barb. She decides and then treats you like you’re being unreasonable until you give in or she just ignores you and does what she wants anyway.” I grimaced and pushed some of my salad around with my fork irritably. “Like I’ve said in the past, if she’d come to me before her affair had started and we’d talked about it, I might have agreed, with some heavy ground-rules, but she didn’t do that. She spread her legs for another man for a full year and then told me that SHE wanted me to get a mistress. Jane and I talked together and started with that discussion before we did anything.”


He looked sour, but I’d been pretty candid about how angry I was about Barb’s behavior. “So you’re happy with this arrangement?” he asked.


“I’d be happier if Jane was going to school out here so that we could start our lives right away,” I told him, “but, yes. Jane’s told me that Marcy is who she’ll be cuddled up to in Chicago and she approves of Doris, but anyone else has to go through Cecilia since she won’t be here to give them the once-over.”


“I don’t like it!” he said hotly.


I nodded and laid a hand on Jane’s arm when it looked like she was going to go off. “It’s probably not the right choice for everyone, but the two of us won’t be in the same place full-time until next summer. Living on phone calls and letters is a little old-fashioned.”


“Well then why don’t you move to Chicago while she’s in school then?” he asked as if that made sense.


“Because I have a home here that Jane’s looking forward to spending time in, I have a job here, my fight team all live here, a lot of my fights will be scheduled for Las Vegas which is only a few hours away by car and because this is the city we both want to settle in,” I listed off for him. “I also have friends here and I need to start work on my divorce.”


“Well, then the least you could do is agree to wait for Jane,” he said. “Why do you need other women?”


I shrugged. “I dunno, maybe because Barb crushed my sexual identity like a sledgehammer to the nuts,” I pointed out, a little exasperated that I needed to point this out to him. “It’s nice to know that I’ve still got SOME value to a woman after being treated like I matter less than a roll of toilet paper by my wife. I learned early on that if left alone too long, I sink into depression. Cecilia pointed out recently that every day that I hold back is a day that I let them have control of my life. I think I agree with her. With Jane in Chicago, I could settle in and focus on work and the gym, but I’d make myself depressed and vulnerable to Barb the next time she came looking to manipulate me for whatever sick game she wants to play next.”


Janice took notice of my tone and put a hand on Arthur’s arm. “We didn’t come here to cause more upset, John,” she assured me soothingly. “We’re trying desperately to understand how things got to where they are right now.”


I sighed and got a hold of myself. I nodded after a couple of deep breaths. “Look, I’m pretty damaged right now. Jane knows that. Doris knows that too and so does Cecilia. I’m kind of a raw nerve over this, so I’m sorry if I overreacted. I’ll be able to talk about it more rationally over time, but sometimes it gets to me too. I don’t understand why she needed to have her affair and I STILL don’t understand why it’s so important to her that we not split up when she treats me so poorly. Sometimes, I get angry that she won’t tell me when I ask about it, she just keeps repeating that it’s not supposed to be this way and that she doesn’t want a divorce and that things will be better when I get a girlfriend of my own. I don’t get straight answers from her and it’s frustrating.”


“If you’d like, I can try to talk to her,” Janice offered. “She might open up to me about it.”


I shook my head. “I appreciate the offer, but I don’t want you to get dragged into the middle of this. Barb and I talked on Saturday and I think I made some progress in convincing her that she’d taken us to a place we couldn’t come back from. I think seeing me with Jane did a lot more than words alone could have too.”


Arthur nodded. “She was less than pleased about that yesterday. So was I, for that matter.”


“I can understand that, but Janice pointed out that Jane’s feelings about me haven’t changed in seven years. From reading her diary, she knew that Jane was in love with me for that long. She knew right away that Jane was coming down here to confiscate me from her sister as soon as Jane told her what was going on.”


She nodded. “Once she said that Barb was cheating on you and that you wanted a divorce, I knew. She’s waited for seven years without doing anything crazy to try to put herself on your radar. This moment was her Christmas present from the Gods,” she said dryly, looking at her daughter.


Doris had been staying out of the conversation, but laughed at that. “As soon as I saw them on Saturday, I knew they’d fallen for each other and that I was done. No one was more surprised than I was that she was okay with John continuing with me.”


“You just keep right on doing what you’re doing,” Jane told her. “Before I leave, we’ll exchange numbers so we can keep in touch. John waits way too long before he tells people he needs help,” she looked at me sharply, but patted my hand to take some of the sting out of it.


“I was planning on keeping in touch with John anyway,” she said. “He’s got a lot of work ahead of him to get me back in the shape I was in before Brad came along. Besides, I think we’ll need each other once the divorces start. I’m actually worried about how my dirtbag is going to take the news.”


After that, we had a slightly less tense time with lunch. Brad went a long way toward charming Arthur and Janice and we all paid him liberal amounts of attention. We had coffee, which we used real milk, since all of the breast milk I had in the fridge had gone into making ice cream the day before. The five of us sat and talked in the living room while Brad played on the carpet between us and generally had a pleasant visit.


Chapter 24


After they left, I dished out some fresh ice cream for the four of us, finishing off what I had in the freezer, much to Doris’s amusement. “You actually went out and bought an ice cream maker?” she laughed. “I didn’t think you would.”


“We most certainly did. We tested it out yesterday. If we hadn’t run you dry this morning, we’d be interested in getting a supply to make more,” Jane said proudly.


Brad loved the ice cream and the rest of us agreed. By the time we were done, it was time to deliver them back home so that she’d have Brad settled before his father returned from work.


After that, I took Jane to dinner. We had sushi and then caught a movie together. It was a nice date and we had the theater to ourselves since it was a Monday night. She took the opportunity to climb into my lap and curl up there while we watched the movie as if we were sitting on the sofa at home. Neither of us watched much of the movie although we avoided doing anything that might get us kicked out if the staff caught us.


Jane wasn’t really in the mood for heavy sex that night, pointing out that she really was still a little tender from Saturday night’s sex.


“You kinda did a number on me, Lover,” she told me with a smile. “It’s a good ache, but the only reason Barb was able to walk comfortably after that was because she’s using the parts regularly. I’m a little unused to being fucked that hard.” She kissed me and the two of us crawled into bed together, naked and just as eager to touch each other as we were for sex.


The next day, Doris told us that she’d started her period the night before and didn’t feel like sex, so we returned to the house for her workout, had lunch and she resupplied our depleted supply of breast milk. We made some fresh ice cream before we took her home, but made sure to save enough in case Barb followed through on her threat to talk to us. That didn’t happen until Thursday.


Jane and Doris were working out in the gym and I was about to make lunch when my phone rang. I looked at the number and sighed, going upstairs to answer it. “Hi, Barb,” I said softly, hoping Jane wouldn’t hit the roof when she found out Barb was calling. “What’s on your mind?”


“Well, I called to see what you were up to later,” she said. “I was hoping we could talk now that things have cooled down a little.”


“Jane and I were just going to have a quiet night in,” I told her truthfully.


There was a moment of silence from the other end of the phone before she recovered her equilibrium. “Does that mean you’d rather I not interrupt you?” she asked tentatively.


“I’ll ask her if she wants to talk to you tonight or if she’d rather pick another time,” I said, going back downstairs. “Jane,” I called out. “Your sister’s on the phone. She wanted to know if she could stop by tonight or if you had something planned for later.” I wanted them both to know that it was Barb on the phone so nothing got said that she could overhear.


They both looked at me, surprised that I was talking to her, but Jane responded. “I think that’s okay,” she said. “Ask her what time she’s stopping by and we’ll either plan dinner or coffee afterwards.”


I nodded and retreated back upstairs before Brad gave us away and returned my attention to the phone. “Tonight is fine,” I told her. “Were you planning to drop in for dinner or sometime after?”


“I’d love to have dinner with you,” she said sounding sincere, or at least as sincere as Barb ever sounded. Maybe that wasn’t fair, but since this whole thing started, I took everything she said as a lie and waited for proof. If she’d said water was wet, I’d check for myself.


“Alright,” I said. “Sometime around six, then?”


“I’ll be there,” she promised. I was less than overjoyed. I immediately started making plans for dinner and then stopped. I’d told Barb that I’d prepared the last meal I’d ever make for her, so instead, I decreed that tonight was pizza night. I’d even order a Hawaiian pizza for her. I’d try not to hope she’d choke on it.


The three of us ate lunch, talking about what Barb would want to say to the two of us and wondering how the meeting would go. Doris made time to pump a fresh supply of milk and we spent part of the afternoon making ice cream in case Barb stayed through dessert. All three of us liked the thought of feeding Barb a dose of Doris for dessert.


We finally took Doris and Brad home, cleaned up the house and put away Brad’s growing supply of toys and his playpen before Barb could show up. We’d decorated the house with a tree, lights in the windows and a variety of festive touches that didn’t look nearly as polished as Barb’s decorations, but were a lot more personal. We had the lights lit up and the pizza had just been delivered when Barb’s Lexus pulled into the driveway.


I waved to her and took the boxes inside, leaving the door open for her. “Company’s here,” I told Jane when I got to the top of the stairs and she breathed a heavy sigh.


Barb joined us a moment later. “Hi,” she said quietly, coming up the stairs. She seemed subdued, but that could just be because this was very clearly becoming our home. She glanced into the living room at the decorations and studied them curiously, comparing them to the results that she got from the service she hired. “The decorations look good,” she said diplomatically. I think she was more attached to the designer look that she got from the coordinated decorations, where we’d gone for a lot of traditional touches that were downright tacky outside the holiday. The colors on the tree clashed and there were candy canes and Santas and reindeer and snowmen everywhere. We hadn’t gotten a chance to shop for each other yet, but we’d promised to keep it small and simple. Jane was still in college and I didn’t want her spending a lot of money on me. She’d made me promise the same thing, so that our gifts matched in scale. The tree was surrounded with several packages though. I’d shopped for Doris and little Brad. I was sure that their Christmas here would be far better than what his father would bother with.


I allowed a small chuckle. “It’s okay, you can say you hate them,” I told her. “They’re nowhere near the tasteful effect that you got from the service, but we picked everything out and did it together.”


She nodded. “It’s ... colorful,” she allowed, trying not to start with fighting over decorations. She joined us in the kitchen where the table was set and the pizza was laid out. She was grateful that we’d ordered her favorite pizza and the three of us dug in, leaving conversation to one side for now.


It was a tense meal with each of us sure that it was going to turn into a shooting match between our three mouths. We made a little small-talk, but it was mostly garbage about news and weather. When we were finally done eating, the three of us looked at each other and were at a loss as to how to start the conversation.


“Okay, Barb,” Jane said finally. “What did you want to talk about tonight?” she asked, breaking the ice and trying to move things along so that we could get this over and done.


Barb bit her lip and fidgeted some, awkward for the first time that I can recall. “I wanted to try to fix things so that we can all be civil for Mom and Dad,” she admitted. “I hate that we’re fighting. John wants a divorce, you want John. I feel like everything’s spinning out of control and I want us to slow it down and try to work it out.”


“I know that your perfect view of the future is that I call off the divorce talk, get myself a girlfriend and let you and your lover walk all over me,” I said, laying out how I saw things. “That view doesn’t really work for me. I don’t think you really understood how much I hate him until we talked at the dance and you watched those fights again.”


She nodded. “I know now that you’d kill him if you could,” she said. “That’s why I don’t want to bring up his name. If I knew for a fact that you wouldn’t go after him, I don’t think I’d mind you knowing, but I worry about it. Despite how badly I’ve screwed everything up, I still love you and I don’t want to see bad things happen to you.”


I nodded in understanding. If only she knew. She would soon. Doris and I had talked to Bert a few times and even met him jointly to assure him that we were coordinating our divorces together. After the news about how the commission and salary worked, Doris had quietly torn the house apart to find their tax returns for Bert to work with. The numbers had enraged her further.


“I’m not gonna ask you again, Barb,” I assured her. “I promised that I wouldn’t and I won’t. I want you to think about something though. I warned you a long time ago that his wife has to suspect that he’s cheating. When she figures it out, she’ll probably hire someone to follow the two of you. When she gets the proof she’s looking for, she’ll probably track me down to tell me what’s going on.”


I could see the wheels turning in her head as she followed that possibility down the rabbit-hole. “Hopefully, by the time that happens, things will be settled and you won’t feel so angry about it,” she said carefully.


I shrugged dismissively. “Maybe,” I allowed. “But at that point, you have to worry about her too. I may not have the urge to break every bone in his body, but she might decide to wait for you after work some night and turn your face into a jigsaw puzzle with a pipe. Or she may follow the two of you and shoot you both while you’re in the middle of playing doctor together.”


She nodded. “I guess that would be the perfect outcome for you,” she said quietly. “I’m out of the way, no ugly divorce and Jane can move right in.”


“I don’t think it’s ideal,” I told her. “I don’t love you anymore, but I don’t want to see you dead. I wouldn’t mind if HE ended up dead, but I’m not gonna lose sleep if he doesn’t.”


That took her by surprise. It was the first time I’d told her that I didn’t love her. “You don’t?” she asked, looking pale.


“No, Barb,” I confirmed. “I don’t love you. I don’t even like you anymore. You’re still a physically attractive woman, but the things that you’ve done have made you hideous to me. I think I can manage to be civil to you for family events and I can put some of the bitterness behind me in time, but you’re not the woman I married anymore. I don’t even know you, really and there’s no basis for us to even be friends. We don’t know the same people, don’t have the same interests and we have a bad history. I think our best bet is to come to a fair settlement and each of us walk away. If he leaves his wife for you, then I think we should agree never to speak or be in the same room together again.”


She looked like she was digesting that and looked down. “What about holidays?” she asked. “Can we be civil for events like that? I mean, you’re going to be with Jane. If you and I aren’t going to talk, then how are we going to work as a family?”


Jane had left the table to make coffee and I noticed that she used breast milk in it, bringing it back to the table to put a mug in front of both of us. “If you and your lover are together, leave him home or we’ll skip the event,” she said. “I meant it when I said I don’t want anything to do with him. He’s a fucking scumbag as far as I’m concerned and my opinion’s never going to change.”


“You don’t even know him, Jane,” she said, pleading her case.


“You’re right, I don’t. I DO know John though and I know how much this has hurt him since you told him. He probably hasn’t told me all the shitty things that you two have done to make him miserable this year, but he’s told me enough that I might kill him myself. At the very least, if you ever bring him to try to meet the family, I’ll wreck the whole day trying to put him in the hospital, so if Mom and Dad love him and want him around, I guess John and I will spend those holidays here or with his parents.”


That seemed to hurt Barb more than knowing that I didn’t love her anymore. “You’re my sister, Jane! Don’t do this!”


Jane shrugged and sat down with her coffee, sipping it idly. “I’m not doing anything,” she said. “I’m just not going to accept him as part of my family. If he’s part of yours, then that’s where the line is. If Mom and Dad accept him, then that’s their choice. I won’t. Not ever. I don’t care what sort of sweetheart you think he is. I’ve been in love with John since the first time I laid eyes on him and I bit my tongue and behaved for seven years because you made him happy. So you’ve had your way for seven years and I’ve kept my mouth shut about what I wanted. Now it’s my turn. John makes me happy and I make him happy. It may take me the next seven years to erase all the pain you’ve put him through. I’m not even cutting you out of my life, really. I’ll still come to holidays that you’re coming to, but only if you leave your mutt home.”


Barb nodded. She didn’t like it, but she wasn’t getting any budge out of us. Maybe Jane was right and she needed an attitude adjustment to understand that the world didn’t revolve around her. I decided to get up and serve dessert. Fresh ice cream was passed out with a small smirk from Jane as the three of us sat down with a dish of Doris’s best while we talked.


“I think that’s the best compromise that you can expect from either of us,” I told her. “We’ll both attend functions we’re invited to so long as he’s not there. You should also keep mention of him to a bare minimum, since neither of us are going to be particularly charitable about what we have to say about him.”


She nodded and sighed. “I really wanted it to work, John,” she said regretfully. “I didn’t want all the hurt feelings and I really didn’t want a divorce, but I guess your mind is made up.”


I shrugged. “I didn’t want to share my wife,” I told her. “We don’t always get what we want. I think you should know though, that Jane and I have talked and we’ve agreed to an arrangement that works for us since we’ll be apart for most of the next year and a half. She has someone at school and I’ll look into finding a friend here.”


She looked surprised and hurt by that. “I guess this means that you were telling the truth about being open-minded about opening our marriage,” she said glumly.


“Like we told Janice and Arthur, we talked it over and this solution works for us. If we decide that it’s stopped working, then we’ll talk together and figure out what works for us at that point. The important thing is that we decide together and we decide before we act.”


“Mom and Dad know?” she asked, wide-eyed. The shocks kept coming for her tonight. “What did they say?”


“Your father’s less than enthusiastic, but we talked about it in principle,” I told her diplomatically. “I think that over the past week, both of your parents have harbored hope that they could broker some sort of peace between us that would keep us from divorcing, but your father is holding onto that hope.”


She nodded. “Dad was always in my corner,” she said dismally. “So, I can’t ever make him a part of the family if I want you two to participate and there’s nothing I can do to talk you out of the divorce,” she clarified. There was just a hint of question in her voice at that.


“No, Barb,” I said. “Our marriage is never going to recover from this. It’s best if we agree to a settlement and sign the papers when they’re ready. It’s not really going to be difficult. You have your house and I have the place here. I’m not gonna fight over your car or any of the individual investments. We can split our finances relatively easily and keep things from getting more bitter and adversarial.”


She nodded. “What will you file under?” she asked.


“We’re in a no-fault state, so irreconcilable differences. I could probably make a case for mental cruelty after the past six months, but I don’t want more bitterness.”


She seemed to deflate, hearing that I’d done some investigating. “When were you planning on doing it?” she asked, defeated.


“After Christmas, but before your parents go back,” I told her gently. “That way, they’re here to help you through the first few days. Was there anything in particular that you want stipulated in the settlement?”


She shook her head. “I guess I’ll end up paying you support at the end of all this, huh?” she asked with a mirthless laugh.


“That’s normal,” I said. “I’d have been willing to give that up, but you’d end up spending it on him and I’d rather not be magnanimous only to put money in his hands.”


She nodded and sighed. “You already have a lawyer?”


“I do,” I said. “I’m asking for a 50/50 split, excluding our retirement accounts. I think you should keep yours and I should keep mine. I’m willing to flex a little if there’s specific investments you want. I keep the house here and you keep the house there. I’ll stay out of your way for the holidays and then after your folks are gone, I’ll arrange a day that I can come by for the rest of my stuff. Like I said, I won’t take any furniture or anything like that, just my clothes, a few books and pictures, my computer, things like that.”


“You could probably get more than 50% if you went to a judge with everything that went on,” she pointed out.


“Maybe,” I said. “Do yourself a favor and tell HIM that I got more than my fair share. Put it in another account that he can’t touch or cash it out and hide it somewhere in investments. You’re rich, Barb. If he’s been running a con game and he’s after the money, that’s something you can do to protect yourself and if he’s not, then no harm done, the money’s still there.”


“He’s not after the money,” she said certainly.


“Maybe not,” I allowed, “but you’re worth a lot of money and your future earning potential is sky-high. Protect yourself. Put some money aside, demand a prenup if you marry him, keep your finances separate and make sure that if he does screw you over, that you land on your feet.”


“A prenup?” she asked, amused.


“He cheated on one wife,” I pointed out. “If he gets bored with you, he should have to walk away with nothing.”


She nodded. “None of that is bad advice,” she admitted. “Thanks for looking out for me.” She took another spoonful of ice cream and took another look at the dish. “This is good ice cream,” she told us. “Where did you get it?”


“I made it,” I told her. “I got an ice cream maker and use the best ingredients.”


“Really?” she sounded surprised that I’d picked up the hobby. “It’s really good. Maybe you can share the recipe with me sometime.”


“It’s just vanilla, milk and sugar,” I told her. The ice cream maker came with a few recipes, but I haven’t tried them all yet.”


She nodded. “It’s better than ice cream from the store,” she said certainly. “Maybe I should get one myself.”


After that, we talked a little more pleasantly, with Jane and Barb working out the details of how they were going to keep in touch and where the boundaries would be in their relationship, while I sat back and watched savoring my ice cream and savoring the fact that Barb was eating breast milk with a spoon.


“So, I have to ask,” Jane said finally. “I asked John on Saturday for the same treatment that made you walk funny for two days. Why would you give that up? I’m not trying to be mean or anything, but seriously, are you really trying to tell me that what you’ve been getting on the side is better than THAT?!!?”


Barb winced and shrugged. “That was a one-time thing,” she said. “John hadn’t touched me in over six months at that point. As much fun as it was, would you give up regular sex for the sake of getting that twice a year?”


Jane shrugged. “Who said it would have only been twice a year?” she asked. “I was too sore for sex for a couple of days after that, but I know that John could have done it again. I’m just curious what your guy does in bed that can compare to that.”


She shrugged. “I can’t really describe it,” she said. “I just don’t find myself as attracted to John as I am to him. Maybe he doesn’t do anything different, but it feels different. You must know what I mean. Now that you’ve been with John, you must feel like the sex you’ve had before was a poor substitute.”


She didn’t even realize that she’d said anything insulting until she saw Jane’s face harden. Then she looked at me and the color drained out of her. “I didn’t mean it like that, John!” she said, taking in what she’d said and how it sounded. “SHIT! I was trying so hard not to screw up! I’m sorry!”


“It’s okay,” I said softly. “At least it means that you really do love him. You really should have asked me for the divorce long ago so the two of you could be together if you felt like that.”


She looked like she wanted to argue that she didn’t want the divorce, but at this point, there really wasn’t a point. “Can we at least talk from time to time?” she asked me, looking like her life was imploding around her.


I nodded. “If we can get through the divorce without too much trouble, then I don’t think I’ll have a problem with talking now and then.”


She nodded and thanked us both. She looked kind of down about how her mouth had gotten the best of her, so she quietly got her purse and left.


We watched her Lexus pull out onto the street and disappear before we cuddled up on the couch. “You okay?” Jane asked. “I know what she had to say about the sex was a little harsh.”


“No, I’m fine,” I assured her. “I actually understood what she meant. When you asked for what she got, I was so much more into the sex that you made me cum more than once. Barb couldn’t finish me off once. The difference was how I felt about her. I love you and I don’t love her, so it was actually worse than jerking off in the shower to fuck Barb. I guess she felt the same about sex with me.”


She nodded. “It’s still a shitty thing to say,” she pointed out.


“It’s cool. I’m getting out of the divorce with a better deal than she is. She’s got a lover that she fights with constantly, who’s actively trying to get her to fuck his friends and who’s going to leave her as soon as he knocks her up or spends all her money on gambling. I’ve got a beautiful, YOUNGER, prettier girl that I have more in common with, love more, have better sex with and I’ll end up with alimony from Barb for a few years. I don’t have any reason to be upset about how things turned out.”


She nodded and the two of us laughed a little about how much Barb loved the ice cream. That night, we made love slowly, sweetly and tenderly, satisfying each other and when we settled down to sleep, we were aglow in the feelings of closeness, whispering our love as we drifted off.


The next morning, we picked up Doris and Brad, same as usual, but after lunch, we were dropping Jane off to get her hair and nails done for my Christmas party later on. She’d turned down the idea of getting another dress, stating that the one she’d worn last week was good enough.


Doris was thrilled that we’d managed to get Barb to eat the ice cream and that we’d spiked her coffee with breast milk too. She started her workout with a smile on her face, joined by the two of us while Brad played with his toys in his playpen.


We chatted about the divorces and when we were planning to have the papers served. Brad and Barb were back to work on the 27th and that was the day they were being delivered. Jane was taking her parents out for the day and I was going to help Otto uninstall the gear in the house and pack up as many of my things as I could in one trip. We just had to get through the long weekend. Doris’s parents were coming to spend the day with her to make certain that Brad knew that he was no longer welcome in their home. She’d confided in me that her parents were going to sell the house now that she’d told them about Brad’s cheating. They promised her that they’d set her and their grandson up in a more suitable house for the two of them once the sale went through, but that she’d be moving back in with them in the mean time.


“Why don’t the two of you move in here until the new place is ready?” I asked. “I have the room, I get along with Brad and you’ll be close to the gym when you want to work out.”


She looked startled by the offer, but she promised to think about it. She wasn’t certain about what to say about that, but Jane was.


“If you’re not comfortable with moving into John’s room while you’re here, you can take the guest room and we can move the computer out of the room it’s in to convert it into a bedroom for little Brad,” she pointed out.


“I don’t know,” she said. “I haven’t exactly told my parents about you,” she confided to me.


“Now’s the perfect time,” I pointed out and she nodded.


“Okay, but only until my parents can sell the old place and we have the new one set up,” she said finally. “We both have lives to get on with.”


I agreed readily and told her to have her parents consider Cecilia as their real estate agent as an added kick in the balls to Brad.


“You should look into getting a house close to here,” Jane suggested. “Having a babysitter you can trust in the neighborhood is never a bad idea.”


Doris laughed at that. “Which of us is going to babysit while the others play?” she asked lightly, making us all laugh. Even Brad giggled along with us. I was struck that the past month was probably the most interesting time in his young life and I smiled at him. He’d met new people, got to go places, had new toys to play with and had attention all the time, between the three of us.


We dropped Jane off to get herself made up for tonight and then I took Doris home so she could catch up on a few things. She’d been quietly separating Brad’s things and getting them packed so he’d be out of the house with a minimum of effort once the divorce was started.


I went home to get the place cleaned up a bit before I went to meet Jane. She wasn’t done yet, but I sat in the waiting room and let my thoughts drift as she got the complete package for the second time in a week. Yeah, I was spoiling her a little, but she was worth it.


I was thinking about how much I loved her when my phone rang. “Hi, Barb,” I said lightly. “What can I do for you?”


“Hi, John,” she said brightly. “I was just wondering what time the party was and whether you wanted to meet at the house or wanted me to pick you up.”


I pulled the phone away from my ear and looked at it as if that would explain what the fuck she was talking about. “Are you talking about my office Christmas party?” I asked, uncertain that we were all on the same page.


“Of course, silly,” she said with a chuckle. “It IS happening tonight, isn’t it?”


“Yeah, it is,” I confirmed. “I’m taking Jane though. She’s getting her hair done right now.”


“Oh,” she said, trying to cover up disappointment. “I didn’t think you’d want the people you work with to know about us separating before you had to.”


“I’ve already talked to a few of them,” I told her. “Thanks for offering to come and help take the pressure off. Relax with your parents instead. Go get any last minute shopping done that you need. I’ll be fine. I appreciate the offer though.”


“No problem, John. I just wasn’t sure you wanted to answer a lot of questions just before the holidays,” she said. It was bullshit. She was hoping to worm her way into the evening and try to get me back even if it was for the length of the party.


“It’s okay,” I said lightly. “I have to let them know sometime. At least this way, they’re all in one room so I can explain it all at once.”


She let me go after that and Jane wasn’t much longer. I told her she looked beautiful, but I thought she always looked beautiful.


She grinned at me and kissed me lightly. “Who was on the phone?”


“Your sister,” I told her. “She was trying to fast-talk her way into me taking her tonight instead of you.” I told her how the conversation had gone and she rolled her eyes with a snort of laughter.


“She just doesn’t know when to give up, does she?” she exclaimed with a shake of her head.


“At least she stopped short of getting dressed up and showing up at the party uninvited,” I pointed out. “Let her stew. She knows it’s over now and in a few days, she’ll get the papers and we’ll be officially on the road to divorce. Hopefully she’ll sign them and then we only have to wait for the final divorce decree.”


She nodded and we went home to start getting ready for the party tonight. She watched me shower and shave with a smirk on her face and I was asked to zip her up when she was ready to go. She was dressed in the same outfit she’d had on last weekend down to the lingerie that I was no longer afraid of. I’d picked a different outfit this week, wearing my navy blue suit, a red tie and white shirt. I even wore different accents down to the tie-clasp.


We looked perfect together, even if I did say so myself. I stood behind her as we looked in the mirror, my arms wrapped around her waist and her hands resting on mine. “Damn! You look good!” I told her with a smile.


“You’re not so bad yourself, Stud,” she told me. I could see she’d been spending too much time listening to Sissy if she was gonna start calling me that. I chuckled and kissed her neck, escorting her to the car. We weren’t staying the night this time, preferring to sleep in our own bed rather than a hotel.


The party was enjoyable, but completely mundane. There was some architectural conversations, but mostly we kept that on the shelf to be more welcoming to guests. Jane was the belle of the ball as people were taken with her beauty and charm. Word had spread about Barb and I and several people commented that I looked happier than I’d looked in ages, making Jane smile, but also look at me with a tinge of sadness when she thought I was distracted.


At dinner, she pegged me down. “You need to start letting people know when you’re down,” she told me as we ate. “Everyone here tonight has talked about how much happier you look tonight. Don’t make me call Sissy to check up on you. Let people help.”


I smiled at her. “I’m fine. I’ve got you and Sissy and Doris to lean on. Next week, the papers get delivered and then I can breathe easy, knowing that she’s going to be out of my life. I even get to fight back against Brad.” We’d taken a few minutes to dip his toothbrush in a used condom, so he was brushing his teeth with my cum. I thought the picture we’d taken of me stirring the condom contents with his toothbrush was the perfect rebuttal to what he’d done to my toothbrush when he’d had the chance.


She nodded and patted my hand. I introduced her to everyone in the office and they all loved her, but then she was charming and beautiful and warm and genuine. I’m sure some of the guys were going to miss seeing Barb in a tight dress, but there were other tits in the world. They’d get over it.


We danced together all night, both of us politely turning down offers from other people to steal a dance here and there. She didn’t want to share me and I felt the same. “This week has been ... perfect,” she told me toward the end of the night. “Is this what it’s always like? I know there’s been a lot more dancing than you normally do, but this summer, we’re gonna be like this for months, aren’t we?”


I nodded. “Yes, we are,” I told her certainly. “After you graduate, we’ll be like this for decades.”


She smiled at that. “You planning on making me a Hooker?” she asked playfully.


“Yes, Ma’am,” I chuckled, “but only for me ... and Marcy.”


She giggled at that. “Assuming that you two get along,” she pointed out. “I don’t think that’s going to be a problem, but you never know.”


We talked and danced and generally fell deeper in love. Being an athlete, she was capable of sharing my gym time with me, we liked the same movies mostly, even though she wanted to watch some sappy romances from time to time. We both had similar diet restrictions while training and we found more to talk about than Barb and I had in years. She talked about school and listened attentively as I told her about work projects and about my experience in Vegas with UFC. In general, we had a pleasant night out together. It was another date that made us increasingly certain that we were going to be good together for years to come.


By the time we got home, we were both a little tired, but we decided that tomorrow was going to be just about us, since Doris had to lay low with Brad home from the office for the holiday. I stripped her out of her dress and lingerie and laid her down on the bed to start kissing my way down her body, worshiping her gently, but she stopped me with a crooked grin. “Tomorrow,” she said cryptically.


I looked at her questioningly. “Not in the mood tonight?” I asked before kissing her collarbone.


“We’re going to Barb’s for Christmas, right?” she pointed out. “Tomorrow, I want you to fuck me so hard that I can’t wear pants the next day. Barb will know exactly what happened when she sees that I can’t walk and that’s what I want. A little Christmas message to her for her crack about every six months.”


I chuckled and we settled down to sleep in each others arms. How was I going to learn to sleep alone when she went back to college? That question kept me awake a little longer, wanting to savor the feel of her here with me. I listened to her breathing even out as she fell asleep and smiled in the dark, with her curled up to me. She’d given me direction again, something to look forward to rather than pick at the wounds Barb had left.


Chapter 25


The next morning, we were up early and both of us decided to hit the gym before we braved the stores or did anything else. I kept an eye on her and found myself extremely aroused by watching her muscles work as she ran on the treadmill. I’d never really gotten that vibe from anyone at the gym before, but watching her body move, her muscles flex and relax as she ran, I found myself fascinated and quietly wishing she was naked.


She must have felt my gaze because she turned her head to look at me curiously. “What?” she asked. “My form off, Mr. Fitness Coach?”


“No,” I said. “I’ve just never been turned on by watching someone work out before,” I admitted.


“You’ve never had a gym fetish?” she asked, surprised. “I figured that was part of why you kept it up.”


“No,” I said, coming over to watch her more shamelessly, now that she knew I was doing it. “I always focused on my workout. It was my escape from everything else. I’ve never really looked at someone and wished they were working out naked before, so I could see all their muscles working. Never really wanted to have sweaty gym sex or taste someone’s skin after a long run. Today, though? Yeah, I think I’m loving this.”


She smirked and then peeled off her sports bra without missing a step, tossing it to one side as her small breasts jiggled, freed from their captivity. “You want me to take a break to get rid of the shorts?” she asked playfully.


“Fuck, yeah!” I enthused, stripping out of my own clothes. We might not even make it out of the house today. We had gifts for her parents, Doris, little Brad and even something for Barb, to avoid being assholes. Anything else could wait. Jane had already given me the greatest gift I’d ever had, in her love. I think she felt the same.


She paused her workout and slipped her shorts off, admiring my body as I admired hers. The two of us went back to our workouts, watching each other as closely as possible without losing focus on our workouts.


By the time she’d finished on the treadmill and I was off the stair-climber, we were both covered in sweat and drunk with lust. She came to me and jumped into my arms, her arms snaking around my neck as her legs wrapped around my waist. I caught her easily and my hands found the globes of her ass, holding her up and pulling her against me in a frenzied passion that she matched as she crushed her lips against mine, hunching her hips in an attempt to get my cock into her.


I moved my own hips against hers and missed once, twice and then I slid home into the tightest, wettest home my erection had ever known. She groaned and trembled, lowering herself onto my length slowly, savoring the feel of it sheathing in her body.


“Lean back a little and hold still!” she whispered in my ear and I backed up toward the wall, resting my shoulders against it obediently. She shocked me then as she started to work. She rolled her hips like she was riding the most obscene mechanical bull in the world. She worked her whole body, riding me in slow rocking motions that made me wish she had a Stetson to wave in the air as she performed the slow grind on me, mashing her clit against the base of my cock on each thrust.


She rode me to her heart’s content, like a cowgirl who was expecting to sit in the saddle all day. Both of us were moaning at this point and she was starting to slam her hips down with more urgency as she neared her first orgasm. I decided that she’d been in charge for too long and flexed my shoulders, pushing away from the wall and holding her steady with my hands on her ass again.


She was about to protest when I started pounding my hips rapidly. Her protest died on her lips and she screamed instead as I rammed into her hard and fast, our love-making turning primal and almost vicious. She was wailing like she was dying and her head was whipping back and forth, making her hair fly around my face in a blonde curtain as she thrashed in my arms, cumming again and again while we fucked.


I finally started to feel a dull ache in my lower back and decided we needed to change positions. “Stand up!” I panted and her legs unhooked from around me in a flash. I turned her around and slid back into her from behind, pulling her back against me as hard as I thrust into her. I was losing my mind from the sight of her ass slapping against my stomach while we fucked hard. She was turning red and screaming that she was cumming again as soon as I bottomed out. I wasn’t far away and I told her so.


A moment later, I felt the tension at the base of my cock as I tried to hold back the orgasm. “I’m gonna cum!” I told her and she pulled off my cock, dropping to her knees in front of me. She looked up at me with those beautiful eyes and told me she wanted me to cum on her face. She took my cock in both hands and pumped it fast, gazing up at me lovingly. That was all it took and I growled as the first ropes of cum startled her with their force. The first blast hit her cheek and splattered all over the side of her face and shoulder. She leaned back in shock from the impact, so the second one painted a long line from her nose, up into her hairline. The third, closed her eye with a direct hit that slowly dripped down her cheek thickly. She moved her face back and forth, making sure that she was liberally covered with cum before the torrent slowed to a trickle. She opened her mouth and sucked the tip gently to get the last few drops and then grinned up at me.


“Where’s your phone?” she asked.


“Upstairs,” I told her.


“Go get it,” she said impishly. “I’ll meet you at the top of the stairs and you can take my picture.”


We both laughed and a few moments later, I had a snapshot of her covered in her lover’s cum, a spiteful recreation of the shot I had of Barb coated in Essence of Douchebag. We decided to get showered and dressed to brave some of the stores for entertainment more than any urgent need to shop. I hadn’t bought her anything yet and she hadn’t shopped for me either, but we weren’t so focused on that. Yeah, right.


We went to the closest mall and separated to look for something for each other. I immediately hit the jewelry store and looked over their selection.


“Panic shopping?” the saleswoman asked me with a sympathetic smile.


I chuckled. “I wouldn’t call it panic shopping,” I said. “We just started seeing each other and I want to get her something special. It’s our first Christmas together, after all.”


Her smile broadened. “I’ll keep you away from the engagement rings then,” she assured me, “for now. What color eyes does she have?”


“Blue,” I said. “Bright, beautiful blue.”


She nodded and led me over to a display of jewelry in blue. “Sapphires would accent the color of her eyes nicely then,” she told me and after a look through the selection, I settled on a necklace and earring set that would be elegant and beautiful to compliment her own elegance and beauty. I used the joint account for the purchase and smirked a little at the thought of paying for this with Barb’s money.


Overall, it wasn’t a terribly expensive gift, but it was far more than we’d originally planned on doing for each other. As soon as she rang it up, I took it to the mall’s gift-wrapping booth and paid for the girls there to wrap it for me in support of their high-school basketball team. I thought that was fitting since Jane had played for her school. For the next while, I wandered from store to store, mostly watching the crowd and getting a feel for the holiday magic. There was a lot of energy in the air today with people eager to get the holiday started.


Jane and I met for lunch in the food court and she had a bag from a men’s clothing store. She looked at my empty hands curiously.


“Couldn’t find anything?” she asked with some disappointment that she tried hard not to show me.


“Are you kidding?” I asked her seriously. “I had your gift in twenty minutes flat. I could have gotten you something else, but I thought you’d get mad if I spent THAT much money on you.”


She smirked and nodded. “Took it out to the car, huh?”


I shrugged. “It’s safe,” I promised her.


We had a quick lunch while we people-watched and then we decided that we’d had enough of the public eye. We were going to Cecilia and Marty’s for dinner tonight and then we were going home to start our own celebrations. I was going to unwrap her and she was going to break me as soon as I was out of my original packaging.


We drove around for a bit and then I called Sissy to find out if they were up for company this early.


“You’re always welcome, Stud!” she told me with a tone of exasperation. “You know that.


“I try not to be a pushy guest,” I reminded her playfully. “Last time I was there, I brought dinner and had a meltdown in your kitchen.”


She chuckled at that. “Last time you were here, I gave you terrible news and helped put you back together.”


“Does that mean it’s your turn to provide dinner and a meltdown and I’m tagged for bad news and cleanup?” I asked her.


“No!” she said quickly. “I shudder to think what YOU could come up with for bad news. Let’s start a new tradition of pleasant visits.”


The three of us chuckled about that and agreed. “We’ll see you shortly then,” I promised. “Is there anything you want us to bring or anything you need picked up?”


“No, I think we’re good. Just bring your appetites,” she said lightly.


We already had their presents in the trunk and we were there in less than half an hour with the murder that was Christmas Eve traffic. Once the stores closed, everything would drop off to nothing as most of the people filtered off to the residential neighborhoods, but right now, the roads were a little frantic. We managed to get to Sissy’s place safely and breathed a sigh of relief.


We got out and retrieved our gifts for them from the trunk. We’d gotten Marty a good bottle of scotch and Sissy was getting a new jewelry box, which was also a subtle hint to Marty to fill it for her.


Marty answered the door and we were treated to the smells of Cecilia going all-out to cook a big dinner tonight. Tomorrow, they were spending the day with family and I thought they might both need the scotch after that, if their family was going to be anything like Jane’s was promising to be.


“Hey, it’s the lovebirds!” he grinned at us. Marty was a typical construction worker, turned foreman. He was big, beefy and was just starting to gain some of the refinement that would serve him well in the next stage of his career, but he was still a beer and bowling kind of guy at heart, even if he was going to be needing a set of golf clubs sooner than the new bowling ball that he was probably shopping for already.


“Hi, Marty,” I said and handed him the bag with their presents in it. “A little something for under the tree,” I explained. He smiled and showed us in. Their tree was a lot more like ours than like Barb’s and the whole room had a warm feel to it. They’d changed the furniture around a little to accommodate the tree and the rest of the decorations, but it hadn’t disrupted things too much.


He put the presents under the tree and then we went out to the kitchen, where Cecilia was cooking up a storm. She came and hugged us both and delivered kisses to cheeks before returning to her cooking.


“How was your morning?” she asked as she checked everything, satisfying herself that things were perfect.


“We discovered that John has a fetish for gym sex,” Jane told her brightly. “We also went shopping for a little while before we decided to drop in on you.”


Sissy smirked at me and called me a bad boy before she took a minute to join the three of us at the breakfast bar separating the kitchen from the dining room. “What did you two have to shop for this late?” she asked.


“We were getting gifts for each other,” I supplied.


“John! Shopping for her this late?!!? I thought you knew better than that,” she scolded me.


“It’s what we planned,” Jane told her. “I don’t have a lot of money to spend on gifts like my sister, so we decided to keep it simple.”


“I cheated,” I told Sissy with a crooked smile. “I had her gift in twenty minutes and she’ll probably be pissed that I overspent, but it wasn’t that much and it’s perfect for her.”


Jane gave me a look that said I was getting my ass kicked when we got home. “We agreed not to spend a lot!” she told me.


“I know,” I said gently, calming her down. “You gave me a gift far greater than I could ever have dreamed of. I wouldn’t have bought this if it wasn’t exactly right. Just trust me.”


She gave me a withering look. “And what gift are you talking about?” she asked suspiciously.


“You gave me the sweetest, most caring person alive,” I told her with a smile. “You gave me hope.”


She melted at that and her eyes got a little misty before she recovered and slugged me in the arm hard. “Since we’re on the subject of how hopeless you’ve felt, I need to tell Sissy that every one of your coworkers commented on how depressed you’ve been and how much happier you looked at the party last night.”


Sissy looked back and forth between the two of us. “Oh?” she asked with some interest.


“He’s been shutting down instead of opening up,” she tattled remorselessly. “He’s getting better, but they all noticed that it’s been a long time since he looked happy. I’ll need everyone here to keep an eye on him to make sure he doesn’t turn into a hermit again.”


“I think I can handle that chore. John, you just signed up for remedial classes in social interaction,” she told me with a smile.


“Hey!” I said, in my own defense. “I’m doing a lot better. I even have a roommate lined up.”


That made Jane laugh. “Oh, yeah. That’s rich. YOU get to tell her this story.”


So I told them about offering Doris the chance to room with me while her parents sell the house and they look for something more suitable to her and little Brad. “So you guys will be getting to spend some time getting to know Brad’s wife while you’re checking up on me,” I finished.


“Well THAT is a development that I hadn’t counted on,” Cecilia chuckled. “I can just imagine the steam coming out of Brad’s ears when he finds out where she’s moving.”


“Yeah. She said he doesn’t even know it’s coming,” I grinned. “Her father was pissed when he found out what Brad’s been doing while they lived there essentially rent-free. Since his rental agreement was with Doris, she agreed to move out and was planning to move back in with them while they got the house sold. They might turn to you for help with that. Another knife to Brad’s career.”


She smiled at that, knowing that I’d have been the one to suggest it. “Tell them to call me anytime,” she assured me. “I’m only too happy to help.”


“Well, the divorce papers are getting served on Tuesday,” I told her. “Chances are that they’ll want to meet with you as soon as possible to find out what they’d have to do to make the property as attractive as possible. If you’re lucky, you can be there when Brad gets home from work with his temper on full burn.”


“That’s probably going to be ugly,” she predicted.


I shrugged. “I’m going over early to help Doris pack the furniture and get it into storage. We’re putting it and all his clothes in a storage locker and paying for it until the end of January. She’s not taking a lot from the house.”


“She doesn’t want ANYTHING?” Marty piped up, surprised.


“Most of their furniture is crap,” Jane told him. “She’s gonna bring the baby’s furniture and that’s all she needs. Her clothes and stuff will come with her and she’s leaving him the rest of it.”


“Need a hand?” he asked. “I don’t go back to work until Thursday.”


“Sure,” I said lightly. “The more, the merrier.”


We broke down into less explosive topics after that, while Sissy finished dinner. They were amused that we’d fed Barb some of the breast milk we had and a dish of the ice cream.


Sissy had outdone herself and she produced both a turkey and a ham from the oven. “I try to do one of each every year,” she said as she, Jane and I bustled around, getting things to the table. Marty freely admitted that he was useless in the kitchen and stayed out of our way, waiting patiently for everything to show up on the table.


We had a fantastic meal, enjoying the food, the company and the season. Sissy and Marty had wine and beer with dinner respectively, but Jane and I stuck with soft-drinks.


Sissy is a Hell of a cook and I told her so. “Next time you want to get me a present,” I told her, “teach me to cook like this. I’m pretty good, but this was amazing!”


“Do NOT teach him this sorcery!” Jane said with horror on her face. “I don’t wanna end up fat!”


The four of us laughed at that and I could tell that Sissy liked the appreciation. We spent the rest of the evening with them and we all agreed that Tuesday was going to be an eventful day.


When we got home, Jane didn’t even wait until I had the door closed to strip off her blouse. She sashayed up the stairs, unzipping the skirt that she’d worn out and standing still at the top of the stairs to let it slide off her hips and pool around her feet. She stepped out of it and kicked it back toward me playfully before she took off, dressed in nothing more than a pair of panties and her stockings. She’d skipped the bra today after our workout sex because she was feeling adventurous and truthfully, Jane’s tits were small and perky enough that she didn’t need a bra unless she was worried about pointing.


By the time I caught up to her, she was completely naked and in the middle of our bed on her hands and knees, wiggling her ass at me. The KY was waiting for me between her feet, clear orders on what she wanted from me tonight. I didn’t see a condom, but she might not have had time to grab one.


“You want me bare tonight?” I asked and she nodded.


“I want to feel you cum inside me tonight, like we did in the shower at the hotel,” she told me. We didn’t need condoms since she was on birth control and I’d been checked since the last time I’d stuck it in Barb unprotected, but we often used them to prolong sex. I took the tube of KY and started lubing us both up. “Remember our deal,” she reminded me. “I want you to fuck me so long and hard that we’re both still sore and exhausted at dinner tomorrow.”


I chuckled and leaned down to kiss one perfectly round ass cheek while I massaged the lube into her back door, preparing to carry out her wishes. “Yes, Ma’am!” I said enthusiastically.


Like before, I didn’t penetrate her with a finger. She seemed to prefer that I pushed in there without stretching first. She told me that it made her feel like I was getting her cherry every time we did anal. I pressed the head of my cock against her starfish and she pushed back against me, relaxing to take the head in with a small gasp as I suddenly slid into her. She looked over her shoulder at me and her eyes smoldered. “Take me!” she panted.


I grinned and put a hand on each of her hips, pulling her back as I thrust into her firmly, making her squeak. I could tell there was a little discomfort, but she came hard and often from anal, so I knew that the pleasure would soon eclipse anything else. I gave her a few slow strokes to let her adjust and then I started moving faster, making her moan. She lowered her shoulders to the bed and I could feel her fingers playing with her pussy every time my balls slapped against her at the bottom of each stroke.


“Yeah!” she crooned happily. “Fuck me, Baby!” She kept up a string of swearing and encouragement while I bounced her off my hip bones repeatedly. The sensations were a lot more intense without the condom there and I thought I preferred it with the condom on. I felt like I was going to cum soon, but she was building to something monumental and she growled at me to go faster, harder, deeper.


I pulled her hair, raising her head off the bed. I spanked her ass. I reached under her to pinch her nipples and I pulled her back onto my cock more and more roughly as we both got lost in the moment. Jane whimpered and screamed and babbled for more as I fucked her ass with everything I had.


“Jane!” I whined. “I’m close, Baby! I can’t hold back!”


“FUCK ME! I’m almost there!” she told me and started pushing her ass back at me.


I grabbed her ass in both hands, pulling her cheeks open so I could watch my cock pound in and out of her and I slammed my hips against her as fast as I could, driving us both over the edge together. One of us screamed ... or maybe it was both of us. I don’t know. It was one sound, a concerto of our love for each other. Frenzied passion, distilled to one perfect, golden note, rising from our twisted bodies like our souls, ascending to a higher plane.


I collapsed on top of her, pinning her to the bed with my cock still inside her, both of us panting like we’d run a marathon. She was trembling and so was I. I wrapped my arms around her and held her like she was to the only thing in the world that was real. I rolled to my side, but didn’t pull out of her as I held her close.


“I love you so much!” I told her ardently as we caught our breath. I was murmuring it in her ear and she shivered, turning her head, her lips seeking mine. I kissed her deeply. Our passion was sated for the moment, but I loved this precious little girl that I’d watched grow into a woman. I still saw her in braces and pig-tails. I’d have to get her to put her hair up like that again. The thought of making love to her in pig-tails was enough of a turn-on that I was starting to swell in her ass again.


She gasped and her lips left mine. “Oh fuck!” she breathed, feeling my cock hardening inside her. “That feels amazing!”


I started moving my hips slowly, making love to her again with more gentle strokes. I stretched one hand down to start playing with her pussy while we fucked, spooned together. This time was more tender, less frenzied, but just as heartfelt. This time when we came, neither of us felt the crashing free-fall of the previous orgasms, but we felt more connected, more in-tune with each other.


I picked her up and carried her to the bathroom, still impaled on my cock and she reached back to wrap her arms around my neck while I carried her. She put her feet down, once we got there, and pulled off of me, sitting down on the toilet for the moment while I got the shower ready. She giggled uncontrollably when she started making wet farting sounds.


“The glamorous side of anal sex,” she commented, getting me laughing with her while I adjusted the water temperature. When the shower was ready, she got up and looked down into the bowl. “We’re good,” she said. “No blood.”


She flushed and then the two of us got into the shower together, washing each other lovingly as we kissed and touched each other, hungering for more contact. I checked her butt for myself to make sure she wasn’t damaged down there and she made sure to wash my equipment very thoroughly in return.


We returned to bed and curled up together, murmuring our love together.


Chapter 26


Christmas morning started with a phone call. I reluctantly got out of bed and looked for my pants, finding them in the hall. I dug my phone out and answered the call. “Hi, Mom,” I said sleepily, walking down the hall to the kitchen to talk. It was early, but my mother loved Christmas. Today was her Superbowl. She had a big gathering there in Phoenix every year, so she was probably calling me between getting the turkey in the oven and starting on the sides that hadn’t been prepared yesterday.


“Merry Christmas, Johnny!” she said. My mother was the only person in the world who was allowed to call me Johnny, but that was because she’d started doing it when I was too young to object.


“Merry Christmas,” I said with a smile. “How many do you have for dinner today?”


“Not many,” she said with a sigh. “Only fourteen. I was hoping that you’d come with everything that’s been going on between you and Barbara. Your cousin Larry is in the middle of something at work and couldn’t get away, so we’re missing him and his wife, Tracey and their two little ones. It’s still not too late for you to get in the car. I can hold dinner for you,” she offered.


I chuckled. “Larry’s a cop, Mom,” I reminded her. “He was probably tagged to work the holiday. And thanks for the offer, but I’m good. Arthur and Janice decided to come down for the holiday. I can be civil for a couple of hours.”


“After what that woman did to you?” she asked, her voice turning hard.


“I landed on my feet, Mom,” I told her. “Barb’s sister found out that she was out of the picture and couldn’t shove her out of the way fast enough.”


“Her sister?!!?” Mom exclaimed. “That little girl that was at the wedding?! John!”


“Mom, that little girl is twenty now,” I pointed out. “She came here to make sure that I knew that I wasn’t getting away from her just because her sister dropped the ball.”


“And how do you feel about her?” she asked guardedly.


“I feel ... complete. I love her,” I told her. “She’s an athlete, like me. She’s planning on moving out here after she graduates next year with her business degree. We have a lot more in common than Barb and I have in years. Barb’s turned ... pretentious. She likes the finer things in life, trendy restaurants, cultured speech, museums and art galleries and things like that. Jane is better for me. We’re very much in love. Poor Arthur is going to have the distinction of walking both his daughters down the aisle to the same man.”


“You’re that serious about her?” she asked, surprised.


“Yeah, Mom,” I told her. “She said she fell in love with me the first time that she saw me. That was seven years ago. I’ve loved her for the same seven years, but it was like a sister. Since she came up, she’s changed the way I look at her. She’s the woman that I deserve to be with after all the bad things that Barb has put me through.”


She sighed and I knew that she was still picturing me standing next to the girl she remembered from our wedding. “I hope you’re right about her,” she said uncertainly.


“I’ll send you a picture of us together,” I told her. “You haven’t seen her in a while.”


“That’s true,” she admitted. “You said she’s twenty now?”


“She’ll be twenty-one in June,” I said lightly.


“And her parents haven’t killed you?”


“Arthur’s more disappointed that Barb’s fairy-tale marriage is breaking up,” I chuckled. “Janice knew how she felt. She’s been reading Jane’s diary for years to make sure she wasn’t getting into anything she shouldn’t be.”


“Well, if she makes you happy, that’s good enough for me. I don’t know how your father will feel, but I know you sound better than the last time we talked.”


“Dad’ll love her,” I predicted. “She has yet to meet the person who’s immune to her eyes.”


“Maybe you should keep her away from your father,” she said dryly.


“At his age, he’s not gonna be able to keep up with her,” I told her. “She’d take him jogging and he’d come back in a taxi or he’d end up in the hospital.”


She made a sound of agreement and I could hear her checking on something in the kitchen. “He’d still follow her down the driveway.”


“Maybe, but he’d never catch her,” I laughed. “Anyway, I think we should probably start our day,” I told her, putting on coffee while we talked. “We’ll have to sit down and talk some. The past few weeks have been hectic here. There’s a lot to talk about, but I don’t want to blurt it out without the right background, you know?”


“I do,” she said. “Sort of like blurting out that your sister-in-law is now your girlfriend.”


I laughed and promised to email her a picture later today. I asked her to give my love to the family and then we hung up. We didn’t talk often, but this made me think I should rethink that policy. It had been a good conversation. She and Dad had both been sympathetic when I’d told them, but their lives were in Phoenix and I didn’t want to uproot them to be in the middle of this mess.


With coffee started, I decided to make omelets for breakfast and started cracking eggs and adding ingredients. Jane wandered out into the kitchen, as naked as I was and came to kiss me, walking delicately in her discomfort. “Who was on the phone?” she mumbled, pouring herself a coffee and going to the fridge. She poured in a splash of breast milk and then mixed in sugar to sweeten it. Even more than I had, Jane had taken a liking to breast milk.


“My mother,” I told her. “It was my Christmas phone call since I wasn’t there in person. I told her about us.”


That woke her up in a hurry. “What did she say?” she asked delicately.


I laughed. “She only remembered you from the wedding,” I said lightly. “She had visions of me sneaking around with a fifteen year-old girl.”


She chuckled throatily. “I wish you had,” she confessed. “I’d have been the happiest little bridesmaid in the world.”


“You’d have been disappointed in me,” I predicted. “Part of why you love me is that I’m not a creep. If I’d done that, I’d have definitely been a creep.”


“That’s true,” she admitted and sat down while I poured half the eggs into a pan for her omelet. “So what time do we have to go to dinner with the fam?” she asked. They’d talked us into dinner today, but neither of us were really enthusiastic about it.


“I’ll call over there in a little while to find out,” I said. “Right now, we’re having a pleasant breakfast and enjoying our first Christmas together.”


“That sounds nice,” she confessed. “Why don’t we just skip dinner and stay here today?”


“Because we have gifts for your parents and Barb,” I told her. “Because your mother’s asked us to and she’s been a good sport about how close we’ve gotten. Because Barb is still your sister and still my wife for now. Because Arthur needs to see us together to get a handle on how to react to us. Because you want Barb to see you trying to walk around today. Because I promised my mother that I’d email her a picture of the two of us. Should I go on?” I asked, amused.


“Ugh!” she groaned in surrender. “Fine! But if she makes me want to throw up, I’m telling her it’s morning sickness,” she grumped while I cooked.


I roared with laughter at that and the two of us descended into a display of affection that was so cute, Pixar might buy the rights to it. She was feeding me from her plate and I was feeding her from mine while we chatted and gazed at each other lovingly.


After breakfast, I decided that it was late enough to call without waking anyone and picked up the phone while Jane went to get dressed.


“Merry Christmas!” Barb answered with an almost manic cheer. “What time are you guys coming over?” she asked eagerly.


“I’m not sure,” I admitted. “I was calling to find out what schedule you were working on. Are you planning dinner for lunchtime or for dinnertime?”


“Well, Mom’s already running around the kitchen,” she told me. “She’s decided that dinner will be around 12:30. I was planning on us doing dinner and then presents.”


“Okay,” I said lightly. “Does your mother need help or is she okay with running dinner?”


“I’m sure she’d love to spend some more time with you and Jane,” she told me. “Why don’t you come over when you’re ready and we can spend the morning helping out.”


“Alright,” I said. “We’ll be over in a little while. We’re just finishing up breakfast here.” We hung up after that and I got dressed and ready while Jane packed up the presents for her parents and her sister. We still had gifts for little Brad and for Doris under the tree, but those wouldn’t be opened until Tuesday when we got Doris moved in here.


Jane was very clearly not looking forward to this. It was the first time we’d all been in the same room since leaving the hotel after Barb’s office party.


We drove over to the house and parked behind Barb’s Lexus. It wasn’t likely that she’d be running off to bang Brad until well after we said goodbye, so I didn’t worry about blocking her in.


Jane looked at me with eyes that said she was already counting down the minutes until we could leave. I smiled comfortingly and we both took a deep breath. The bags with our presents in them weren’t overly heavy, but they were awkward. I’d cheated on Christmas presents, getting a lot of them in the same place. Ganju’s brother did wood carving. I threw him a lot of business, including Sissy’s jewelry box and the presents for Barb and her parents.


Arthur answered the door and looked to be in good spirits. “Merry Christmas!” he greeted us brightly. We put our presents under the tree, having gone as far as to bring along our presents to each other, since this was supposed to be a family event. We’d dressed up a little, anticipating that Barb would want to make this a more formal dinner. When she came out of the kitchen to greet us, she smiled at us.


“Merry Christmas!” she gushed. She had an apron worn over her blouse and skirt, looking a little like she was auditioning for a talk-show cooking segment.


“Merry Christmas,” I said, wondering how she’d managed to get poor Arthur out of bed and dressed for company this early in the day. Jane echoed me with about as much enthusiasm.


“Can I get you guys anything to drink?” she asked with a grin.


“I’m good,” I told her. “I’m gonna go say hi to Janice though.” I excused myself and slipped into the kitchen to talk to her mother for a few minutes.


She grinned and kissed me on the cheek. “How’re you doing?” she asked gently, glancing toward the archway between the kitchen and the living room.


“Not so bad,” I assured her. “Jane’s probably in a worse mood than I am. She would have skipped dinner if not for you and her father, I think.”


She nodded. “Just be patient. She’s trying to sort things out. You’re all going to need to find your way back to whatever ‘normal’ will be at the end of all this.”


I nodded and shrugged. “I think Jane’s helped me find my balance again.”


She nodded and smiled. “She loves you,” she said and sighed. “So does Barb, deep down. She really doesn’t see all the harm she’s done to you.”


“I know,” I admitted. “I think this is the solution that gives everyone what they need out of this. The papers are getting served this week. I warned her that they were coming before you and Arthur went back so that you’d be here to help her through it all. She’ll need you, I think.”


She nodded and we chatted a little more while she worked. I helped out with minor tasks and Barb and Jane filtered in and out of the room while I kept her company.


I spent time with both of the parents and didn’t exactly avoid Barb, but I wasn’t giving her a chance to push for reconciliation, like she obviously wanted. We sat down and had a nice dinner together. There was no hair-pulling, no screaming or threats. Jane didn’t throw the potatoes and Barb didn’t fling the gravy boat at her in response. The closest we came to getting tense was when Jane sat down next to me, claiming the spot that Barb had picked out for herself, since she’d put her father at the head of the table and her mother across from him.


Barb came back in and looked at the two of us and there was only a slight tightening of her eyes to suggest that it wasn’t exactly how she’d wanted us to sit. She took the chair across from us without complaint though and we made polite conversation, complimenting Janice on the work she’d done to put this all together.


As a matter of fact, if you didn’t know where to look and who all the players were, it would look like a perfect family dinner. The five of us got along reasonably well, we talked some about current events. That Captain America kid was in the news again for something, but none of us had heard what, only that there were pictures of him in the papers again. There was some talk about the incoming President. Barb was liberal and staunchly feminist in college, so she rolled her eyes at the thought of the country being led by a man with the attitude he had toward women. We talked about movies and Arthur even brought up fighting without it turning things sour, but that could have just been because it was a safer topic than Trump, since he was a life-long Republican.


After dinner, we sat down with in the living room and passed out presents. More to the point, Barb stationed herself beside the tree and passed them out one at a time, so we could all watch.


We’d gotten Janice a stationery box carved by Ganju’s brother. It had slots and drawers for paper and envelopes, pens and pencils, paper-clips and staples and numerous other odds and ends suitable for writing. We’d stocked it with a supply of high-quality materials. She was amazed at the craftsmanship in the box and told me that she’d treasure it.


Arthur’s present was similar. I’d had a cigar box made for him and filled it with a box of his favorite vintage. It was the kind of piece suitable for the corner of a successful businessman’s desk and he smiled at it approvingly.


“Where did you get them?” he wanted to know.


“One of my trainers is a Gurkha,” I explained. “His brother does wood carving and I asked him to make these pieces,” I told him. “They were each hand-carved for you specifically.”


“They’re both lovely, John,” Janice told me. “Thank you.” She was still turning hers so she could admire it from different angles, her fingers tracing the carvings in amazement.


Barb plucked out her own gift from me eagerly and found that I’d gotten her a set of bookends that Bahadur had carved. It was a tiny dig at her, but she wasn’t likely to pick it up. The bookends represented the end of our relationship. We started in the middle of our third year of college and we were ending in the middle of Jane’s third year. It was a subtle reference, but I wasn’t looking to poke her in the eye. She loved the pieces. Each was carved to look like waterfalls spilling into pools of water with small animals dipping their heads to drink from the pools. It was the kind of piece that she’d like. It was artistic, unique and she could spin it any way she wanted. She could tell people they were made with sustainably harvested wood or talk about it being carved by a Gurkha or any number of other things that would make it seem like she’d carefully selected the piece for her living room.


After that, she handed me the gift that Jane had gotten me. I was prepared for it to be something small and simple, but extremely heart-felt. I knew she’d shopped for it at a clothing store, but not much else.


When I opened it, there was a collection of six ties in different colors and fabrics.


“I had to get you a new one anyway,” she explained to me with a grin. “I took the one you wore to Barb’s Christmas party. That was our first night together and I wanted the souvenir. I know you need to wear a suit for a lot of your press conferences and public appearances, so this seemed perfect.”


I grinned and kissed her. “I love it,” I told her sincerely. I loved the fact that she’d taken the tie I wore that night as her prize even more.


Barb smiled briskly, glossing over the mention of that night as she passed Jane my gift to her. This was her first time seeing it and she looked at me suspiciously as she took the wrapped box from the jewelry store. She opened it and looked at the sapphire necklace and earrings. “John,” she breathed. “These are beautiful. They must have been expensive. I thought we agreed not to spend a lot of money.”


“We did,” I agreed. “I didn’t get diamonds, but I wanted you to have some jewelry to wear, the next time we have a formal event to attend. These will compliment your eyes.”


Barb came to look at the set and nodded in agreement. “They’re too much for everyday wear,” she said critically, “but he’s right about your eyes.”


The box got passed to her mother and father to look at and they approved before Jane got it back. She gazed at them longingly and then closed the box and slipped it into the bag of gifts we were bringing home.


Janice and Arthur came next and Barb passed them their gifts from each other. His was an antique pocket watch. She had the provenance and the watch’s history in a display plaque. Arthur collected watches fervently and he was thrilled with it. He knew the watch-maker’s name and his eyes lit up at being able to add this piece to his collection.


Janice’s gift was a trip to Paris to celebrate their anniversary. She shrieked in delight and showered him with kisses before going through the brochures and information he’d collected along with the tickets.


After Janice got her present, the rest of us got ours. Barb and I had made everyone promise not to go all-out on us in years past, telling everyone that we were well-off and didn’t need anything really. Barb’s gift was a bottle of perfume that she liked and mine was a new set of cuff-links and a tie clasp to match. They were thoughtful gifts and not particularly extravagant for someone who was a real-estate developer.


Jane’s gift was a little more expensive. She’d been given a very nice makeup kit. She seemed thrilled with it though. It was supposedly a very good name in cosmetics and was inclusive. It was practically a professional kit. She gushed over it, checking out the nail polish. The thing even had an airbrush for painting designs on nails and applying makeup. I wondered if they’d created a monster, but she managed to put everything back into the case and lock it up so we could move on.


It was now Barb’s turn. Her father was the proud new owner of a bottle of Cognac that probably cost her a small fortune and looked like it was older than any of us. Her mother was very pleased with a new set of golf clubs. She’d apparently taken up the game recently and had been looking into buying a set instead of renting them like she’d been doing. Jane got an expensive webcam, that made her puzzled, so Barb explained.


“I figured that the camera on your laptop is probably low quality,” she said. “With you going back to school, you’ll want to Skype with John to stay in touch.”


That got her to smile. “Thanks!” she said, sounding surprised that Barb was being so thoughtful.


Barb shrugged. “You’re my sister,” she said. “As much as I don’t want to lose John, I know you’ll take good care of him.”


I smiled and was glad that the two of them seemed to be getting along much better. “I think we all hope you can be happy for us,” I said quietly.


She nodded. “I’d rather be happy for US, but if you need a clean break, I don’t doubt Jane’s sincerity. Mom’s told me that her feelings haven’t changed in seven years. I had no idea she’d fallen for you, so it’s not like she was slinking around, dropping hints.”


That only left her gifts for me to pass out. She was handing them out in order and there seemed to be several of them. There was a new video camera, so that I could capture as much of the time I had with Jane as possible before she had to go back to Chicago. There was a new designer watch from a company named Seger-Tanaka that looked like it cost a pretty penny and was supposed to be the latest name in high fashion. The last present was a box that looked like it had come from a jewelry store. She handed it to me and smiled.


“This is the big one,” she said, sitting back to watch my reaction.


I opened the box and it was a set of car keys. I arched an eyebrow at her questioningly.


“I got you the SUV that Marty said you wanted,” she said. “It’s parked in the garage. That’s why we’re both parked outside.”


The five of us got up and went to go take a look at it. It was exactly what I’d told Marty I was interested in. It was the highest of the high-end Chevy Suburban models. It wasn’t a race car or even a muscle car, but it was luxurious and had a lot of class. She’d gone with the sunroof instead of the luggage rack, but I could live with that. Now that I thought about it, it was a better choice.


“Thanks, Barb!” I said with a smile. I knew that she’d wanted to do this for her apology and that it would serve to balance things out in the divorce, but I was okay with that. Once Jane had gotten her arms around me, I was far less interested in punishing Barb than I had been. I was more focused on Jane and the future. Barb was settling into a place in my head where I kept platonic relatives. She knew that there was no way to erase the past and go back to the way it was, but she also knew that I could have been a bastard to her and that I hadn’t.


“I have one more present for you,” she said and I could see some trepidation in her face. “I only ask that you not do anything crazy, okay?”


“I think I can handle not going crazy,” I told her lightly.


“Even if I told you his name?” she asked, biting her lip.


I blinked at that. “Let’s go sit down and talk about it,” I suggested and we closed up the garage for the moment, marching back inside to sit in the living room again. Once we were all settled, I took a deep breath. “I already know who he is, Barb,” I confessed.


She blinked and the color drained out of her face. “You ... You do?”


I nodded. “Brad Davis,” I confirmed. “I was awake when he came to visit you while I was in the hospital. The doctor knew him from church and told me a fair bit.”


“So you heard...” she trailed off, thinking back to that conversation, trying to remember what she’d said and what he’d said.


I nodded. “After that, I looked him up on your company website. I’ve known all along and I never went after him. I didn’t even crush his hand when you introduced him to me at the Christmas party. Hell, I didn’t even give you a hard time for having him there. Tara thought she was going to be presiding over a bloodbath when I told her I knew.”


She cringed at that. “Why didn’t you say something?” she asked.


“At that point, I’d started the process of reclaiming my life. Sissy had promised to help me find a girl to share my time with and she said that she had a few girls around the office in mind for the job. Jane had given me her support and her love by the end of the night. Arthur and Janice weren’t vilifying me for the whole mess. My career was going places and I was getting a lot of my anger out through fighting. There was also one other thing, but I need a promise from you before I tell you.”


“What do you need?” she asked, her eyes wide with interest in what I was telling her. It was incomprehensible that I hadn’t acted on the information as soon as I had it.


“I need you to promise not to tell him any of this before the papers are served,” I told her.


She nodded. “You said they were coming this week, right?”


I nodded. “Tuesday afternoon,” I confirmed. “I asked them to do it at the end of the day so it didn’t disrupt your job. I also promised Tara that I wouldn’t bring this battle into the office.”


“I can keep my mouth shut until then. I promise,” she said.


“Okay,” I said. “His wife came to me the day I got back from Vegas. She knew. She’s having him served the same day and I’ve been helping her get back on her feet. That’s why it’s important that he not know ahead of time. I’m worried that he’d take it out on her and her son somehow. He’s been a real bastard to her, Barb. You and I have had our moments, but he’s destroyed her self-esteem. I know you didn’t do this to hurt me and you never came home and looked at me with disgust, but he’s put her down to the point that she doesn’t believe she’s worth a damn thing.”


“How are you helping her?” she wanted to know.


“I’m her fitness coach. I’m helping her get her body back in shape. We’ve also been sleeping together. He’s damaged her so much that she cried the first time she expelled breast milk in front of me because he tells her she’s disgusting all the time.”


She seemed shocked that I was having sex with Doris and her eyes flickered over to Jane for her reaction.


Jane grinned at her. “I’ve started sleeping with her too. She’s a sweetheart.”


That was news to Barb. “You?!!?” she blurted.


Jane shrugged. “She’s moving in with John on Tuesday. She was going to go back to live with her parents, but John suggested that she do that instead.”


“Why?” she gaped at us.


“If she’s living with her parents, it’ll be hard for her to get to my place to use the gym,” I pointed out. “It’s also a place that she can feel safe from Brad. I don’t think he’d ever go after her physically, but he’s beaten her down emotionally to the point that she’s lost all hope. She needs a lot of work on her self-confidence as much as she does on her body.”


Barb shook her head. “I mean why would Jane allow that?”


“Doris and John don’t really have any spark,” Jane told her. “They’re friends and right now, sex is one of the things they do for support. Neither of them want each other for a relationship though. Once this is over and Doris is ready, she’s going to move out and live her own life. They both deserve a little revenge though. That means they have sex. It helps them reclaim their own self-worth and get back some sense of balance. For the record, we had a threesome in her bed. She’s a nice person and she needs help to get her confidence back and get her body back. John needs the ego boost too, as much as he doesn’t want to admit it to anyone. Everyone at his office Christmas party commented about how depressed he’s been and how he looked much happier at the party. Doris is sweet, charming and they both need each other for now. I’ve got Marcy to play around with when I get back to Chicago. I want John to have a playmate too. Right now, Doris is a good fit. We both like her and it doesn’t hurt that we both like her milk.” She grinned at that last part.


Arthur barked a laugh at that. He’d had a few days to come to terms with the reality of what we were up to.


“You come by that honestly,” Janice said dryly. “Your father was the same way when you were both born.”


“NOT the image I needed of my parents!” Barb protested. “Thanks! Now all I can see in my head is my father wearing a baby-bonnet and shaking a huge rattle. I need a drink!”


I laughed a little and told her I’d get it for her. I went downstairs and poured drinks for five, coming back with everyone’s favorites from the bar. I figured we were going to be here for a little while, so we’d all be sober by the time we had to get behind the wheel.


“In defense of your father, breast milk IS pretty tasty,” I told her.


“I’ll take your word for it,” Barb said, sipping her drink.


I waited until she put it down before I spoke again. “Jane and I have started using it around the house. It’s too sweet to use for everything, but we use it for a few things.”


“You put it in my coffee when I was there, didn’t you?” she asked, not looking thrilled, but not pissed.


“We did,” I admitted, “but we also use it in the ice-cream maker. Sorry.”


She thought about it for a second and shrugged. “No harm, no foul. I wouldn’t have known if you hadn’t told me. It WAS pretty good.”


Arthur looked interested. “You made ice cream with it?” he asked. “How’d it turn out?”


“Good,” I told him. “Next time you’re over, you can try it yourself, if you want.”


Janice cackled. “Careful, John. He’ll be raiding your fridge if you don’t keep an eye on him.”


I shrugged. “Doris would probably be flattered to find someone that appreciates her instead of calling her names and acting with disgust when he saw her. You two saw her at the party and at lunch last week, when you came over. She’s had a hard time and it kind of shows in how she acts.”


Janice nodded and Barb was looking back and forth between us. “You knew?” she asked her mother.


Janice nodded. “John went to talk to her once we all established that you’d taken Brad upstairs before dinner. John gave me his card to go check the room.”


She looked embarrassed by that. “You saw...”


“Everything,” Janice confirmed. “I didn’t stick around to embarrass you in front of him, but Arthur and I intended to talk to you about it before we left on Friday.” She shrugged. “Hopefully that night was a turning point. It certainly seemed like it. You’ve been acting a lot more like your old self since we had breakfast that next day.”


She nodded glumly. “So that’s why everyone was so standoffish after dinner, huh?” she asked with a sigh.


“I’m afraid so,” I said. “I apologize for that. I shouldn’t have sent Janice up to see for herself. It wasn’t my finest hour.”


She nodded. “You knew he was there and you didn’t kill either of us,” she pointed out. “Thanks for that.”


I nodded. “I’d been asked by Doris to save her a dance, by that point, so I knew that they were going to be there. I know you feel down, but don’t. Today, you finally came out and vowed to tell me who he was. Now you can tell him truthfully that you didn’t tell me. It actually gives me some hope that we can be friendly in the future.”


She nodded, but still looked down. “This is what you meant when you told me that his name wouldn’t matter in the end, isn’t it?”


I nodded. “I haven’t gone after him, haven’t hit him when I saw him and I guess I did a pretty good acting job at the party because you looked relieved and he looked smug.”


She cringed at that. “I don’t know why he’s become obsessed with you lately,” she admitted.


“Maybe because I’m successful,” I shrugged. “When I found out who he was, I asked around. He’s underwater with his bookie. Actually, he’s struggling to get squared with two of them.”


“You know bookies?” she asked, surprised.


I nodded. “I’m a fighter. They come to see how we’re doing before the fights and stay in touch to make sure that they set their odds right before a fight. The last thing they want to do is to have to pay out a lot of markers at fifty to one, like they had to after my last local fight. Anyway, my point is that he’s struggling financially and he’s seeing me win my fights. Maybe he’s been betting against me and doesn’t like to see me winning those fights easily.”


She shrugged. We weren’t going to find the answers sitting around her living room. “I haven’t been able to make sense of it,” she admitted.


After that, we had a surprisingly frank discussion about the situation as a family. Jane repeated that she wouldn’t attend family functions that Barb was bringing him to and just asked that everyone respect that. Barb agreed to that and Arthur didn’t seem pleased at the thought of Brad being included in their lives. Janice didn’t either, but she covered it up much better than he did.


In the end, we all agreed that it was an awkward situation and none of us wanted to be involved with making it worse. We gathered up our presents and were getting ready to leave, with Jane still walking gingerly after yesterday’s workouts.


Barb took me aside for a brief word alone before we shifted cars so I could get the SUV out. “You certainly did a number on her last night,” she commented as Jane got behind the wheel of my Sentra. I’d decided to keep it for now. It was a good car to have in case Doris needed to get around and this summer, Jane would want one of her own to go to the beach on days that I wasn’t available.


I chuckled and nodded. “I think she wanted to make sure that you knew how often it was happening after our talk the other night,” I confided in her. “Not a big deal. We’ll probably do something similar the night before she leaves with Arthur and Janice.”


She shrugged. “Something else that I was wrong about,” she sighed wistfully.


“Maybe or maybe not,” I said dismissively. “Look, Barb ... I don’t want you to beat yourself up about that conversation. I wasn’t as insulted as you and Jane both thought I should be.”


“You weren’t?!!?” she sagged with relief.


I shook my head and smiled. “I got what you were saying. That last night that we slept together, really didn’t do anything for me. Jane asked me for the same thing at the hotel and I was so much more into the moment with her. That’s what you were getting at. Things with Brad are hot because you’re emotionally invested in him. By the time we got to that last night, I was emotionally disconnected. It made a big difference. I’m not telling you I forgive you for saying it,” I clarified. “I’m actually telling you that you don’t have anything to be sorry for in saying it.”


She beamed at that. “Thanks, John!” she practically glowed from relief that I wasn’t blaming her for putting her foot in her mouth.


“No problem, Barb,” I smiled at her. “Just make sure not to tell Brad about what we talked about today. I don’t care for myself, but if he found out early, he could do something to hurt Doris and she’s been through too much already. Her and her son deserve a little relief from the nightmare that their life has been.”


“Has it really been that bad?” she asked, aghast.


I nodded. “She’s just starting to pull herself together. Jane and I have helped as much as we can, but she’s done most of the work herself with a little encouragement. Little Brad is adjusting and happy, but he’s still too young to understand what’s going on, thank God. She’s ... Her life’s been miserable. He’s been ranting at her that he doesn’t make good money at his job because he’s been spending it on betting. She doesn’t have a car or a phone or even decent clothes because she’s trying to make every dime dance like it’s a dollar. Add that to his neglect and emotional abuse over her weight and it doesn’t paint a picture of a life worth living. When we first sat down, she told me that seeing her crying wouldn’t be out of the ordinary for him. She needs to get free of him, desperately.”


She nodded, shaken. “I won’t tell him,” she swore. “I know I’ve broken promises to you in the past, but you can count on this one, John. Maybe it’s the first step toward cleaning up some of this mess.”


I nodded and hugged her and her parents before I got in the new truck for the drive home. Barb had given me the rest of the paperwork and extra keys before I left and that was how we left it. We had no real plans to do anything through the week, but the door was open.


Chapter 27


I drove home and parked the new truck in the garage for now. Jane met me at the door and kissed me as I carried her inside. “That was a weird talk,” she admitted. “I was surprised that she gave up his name like that.”


“Me too,” I said, but shrugged. “I had a little talk with her before I got behind the wheel. I think she’ll actually keep her word to not tell Brad about it and I told her that I understood what she meant about feelings being wrapped up in sex. I told her that the last time with her had done nothing for me. She noticed that you were walking carefully today. I’ll bet your mother did too.”


She laughed at that and we went to email my mother with the picture of the two of us together. I’d had Janice take one after dinner and we were obviously in love. After that, we took it easy. I started putting my gifts away in my jewelry box and watch box respectively. I also deliberately took off my wedding ring. I did that for training or before a fight so that I wouldn’t damage it, but I put it into the box this time and left it there.


Jane noticed the difference and came to hug me. “You okay?” she asked sympathetically.


“Absolutely,” I told her. “Barb knows the papers are coming. She knows that there’s no chance of us getting back together. The ring is only a symbol. The next time I see her, she’ll have been served.”


She nodded, but she felt like it was a big step, so she sort of babied me for the rest of the night. It was nice. We had a light dinner and then curled up together to watch a movie that she picked out.


She fell asleep while we were in our second movie. She was too sore for sex tonight and that was fine with me. She’d been trying to kill us both with it as often as possible. I picked her up and carried her off to bed with her murmuring that she loved me. I whispered that I loved her too and I put her to bed gently before slipping in behind her and holding her close.


Monday was a relaxing day. We were hosting Marty and Sissy for lunch and I had the barbecue going early to put on potatoes. I had a piece of Pacific salmon that I was wrapping in foil with vegetables and some wine and spices to bake, but that wouldn’t be for a little while. I expected Marty and Sissy to stay for the afternoon and maybe for dinner. They’d threatened to spend a lot of time here when we’d done the grocery shopping.


They arrived early for lunch and the four of us sat on the deck while I tended the grill.


“So how was yesterday’s ordeal?” Sissy asked with a smile.


“One of Barb’s presents to John was to volunteer her lover’s name,” Jane said with a smirk on her face.


“Really?” Cecilia breathed, her eyes lighting up. “She really gave it up?”


“John told her he knew all along and told her that he’d been awake when the dickhead came to visit her in his hospital room,” she supplied. “It all came out except for the shit he knows about her bringing him to the house to fuck. He’d have to admit to the cameras for that one.”


“I’m sure he’ll get around to telling her someday,” Sissy said dryly.


I shrugged and turned to face them from where I was at the grill. “She was ready to give him up,” I said. “It doesn’t put us back together, but it puts us in better spirits to be civil at family gatherings.”


“So what did you tell her?” Marty wanted to know.


“I told her that I’d known, that Doris had come to me when she figured it out, that I’d been having sex with Doris and that we’d fed her ice cream made from breast milk when she came to visit last week. Jane piped up and declared that she’d been having sex with Doris too and that we’d taken the opportunity to roll around in her marriage bed together to stick it to Brad.”


“Are you worried that she’ll tell him all that?” Sissy asked.


I shook my head and turned the steaks before answering. “I was pretty clear to Barb that Brad was abusive to Doris and that I worried that he’d take it out on her if he knew ahead of time. I only asked her to keep it quiet until the papers were served and that he was getting a set of his own to read through. I only asked her to give Doris enough of a head-start to make a clean escape from the abuse. She promised me that she’d do that. I think she might have had a ‘come to Jesus’ moment when I told her about how much abuse that he’d put Doris through. Maybe Brad’s new year isn’t going to be so smooth for him.”


Sissy nodded. “I kind of hope so,” she said. “Back before this all started, I thought he was an okay guy. Now, I’m not even sure he’s human.”


I shrugged. “I knew guys like him in college,” I said. “They wanted the best of everything. They had their lives mapped out and their dreams included a trophy wife, a big house, an expensive car and a cheap secretary.”


“Sounds like my ex,” Jane muttered with a snort.


I shrugged. “My point is that when something doesn’t fit into their fantasy, they place the blame on whatever doesn’t fit. Most of them get a rude awakening and become better people. One of those guys found out that the shark that his wife hired for the divorce was particularly good at breaking prenups. I heard that one of his fellow daydreamers ended up even worse. His wife started screwing a leg-breaker. He got random beatings for six months until he finally gave her what she wanted in the divorce. Brad never got that dose of reality, so he’s become a bigger asshole over time. Maybe the divorce will get his head on straight. Maybe he’ll end up having an accident after he misses a few payments to his bookies.”


“They’ll do that?” Marty asked, a little surprised.


“Sure,” I said. “First they start out by mugging the guy and reminding him that he has bills to pay and the next message won’t be so gentle. After they do that a couple of times, they break an arm or a leg or snap a finger or something. I don’t get into the details, but it’s not pleasant. If they get to the point where they know they’re not going to get their money, then they make you lie down in a hole while they fill it in.”


We started taking up the food and had a nice lunch, talking and rehashing what happened over Christmas. They were impressed with the SUV, surprised at the rest of the gifts that she’d given me and were sincere in their appreciation of the gifts I’d given them. The jewelry box for Cecilia had been the best of the pieces I’d bought from Ganju’s brother.


We did spend quite a bit of the afternoon together, but they begged off on dinner since they still had left-overs at home from the massive dinner Sissy had served.


We had a busy day the next day and I promised to give Marty a call as soon as we were headed to pick up Doris. Once they were gone, Jane stripped down to her skin and was setting the controls for the hot tub for us to soak for a while before dinner.


“I wish I didn’t have to go back to Chicago,” she said regretfully.


“Patience, Angel,” I whispered to her. “You’ll be back for the summer in four months and then we’ll have months together before you have to go back again.”


She nodded and sighed. “I know. I’m gonna miss you though. Marcy’s cute and all, but she’s not the same as sleeping with you.”


I chuckled. “Now you have me wishing I was going back with you.”


“That makes two of us,” she agreed ardently.


We stayed like that, watching the sun set together, while we soaked in the warm water. Eventually, we had to get out and we started to make dinner together. I tossed a pair of the steaks from lunch back on the grill to warm and did the same with some of the potatoes to make our own leftover dinner, much like everyone else was today, but without the turkey. Jane made salad while I warmed everything up and we sat naked on the deck furniture, enjoying the last of the evening’s warmth before we retreated inside.


By unspoken agreement, we didn’t have sex that night either. We had a busy day ahead of us and we didn’t want to start out dragging our heels.


It was early the next morning when we took off for our fateful day. We were meeting Otto at the old house and Jane was taking her parents over to start working with Doris while we uninstalled the cameras and monitor.


I packed a lot more of my clothing and thought I was mostly done. I took my computer from my office, since it had a lot of files on it that I wanted. Otto packed up his van and told me that he’d get me the disks with the footage on them by the end of the week.


“I haven’t watched any of it,” he told me, “but my assistant wanted your phone number and some time off after she reviewed part of it.” He smirked at me and tsked at my antics. He was lying. He’d probably watched most of it. Otto was a professional pervert, after all.


I chuckled and shook my head. “If she watched all the footage, then she knows that I’m spoken for already.”


“She told me that,” he said. “She might slip in an audition video of herself if there’s a waiting line though.”


We laughed about that and I told him that I’d watch it if she did and we’d see if we could find her a place in line.


He shook my hand and then took off. I took one last look around the house and then went to meet everyone at Doris’s place.


I met her parents for the first time. Francis and Clarissa O’Rourke were first generation Irish Americans and had relocated here when they were first married. There was still a touch of accent in their speech and they were wary of all the people that were marching in and out of their house.


“I’m John,” I said, introducing myself and offering my hand to her father.


“I’ve heard of you,” he said, shaking it firmly. “Doris has said good things about you, but I’m a little suspicious of a man that takes in a woman and her child in the middle of a divorce.”


I smiled and shrugged. “I’m in the middle of the same divorce,” I reminded him. “We shared a lawyer through all of this and we’ve been leaning on each other for support. I’m helping Doris get back in the shape she was before her pregnancy and I’m not done yet. She said she was going to move back in with you and her mother, so I thought that she could just as easily move into my place. We’re going to spend the next few days normalizing everything for her and little Brad, but she’s safe and welcome and she’s far better off with me and Jane.”


He glanced at Jane as she came down the stairs with a box that she was taking out to the car. She paused long enough for me to kiss her and then she was off again, humming happily to herself.


“She’s certainly a cheery lass,” he said with a touch of Blarney in his voice. The sentiment made me smile too.


“She is that,” I said sincerely. “You and your wife are always welcome to drop by to make sure that Doris and Brad are happy and adjusting well.”


He nodded and a few minutes later, Marty and Cecilia arrived. Marty was going to help us move everything and Cecilia was here to meet with Francis about the sale of the house. They were going to take a walk around the property while we moved Doris and Brad out of the house.


We filled the rest of my SUV, Jane’s parents’ car, the Sentra, Marty’s F-150 hauled Brad’s bedroom furniture and Doris’s parents were able to take the rest. We were done by noon, while Cecilia went through the details of where repairs would be needed in order to get the most out of the home and Marty and I were somehow tasked with doing some of that since we were both young, capable and within shouting distance.


We made a caravan back to my place and started unpacking. To be honest, there wasn’t a lot of stuff other than Brad’s bedroom furniture, toys and clothes. My home office had been sacrificed so that Brad and Doris would each have their own rooms for her parents eyes. The desk and chair were rolled into my room and connected there for now.


Jane and Doris had decided that as soon as her parents were gone, she was just going to start sleeping in our room with us.


The ten of us took over a Texas Roadhouse for a late lunch and then Cecilia went back to the office to start working on paperwork. Marty said goodbye too and the two of them drove off in separate vehicles. Jane’s parents went back to the house and I gave them my key and told them that I thought I was finished, but Barb and I could work everything out for me to get anything I missed.


That left me, Jane, Francis, Clarissa, Doris and Brad to fend for ourselves. We decided to go back to the house to wait for Brad to come home. None of us were planning to get violent, but Doris felt the need to make sure that he had her phone number so that he could arrange to see his son and Francis had eviction papers that he officially had to deliver to Brad to legally advise him to vacate the property.


We sat down and talked while we waited and it was just before 5 when Cecilia called me.


“Hey, Stud,” she said with a laugh. “The papers were just served. Guess who threw a screaming fit in the parking lot?”


I laughed at that. It felt good. Months of him fucking up my life and today, he got the shitty end of the stick. “Was it Tara? I promised her that I wouldn’t disrupt the office.”


“You know who it was,” she said, amused. “Tara actually watched with me. She bet me ten bucks that Brad would come to work with a black eye tomorrow.”


“Heh. You want me to be sure that I don’t hit him in the face if he goes off?” I asked her.


“Nah. Do what comes naturally, Stud. I think seeing him with a fat lip and raccoon eyes would be worth losing $10.”


“I’ll keep it in mind. You have my bail money lined up? Just in case.”


“Have Jane call me and we’ll come get you. We’ll even call you ‘brave little warrior’ in front of all the cops,” she teased. “He just tore out of the parking lot like he’s on a mission, so he’s either headed to your place or home to fight with Doris.”


“Well, we’re waiting for him. He’s not done with paperwork yet.”


The others were all looking at me curiously when I hung up and I told them that Brad was on his way. I didn’t think he’d try to take the fight to my door ... at least not YET. He didn’t know how involved in the process I’d been.


About ten minutes later, his car pulled into the driveway with a chirping of tires. I was parked in front of the house next door and we’d dropped the Sentra at home before the restaurant, so the only car that he’d recognize would be his in-laws.


He tore into the house and we could all tell he was on the verge of starting a screaming match that would shake the windows in their frames. He took in the sight of me and Jane there and his face turned ugly. Jane had my new video camera out and was filming. She’d taken detailed video of every room as we left it today to make sure that there was no doubt about what condition everything had been left in. We were making sure that Brad would be on the hook if he trashed the place.


“What the fuck are YOU doing in my house?!!?” he snarled.


“Hi, Bill,” I said, getting his name wrong on purpose again. Little Brad was sitting in my lap like he belonged there and he just grinned toothily when Brad stormed into the room. “Doris asked me to be here today to make sure that everything went smoothly. You know, these sorts of things are stressful for everyone involved, so she wanted to make sure nothing was said or done that could be taken the wrong way.”


“My name’s NOT Bill!” he growled. “Get the fuck out of my house! NOW! Or I’ll call the cops.”


I shrugged. “Sure thing, Buck,” I said. “I think you got the papers from Doris earlier, right? Well, your landlord has some more paperwork for you. Then we’ll be on our way so you can review everything and start working on figuring out all the details.” I smiled when I said it. It was an incredibly good feeling watching his blood-pressure rise like this.


Francis took his cue and stood up, approaching Brad. “This is an eviction notice,” he said stiffly. “I know that’s not what they call them now, but I want you out of my house. We’ve decided to put it up for sale as soon as we can get it painted and fixed up.”


“You can’t do this!” he growled. “You need a reason!”


“You didn’t pay the taxes this year,” Francis told him. “That was our agreement. You’ve also let several things go that need to be repaired before we sell the place.”


He was poleaxed. He knew a little about tenancy, but his business was in selling properties, not in renting. He looked down at the court document in his hand, and read the dates. “You want me out in five DAYS?!!?”


“It’ll be easy, Biff,” I told him, using a different name each time I spoke. “Just call a bunch of your pals and have a moving party. That’s what Doris did. We were done hours ago. Good news though: she left you all the furniture. She’s moving to a place that’s fully furnished already. The only things she took were the furniture in Brad’s room and their clothes and personal stuff.”


He looked at me with glittering hatred. “You son of a bitch!” he huffed as if he’d run all the way home. “This is all your fault!”


“Actually, I did everything possible to avoid this moment, Bart,” I told him. “I warned Barb months ago that if you two didn’t settle down that your wife would figure it out. When she did, she came to me. Until she showed up at my door, I was staying out of it. On the off-chance that she was happy, I wasn’t going to be the guy to wreck that for her.”


“My fucking name is BRAD!” he seethed at me.


“Barry, if you mattered at all, don’t you think I’d make a point of keeping track of your name?” I asked him. “Of course, if you do something stupid, I’ll remember it in time to fill out the police report, but you really don’t want to do anything stupid. I’ve already gotten a call that they’re back at the office betting on what injuries you’ll have tomorrow.”


He glared at me. “You touch me and I’ll sue you!” he threatened.


“If I touch you, it’ll be because you got violent,” I told him. “Blaine, we’re nearly done with the paperwork, so we’ll be out of your hair in a minute. I think Doris has one more scrap of paper for you and then we’re through.”


She got to her feet and approached Brad with a cold look. She handed him a Post-It note. “This is my cellphone number,” she said. “I already have yours. If you want to visit your son, call and we’ll arrange something.”


He refused to take it, so she just stuck it to the phone sitting beside the sofa rather than touch him. “I think we’re done here,” she told us and we all got to our feet. “Oh, Brad?” she said, turning back toward him. “We took detailed pictures of the house, inside and out, so please, don’t get it into your head to trash the house in order to get back at me and my parents. The money from the house is going toward buying a house more suitable for us to live in after the divorce is final. You might hate me, but you can at least be decent enough to make sure that your son has a decent place to grow up.”


We all filed past him, with looks of disgust on our faces. “Good luck with all your future endeavors, Buford,” I told him, carrying his son out of his life. For his part, little Brad didn’t seem the least bit upset. With any luck, he’d be given enough time and distance that he barely remembered the colossal waste that was his father.


We all went out to the cars and Francis and Clarissa said goodbye in the street before the three of us strapped Brad into his car-seat in the back of the Suburban and drove off to start our new lives.


Of course, things are never quite so smooth as all that.


We spent the next day getting settled and straightening up. We had our own Christmas for Brad and Doris and Brad was excited about the number of new toys that he had waiting for him under the tree. Doris was thrilled that we’d gotten her a gift certificate for a women’s clothing store for when she was ready to shop for a new wardrobe and a new cosmetics kit that wasn’t quite as expensive as the one Jane had received from her parents, but still gave her a head start toward the new Doris that we were all looking forward to.


We were relaxing after dinner when there was a knock at the door. None of us were expecting company, so I went to answer the door warily. I was even more wary when there was a pair of cops standing there.


“John Hooker?” one of them said and I was filled with a sense of dread. Had something happened to my parents? Had Barb been in an accident? Papers or not, we were still married for now and I was listed as her next of kin.


“Mr. Hooker, I’m Detective Mancini. This is my partner, Detective Shriner. Sir, do you know a Bradley Davis?” he asked, consulting his notes. They were in plain clothes, but had their badges out to identify themselves to me.


I rolled my eyes. “Unfortunately,” I said. “What’s he done now, Detective?”


He looked up, surprised at the response. “Sounds like you have a history with him,” he commented casually.


“He’s the reason I served my wife with divorce papers yesterday,” I told him. “On the flip side, SHE is the reason that his wife served HIM with divorce papers yesterday.”


“So, it’s safe to say that you’re not his biggest fan?” he clarified.


I shrugged. “Let’s just say that if he needed a kidney and I was a match, I don’t think I’d rush to the hospital to donate,” I said carefully. I was starting to get suspicious at the interest he had in me and Brad. “What’s this all about?”


“Mr. Davis was found severely beaten in his driveway tonight. He identified you as his attacker. Can you tell me where you were between the hours of 6 and 8 this evening?”


“I’ve been at home here all day,” I said honestly.


“Anyone that can verify that?”


“Come on in,” I suggested and the two of them followed me. Detective Shriner was an attractive woman, who looked like she was a few years older than me. She had short brown hair that framed her face and brown eyes and an athletic build from what I could tell from her outfit. Mancini was much older, in his fifties and looked like time behind a desk was starting to catch up to him. I led them upstairs, where Jane and Doris were settled in the living room, where we’d been getting ready to watch a movie. They looked up curiously when I showed the detectives in. Once they were seated, I explained. “The three of us have been arranging furniture all day,” I said and nodded to Doris. “That’s Mrs. Davis, Brad’s wife. She’s moved in here while she figures out the next steps in her divorce.”


The detectives repeated the questions to the two women and they were satisfied that our answers matched.


“Detective, did Brad actually identify me or did he just tell you that he couldn’t think of anyone else that would want to hurt him?”


“He said he saw you as plain as day,” Mancini told me and I nodded. “Your alibi isn’t quite as rock-solid as you’d want it to be,” he admitted. “A girlfriend that loves you and a house-guest that hates him. Can anyone else verify?”


I nodded. “You two can,” I told him and asked them to come with me. I led them to my room and started the computer while I explained. “In the days leading up to my divorce, I had cameras installed in the house to find out what was going on. I knew that the footage wouldn’t stand up in court, but California is a no-fault divorce state, so it wouldn’t matter if she was fucking everyone in the county when we got to court. It was just for my own peace of mind. I was having the cameras removed later this week, but the footage from today is still on the cloud drive.”


I brought it up and showed them the footage, letting it play for the time period they’d asked for and even playing through to the clip that had them arrive at the door to show that the footage hadn’t been doctored or replaced with clips from another day. It took a little while, but it was worth it. They asked for copies of the footage and I burned those files to a disk for them without complaint.


“Alright, so you were home at the time of the assault,” Mancini admitted. “That doesn’t rule out the possibility that you had someone else do it for you.”


“But he told you that he saw me there plain as day,” I reminded him. “He lied. Look, when I found out he was fucking my wife, I made it my business to know who he was. He gambles. I’m a professional fighter, so I know some of the people that take underground bets. I heard he’s behind on his payments to more than one bookie. I don’t know who takes his action or who he owes money to, but he’ll probably have other beatings coming in the future, if that’s what this is. I might not have the best alibi in the world, the next time they decide to send him a message. How do I protect myself?”


“We’ll be charging him for issuing a false statement to police,” Detective Shriner said. She wrote down the case number and passed it to me. “If it comes up, reference the case number and they’ll be able to contact Detective Mancini or myself to verify that he tried to implicate you in tonight’s incident.”


Mancini looked at her and then back to me with a slight twist of his mouth. “Don’t get your hopes up about him spending time in jail,” he advised. “He’ll probably claim that he was confused after the attack and the DA won’t want to waste paper to chase it to court. The most we can really promise is that we’ll scare him with it and tell him to stay away from you.”


I nodded. I hadn’t really expected them to throw the book at him. “To be honest, I don’t have any reason to go after him physically and every reason not to. I’m a fighter, so if I hit him, even if I barely touched him, he’d press charges and I could go to jail for assault with a deadly weapon. If I beat that charge, I’d find myself slapped with a civil suit. It might feel nice to flatten his nose, but the fallout is just too much to make it worth it. He’s already ruined my marriage and his own. The best thing I can do is help Doris get the most out of her divorce and help her get her life back in order when it’s done. That’s my revenge and it’s really all the revenge I need.”


“Sounds like you’ve got it all figured out,” Mancini said with a nod.


I shrugged, but it was Jane that answered. “John figured out long ago that Brad was trying to taunt him into going after him. That’s part of why their affair got so public. He WANTED John to take a swing at him. He wouldn’t though.”


“So what happens now?” I asked.


“From your end? Nothing,” Shriner told me. “You’ve proven that you were here all night. Your involvement with the case stops here. Now we have to investigate the gambling angle.”


“I don’t know who’s behind it, but I heard that their collections usually follow the same pattern. The guy gets mugged and they remind him that he owes money. It’s a reminder to pay up. If that doesn’t work, he gets another one in a month or two. After that, the muggings start getting more violent. I assume that they eventually just kill the guy if he won’t pay off his debt. Things could get messy because I heard that he’s in trouble with more than one bookie. I don’t know how that’s gonna work out for him, but I’m not involved.”


She nodded. “You said you know some of those guys?” she prompted.


“Not like that,” I assured her. “As a fighter, I can’t bet, even on myself. There’s too much worry that someone will ‘Pete Rose’ their way into a situation where they throw fights for a payday. Most of the bookies keep an ear out for any condition issues though. Mostly, I know some of the runners. Denny Wheeler ran the promotion I used to fight for. He’d have more contact with them. He’d give them fight footage and let them know what matches were booked so they could score the fighters for making odds.”


They got Denny’s number and promised that they wouldn’t tell him I’d given them his name.


“So you don’t work for Mr. Wheeler anymore?” Mancini asked.


“UFC offered me a contract,” I told him. “My first fight for them was early this month.”


They nodded and excused themselves, apologizing for disturbing our evening. They each left me their card so I could contact them if I had any more information.


Once they were gone, I sat down with the girls and we talked about it. I decided that I needed to let Barb know what was going on, since she was caught in the middle, so I called and put it on speaker.


“What do you want, John?” she snapped when she answered. “Haven’t you done enough already?”


“Brad told you that I was the one that beat him up?” I asked, amused.


“This is why I didn’t want to tell you who he was,” she growled.


“Barb, I didn’t do it,” I told her. “The cops were just here. If I hadn’t had a solid alibi, I might have ended up in jail.”


“So you’re saying that he just HAPPENED to get beat up the day after the divorce papers were delivered?” she asked skeptically.


“He probably got beat up by collection agents for one of his bookies,” I told her. “Nothing to do with me. If I hadn’t been having dinner with witnesses at the time he was getting beat up, I’d have been screwed. He told the cops that he saw me. He lied to try and get me sent to jail, Barb. I called to let you know I didn’t do it and that the beating probably won’t be his last since I know he owes more than one bookie.”


“That must really thrill you, huh?” she demanded hotly.


“I’m trying to be decent to you and tell you to watch out for yourself. We’re getting divorced, but I don’t want you to get hurt if they send someone else after him. I get it. He told you that I beat him up and that pisses you off. I’m telling you that I didn’t and I have proof. I was here, having dinner with Jane and Doris at the time that he was getting his head kicked in.”


She was quiet for a moment. She thought I might be capable of putting Brad in the hospital, but she wasn’t sure if her sister would lie to protect me or not. “Really?” she asked uncertainly. “You really didn’t do it?”


“That’s what I told you. Barb, I told you I was awake when he came to my hospital room. If there was ever a day that I would have rolled up my sleeves and beat the shit out of him, it was that day. Hearing the two of you talk about how much you loved each other while I was lying in a hospital bed in the same room was enraging. If I didn’t kill him that night, why would I have gone after him tonight? I was too busy celebrating. He got blindsided by the divorce papers, fucked when he got home to an eviction notice and the kick in the balls was that his wife told him to his face that she was leaving. I got my laugh and he got to suffer the consequences last night when we were all there to see it. I know you think I’m barbaric and childish for fighting, but I’m civilized enough to not take matters into my own hands. Anyway, I said my piece. I’m a little disappointed that you thought I’d go after him like that. After all the talks we’ve had about it, I thought you knew me better.”


“I’m sorry, John,” she said with a sigh. “He told me that you’d been the one to beat him up. I should have given you the benefit of the doubt.”


“Fortunately, the police did,” I said. “I very narrowly avoided going to jail tonight for this. If I’d been alone here, I’d have had to have my day in court and hope for the best. Maybe he did it to try to fuck up the divorce, so you could divorce me while I was in jail and then get everything when I couldn’t contest it.”


“That would be despicable,” she said darkly.


“It wouldn’t be the worst thing he’s done,” I reminded her. “That’s water under the bridge though. I’ll let you go so you can be with him and I’ll talk to you in a couple of days about the settlement offer.”


“No need,” she said. “It looks fair to me. I’ll talk to a lawyer, just because I’d be stupid not to, but I’m willing to sign as it is. You’re looking for a lot of support, but you said you would, rather than have me spend it on him. I’ll tally it up and maybe offer you the whole stock portfolio instead of alimony, depending on what the options are.”


“Okay, Barb. Like I said, look it over, talk to your dad and a lawyer and we’ll find a way to make it work.”


We hung up and the girls commented that Brad had lied to her about what had happened too.


Chapter 28


“That’s her problem,” I commented lightly. “I made sure she knew about it and I’ll make sure she knows if I hear of him doing anything else that’ll piss her off.”


“Still looking out for my big sister?” Jane asked playfully.


“Maybe a little,” I admitted. “She’ll never be my wife again, but she’s going to be my sister-in-law. I don’t want to see someone take advantage of her. I’m not gonna lie though. It would bring a smile to my face to find out that she’d kicked him to the curb for lying to her. I’d be delirious if I managed to get a picture of him cheating on Barb. That would be magnificent.”


That got Doris laughing with evil thoughts about Barb reduced to a blubbering mess by the evidence of Brad cheating on her.


We all retreated into our own personal thoughts of how that revelation would turn out for Brad and Barb for a while.


“Doris?” Jane said sweetly, drawing her out of whatever dark fantasies she was having about Brad’s emotional ruin. “Did you notice how interested in John that lady cop was?”


That got my attention too. “What?!!?” I sputtered. “She ... What?!!? She was not! That’s ... Pfft! I was a suspect in the case, that’s all! Don’t you start. Sissy’s already rating all the women in the office to try and find someone to occupy my time once you go back to Chicago and Doris finds the house that she wants.”


“I think he’s starting to blush,” Doris said playfully. They were all against me. They finally laughed and took pity on me, starting the movie that they’d picked out before the cops had arrived. I found myself sitting on the couch with two very attentive ladies curled up on either side of me. Little Brad was curled up in his mother’s lap, but started to fade out pretty quickly and she put him to bed in his new room while we paused the movie.


When she got back, there was a more playful tone to the evening. She casually sat down and curled into my side, grabbing my arm and pulling it around her with a contented sigh. This had obviously been the best day of the last two years for her. She hadn’t had to see Brad, she hadn’t had to cry and she didn’t have to wonder what time he’d be home. The news that he’d gotten a punch in the face and we all had an alibi was icing on the cake.


I wrapped my arms around both of them and we cuddled in to watch something and surprisingly, Jane had picked Top Gun, since there was talk of a sequel in the works. We laughed at some of the haircuts from the 80s and had fun with the movie. I felt hands moving into my lap during the love scene and looked down to find out who owned them. Doris gave me a smile and went from stroking my cock to unzipping my jeans to fish it out.


I wondered if we shouldn’t have maybe picked a movie with a heavier emphasis on sex if she was going to keep this up, but she contented herself with lazily stroking my length, feeling my skin as much as she was trying to keep me stimulated. She was driving me crazy and she knew it. I could see the smile on her face and the twinkle in her eye as she resolutely watched the movie, like there was nothing abnormal going on.


Jane, watched the whole thing with amusement on her face as she divided her attention between the movie, my face and Doris’s hand. When the movie finally ended, I looked Doris in the eye and she smiled back. “Another movie?” she asked. “Or did you want to play a game or something?”


“Another two hours like that and You’ll have a mess to clean up,” I told her. “What game did you want to play?”


“Hide the salami,” she said with a grin. “Only we’re gonna hide it somewhere it’s never been. I think it’s time that you fucked my ass. I want you to have what Brad could never talk me into.”


With that, Jane bounced up off the couch and led the way back to our room, pausing long enough to shut off the TV. Doris got up to follow her and drew me to my feet by her grip on my cock with a playful smile.


By the time we reached the bedroom, Jane was already stripped and was digging out the lube. Doris turned and shoved her tongue into my mouth hungrily. The three of us hadn’t had sex last night by an unspoken agreement, but tonight was the first time that we’d consummate our new relationship. She pushed my jeans down over my hips and I started working on peeling her out of the leggings she’d been wearing for the work we’d been doing today.


Jane joined us quickly and stood behind Doris, lifting her shirt so that she could unhook her bra to move us along. We broke the kiss long enough to tear our clothes off. I pulled my shirt over my head and pushed my jeans and shorts the rest of the way down and off, hooking my socks with my thumbs and making them part of the pile. Doris had struggled out of her clothes just as quickly and she came back to me, pulling me against her and seeking out my mouth hungrily. Jane was sucking on her neck and she was loving the attention. She had two extremely attractive, athletic people making love to her and she was already charged up and raring to go.


The three of us moved toward the bed and we laid Doris down across it with her ass on the edge. She spread her legs, and looked up at me nervously. “I want this,” she told me. “I know we’ve talked about it, but I really do want it. Jane said she liked it.”


Jane took the lube and spread it all over Doris’s ass, kneeling beside the bed while I let my hands glide over Doris’s pale thighs, feeling her quiver with need and trepidation. I gazed into her eyes and smiled. “Relax,” I told her soothingly. “We’ll go slow and you’ll be fine.”


She nodded and then I felt Jane spreading lube over my cock and looked down at her. “Just like with me,” she told me. “No fingers to spread her open. Just be patient and go slow.”


I nodded and let her aim, resting the tip against Doris’s backdoor. I pushed forward with slow gentle pressure. “Just relax and let it happen,” I told her softly, stroking her body with my hands to encourage her.


She took a deep breath and then suddenly her resistance faded and I slipped inside, making her gasp. Her eyes were wide as she processed the feeling of being so intimately invaded. “Oh, wow!” she breathed.


Jane chuckled and got to her feet, giving me a kiss before she went to wash the lube from her hands. When she came back, she climbed on the bed with Doris and started kissing her while I slowly moved in and out with a steady gait. Jane whispered something to her that I didn’t catch and Doris bit her lip before nodding hesitantly. Jane grinned and kissed her again deeply before she got to her knees and swung one leg over Doris’s head to straddle her face, settling her pussy over her mouth, facing me.


She gave me an impish grin, making her look like a girl that was getting away with something naughty. If anything, I thought my cock might have swelled another inch inside Doris’s tight ass at the thought that she was doing two things she’d never done before. The dreamy look on Jane’s face told me that she was finding her way around Jane’s pussy without any problems.


Jane groaned and started to play with Doris’s huge breasts, teasing the nipples and pulling on them in obscene ways while she rolled her hips slowly, getting into what Doris was doing to her pussy. She leaned forward and I kissed her as we all fucked together. I put my hand on the back of Jane’s head and leaned back out of range, guiding her down to eat Doris’s pussy while I fucked her ass for the first time.


The room was filled with moans and slurping sounds and the gentle slapping sounds of my hips bouncing off Doris’s soft ass. Jane’s hair was tickling my stomach when I thrust forward. I was feeling like I was getting close and I knew that I wasn’t going to be able to last for much longer. Jane was making her cum and every time she did, her ass clamped down on me like a vice. I groaned myself and I was running my hands over Jane’s back, Doris’s thighs and reached between them to cup one of Jane’s small breasts in one hand and one of Doris’s massive ones in the other.


Jane stiffened suddenly and squealed through her own orgasm and she straightened up, looking into my eyes as Doris made her cum, blushing as she squirmed, riding Doris’s tongue. She looked so sexy in that moment. They both did. My attention was torn between her face and the sight of Doris’s breasts wobbling slightly in time with my fucking and it was all too much. I groaned and pounded my cock into her more firmly, racing the last few thrusts to my own orgasm, groaning and flexing every muscle in my body in tune with the pulses of my cock, splashing her bowels with my cum.


When my orgasm passed, I kept moving raggedly. The stimulation was too much for my oversensitive cock and I flinched as much as thrust for a few minutes more. Jane dismounted from Doris’s face and the pretty redhead looked up at us both with glazed eyes. Her cheeks and chin were wet with the proof of Jane’s orgasm and she licked her lips.


“Did I do okay?” she asked in a small voice, uncertain of herself even after Jane’s obvious approval.


“You did fantastic, Sweetheart!” Jane gushed encouragingly and leaned over her to kiss her deeply. “You’ll get even better with practice.” They grinned at each other, Jane in encouragement and Doris in pride. Brad had beaten her down so much that she needed the reassurance.


Jane bounded out of bed and into the bathroom, returning with a wad of toilet paper to help keep Doris from leaking on the way to the shower. I pulled out and the three of us made our way into the bathroom. The shower was cramped with three, but none of us were about to suggest that we separate even long enough to shower. We kissed and touched and washed each other until the bathroom was steamy and we started running out of hot water.


We dried off and returned to bed, the three of us piling in together. Doris was pensive, thinking about her experiences tonight. “I think I liked that,” she told us. “I’d never considered making love to a woman as being fulfilling, but I can see myself wanting to do it again.”


“Please do!” Jane giggled. I knew she’d only cum once, but that was an accomplishment for Doris’s first time trying it. “What did you think about the anal?”


“I liked that too,” she admitted. “I don’t think I’d want that all the time, but it wasn’t horrible. I’m also glad that it’s something I never did for my husband. I’m coming to understand that Brad was a very selfish lover.”


I shrugged and made a dismissive sound. “He’s Barb’s problem now,” I said lightly. “None of us have to really deal with him.”


Jane snorted in the dark. “You really believe that?” she asked skeptically. “He just finished trying to pin tonight on you. You think he’s gonna give up on causing trouble for you?”


“Probably not, but I’m gonna talk to Bert tomorrow about a restraining order,” I told her.


“That’s gonna make it hard for him to arrange visitation,” she pointed out, making Doris laugh bitterly.


“You think he’s going to make time for his son?” she asked in disgust. “More likely that he’ll jump for joy at being free of the two of us.”


The three of us curled up together and talked some more about it. Doris admitted that little Brad was probably better off if his father DID stay away from him. We settled down, chatting idly as we drifted off to sleep together.


Thursday was a bittersweet day for all of us. It was Jane’s last full day with us. She was driving home with her parents the following morning and flying out to Chicago on New Year’s Day after celebrating with her friends from high school. We spent the day with her parents, since I hadn’t had a chance to see them very much outside of the time with Barb. The six of us went out for lunch and then took a stroll down the Walk of Fame. We’d done that on past trips, but this time, Barb wasn’t with us and I was pushing little Brad in his stroller while we all walked along, pointing out different stars.


Arthur and I were lagging behind a little with Brad, while the three ladies ranged ahead, looking for their favorite stars on this stretch of the Walk.


“I’m sorry, John,” he said softly when they were out of range. “I know I’ve said it before, but seeing the changes in Barb since the divorce papers were served, I’ve gotten a new understanding of how things must have been.” He was quiet and subdued and, I think, troubled.


“This has been hard on all of us,” I told him in the same soft tone. “Even Barb has suffered for it. If she had her way, I’d have been supportive of the way she wanted things to go and maybe even enjoyed the ride. She’s felt like she was pulled in two directions for a long time. She didn’t want to lose either of us.”


He nodded. “Her lover isn’t going to get the ‘welcome to the family’ speech,” he assured me. “Part of that is for Jane, but part of it is because of the way he tore the two of you apart.”


I nodded and thanked him. It was the first time that the two of us had discussed things in private. “I loved Barb with all my heart,” I told him. “I know you’re worried about Jane and I getting involved so quickly, but I’ve had months to work through the worst of the pain and the depression. Jane’s not gonna get hurt. It’s not a rebound relationship. Partly, that’s what Doris and I are to each other. When she gets her home and the final divorce terms come in, she’ll move on with her life and Jane and I will move on with ours.”


That seemed to satisfy his anxiety a little and we spent the rest of the day as a family. Arthur and Janice went back to Barb’s for dinner and the four of us went home for the same.


That night, Doris kissed us both and then went to the guest room deliberately. It was Jane’s last night here and it was a silent message from her that it should be just the two of us.


We made love slowly that night. There wasn’t any frenzied fucking or pounding sex. I told her I was going to miss her with every caress of her body, every movement of my hips. I worshiped her and she returned my tenderness with her own. We finally stopped in the small hours of the morning, exhausted and sated, but dreading the moment when we’d have to say goodbye.


When the alarm went off, We both looked at each other and there was such love and sadness in her eyes, knowing that I wouldn’t be with her when she went to bed tonight, that I knew that we’d both be miserable.


Doris had made breakfast and brought it in to us. “Just stay where you are,” she told us. “I’ve got everything handled. You just savor the time you have left.”


We kissed and cuddled and fed each other and got up when we were done with breakfast. Jane was mostly packed, in that she was leaving some of her things here. Her red dress got hung in the closet, she left some of her casual clothes there and her new earrings. She told me that she’d wear the necklace, but the earrings were too flashy to wear every day. Her suitcase was actually mostly empty when her parents arrived around mid-morning, or it would have been, if she hadn’t decided to grab a few things from my wardrobe for her to wear while we were apart. We said a very tearful goodbye and I shook hands with Arthur. I got a hug from Janice and then another one from Jane before they had to go. Arthur wasn’t the fastest man behind the wheel, so they wouldn’t arrive home until dinnertime.


Doris took my hand and led me back inside. She’d gotten dressed in her gym clothes and slapped me on the ass. “Let’s go, Mr. Trainer,” she said with a smile. “We’ve all been slacking off this week, but you promised to get me in shape. Let’s get back to work.”


I smiled and went to get changed. She’d managed to find something to distract me from missing Jane for a little while, but I sent her a text, letting her know that Doris was dragging me off to the gym to work, so she’d know that I couldn’t really answer her all day.


I set her to work and alternated my time between hanging out with Brad and doing my own workout, while I kept an eye on Doris. We chatted through the day about anything and everything and paused to get lunch for the three of us. I called a halt to things in time for me to give Doris a massage before we got showered.


We settled into a comfortable routine after that. Doris and I worked well together, cooked, cleaned up, played with Brad, worked out, had sex, shopped and did all the normal things that couples do. I went back to work the following week and I came home to a spotless house, a cooked dinner and a smiling redhead.


It was about a week later that Sissy showed up at our door with a huge grin on her face. “John!” she shrieked and kissed me full on the lips, throwing herself into my arms. I was taken by surprise, but I didn’t push her away. I’d forgotten how good Cecilia had felt, pressed against me and parts of my body remembered her fondly.


“Down, Stud!” she laughed when she felt my erection. “Save that for someone else. You’re about to get a lot of attention from the office ladies.”


She led me up the stairs and gave Doris a hug too. “I won!” she gushed, when we were all sitting down. “They have all the numbers for sales. I got the top sales spot for the past year.”


“Hey! Congratulations!” I said enthusiastically, coming to hug her again. “You thought you had a shot at it, but you weren’t sure.”


She nodded. “That’s because it was close. REAL close. I edged out Barb by less than $10,000 in sales. That means that if we’d negotiated for the lower price on this place, Barb would be getting the big check tomorrow and not me. They made the announcement today and the presentation is tomorrow. There’s an event in Sacramento later in the month to announce the top seller in the state and then we have another event for the national winner. I don’t know if I made it that far, but Marty and I will be going for the State event anyway. Barb looked like she was going to swallow her tongue when the numbers came out. She came to congratulate me, but I could tell that she was upset by it.” She paused and then started laughing. “Brad came back to work today too. He looks like a raccoon with two big black eyes. His face is all swollen and bruised and he was really stiff and sore. He’s telling everyone that he got mugged.”


I nodded and we told her about the police coming to the door and how he’d tried to implicate me. Her eyes narrowed about that and she shook her head. “I can’t believe he’d do that. I mean, I can, but I can’t, you know? After everything else he’s done, this doesn’t seem out of character, but still! Telling the cops that it was YOU that beat him up?”


Doris shrugged. “He’ll get his,” she promised. “I’m suing him for full custody of our son and when I get it, I’m cutting him out of our lives.”


She nodded. “Good. He shouldn’t be allowed anywhere near impressionable children. That’s only half my news though.”


“Oh?” I asked, wondering what else had happened around the office. “Did Barb get into it with Brad and dump him?”


“Not likely,” she said. “Tara got a promotion,” she said lightly. “She’s going to be the District Manager, so they’re looking for someone to step into her shoes.”


“That much, I knew,” I told her. “Tara told me at the party when we were talking about how much Barb and Brad could turn into a nightmare for her. Are you applying for the job?” I asked, already hoping that she’d get it.


“Tara took me aside and asked me if I wanted it,” she told me, looking at me shrewdly. “She told me that you’d suggested me.”


I chuckled. “Guilty as charged,” I admitted. “When she told me she was moving up, she asked me not to say anything, since she didn’t want the office going crazy trying to get her to recommend them.”


She nodded. “She said she was surprised that you weren’t putting Barb out there, even with Brad in the picture.”


I shrugged. “She makes poor choices when Brad is involved. She’d be fired in less than a year and the office would be a battleground.”


“That’s what she said your opinion was,” she confirmed. “Anyway, they’re accepting applications from anyone in the office, but she told me that she considered me the strongest candidate unless someone outside the office came up with a stronger interview. Barb and Brad both applied.”


I chuckled and shook my head. “Brad’s lucky that he still has a job and Barb’s not getting it. I reminded Tara that she wouldn’t be able to mediate anything where Brad was involved.”


She grinned broadly and said she had to go. She wanted to celebrate with Marty, but wanted to share the good news with us before she went home.


Over the next few weeks, things got interesting around the office for Sissy. Brad and Barb had both been shocked when she’d gotten the job. I think it drove home to Barb that she wasn’t the top dog in the office. She knew that Cecilia didn’t hate her, but that her treatment of me had gone a long way toward coloring her opinion.


Brad was another matter. Brad’s attitude was getting worse and worse and it was starting to affect his performance around the office. When Tara finally left and Sissy took over, she sat him down and told him that she wasn’t as tolerant as Tara had been and that she had no time for office romances. She told him that one of them had to leave the office and there was no way she was giving up her top seller.


She took great delight in telling us all about the meeting and how she’d offered him a half-dozen offices he could transfer to around the state. None of them were close and none of the offices that he was offered was even slightly successful. The closest office he had to choose from was in Barstow and the most prosperous position was to take over as Office Manager in Eureka. He’d still be in California, so that Doris wouldn’t have to go hunting for him out of state for child support, but far enough away that he wouldn’t be able to manage quickies with Barb. If they wanted to stay together, one of them would have to get a different job or they’d have to spend a lot more time and money on travel to be together.


It turns out that Brad was eager to get out of town after his second mugging. Eureka is almost as far away from LA bookies as you can get and stay in California. The job was also a promotion, however small.


Barb didn’t take it well. Missing top seller, losing the promotion to Sissy and the separation from Brad had made her depressed. She didn’t perform the complete slide into oblivion that some people do when their lives fall apart, but wasn’t quite the crown jewel that she’d been before. She was still selling homes, but not in the numbers that she had before.


As for Brad, things got harsh for him. Doris took him to court to sue him for custody. He didn’t bother contesting it, but he showed up for the hearing. I guess his lawyer must have told him that the divorce judge might look favorably on it if he was at least involved in the process. I guess none of it really registered for him. I showed up that day just to be there for Doris.


The hearing itself wasn’t long. The lawyers talked, with Bert telling the judge that her husband’s infidelity and emotional abuse had made her want to isolate her son from harmful influences and Brad’s lawyer countering that there had been no abuse, but that Brad had agreed to relinquish custody to her in order to put his son’s well-being first.


The judge granted full custody to Doris and that would have been that, except that Brad had gotten restless during the hearing and wanted to come sit with me. He turned in his seat next to his mother and reached out for me, making a sound in his throat to let me know what he wanted, so I quietly came forward and picked him up with a smile from his mother.


“Dada!” he shrieked in delight, throwing his arms around my neck as I picked him up. All eyes in the courtroom were on me, including Brad, Sr. I caught Brad’s eye as I turned to take his son back to my seat and I could see hate in his eyes. There was nothing he could do about it though. He’d tried to implicate me in his assault, tried to wreck my life and now he was losing pieces of his all the time.


Bert had negotiated a system where Brad’s pay would be split and Doris’s share was forwarded directly to her, rather than leave him with the ability to stiff her for the amount. It was a little more work for their payroll, but they did it gladly, since Doris could have just as easily have sued them for the office romance that had torn her family apart.


By the time the final divorce decrees were ready, Doris looked a lot more like her old self. Living in the house where the machines were had done wonders for her devotion to working out. She’d lost close to a hundred pounds and was able to wear a lot of the clothes that she’d worn before she’d gotten pregnant. She moved out of the house in mid-March with my help. She’d gotten a smaller house about a half-hour away. It was perfect for her and Brad and much closer to her parents. She promised she’d stay in touch and she did, slowly weaning us both off the sex that we’d been having together. She eventually went back to school and decided to get into real-estate, taking up a job in one of the offices that Tara oversaw. Sissy would have taken her in a heartbeat, but there was no way that she wanted to work with Barb that closely.


As for me, I called back a few of the women that Barb had set me up with at the Christmas party. There was no real chemistry between any of us, but there didn’t need to be. After Doris moved out, I dated Cathy for a few weeks before we both decided that it wasn’t a good fit. She was a very inhibited lover and we didn’t have much in common. After that, I decided to just wait for Jane. We talked every day and she and Marcy were coming directly here for the summer, rather than go home to visit first.


The three of us had a great summer that started with my second win in the UFC. We spent the whole summer together and I fell in love with Marcy just as much as Jane had. The three of us fit together like we should never be apart and by the time August was over, I knew I’d miss her as much as I missed Jane all through the spring.


I’d met Marcy over our lengthy webcam chats online. She was third-generation Japanese American and her parents had decided to stay away from traditional Japanese names when she’d been born. She was just as tiny as Jane was, but was short, standing just over five feet tall. When we walked on the beach, we looked like two parents with a child from a distance.


Doris had started seeing someone that summer and she wasn’t shy about asking the three of us to babysit, so Brad still had his own room for when he was over, but thankfully, he was potty trained by that point, so he was easy to hang out with. It turned out that Doris had started a relationship with a doctor that she’d consulted about getting surgery for her loose skin after her weight-loss. Her settlement from Brad seemed to be generous enough for her to afford the surgery after all. She’d already done the work to lose the weight, but it had left her with some cosmetic damage that she didn’t want to have to hide forever.


She married him the following summer, letting Brad off the hook for the rest of his alimony. Their wedding was beautiful and I found out that she wasn’t the first person that had found love in his office. Jane, Marcy and I were seated with a couple who looked like they were about the same age as me. They introduced themselves as Peter and Lori and it turned out she was a nurse that worked closely with Scott Webber, the groom. Peter had been one of his patients after a car accident and they’d never looked back.


That summer was big for weddings though. Sissy and Marty tied the knot again, with a civil ceremony that was simple, but somehow very touching, just the same. Jane and I were the witnesses and Marcy started hinting to Jane what she wanted in a bridesmaid’s dress before the ink was even dry on Sissy and Marty’s marriage license.


Jane just smiled and shrugged, but I knew that it was time. About a week later, I showed Marcy the ring.


“If the law allowed it, I’d marry you both,” I told her truthfully.


“Trust me,” she laughed. “If there was a state in the Union that allowed it, we’d already be packing. She’s gonna love the ring.”


I popped the question that Friday and she said yes before I could get the words out. It was just the three of us, having a quiet dinner at Florentine’s, which we did a few times a year, thanks to Sissy’s insistence that I take her to nice places.


We talked it out between us and considered the three of us to be equal partners in everything. We included Marcy as the wife the law wouldn’t allow and Jane as the wife that was legally married. Marcy didn’t care about the ring. Her parents had disowned her when they found out that she was bisexual. Her parents were ultraconservative and had envisioned her settling down and marrying a nice Japanese man to give them grandchildren and continue to pass on their traditions.


She’d invited them to come out and visit us, but they declined and said they had no daughter. We became her family after that and we never looked back.


Marcy and Jane both went to work and loved their jobs. The kid in me loved when Marcy brought home some of the coolest toys that her company was importing for resale here. She often brought home a few of their newest toys for Brad to play with when he was spending the night with us.


As for my career, I kept fighting. Jane loved to come with me on those trips and started spending time on the mats with Ganju and me. Ganju loved her on first sight and taught her to fight right alongside me. Marcy was never interested in that, but she always came to our fights. Yeah, Jane started fighting too. After my first contract, I stopped fighting out of my weigh-class, but I’d picked up the nickname, “Giant-Killer” from my time tackling larger opponents.


We see Barb from time to time. We live less than a mile away. She’s gained a few pounds, but she still looks good. We get together around the holidays with her parents and she never seems to bring anyone. I don’t know if she’s still with Brad or if the distance killed them. I think, if he’d chosen Barstow and Barb had been willing to move, they could have stayed together with a bit of a commute, but I never brought that up.


Lately I’ve been getting hints that Jane and Marcy want us to think about kids. Sissy and Marty just had a little girl that they named, Jade Marie, and Doris and Scott are expecting, so I guess it’s our turn. Funny how quickly they wanted to start our family once they laid eyes on Jade.


“That’s a Hell of a story,” the guy sitting next to me said with a smile. “You should write that all down. You could probably sell it as a new Netflix series.”


“Nah,” I scoffed and looked at my cards. “I call, by the way.”


The rest of the players roused themselves from their thoughts at the end of my tale as we gathered around the table. I noticed there were a few people watching our game and listening in on the conversation.


“Everybody’s got a story to tell,” I said in a friendly tone. “That’s probably the only one I can tell that’s worth hearing.” Even our dealer was smiling and relaxed as we played. “So what about you?” I asked the guy sitting next to me. I was trying to keep the conversation going since I mostly played for the fun of being social.


He shrugged. “I don’t know if I can follow up that story,” he said with a little touch of embarrassment. “You said a mouthful.”


“Well, tell us a little about yourself,” I suggested. “I’ve got all day. Jane’s fighting this weekend, not me.”


He nodded and smiled. “Okay. My name is Greg. Greg Stevens and I used to live here in Vegas. Let me tell you about what made me leave town in search of greener pastures...”


The End
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