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Sandra Henderson spread her creamy thighs, and her lover, Carl Smith, slid inside her. She moaned loudly, letting him know she liked the feel of him nestled deep within her. He’d been her lover for six months, and every single time he screwed her, she climaxed gloriously. Having such spectacular orgasms made it hard to focus on all the negative energy she was collecting by being with him. Damn karma, anyway, she thought as he slammed into her.

She cried out when he plunged particularly roughly, something she loved for him to do. She loved equally as much how desperately he wanted her, how he couldn’t wait to get her clothes off when they met and ram into her. She didn’t care that their meeting place was his beat up old pick-up truck at the boat launch of the state park near her house. She could walk there, and with the cap on the back with the tinted windows, no one could see in, even during the day.

Grinning at their cleverness, she arched her back, offering her breasts. When he bent to take a turgid nipple into his mouth, she lost the ability to think, and just let herself feel.

Carl pounded into her, forcing the air from her lungs with every powerful thrust. Sandra ran her hands up his arms, getting even closer to orgasm when she felt his muscles clenched beneath his skin. Her fingers traveled over his shoulders, down his back, and gripped his buttocks, her long nails digging into his skin as she held him tight inside her.

“Yeah, baby,” he growled, then lowered his head to kiss her roughly.

She slid her tongue into his mouth, nipping lightly at his lips before allowing him to draw back because she knew he liked it.

Suddenly he withdrew from her and flipped her onto her belly. She smiled eagerly and lifted her ass into the air, then moaned loudly when he plowed back into her. His hands came to her hips, pulling her against him as he surged forward, and she cried out every time, completely oblivious to the rough carpeting scraping her cheek through her dark red hair.

One of his hands slid around her hip and disappeared between her legs, rubbing her clitoris furiously so she would come. She whimpered his name as she swayed her hips slightly, more than eager for climax. While his hand played her, his arm and other hand held her in place, and he jack-hammered his hips, pumping into her so fiercely she thought he’d rend her in two.

“Oh, yes,” she whispered, feeling her insides begin to quiver.

“Come for me, honey,” Carl groaned, and felt his balls tighten in anticipation.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” she panted, over and over, getting louder and louder, pushing back against him harder and harder, until her inner muscles clenched around his cock. She screamed as she shattered, her high wailing extremely loud in the close confines of the truck bed.

Carl grinned. He liked it when women screamed for him. The louder, the better. It was part of the reason he screwed them in the back of his truck. The noise was nearly loud enough to shatter glass.

He continued moving against her even as she relaxed beneath him, focusing on his own pleasure now that she’d had hers. Pushing her onto her side, he straddled her bottom leg, then lifted the top one and set it over his shoulder. The angle had his cock rubbing against her soft insides, and he felt his muscles quaking instantly.

Breathing heavily, he pushed into her, once, twice, three times, then felt the world spin as he emptied himself into her with a groan. He knelt there for several seconds, until his head cleared enough that he could move. Then he lifted his leg over hers, letting hers fall together in a heap. He started to lay beside her, but movement caught his eye and he turned to look out the back window.

“Shit,” he said softly.

“What is it?” Her voice sounded sleepy.

“There’s a car coming.”

“So? They come and go all the time while we’re in here. No one’s seen anything before. Lie down with me,” she purred.

He turned his head slowly to look at her, curious how she’d react. “It’s John.”

Her eyes widened, and she lifted onto her elbow to peer out the back window. “My John?”

Carl nodded. “Yes, your John. He’s gonna recognize my truck. I have to get out before he sees you.” He quickly pulled up his jeans and fastened them, then threw his t-shirt on over his head. “Stay down,” he told her, then lifted the back window on the cap and climbed out while John was parking beside him.

By the time his friend got out of his car, Carl was standing at the back of his truck, leaning nonchalantly against the bumper. “Hey, John,” he said, offering his hand.

His best friend took it and pumped twice, and Carl wondered vaguely how John would feel if he knew the hand he’d just shaken had been fingering his wife a few minutes ago.

“Carl. What are you doing up here?”

“Fishing,” Carl lied easily.

“Man, I have never known anyone who fishes more than you. You’re up here damn near every day.”

“Yeah, I like getting my worm wet,” Carl said, and nearly laughed at his double entendre.

John did laugh, appreciating his friend’s crude sense of humor, though he didn’t get the full meaning behind Carl’s words. Carl shifted his feet, crossing his ankles as he leaned back against the truck, and John’s eyes darted to something white beneath the truck.

Frowning mildly, he bent, lifting the tennis shoe. “This looks like Sandra’s. What’s it doing here?”

Carl’s eyes widened slightly, but he was a quick liar. “Oh, that’s one of my girlfriend’s shoes. She left it in the back of my truck last time we knocked boots. Must have fallen out when I got my fishing stuff.” Or fallen off when Carl had thrown Sandra laughing into the back of the truck. “Thanks.” He started reaching for it, but John pulled it back slightly.

“It’s says ‘S.H.’ on the inside of the tongue.”

That made Carl sweat just a tad. But he knew he could still talk his way out of this. “Yeah, it’s Suzie Harmon’s. You remember me talking about Suzie, don’t you?”

John shook his head absently, then lifted stormy grey eyes to Carl’s brown ones. “It’s written in red. That’s Sandra’s favorite color.” His voice was low and full of denial.

Carl rolled his eyes. “Come on, John. Lots of chicks like red. What are you driving at?”

John’s eyes flicked to the window behind Carl. “Please tell me my wife isn’t in the back of your truck.”

“Your wife isn’t in the back of my truck.” But it sounded weak even to his own ears.

Risking the pain, or a possible mental breakdown, John stepped toward the truck. Carl whipped a hand out and planted it on his chest. Quietly, he said, “Please don’t. I do have a woman friend back there, and she’s naked. She wouldn’t appreciate you looking at her when she’s like that.”

John shoved his hand away and took another step, ignoring his ‘best friend’s protests as he got closer to the truck window. He stood close now, but would have to press his face to the window to be able to see through the tinting. He closed his eyes for a moment, took a deep breath, then cupped his hands around his eyes and looked through the window.

And straight into the large, terrified green eyes of his completely naked wife. Slowly John pulled back, amazed at how dead he felt all of a sudden. Shouldn’t he be angry, or sad, or some strange combination of the two? He suspected that it would hit him later, slamming into him like a rogue wrecking ball.

But for now he turned his head and looked at Carl, who didn’t look so much afraid as weary, like he was worried John might hit him but thought he deserved it.

“You were my best friend,” John said slowly. “Why?”

Carl shrugged, clearly upset. “I don’t know, man. I can’t explain it. It just sort of happened one night. I’m sorry.”

So clichéd, John thought. “How long?”

“Six months,” Carl said quietly.

John’s eyes closed again, and a tiny amount of pain squeezed past his unintentional emotional roadblock. “Oh, my god.” Six months? How could he not have known for six months?

Unable to think, John walked to his car and got in, started it, and then sat there, not sure if he should drive. Granted, his home wasn’t very far up the road, close enough that Sandra had likely walked here today. Ugh!, he thought, the first spurt of pain now joined by one of anger. He shook his head and gripped the steering wheel to keep from freaking out.

Movement caught his eye, and he glanced in the side view mirror to see Sandra had climbed out of the back of the truck and was talking to Carl. Carl lifted the shoe John had found, and she rolled her eyes, saying something that put a scowl on Carl’s face. Then, cautiously, she approached the passenger side of the car.

“John,” she shouted through the window. “Talk to me.”

Why?, he wanted to know, but he didn’t ask. Instead he rolled the window down an inch, just enough to hear her clearly. Still he said nothing.

“John, I...” She looked away, toward the lake, then back. “I don’t know what to say.”

Miraculously, his voice came back, bringing with it words. Words he didn’t know had been in his head, but were shortly out of his mouth. “How about ‘John, I’m a cheating whore’?” He bobbed his head around with each word, for emphasis.

She gasped quietly, but didn’t argue with him. Instead she said, “I didn’t mean for you to find out this way.”

“No, Sandra, you didn’t mean for me to find out at all. Not finding out ‘this way’ is doing it once and then not telling me until it accidentally slips out. Doing it for six months with my best friend is ‘never meant for you to find out, period’.”

“Maybe that’s true,” she conceded slowly, surprised by his mostly calm, almost detached way of looking at it. “But I never meant to hurt you.”

He finally lifted his eyes to hers, and they were so dark, they gave her chills. “Maybe not at first. Maybe at first you thought, ‘Oh, I hate to do this. It’ll kill John if he finds out. I should stop’.

“But you didn’t stop. You kept doing it, and doing it, and doing it, for six goddamn months! And that whole time you knew it would hurt me, but you didn’t stop. So excuse me if I don’t buy your ’not hurting me’ story.”

He could see she’d hoped he’d buy it, but her statements were just as clichéd as Carl’s, maybe even worse. When he didn’t swallow her excuses wordlessly, even offered her reasons why she was a liar, she began to get angry. Now her face was getting splotchy, and her green eyes were little emerald slits. “I’m trying to be civil here, John. Can you do that?”

He looked out the windshield, making a gesture with his hands as if to say, ‘Are you serious?’ Then he looked back at her. “No, I don’t think I can. You’re a liar, Sandra, and a cheater. The worst kind, since you lied about cheating. Why is it you think I should be civil?”

She crossed her arms, looking odd as she was bent at the waist to look in the car window. “I don’t know. I’m not surprised, I guess. You never could just talk like a grown-up when we had problems. You’d clam up and walk away, just like you’re doing now.”

So we’re moving on to the insult portion of the game, are we? Fine. “Yeah, and you’re the picture of ‘grown up’, aren’t you? Being screwed in the back of a pick-up in the middle of a parking lot like some half-wit teenager. Yes, that’s all kinds of grown up.”

“At least he knows how to have a good time. He lays better than you ever could.” Behind her, John saw Carl shake his head in dismay at her words. But she continued, completely unaware. “And he didn’t mind dishing out the dough, unlike your cheap ass.”

Which was a total lie. She had everything she could ever want, and then some, and he never hesitated to buy her something pretty if he thought she might like it, despite the fact that he wasn’t a millionaire. College professors weren’t typically rolling in money.

But he didn’t care enough at the moment to correct her. “Well, I hope he paid you well for all that time you spent on your back, Sandra honey, ‘cuz you won’t be getting a penny outta me.”

With that, he threw the car into Reverse and floored it, and Sandra jumped back. John nearly spun the car in a complete circle when he backed up. Then he put it into Drive and floored it, squealing out of the parking lot and tearing down the road.

A couple minutes later, he turned onto his street and pulled the car over, just a few houses down from his own. Pain lashed through him, and surprisingly, it was Carl’s betrayal, not Sandra’s, that hurt the worst. He wondered about that. Likely it was because they’d been fighting like cats and dogs for months now, even before she’d started sleeping with his best friend. And just as likely, he figured some part of him had suspected something like this was going to happen eventually.

Following the pain came an intense anger, so strong he actually saw red. He slammed his fists on the steering wheel over and over, wishing it were Carl’s face he was punching, or even Sandra’s. But he knew he’d never hit her, or Carl for that matter. He just wasn’t that guy, though at the moment he desperately wanted to be.

Finally, his emotions settled inside him in some kind of mad, sad, hurt group hug that kept spinning in circles and making him want to vomit. Which wasn’t any better than being just angry or only hurt. At least individually they hadn’t made him want to be sick.

John took several deep breaths, then put the car into gear and drove the rest of the way home. After pulling into the garage- which he’d had to empty of Sandra’s car first- he closed the garage and went inside the house.

The first thing he saw was Sandra’s coat hanging beside the door. Even seeing the red jacket made him angry, and he tore it from its hook and tossed it on the floor. Then he turned to go further into the house.

But everywhere he went he saw her stuff. A pair of her shoes by the door, one of her magazines on the coffee table, her bathrobe hanging on the back of the bathroom door.

If he was going to continue to live here happily- and he damn well was- he had to get rid of her shit. He dug the luggage set that her parents had gotten them for their wedding ten years ago out of the closet. Then he filled the biggest three with her clothes, snarling at the lingerie when he realized why he’d never seen her wearing it.

The last two he filled with everything he could see that was hers, or theirs. Jewelry, pictures, knickknacks. Even refrigerator magnets went away. He wanted nothing to remind himself of their ten-year marriage, or their two-year engagement, or their
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