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​Chapter One: Long Days and Short Nights
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“Hey, sweetheart,” I say to my wife as she walks in through the door of our Manhattan apartment.

“Hello.”  Sarah smiles at me sweetly as she closes the door and turns to greet me with a quick kiss.  Her blue eyes look into mine for a moment as she studies my face.  “Long day?”

“Yeah, it was.  For you?”  She nods her head as she walks over to the sofa and has a seat with her jacket in one hand and her cell phone in the other.  “Lots of customers today?”  Sarah is the owner of a very nice five-star restaurant in Manhattan where a plate of calamari can cost almost a hundred dollars.  She has done well for herself there after eight years of long days and evenings, and I am very proud of her.  A one-time college gymnast, my wife is still toned in her mid-thirties and she still wears her blonde hair in a beautiful French braid.  It is the hairstyle I fell in love with thirteen years ago when we met during our senior year on campus, and one I never tire to see.  Sarah is a beautiful woman and a very hot wife.

“Every day,” she quips with a smile on her face.  “What about you?  Did you have to go in for court?”

“Just for a couple of hours,” I reply.  “We have a case out against a company for copyright infringement.  It shouldn’t take too long to resolve.”  I go over to a minibar we have in our living room and pull two wine glasses from the shelf.  I don’t bother even asking.  After all these years, I know that my love enjoys a cool glass of red wine, so I make her some to help her relax after her long day.  Turning with both glasses, I walk over to the sofa and hand a glass off to Sarah before having a seat on next to her.  

“Long days,” my wife laments just before taking a sip of her wine.

“Very long days,” I concur as I swirl my own drink around in the long-stemmed glass.  “I sometimes miss the ways things were when we were in college.”  I smile at Sarah as I look at her petite, athletic frame.  “We were so carefree at the time.”

“We were so poor,” she says with her own smile.  “At least now we can afford a glass of wine and a nice place to live, David.”  

I nod my head.  “Sure, it’s a nice place, but neither one of us really enjoys it.  We both have so much to do that we hardly ever see each other unless we are already in bed.  And then...”  My voice trails off.  I was about to be difficult again.  At least, that was the word my wife has used to describe my complaining over the fact that we hardly ever have sex anymore.  

“Honey, there will come a day when we can sit back and enjoy each other more.  It just takes time to make the money that we need to live comfortably.”

“We could take what we have now and move to Montana or Idaho and live for the rest of our lives, Sarah.  Why do we need to have such a large retirement built up?”

“We need more money to be comfortable, my love,” she tells me with a smile.  “Besides, I can’t see you out in the wide-open spaces of Montana herding cattle or riding a horse.”

“I have ridden a horse before,” I say in my defense.  “Several times.”

“You have ridden a horse or two at your grandfather’s stables, David.  That doesn’t really count.  The horses in Montana are not the sort you have been on.”  Sarah doubts my ability to adapt to any environment other than the one which the two of us have grown up in.  My entire life has centered around New York City, as has Sarah’s, and she cannot understand why I would even want anything else than what we have now.  The fact that she is not ready to take what we have and move where we can live very cost effectively is due to her insistence to continue to be a part of the city life.  

“Still, if I could just have more time with you, Sarah, I would be a very happy man.”  I finish off my wine before sitting the glass on a small table beside the sofa.  “This rat race we are in is not healthy for anyone.”

“We are fine, sweetheart.  Just a few more years and then maybe we could look at settling down in Miami or somewhere like that.” 

“Miami,” I snort.  “Your skin would burn, honey.”

“I would have a healthy tan,” she retorts.  “Besides, then you could get away from Manhattan and all the things about it that you apparently don’t like.”

“I like things here,” I say as I shake my head.  “The problem is that Miami is just another large city.  We could be very happy in some small, quaint town out of the way of anything else.  I would even be willing to look at Vermont if you would prefer.”

Sarah’s blue eyes turn to meet mine.  “You would never catch me dead in Vermont, David.  It’s a drab state for drab people and maple trees.”

“It’s a quiet life among good people.  Surely you would like to be able to step out into a front yard and not have to worry about people walking along in the hundreds along the sidewalk outside.”

“That’s not the life for me,” she insists.  “Maybe for you, but not for me.  I love my restaurant, and I can’t see how I could ever get along without it.”  Now the truth comes out.  Sarah has been in love with her restaurant since buying it in a bankruptcy auction several years ago.  At first, it was supposed to be a pet project that she would nurture to maturity before selling it for a tidy sum.  Unfortunately, she has now decided that she can’t let it go.  Though I have been very understanding of her position so far, I am beginning to tire of Sarah’s intransigence in the matter.  

“We are in our thirties, honey.  The forties are just around the corner, and I’m worried that we will not be able to enjoy our better years together.  I have investments...”

“Investments,” she sneers as she puts her own wine glass down.  “You have investments, I get that.  Even so, it would not be enough for us to let up from what we are doing right now.”  Sarah leans over toward me in a conciliatory manner and puts her hand just inside my arm as she lays her head on my shoulder.  “Those investments need more time to grow, my love.”

“Four million,” I say flatly.  “It’s more than enough to find a small place where we could live and enjoy more time together.  I could even open a private law practice in whatever town we moved to and take on small cases.  That would be so much better than the behemoth cases I am forced to work for the firm.”

“You make good money,” Sarah replies as she reaches up with another hand and strokes my face.  “Look, we can compromise, okay?  Give me five more years.  I want to grow the restaurant a little more and then I’ll sell it.  That would give us enough time to double that four million so that when we do this thing we can at least live comfortably.  Even if it is in a small town in Podunk, Vermont.”  We both laugh a little as Sarah moves up and kisses my cheek lightly.

“Five years,” I parrot as I look over at her.

“Five,” she promises.

I nod my head.  “I guess I can hold out a little longer.  Maybe at forty I can retire at this and get to enjoy a simpler life.  I need this, Sarah.”

“I know, my love.  We’ll get there, I promise.”  She pats my knee and then gets up from the sofa.  Picking up both of our wine glasses, my wife walks toward the kitchen where she puts them on the dark granite countertop.  I get up to follow her, walking up behind her and putting my arms around her.  “Oh, honey,” Sarah says quietly as she smiles.

“I love you,” I tell her as I kiss the back of her neck.

“I love you too.”  Turning, Sarah adds, “I’m tired and I have to be up in about six hours to get back to work.  We are doing inventory tomorrow and I think there will be a health inspector there as well.”

“Fun times,” I say to her with a grin.

“The best.”  

“So, no fun for us tonight?”

Sarah’s eyes look directly into mine.  “Honestly, do you have the energy for it, David?  It’s been a really long day for the both of us.”

Disappointed, I shake my head.  “I suppose not.  Still, I wouldn’t mind trying to do something with you, honey.  It’s been so long.”

“I know.  Just give it a week and I will have less to do for a while.  You know that spring is the busiest time of year for me, and there are lots of things I need to do to be prepared for the additional traffic.  Maybe next weekend we could take a trip into the Catskills?”

“I don’t know, should we spend money on a weekend getaway in the mountains while we are trying to save up money for our retirement?”  I smile wryly at my wife as I hold her close to me.

“I think we can afford this, Mr. Tolson.”  Sarah kisses me deeply as my cock becomes hard.  When she flirts with me, she often does so while using my last name.  She knows it turns me on for her to do so, which is why she uses it to sooth the savage beast within.  I want her, but I know that for now I cannot have her.  I will have to wait.  A trip into the mountains might be the best way for the two of us to connect physically again.

“Fine, Mrs. Tolson,” I reply as I give her one last squeeze.  “Next weekend it shall be.”  We separate and make our way to the bedroom where we will both more than likely want to get a shower.  We have found that it is easier to sleep when we are both completely clean from the day’s work.  A little atypical when compared to most other New Yorkers, Sarah and I don’t rise to take a shower in the mornings.  We take them before bedtime.  This sometimes leads to sex for the two of us as well, but not tonight.  She wants to shower alone, and I am now too tired to complain.  Soon we are both in bed and fast asleep.
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​Chapter Two: Wandering Eyes
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“She’s very attractive, isn’t she?”  Marvin catches me off-guard as I take a quick look at the new administrative assistant the law firm has hired for me.  “Damn, I don’t think I could keep from getting all over her, Dave.” 

“Marv,” I say as I shake my head.  “Stop it.”

“Stop it?  How the hell did you convince them to hire that fine young woman for you, man?  Who the hell did you screw?”

“Marvin, you know why they hired her.”

“No, I really don’t.  Why don’t you enlighten me, Dave?”  Marvin Dean and I have both worked for the firm for about ten years now.  Though he was a lot of fun to be around at first, I have grown weary of the way he tries to recapture his twenties by visiting strip clubs and bars in the evenings.  He is a good attorney, but a liar and a conman when it comes down to it.  

“I have that big industrial case, remember?  There is more than a hundred million dollars on the line, Marvin.  They hired her to help me try to keep all the files straight and to field questions from the company and the court.  I need her.”

“You need her to keep more than the files straight, my friend,” Marvin quips as he looks at her.  “I’ve seen you steal a few passing stares at her.”

“Passing stares?  Really, Marv?”

“Don’t deny it, man.  You would like to get that pretty thing in bed with you.  I know you would.”  

“Dammit, Marvin, keep your fucking voice down,” I say as I look through my office door at the woman.  “The windows are thin, and this office is not anywhere close to being soundproof.”

“Maybe not, but you could always take her down to the stockroom in the basement.  The walls there are thick and with all the paper and such stored there, you would have more than enough places to bend her over.”

“Shit, Marv!”  My assistant looks up, her dark eyes focusing on the two of us as Marvin leans over my desk.  I smile at her and she smiles back, causing goosebumps to form along the back of my neck and travel the length of my spine.  I’m thankful when I see her go back to work after sharing the look with me.

“See?  You have a thing for that sweet little lady.”  He takes another look at her.  “Is she from India?”

“First off, her name is Reva and she is not from India.  She is Indian-American, and it was her parents who came from India.”

“So, you’ve gotten to know her, then?”

“Marvin, I know her, yes.  She is my assistant, remember?  They hired her, she came in for the job, and we talked a little.  I’ve seen her employee file as well, so yeah, I know her a little.  However, I am not looking to have sex with her.”  I swallow hard as I look up into my colleague’s eyes.  I can see that I am not getting far with him as I try to dissuade his thoughts on her.”

“Well, buddy, if you don’t tap that ass, I will.”  Marvin sits down in the chair just across from me at me desk.  “She is a fucking hot woman.”

“Stop, Marv,” I admonish as I look at my computer screen.  “I have a lot to do, so if you could...”

“How’s the old ball and chain?” Marvin interjects.

I look up at him and grimace.  “Sarah,” I say as I shake my head.  “Do you ever treat women with any sort of respect, Marvin?  Or are you always an asshole with respect to them?”

Marvin snorts a little as he laughs.  “Look, it’s all a game, man.  You need to learn to play the game or you find that you have been left without the ball.  Or balls, in your case.”  He smiles as he thinks about the play on words.  “Office sex is not a big deal, my friend.  You should really give it a try.”

“No,” I tell him bluntly.  “It’s not going to happen.”

“Look at her.”  Marvin turns around and stars at Reva again.  

“If you don’t stop, I’m going to report you to Human Resources.”  

“Bullshit,” he tells me as he turns to look at me again.  “You wouldn’t do that to your old pal, Dave.  You and I go way back.”

“I absolutely would report you if you cause Reva to think that I’m wanting to get together with her.  I mean, this is my career you are fucking around with.  I can’t have sex with her.”

“You could, and you should.  Dave, she’s ripe for the picking and from what I have heard she finds you relatively attractive.”  A wide grin crosses the attorney’s face as he looks across the desk at me.  “Some have even begun to talk about the affair in your office.”

“I swear, if you have started a rumor...”

“Relax, big guy, I have started nothing.  It’s the ladies who work in the records office downstairs who have noticed.  You know, Dave, you have a little bit of a following around here.”  Marvin is right.  For several years there have been young women, both attorneys and paraprofessionals, who have taken an interest in me.  There have been at least two occasions when someone has approached me directly about sex and I turned them down.  After all, I am a happily married man with a beautiful wife who loves me dearly.  I would never do something that could jeopardize that relationship.

“Reva and I are not a thing.  You need to stop listening to gossip.”

“She wants you.”  

I look at the young woman with shoulder-length black hair just outside my office.  “No, I don’t think so.”

Marvin leans against the front of my desk, his arms crossed on top.  “She has told at least a couple of women here that she is willing and ready to do something with you.”

“Reva knows that I am married.”

“It doesn’t matter, Dave.  Do you know why?”  I shake my head.  “It doesn’t matter because this office building is not a part of your personal life.  Whatever happens here happens only here, my friend.  If you have a young woman willing to sharpen your pencil, let her sharpen your pencil.  Just don’t take her home to meet the wife.”  

“I can’t.”

“You can.”  Marvin chuckles as he looks back again.  “It’s like falling into a swimming pool, Dave.  Just get close to the edge and let nature take its course.  I’m telling you, there is nothing better than office sex.”

“You are married,” I tell him as I look hard at the man in front of me.  “You shouldn’t even be talking about this sort of thing.  I hope you are not actually doing it.”

He smiles at me as he admits, “Three times over the last two years, Dave.”

“What?  Bullshit, Marv.  There is no way you could have done that without someone knowing you were doing it.”

“I did it and I loved it.”  His voice lowers as he adds, “The last time was two weeks ago with Shari Morris.”

“Shari Morris?”  I shake my head.  “The new attorney on the fourth floor?”

“The new attorney.”  Marvin’s face tells me that he is not lying at this point.  “She was tight, and she even let me slip it in without a raincoat on.”

“No protection?”  I get a little hard as I think of the young redheaded woman who was hired just last month as our newest corporate attorney.  Fresh out of law school, she is barely twenty-five years old and probably one of the most attractive women I have ever seen.  “There is no way she would have allowed that, especially if she knew you were married.”

“She knew, Dave, but she didn’t care.  We don’t go out to bars together, we don’t date, we don’t sneak around in an affair.  We fucked one time and we will probably fuck again later this week.  That’s all it is, Dave; sex.”  

“Shit.”  I lean back in my chair as I think about Reva and how badly I would like to feel her around my cock.  Not once have I cheated on Sarah, and so after more than ten years of marriage I have gotten a little itchy for something more than the plain vanilla sex my wife and I have grown accustomed to experiencing.  I have even grown just a little frustrated as I have tried to find ways to engage with Sarah a little more to delve into our wilder tendencies of years past, but my efforts have been futile.  Put it in and get off has become the way we do things in our bedroom.  Having a little adult fun with Reva would probably help to calm my frustrations, at least in the short term.  

“So, you need to fuck her,” Marvin says as he gets up from his seat.  “Just once, but preferably twice.”  He looks at her again.  “I would probably even break my three-strikes rule and do her a third time if it were me, but you have to be careful about that.  More than twice and a woman might begin to feel like the two of you belong with each other.  Keep it impersonal and about sex.  Not love.”  Marvin turns and makes his way for my office door.  I follow him, and we walk out to the front of Reva’s desk.

“Reva, hold all of his calls for the afternoon.  Mr. Tolson is going to try to regrow his balls.”

“Marvin!”  I feel my face become red as I look over at my administrative assistant.  Reva’s face also reddens a bit as she looks at me and smiles.  She has learned over the course of the last week that Marvin is both mouthy and crude, characteristics that she has learned to simply ignore.  It makes her all that much more valuable to me as I work on the high-stakes case for the law firm.  

“Sorry, I will retract that last comment, Your Honor.  Please allow me a five-minute recess.”  My colleague gives me a sideways smile and walks down the hallway.  

“I am sorry about his mouth,” I tell Reva as I look down at her.  “I met him in law school before we became attorneys, and he has been a strange man the entire time.”

“He’s fine,” she replies quietly.  “Should I compile the clerk reports from the last two days of jury selection?” Reva asks as she looks over at her computer.

“That would be great,” I say as I nervously stand in front of her.  “I just want to say that I am sorry again.”

“Please, don’t worry about it,” she replies as she looks up at me.  “I am used to having guys like him make comments.  Had it been you, though...”  We both laugh nervously as she smiles at me.  Reva has the most beautiful smile, her full lips causing me to harden a little as I try to stand in a way that she will not notice the bulge forming in my pants.  “If you ever need to talk, though, I am always available to you, Mr. Tolson.”

“Call me David,” I say after clearing my throat.  “Just David.”

“Okay, David.”  She smiles warmly at me again and suddenly I realize that Marvin was right.  Reva does appear to like me.  At least, that’s what my overblown male ego is telling me.  “So, would you like me to bring the reports in myself to brief you or would you prefer that I email them to you?”

“Email,” I say as I sense how easily I could give in to her.  “Just email.  I’ll be at my desk.”  Though I can see the disappointment in the young woman’s face, I turn and walk back into my office without another word, closing the door behind me.  “Holy fuck,” I say under my breath as I make my way to my chair.  “Get hold of yourself, David.  Don’t let her get under your skin.  Sarah would not appreciate you cheating on her.”  The thought of my beautiful wife helps me take my mind off the young administrative assistant.  Though she is an attractive woman, I will not allow my lust for her to do anything to undermine my marriage to my best friend and lover.  Sarah is everything to me, and so my mind needs to be somewhere else right now.  Burying my thoughts into my work is probably the best way to do it, so I wait on those reports.  I wait and think hard on my marriage and the woman I love.
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​Chapter Three: A Cold Shower
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“What’s wrong, honey?” I ask my wife as she walks through our apartment door.  She walks over and sits down on a chair near the sofa where I am reclined and reading a book.  

“Why the hell did I ever get into the restaurant business, David?  Had I known the shit that I would have to put up with in the newspapers...”

“What are you talking about?”  I watch as Sarah tosses a folded newspaper to the end of the sofa.  “What’s this?”

“A conceited son-of-a-bitch who doesn’t care if he sinks a business with his fucked-up opinions.”

“Okay.”  I pick up the newspaper, which is already turned to the restaurant critic’s page.  “He wrote about your restaurant?”

“In-depth,” my wife replies.  “And what he says isn’t very nice.”  Looking up at her, I see a few tears in Sarah’s eyes.  It’s obvious that Greg Trimble, the oldest restaurant critic for the city newspaper, thinks that my wife’s restaurant is not what it should be.”

“Four stars,” Sarah says as she clenches her teeth.  “Four fucking stars.” 

“What does he say in the review?” I ask as I look up at her.  

“What does he not say?” my wife replies almost mockingly.  “He came in last week and we gave him one of our nicest dishes, the lamb with rice and spinach.  He called it cold and bland.”  Sarah wipes her eyes.  “He might as well have said that he found a cockroach in the meal, David.”

“He gives you four out of five stars,” I reply.  “Isn’t that pretty good?”

“Pretty good?”  She shakes her head as she paces the floor in front of the sofa.  “Pretty good is like going to the corner garage to have your oil changed.  You don’t take your Mercedes to the corner garage, David.  There are some very high-browed people who come to my restaurant who will reconsider after reading this review.”  Sarah huffs hard as she looks from me to the paper in my lap.  “That fucking asshole is trying to bury me with his lack of palate.”  

“Lack of palate?”  I smile warmly as I reach out for Sarah’s hand.

“What?”

“Come here, honey.  Take my hand.”  She looks at me for a moment and then at the paper in my lap.  Sarah sometimes gets really worked up over things that are out of her control, and it is during these times that I try to convince her that there are much bigger things in life to worry about than whatever is bothering her.  This is big to her, I understand that, but she won’t go out of business over getting one star lower than what she believes she should have gotten.

Sarah sits down on my lap as I grip her hand tightly.  “I hate him.”

“I know,” I chuckle.  “Have you invited him to come back and try another plate?”

She turns her eyes toward me, an angry look crossing her face.  “Why the hell would I do that?  All he would do is come in and eat for free before hammering my restaurant again.  There’s no reason to do that to myself.”

“He might have just had a bad day,” I tell her.  “Invite the guy back and really pour it on thick.  Work for that better review.”

“I have been working for a better review,” she tells me.  “For the last several years I have worked hard, and every time I have had a critic come in, they have scored the place five stars.  This guy though...”

“Honey, just try to calm down, okay?  Invite him back.”  I snuggle with my wife on the sofa for a few minutes, running my hands over her arms and hands as I feel my cock getting hard.  “You smell like restaurant,” I laugh while whispering into Sarah’s ear.

“You would too if you were trying to help the chef keep up with the orders, David.  This is a tough business, you know.”

“I know.”  Wrapping my arms around my wife, I ask, “Would you like to take a nice, long, hot shower with me?  Maybe see if we can get rid of some of that tension you have?”  

Sarah giggles a little.  “David, you’re being silly when I need you to be serious about this.  I can’t just invite the guy back over to slam my restaurant again.”

“Let’s talk about it in the shower,” I tell her.  “It’s easier to clear your head in there, my love.  I promise.”  

“Okay,” my wife says with a smile on her face.  “We’ll take a shower.  Then you can call out for some Chinese takeout, okay?”

“Hungry already?” I say with a laugh as I nibble on the edge of Sarah’s ear.  

“It’s nine in the evening, sweetheart.  I haven’t had anything to eat since about eleven this morning.  Of course I am hungry.”  

“We’ll shower and then I will order some food,” I promise.  My wife gets up and I stand up with her.  We both walk toward our bedroom and then to the master bathroom as my cock becomes hard.  Sex for the two of us is not the sort of thing that is common anymore, which makes this so promising for me.  I look forward to seeing Sarah’s naked body, but I also look forward to pressing my naked body against hers.  My wife is an amazing woman and having a little sex with her is just the sort of thing I need right now. 

I watch as Sarah begins to remove her clothes and while she removes her bra I unbutton my dress shirt.  “We haven’t done this for a while,” she comments while we strip off our clothes.  

“We need to do it more often,” I reply.  “The problem is that we get home at different times depending on the day.  I wish we could be on the same schedule.”

“That would be nice,” she agrees.  

“If we moved to Vermont we could get into a slower pace of life, Sarah.  It would be so easy to come home at the same time.  We might even be able to open up our own business together.”

“That’s at least five years off,” she reminds me.  “We need to keep doing what we are doing for now, David.  Soon we can start to plan for something else.”  Sara walks up to me just as she drops her panties to the floor.  She helps me get my pants down, and then my underwear, before wrapping her soft hand around my pecker.  “Why are you so hard, honey?”

“You know why,” I laugh as I look down at her hand on my manhood.  “Damn, this is nice, Sarah.”

“You have a big dick,” she says as she leads me to the bathroom.  “Let’s see what we can do with this.”  I become very excited as I follow my wife into the walk-in shower and close the glass door behind us.  Sarah starts the water and as we wet each other down, we begin to kiss passionately.  

“Oh, honey,” I moan into her ear as my wife presses her bare breasts into my body.  “I want you.”

“I want you too,” she tells me as she kisses my chest.  “You are turning me on, David.  I swear, you are an attractive man.”  Sarah smiles as she rubs my cock with her hand, causing my body to jolt at the attention.  

“Fuck, honey,” I moan as she lathers up my penis with her hand.  “This isn’t fair.”

“Sure, it is.”  My wife’s hand moves back and forth as she strokes my hardon.  “Don’t pop too soon, okay?  I have plans for you.”  I nod my head as Sarah goes to her knees and begins to kiss my cock.  

“Shit,” I moan as she slips it into her mouth.  “Dammit, honey.  Oh, fuck.”  I put a hand on her head as I feel her tongue on the tip of my cock.  “Fuck.”

Sarah stops and looks up at me as she continues to rub my erect phallus with her hand.  “Do you have any fantasies, David?  Is there anything you wish that you could do but you have thought that you couldn’t?”  She smiles as she keeps my cock hard with her hand.  

I think for a moment as an obvious example comes to mind.  “There is this woman at work.”

My wife’s eyes widen a little.  “What do you mean?”

“This woman,” I say again.  “She is my assistant.  Her name is Reva.”  I feel my balls begin to ache for the expected ending to this shower hand job.  “Sarah, I would bend her over my desk and fuck her if I thought you would let me.”  

“There really is a woman at work who you want?”  Sarah’s face is emotionless as she looks up at me.  She continues to rub my cock as she asks, “Are you being serious right now?”

“If you would let me do it, I would have sex with her, honey.  I think she wants to do it too.”  I’m getting close as my body undulates a little.  “Damn, I want to come inside her sweet, dark snatch.”  

Sarah’s hand suddenly stops moving and she stands to her feet.  “You’re a fucking pig, David!”  She turns and puts some shampoo into her hair and begins to work it in.  

“What?”  I watch my wife run her fingers through her hair as I wonder what has gone wrong.  “Are you upset with me?” 

“Upset?  Why would I be, David?  I mean, you just want to fuck some other woman at work.  There’s no reason to be upset, right?”  I can see by the look on her face that Sarah is not at all happy with me.  I have misread what she wants from me.

“I’m kidding,” I say quickly.  “I am just playing around, Sarah.  Please, don’t be angry with me.”

“You are definitely not kidding,” she replies as she begins to rinse her hair.  “I know when you are being serious and when you are joking around.  You really do what to have sex with that woman at work.”

“Honey.”  What have I done?  I thought she wanted some honesty in what I would like to have happen as a fantasy, but apparently, she wanted to know what fantasies I have concerning just the two of us.  I should have known better, and maybe I would have if I had not had my cock in her hands at the time.  “I’m sorry.”

“Sorry doesn’t cut it,” my wife tells me sharply.  “You want to screw another woman, David.  That’s not excusable.”  She gets her hair rinsed off and then finishes rinsing any other soap from her body.  Stepping out of the shower, Sarah leaves me behind.  I do a quick rinsing of my own and step out of the shower after her.

“Honey, I thought you wanted me to talk about that.”  

“How could I have wanted that?  I had no idea that you were wanting to have sex with your assistant.”  Sarah looks hard at me as she dries herself off.  “I thought that the critic was the biggest asshole in the city, but apparently I am married to an even bigger one.”

“That’s not fair,” I say in my defense.  

“It’s fair,” she retorts.  “You want to do something like that with someone in your office, so it’s completely fair.”

“I’m sorry,” I tell her again.  “What can I do to make it up?”

My wife looks at my limp penis and says, “Suck your own dick and I’ll forget this whole thing.”

“What?”  I look down at my manhood.  “You know I can’t do that.  I’m not limber enough.”

Sarah rolls her eyes.  “That’s just what a self-centered guy would say, David.  It’s not that you don’t want to suck your own dick.  You just can’t.  You would actually try to do it if you could, wouldn’t you?  What an asshole.”  She shakes her head and gets dressed as I stand in the bathroom, dripping all over the floor.  What else can I say?  No matter how I try to apologize, Sarah has already framed my comments as a betrayal.  Sure, I’ve been faithful to her, but it’s obvious that I have considered being unfaithful.  For her, that’s all she needs to know about me.  My wife is not one to easily forgive a verbal slight, and this was the mother of all slights.  I should have never mentioned Reva or my sexual attraction to her.  

“I’m sorry.”

“Whatever.”  Sarah walks out of the bathroom to get dressed and closes the door behind her.  For my part, I go to stare at myself in the mirror over the sink as I try to figure out how the hell I have become so fucking stupid.  Maybe if I figure that out I can salvage the evening with my wife.  I’m not holding my breath, though.  There have been very few times when I have won any argument with my wife.
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​Chapter Four: A Quiet Rumor
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“Hey, stranger!”  Jenny has worked at the small coffee shop on the corner of the block near my workplace for the last three years and always seems to light up when I walk in.  

“Good morning, Jen,” I reply as I give her a smile.  “What’s good today?”

The young, attractive woman laughs a little before saying, “Nothing has been good around here, David.  You haven’t come to see me or buy any coffee in at least the last couple of weeks.  I figured you were hit by a car and killed in the street or something.”  She gives me a wicked grin as she pulls a large coffee cup from a stack.  “The usual, or are you going to ask for something a little tamer?”

“The usual,” I say with a chuckle.  “I’m not dead.  Yet.”  Sitting down on a stool in front of the coffee bar, I watch Jenny work her magic with my cup of coffee.  She knows me well, adding just a tablespoon of chocolate and a quick dab of vanilla to the strong concoction.  None of the other baristas in the small coffee shop have been able to duplicate Jenny’s special cup of coffee, so there have been times when I have walked in and then gone right back out when I saw that she was not in the shop on a particular day.  “I’ve been pretty busy, unfortunately.”

Jenny shakes her head.  “A guy is never too busy to stop by and say hello to a pretty girl.  Or, maybe you don’t think I’m pretty.”

I blush as I shake my head.  Jenny knows very well that I find her extremely attractive.  Even so, I would never dare do anything that could possibly cause a problem in my marriage.  I am far too committed to Sarah to entertain wayward thoughts about Jenny.  “It’s all me,” I tell her.  “Things are really tense for me.”

The young woman finishes my coffee and slides it across the bar to me.  I reach into my pocket to get some money to pay her, but Jenny puts her hand up.  “This one is on the house, David.”  Her eyes look me over in a way that they have not before.  There’s something that she wants to say, yet Jenny appears to be struggling to figure out how she wants to say it.  

“Thank you.  Is everything alright, though?”  I wrap my fingers around the cup and enjoy the warmth of the drink.  

“I’m sorry,” she says quietly as she leans against the bar and gets close enough to me that I can smell the sweet aroma of her perfume.  “There’s something that I think I should tell you, David.  Hopefully you won’t think me too forward for doing so.”

“Something to tell me?”  I lean closer as well, my cock becoming just a bit stiff as I feel her breath on my cheek.  “What is it?”

Jenny sighs before replying, “I’ve heard things about your wife.”  

I look down at my cup of coffee and then back at her.  “What do you mean?”

“Things, David.  Just things.”  

I’m confused now as I look into Jenny’s dark green eyes.  “I just don’t follow you, I’m afraid.  What sorts of things have you heard?”

She takes a deep breath as she shakes her head slowly.  “You don’t even know, do you?”  

Shrugging my shoulders, I reply, “I guess I don’t.”

Again, leaning close to me, Jenny says, “I have a friend who works for you wife at her restaurant, David.  She and I get together sometimes and have drinks on Friday evenings after she gets off work.  Anyway, she tells me that your wife has been up to some things at her restaurant that might not be the sorts of things that you would be okay with, if you get my meaning.”

“What sorts of things?”  My heart thumps a little as I consider the possibilities of what Jenny is about to share with me.  

“David, she’s seeing other men.”  The statement is simple and straight to the point.  “I’m sorry, I thought maybe you knew something was going on.”

I begin to breathe hard as I think about the revelation.  “Are you certain?” I ask her.  Jenny quietly nods her head.  “But, I’ve not heard anything.”

“I’m sorry,” she says again as she reaches out and puts her hand over mine.  Never before has Jenny physically interacted with me like this, so it both surprises me and excites me a little.  

“When?” I ask as I try to compose myself.  

Jenny withdraws her hand and shifts her stance as she considers the question.  “A lot,” she finally says.  “It’s something that has been ongoing for at least the past couple of years.”

“Years?”  I look around the small coffee shop as I try to control my speeding heartrate.  “How would she do that for so long without me finding out or hearing something about what she is doing?”  

“David, you can’t follow someone around all the time.  She has had time to do this at her restaurant when you are not there.  It’s not your fault.”  Until now, I had not considered that it could be my fault.  Now that Jenny says it, I am beginning to think that there could be a component of our marriage at which I have failed and therefore driven Sarah into another man’s arms.

“What’s his name?  Do you know that?”

“His name?”  Jenny shakes her head.  “There has been more than one man.  My friend puts the number at three or four at least.  She doesn’t work there every single day of the week, so there could have been others that she hasn’t seen at the restaurant.”

“She’s doing this at the restaurant?”

“Yeah, she is, David.  I’m sorry to be the one to tell you this, but I thought that you probably already knew about it and I was checking to see if you would want to talk it out.  I didn’t realize that you were clueless to the fact that there have been other men involved with her.”  Jenny’s face shows a true concern that I can’t help but appreciate.  She really seems upset that I didn’t already know about what Sarah has been up to.  

“Thank you for telling me,” I say as I compose myself, sitting up straight on the stool.  Taking my cup firmly into my hand, I take a long drink of the hot mixture.  

“If you need anything, I’m around,” Jenny says as she smiles at me.  “My number is on the cup.”  She points to the other side of the cup from me and there it is, easy to read.  

“I appreciate that,” I tell her as she walks away from the counter.  

“Dammit, Sarah,” I mutter as I look down at the coffee cup in my hands.  “Why are you doing this?  Why do you need to have other men when I am so willing and ready to have sex with you?”  There have been lots of times over the last couple of years when my wife and I have had our differences, but we have always come back together and told each other how much we mean to each other.  Not once have I thought that Sarah might consider going to another man for comfort or sex.  “Why?”  Shaking my head, I look out over the people in the coffee shop.  “Three or four?  Really, honey?”  Taking another swig of my coffee, I stand to my feet and make my way toward the door. 

“I’ll see you later, okay?”  I turn to see Jenny smiling at me from the other side of the bar.  “Don’t do anything stupid, David.  Just come back and see me tomorrow.  There will be another cup of coffee waiting for you.”  She smiles again, and I wonder whether the green-eyed beauty is trying to entice me to have an affair with her.  Of course, it could just be my surprise at what Sarah has been up to that has me thinking of ways of evening the score.  

“Tomorrow,” I reply as I raise my coffee cup.  She smiles again, and I turn to leave the coffee shop.  Just as the door closes behind me, my phone rings.  “Hello?”

“Hey, what’s up, bud?”  

“Nothing,” I tell Marvin as I begin to walk down the sidewalk.  “What do you need?”

“Whoa, you seem a little pissed.  Have I done something to get on your wrong side, Dave?”

“No,” I say plainly.  “I’m just having a rough morning, that’s all.” 

“Morning wood?” he asks jokingly.  

“Marv, I’m not due in the office for another half-hour.  What do you need?”  I am sharper with my colleague than what I would normally be, but I forgive myself as I think about what I discovered about my wife just moments ago.

He clears his throat before telling me, “The Redson case is in front of a judge this morning, Dave.”

“The Redson case?  That isn’t supposed to go to court until next week, and even then, it’s just a preliminary meeting between me and the other side’s attorney.”

“Well, I think that Reva made a bit of a whoopsie here, my friend.  She didn’t get that onto your calendar apparently, and she’s really worried here at the office.  As a matter of fact, she just found the error herself a few minutes ago and asked if I would call you.”

“Dammit,” I say as I grimace.  “I don’t even have my files with me.”

“They are on the way, Dave.  I had one of the interns leave a few minutes ago to take the entire file to the courthouse.”  

“This is a fucking nightmare.”  Gritting my teeth, I take the half-cup of coffee I have left and begin to walk quickly toward the courthouse.  “What time?”

“A little more than an hour.  Good luck.”  Marvin hangs up and I slide my cell phone into my chest pocket. 

“Just the sort of fucking morning I need right now.”  Moving quickly, my mind begins to pick apart the paperwork I have in the file folder on the way to the courthouse.  It’s just now that I am thankful for the photographic memory I have and the time I spent pouring over the paperwork.  Today will be a difficult day indeed as I consider my marriage to Sarah.  It is made all the more difficult due to a mistake made by a woman I find incredibly attractive.  
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