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​Chapter One: A Nice Place to Spend Time
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“Amanda, where do you want the bagels?” the bread man asks me as I finish serving a customer at the counter.

“Well, Tim, I would guess that the best place would be in back where you put them every week.”  I smile at the college man as he shakes his head.  According to him, he is working to make a little more money so that he can afford to pay for next semester’s college tuition.  The hours are apparently a little grueling, the young man often getting up at three in the morning and then working until five or six in the afternoons.  Tim never complains, though, a smile constantly on his stubble-covered face.  

“Yes, ma’am,” he replies as he shakes his head and chuckles.  Tim is handsome and unfortunately very attached.  Then again, so am I.  For two years now, I have been Seth Reynold’s wife and life companion.  Though still a newlywed of sorts, I have found marriage to be less than what I had at one time expected.  Contrary to what I saw with my parents or what I have heard from others in this small community, getting married isn’t all it’s cracked up to be.  I love Seth, I really do, but I’m afraid our time together is already beginning to grind along.  That’s a real shame, considering the fact that the two of us will more than likely live to see fifty years or more of holy matrimony.

“So, you are giving the bread man a tough time again, huh?”  I turn and smile at one of my best customers, Trenton Pierce.

“You know how it is, Mr. Pierce.  If I don’t keep the men in my life in line, they will never get things done.”  

“The men in your life, Amanda?”  The older gentleman smiles at me, his salt-and-pepper hair betraying the fact that he is sixty years of age and old enough to be my father with a few years to spare.  “You can feel free to keep me in line as well.”

“Oh, I will,” I joke with him as I tap his hand.  “What can I get for you this morning, Mr. Pierce?”

“Well, to start with, I would love for you to stop calling me Mr. Pierce and to start calling me Trenton.  I’m tired of feeling so damned old when I’m around you.”

“I’m so very sorry,” I say with a silly grin.  “I’ll be sure to address you as Trenton from now on, okay?”  He’s an adorable man, still attractive as far as I’m concerned and more than eager to spend his money in my coffee shop.  

It is my coffee shop, isn’t it?  What a wonderful first anniversary gift from my husband this was last year.  Seth knew the previous owner and was able to convince the retiring woman to take much less than what she was asking for the shop and for all of the knick-knacks on the walls.  There’s a character to this old place, from the rafter board ceilings to the wormwood walls and hardwood floors, that seems to call to the residents of this small community.  People like coming here, even if they have the money to go out of town and get what might be an even better cup of coffee in the big city nearby.  Even self-made wealthy businessmen like Trenton Pierce find my little spot along Main Street to be more welcoming than the fancier places a few miles up the road.  I guess I should count myself lucky in that respect.  Otherwise, I would not be in business for myself today.

“You know, the two of us could run away together,” Trenton says with a sparkle in his eyes just before taking a sip of his hot coffee.  “I have a little money set aside for a trip to Barbados next month, and I would love to see you jogging along the beach in a new bikini.”  

I laugh as I pick up a coffee cup from the bar and set it into a basket to be taken back for washing.  “That’s not creepy at all,” I tell him sarcastically.  “I don’t think my husband would be approving of something like that, Trenton.”

“Ah, who would tell the guy?” he says with a grin.  “You and I could hop onto the next flight out and be there in just a few hours.  I know this great place along the beach that serves lobster there; you would love it.”

“I’m sure I would,” I reply with a smirk.  “All while you enjoyed watching me bounce along in a tiny bikini.”

“Hey, I may be a little older than you, but I know what I like, Amanda.”  Trenton smiles again as he finishes up his cup of coffee.  “Besides, I think you would have a great time and you definitely would enjoy getting to see the world.”

“Getting to see the world,” I repeat as I wipe down the coffee bar.  “One day I’ll do just that, Trenton.  For right now, though, I have a lot to take care of here.  I can’t just jump onto an airplane and disappear for a few days.  Sorry.”  Putting the wet cloth I am holding into a bucket at the bottom of the bar, I turn to look at him.  “You’re a nice guy, Trenton, you really are, but shouldn’t you be going after women closer to your age?”

“Are you kidding me?” he says as he narrows his eyes.  “Women my age are not very playful anymore.  I need a young woman who can still hold her own with a man, even if that guy is more than twice her age.”

“Oh, wow,” I say as I begin to blush.  He is a daring man, I guess because he is a byproduct of his years of pressing hard into business to make the considerable fortune he has amassed, but sometimes his comments are a bit more than what I am comfortable with.  I have all sorts of customers in my coffee shop every day, some of them with odd behaviors and personalities that are different from the average person, but I have yet to encounter a man like Trenton.  There is a part of him that I find rather appealing, but I dare not let him know that I think this way about him.  It would be just one more thing that he could use to try to pull me into one of his schemes to leave my husband.

“So, how are things with your husband?” He asks as he sits back on his stool.  “Does he treat you like a gentleman should, Amanda?”

I shrug my shoulders.  “Seth works hard every day for us at the bank.  As a matter of fact, there is a chance that he will make loan officer in the next few months.”

“Loan officer?” Trenton says with a bit of a snort.  “That’s really not much better than being a teller in a bank.”

“It’s a good job,” I retort.  “Besides, he’s working his way up the ladder.”  

“I could get him a better job, you know.  All you have to do is say the word, Amanda, and I’ll call Richard to set something up.”  Richard Trindle is the regional vice president of the bank where my husband works.  He rarely comes to our small town, but occasionally sends an underling to check that everything is running smoothly from day to day.  Seth is not an admirer of Mr. Trindle and he has on more than one occasion told me that he would rather kiss a porcupine’s ass than work directly for the regional vice president.  I know that Trenton means well by offering to wield his influence with the banking elite, but it’s not the sort of help Seth needs right now.  What he needs is to be able to move up to loan officer so that he can put in for other jobs at some of the larger banks in the city.  That is ultimately Seth’s career goal.

“Look, I don’t mind helping a guy out, especially if he is married to the most beautiful girl in town.”  I feel myself begin to blush again as I look away from Trenton.  “But Seth needs to get over his feelings about working at the regional office.  The pay would be three or four times what he makes now and it would be an enormous step up to becoming an executive one day.”  His blue eyes look directly into mine for a moment as he asks, “Your husband wants to make something of himself, doesn’t he?”

“Of course he does,” I reply quickly.  “Seth is just really sensitive about accepting that sort of help from a stranger.”

“A stranger?  Hell, I got all kinds of help from strangers as I made my way up that so-called ladder, Amanda.  Without some help along the way, we get stuck in our jobs and never move any further.  Seth should consider my offer to get him moving up to corporate management.  I think he would be happy if he did.”

“Maybe,” I say as I smile at the older man.  “But for now, we are happy with how things are going.”  I turn around and begin to work on refilling the expresso machine so that I am ready for the next rush at nine o’clock.  

“Things can be tough for a new couple, Amanda.  My wife couldn’t stand being married to a man who worked all the time.  It’s the reason she left me after five years of marriage.”  He shakes his head.  “Well, that and the fact that I wasn’t making shit while working for my father.”

“Money,” I say with a sigh.  “It’s always money, isn’t it?”

“Always,” he agrees.  “Money is more likely to end a marriage than an affair or finding out that your spouse is gay.  You can survive just about anything in a marriage, unless that thing is bleeding your bank account dry.  There are just some things you can’t ignore or get over, and that includes the fact that money is necessary for just about every aspect of your life.  Without it, the bills pile up and the tensions run high.  That’s why Seth should accept my offer to speak to Richard on his behalf.  I go way back with him, so I think he would take whatever suggestion I made very seriously.”

“It doesn’t hurt that you have a lot of money in their bank, either, does it?”  I laugh as I say it, but almost immediately realize how crass I sound.  “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t be talking about your money.  I don’t know what you have, really.”

“Of course you do,” Trenton says with a smile as he looks at his watch.  “I’m pretty damned rich and I can spend a ton of money on things that most people will never even see in their own home.  I get that.  It also means that I know what I am talking about when I say that Seth could really get a leg up in the business with just a little help from me.  I don’t mind doing it, though I would steal the man’s wife away in a second if I thought I had the ability to do it.”

I laugh with him, a chill running up my back as I think about how attracted I am to Trenton Pierce.  Sure, he’s sixty years old, but he’s also a handsome man with a muscular frame and a striking appearance that tells me he knows what he wants and that he normally gets it.  Sex with him would undoubtedly be the experience of a lifetime, but something that is far outside of reality for a woman like me.  I’m married, at least somewhat happily, to Seth Reynolds.  There’s no changing that and there’s no way I would ever try to hurt my husband.  We both have our own set of issues to work through, and we’re doing that pretty well for a newlywed couple, but there will always be something that causes us a little friction in our marriage.  After all, that is the definition of a meaningful relationship, right?
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​Chapter Two: A Committed Husband
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I love Amanda.  She’s everything to me, and I want her to be able to have the sort of life that a woman like her deserves.  It’s why I decided to buy her the coffee shop and why I do what I can to support her work there.  However, I can’t help but feel that at times she ignores me or doesn’t really support what I do in my own professional life.  One case in point, Amanda is not a fan of my business trips for the bank.

“You went last month,” she complains as I continue to pack my suitcase.  

“I know, Mandy.  I’m sorry about that, but I can’t help it.”  

“You could help it if you wanted to, Seth.  They are only sending you because you’re the eager guy in the room to travel.  Why do you want to get away from me so badly?”

Shaking my head as I look up at my wife, I ask, “What are you saying, Mandy?  Do you really think that I go on these trips to get away from you?  Am I the kind of guy who doesn’t like to be around his own wife?”

“Maybe,” Amanda says while pouting.  “I have barely seen you in the evenings for several weeks and now you’re going to be gone all weekend.  It just seems pretty shady to me.”

“Shady?”  I look down at my suitcase as I put a last pair of socks inside.  “How is it that you always find some way that this sort of thing with my work is my fault?  I’m trying to move up in the bank, Mandy.  You know I’ve been working my ass off for an opportunity to impress the upper brass.” 

“You sure as hell have impressed Cynthia Martin,” she blurts out.  Now the truth has manifested itself as Amanda attempts to stare a hole through me.

“Cynthia Martin?” I say with a grimace on my face.  “You have got to be kidding, sweetheart.  I have never had a thing for her and I seriously doubt she has a thing for me in any way, shape, or form.”

“She has a thing for you,” my wife insists.  “And I know this because of what Renee has told me about her.”

“Renee?” I say as I look at my wife.  “Your friend, Renee?”

“Yeah,” Amanda replies.  “She knows Cynthia, and she has told me that the woman can’t seem to stop talking about you.  I forbid you to take any trips with her, Seth.”  She looks as if she is about to start crying as she wipes an eye.  Amanda has not always been so emotional about the people I work with, but this past year her friends have taken an interest in me and what I do.  I am almost certain that Renee and the others have a bit of a crush for me and the way they show it is they try to get me in trouble with my wife over little things, like taking trips in which some of my female coworkers will also be traveling.  There is absolutely nothing going on between me or any of the other employees from the bank, so hearing this sort of thing is aggravating and a tad on the insulting side.

“Cynthia and I hardly ever speak to each other, honey.  There’s nothing going on between us and I’m not even certain that she knows that I exist.”

“Oh, she knows you exist, Seth.  Trust me.”

“You mean that I should trust your crazy friends, don’t you?”  I glare at my wife as she begins to cry a little.  “Dammit, Mandy, don’t do this.”

“Do what?  You’re being an asshole, Seth.”

“I’m being practical.  There is nothing to worry about now or ever with Cynthia Martin or anyone else at the bank.  The only thing that isn’t right about this whole thing is the way your friends spread these lies about me.  They need to get a life and do their own things without causing our marriage any problems.”

“You are the one causing the problems,” my wife complains as she wipes her eyes.  “Seth, if you cared at all for me you would just stay home for this weekend and spend your time with me.  They don’t need you at that conference.”

“You’re right,” I say as I walk over to Amanda and put my hands on her shoulders.  “Honey, they could do this without me and the bank would be no worse off for it.  What you fail to understand, though, is that I need to do this to show upper management that I can handle whatever tasks they assign to me, no matter how large or small.  I want to be home with you this weekend, but Mr. Layton has given me this to do and I need to do it.  End of conversation.”  I kiss Amanda on the cheek and turn around to zip my suitcase closed.  As I do, I can hear my wife sighing deeply, her eyes undoubtedly focused on my back and her mind thinking about whether she should slap me.  She’s angry right now, I can understand that, but I also understand how important it is to impress my bosses.

“We hardly ever have sex anymore,” Amanda says to me in a hushed tone, as if defeated and left without anything else to say about my trip.  “We’ve barely been married two years and we are like an old couple that has lost interest.  You won’t touch me in bed.”

“You hardly ever come to bed,” I say as I look back at her.  “Amanda, you come home late from the coffee shop and then you sit up for hours to watch television or to work on your computer.  I can’t stay up all night to wait for you to come to bed just to have sex with you.  My work days are really early and I need my sleep.”

“You’re just not interested,” she laments.  Amanda’s hazel eyes settle on me as she shakes her head.  “Seth, I know that you find the women you work with attractive.  I’ve seen the way you look at Cynthia and the others.”

“I don’t look at them any differently than anyone else, honey.  You’re letting your mind run wild with these thoughts and you need to cut that out.”

“It’s how marriages are ruined Seth.”  Amanda sits down at the end of our bed.  I join her there, sitting just inches from her as I allow her to just talk out whatever is bothering her.  “There are people who come into the coffee shop all the time and talk about how their marriages ended and how it caused all kinds of harm to their relationships with others.  It’s not something that we should ignore and I don’t think that it’s right that you are so willing to go off on trips with women I find questionable.”  She turns and looks directly into my eyes.  “Do you really not know the whole reason why I don’t want you to take this trip with Cynthia?”  I shake my head.  “Seth, she was the woman that Chris Haile was caught cheating with last summer.  You remember Chris, don’t you?”  

“Lauren’s husband?” I reply.

“Her ex-husband,” Amanda corrects me.  “She left him when she found Cynthia in bed with him one weekend while she was supposed to be out of town visiting family.  Lauren lied to Chris about the trip so that she could surprise him with a special weekend getaway to a cabin in the mountains.  She worked for months getting things set up for the trip, and then when she went home to surprise Chris, she found him in bed with the same woman you plan to go to Louisville with.  Cynthia is a homewrecker, Seth, and she has her eyes on you next.”

I reach over and take my wife’s hand into mine.  “You should know me better than that,” I say as I smile.  “Cynthia is not interested me, but even if she is, I am definitely not interested in her.  She’s an older woman, and you know I like my women younger.”  I watch as Amanda blushes a little as she looks down at our clasped hands.  “There will be other people on this trip, honey.  I’m not the only guy and Cynthia is not the only woman that will be staying in Louisville during the conference.  We will be surrounded by others from several branch offices and there won’t even be the opportunity for the two of us to have contact that is so personal.  Hell, I think I’m probably going to be in meetings tomorrow from daylight to dusk.  All I’m going to feel like doing at the end of the day is getting a nice shower and going to bed.  I’m not looking for another woman to get into bed with, Mandy.”  

“I know,” Amanda replies as she squeezes my hand.  “I’m just worried that with the lack of sex, you might be thinking about others.”

“I never have.  Mandy, you are the only one for me, and I hope you understand that.”  

“I do.”  My wife leans over and presses her lips against mine.  I kiss her back and we allow a small spark of what has grown cold recently to reignite.  “You’re sexy, my love,” I tell her as I run my fingers through her hair.  “You are the only woman for me.”  Amanda and I continue to kiss as my hands slip under her shirt, quickly finding my wife’s ample mounds of flesh as I push her small bra out of my way.  Massaging her breasts in my hands, I feel her small nipples become hard and I pull at them, causing her to moan a little into my ear.

“Oh, Seth,” she says as she pulls away so that she can remove her tee shirt and bra.  I watch her as she tosses each to the floor and then pulls at my shirt to help me get it off.  Amanda bends forward and gently takes one of my nipples into her soft lips, causing me to become hard as she does.  She feels my raging boner inside my pants and begins to work to free it from its fabric prison.  

“Shit, honey,” I moan as she pulls my pants and underwear down, causing my hard cock to spring out from behind it.  “Holy fuck, Mandy.”  She grips my pecker and rubs it for a moment before allowing it to slide into her mouth.  My wife is an expert at giving a wonderful blow job, and I lean back to enjoy something that I have not had in several months.  I want to erupt into her small mouth as she runs the length of my manhood into her oral cavity, but I know she craves more than just eating my spunk.  Amanda is a woman who needs to feel me inside of her.  She loves to be fucked.

“Here,” she says as she stands up and begins to pull her pants and thong underwear down.  “Take me,” Amanda pleads as she bends over the bed.  I get behind her and press my cock against her soft, waxed muff.  She’s already fully wet, her pussy juices slowly draining from her wet hole, the warmth of it all enticing the head of my penis as I press it hard against her.  “Oh, Seth,” she moans as she drops her head to the bed.  I watch as her shoulder-length dirty-blonde hair falls to the sides of her face and hides her cheeks.  As I enter her twat, I reach down and pull her hair back.  I like to see Amanda’s face while I’m fucking her, so I hold her hair with one hand, pulling lightly on it as I push all of my rod into her wet hole.

“Shit, Mandy,” I groan as I thrust faster and faster, my balls now on fire for my petite, young wife.  “I’m going to pop a nut soon.”

“Come inside of me, Seth,” she says as she reaches down and fingers her clitoris.  “I can’t hold off long, sweetie.  You need to just come when you can.”  I nod to myself as I enjoy every inch of her soft snapper.  It doesn’t take Amanda long, though, as I bury deep into her hoo-ha.  “Fuck...ahhh...SETH!!!”  Amanda bucks a little underneath me as she comes with me, every ripple of her soft vagina causing my penis to stiffen and my balls to empty into her.  “Ohhh!  OHHH!!!”  

“Fuck me, Mandy.  Fuck your soft...AHHH!”  The first spurt is most powerful, my jism rocketing into my wife’s soft cervix high inside her vagina.  “Fuck!!!”  

“Don’t fuck her,” Amanda pleads with me as we both continue to orgasm.  “Please don’t fuck her, Seth...ohhhh...”  

“No,” I promise as my balls continue to slap her little pecan.  “Fuck, no, honey.  Never.”  As my balls finish emptying their load, I slip out of her pussy to watch my white man sauce drool out of her.  There’s something satisfying about seeing my wife ooze my seed after I’m finished with her.  I love fucking Amanda and I would do it every day of my life, but there are days when we just don’t have time.  Of course, it makes times like this even more special if you think about it.  

“Damn,” my wife says as she rolls over and lies back on the bed.  “You should stay home with me and have sex with me again tomorrow morning.”  

“I would love to,” I tell her.  “But you know I have to go.”  I get up and put my clothes back on before finishing getting ready to go.  

“You’re still going?”

“I have to.”

“Fine.”  Amanda gets up and picks up her clothes before getting a pillow from the bed and a spare blanket from the closet.  “I’ll see you when you get back, then.”

“Honey, I don’t have to leave until early in the morning.  Please stay in here and sleep beside me.”

“No,” Amanda says coldly.  “You want to go with Cynthia and I don’t want you to go.  Since you have chosen her instead, I’m going to the other bedroom for the evening.  Have a nice trip tomorrow.”  With that, my wife leaves the room as she begins to sulk once again.

“Holy fuck,” I say to myself as I put my suitcase down on the floor and begin to get ready for bed.  “I can never win with her.”  
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​Chapter Three: A Surprising Offer
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“Good morning, sweetheart,” a familiar voice says from behind me.  I turn from making a large cup of coffee for a customer to see Trenton Pierce sitting at the coffee bar.  “You’re looking lovely this morning, Amanda.”

“Well, if it isn’t Mr. Silver Tongue,” I joke with him as I smile.  “I didn’t see you come into the shop.”

“I just suddenly appeared, my dear.  It’s the sort of thing angels do, you know.”  He smiles at me, his eyes caressing me as he takes me in.  

“Angels, huh?  Is that what you are?”  I pass the cup of coffee off to another customer and take his money before he walks out the door.  Sitting down on a stool on my side of the coffee bar, I smile at the older gentleman.

“I guess I could be,” he says with a sort of smirk.  “If you would allow me to be that for you.”

“Allow you?  How could I do that, Trenton?”

He smiles and looks up at the wall where I have the menu for the variety of coffees I offer in my shop.  “Well, first you could get me a number three.”

I nod as I laugh a little.  “You’ve got it.”  Turning toward a coffeemaker and putting a package of chocolate in for his order, I can’t help but feel that he is watching my every move.

“There are a lot of things a young person can do with his or her life, Amanda.  I’ve had to make a lot of decisions over the years that have affected me in both positive and negative ways.  Every time I have made a decision, though, I’ve gone for it no matter the cost and no matter the outcome.  I suppose you could say that I’m wired that way.”

“You’ve taken a lot of risks,” I say as I turn around with his coffee.  He nods as he takes the cup of coffee into his hand and begins to sip it.  

“Take this coffee, for instance.  I’ve never had this particular flavor before just now.”  Trenton sips a bit more of it.  “I’ve been in here a couple of dozen times over the past few months and I normally get just a black coffee, maybe with a little bit of sugar.  I never get creamer or any other flavoring.  That’s just because I’ve not seen coffee as a challenge in my life before.  So, I’ve always ordered it one way, no matter what else has been offered.  Today, I’ve decided to take a risk and try something new.”  Trenton takes another sip and then looks inside the cup.  “Chocolate, maybe a little licorice?”  He turns his eyes toward me and I nod my head as I smile.  “The chocolate I like, but the licorice is a bit much for my palate.”  Sitting the cup down, he slides it toward me.

“I’m sorry,” I say with a little disappointment.  “It’s one of my favorite ones.”

“That’s fine,” he replies as he leans on the countertop with his elbows.  “You like things that I apparently do not like.  I like licorice on its own, but I would have never known that I would not like it in my coffee without trying it today.  I took a risk, and now I understand that I don’t want that particular coffee ever again.”  Trenton laughs a little as he looks over the bar at me.  “That’s how I can be an angel for you, Amanda.”

“Oh, we’re back to the angel thing again?” I have forgotten at this point that he had referred to himself this way earlier.  “I don’t understand.”

Trenton pulls a large wad of cash from his pocket and begins to pull several bills from the roll.  He lays two one-hundred-dollar bills on the bar top and pushes them toward me.  “I’m a man with incredible resources, Amanda.  I find you absolutely thrilling to be around and I love your personality.  I may not have much to offer in the way of true love, but I have a great deal to offer you if you would like to spend a little time with me.  If you would be willing to take a risk on me, I think you would be pleasantly surprised with the results.”

My heart jumps a bit as I see the money on the bar and consider what he is saying.  “Are you trying to buy sex from me, Trenton?”

His eyes grow wide.  “Oh, heavens, no.”  He shakes his head and backs away from the bar a little.  “I would never presume that money would be the sort of thing that would cause you to do something like that, Amanda.  I have a great deal more respect for you than that.  All I am saying here is that if you were to take a chance with me for a while you would find me to not be in need for anything from you other than some companionship.  Time is not a consideration for me, nor money.  I have plenty of both.  However, I don’t have someone like you to enjoy some of those two things with.”

“Trenton, you’re sweet, but...”

“Amanda,” he leans forward and puts a hand on one of mine.  My first thought is to pull away, but for some reason I do not.  I allow him to keep his hand on top of mine as his eyes connect with mine.  There’s something here with Trenton that I don’t have with my own husband right now and the thought of such a thing frightens me.  “I would like to take you away for a few days, just the two of us, and show you how much I value your time with me.”

“You’re asking me to go somewhere with you?  Is this a sexual thing or something else, Trenton?”

He looks down at our hands for a moment and says, “I cannot lie to you, Amanda.  I find you very appealing in many ways.  Sex is a part of that appeal for me and I would be honored to share a bed with you, even if it were only for one evening.”

I feel myself become a bit lightheaded as I pull my hand back from him.  “Trenton, I’m a married woman.  Seth would not be happy if he knew that you were propositioning me to go have sex with you.”

“We would not necessarily have to engage in sex, Amanda.  I would be thrilled just to spend some time talking to you and getting to know you.  As for your husband, I’m not a big fan of his either.  How many times has he been to this coffee shop to see you in the past few months?”  Trenton’s eyes stare over at me and I can feel small goosebumps form along my neck.  

“He hasn’t,” I reply coldly.  It’s a point of contention in my married life with Seth.  Though he claims to support me by buying the shop, he has rarely been inside the shop while I am here.  I’ve asked my husband to come in for just a little while to see me and to see the progress I have made on getting things together, but he just won’t do it.  Seth is not a coffee drinker, and as far as he is concerned that means there is nothing here for him.  Even if his wife is here every day of the week from open to close.

“I know he loves you, Amanda.  Unfortunately, I’m not sure that he values you the way I do.”  Trenton stands to his feet and turns toward the door.

“Your change,” I say hurriedly as I move toward the money on the bar. 

“Keep it all,” he tells me.  “That is my gift to you for being so sweet as to allow a guy to come sit and talk to you.  It’s been far more valuable an experience for me than you could ever know.”  Trenton begins to walk toward the door.

“I’ll see you next week, right?” I call out to him, my heart still beating hard.

“Next week,” he replies with a nod.  With that, the older gentleman goes to the door and leaves my coffee shop.  

I look down at the money in my hand and think about what Trenton has offered me.  Though I realize what he wants is far out of bounds for a woman like me, there are a few enticing thoughts to it.  Trenton is a calm, gentle man who wants to know about me, no matter what my day is like.  He asks questions whenever he is here about the shop, about the work that I do, and about me personally.  There are never any demands that I somehow try to make him feel more special while I interact with him, which is sort of nice considering the way that my husband sometimes asks me to be emotionally supportive for him.  “I support you, Seth, but you don’t support me,” I say as I shake my head.  Were Trenton a younger man, my husband would have something to worry about.  For now, though, I’ll just accept the older gentleman’s tip and continue to enjoy his conversation when he comes by.  My life is too complicated to think of much else.
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​Chapter Four: Seth’s Lie
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“Hey, honey,” I say on the phone to my wife from the small municipal airport in Tunica, Mississippi.  “I’ve made it here and I plan to catch up on some work before the meeting tonight.”

“They are going to have you attend a meeting already?” my wife says over the phone.  “I thought they were going to let you have a little down time first?”

“Yeah, I thought that too,” I say into the phone.  My wife knows that I’m in Tunica, but she has no clue that I’m here to do very little work, but rather to unwind and enjoy myself with a couple of friends at the casinos.  Though she was against the idea of me going anywhere with Cynthia or my other coworkers at first, Amanda soon relented and told me that she would trust me.  That trust would disappear if she were to discover that I’ve lied to her about the primary reason for the trip.  The bank is only funding a small portion of the trip, but everything else will be on me as far as the cost is concerned.

“So, when will you be home?”

“Two days,” I promise.  “Lots to do, though, so I’ll talk to you later, okay?”  

“Okay, honey,” she replies with an upbeat voice.  “I love you, Seth.”  

The skin on the back of my neck crawls as I think about how I am deceiving my wife with this trip.  “I love you too,” I reply before hanging up my phone.  “Shit, Seth, you’re an asshole,” I say to myself as I slide my phone into my pants back pocket.

“Are we going to hit the tables or not?” Cynthia asks as she walks up to me with another coworker, Ronnie Talbert.  

“Yeah, we need to do that pretty quickly.  I would like to hit the jackpot at least once before I have to get to bed.”

“Bed,” Ronnie quips.  “I haven’t had a good night’s rest in a week or more with my kid constantly playing that damned trombone late at night.”

“He’s in the band?” I ask.

“Yeah, fuck me, he’s in the damned band.”  Ronnie shakes his head as he looks over at Cynthia.  “We need to have a little alone time too, right?”

Cynthia smiles nervously at him before looking at me briefly.  Though I really should not know about what has been going on between them, about a week ago I was told by another coworker that she caught Cynthia and Ronnie kissing in a closet at the back of the bank.  It was an indiscretion that the bank manager has passed off as something that would never happen again, yet here are the two of them together on a trip to Tunica.  Though Cynthia is not married, Ronnie has been married for more than ten years and is supposed to be very devoted to his wife.  I guess devotion only goes as far as the Mississippi border.

“I’ll meet you at the car,” Cynthia says as she gives a quick look toward Ronnie before walking off to the side of the tarmac.

“You’re going to get the shit divorced out of yourself if you get caught, Ron.” 

“Nah,” he says with a smirk on his face.  “My wife is in Miami this weekend visiting her family with the kids.  I am in the clear, my man.”

“You’re an idiot.”  I shake my head as I watch Cynthia walk to the car that the bank has rented for the three of us.  Because the conference we are supposed to attend is only for one day, we only have the car until tomorrow afternoon.  After that, we are supposed to either be on the way back home or we will need to pay our own way.  We have decided that we can chip in together to keep the car another day and to pay for a suite at the hotel.  There could be some issues with our current arrangement if the two of them really are having an affair.  Although I have heard about Ronnie’s advances toward Cynthia, I didn’t think that he would ever make the move in the open.

“Just chill out, okay?”  His eyes lock on me as he tells me, “I’m getting some this weekend and you’re not, Seth.  You know why that is, don’t you?”

“You don’t mind being known as Cynthia’s bitch?”  I laugh a little at the comment as I think of the name that the others in the bank use to describe whatever poor soul is the next one to allow Cynthia to drag him into bed.  

“I’m no one’s bitch, man,” Ronnie replies.  “We both need something and I plan to get that this weekend with her.  Besides, you passed up a great opportunity and I’m here to collect on that mistake.”

“It’s not a mistake,” I reply.  “I’m a married man, just like you, but unlike you I plan to remain faithful to my wife.”  

“Yeah, okay,” he says as he shakes his head.  “You do that, Seth.  You enjoy that lonely life you’ve signed up for.  The fact is, I’m going to have an awesome time with Cynthia and then go back to my boring life with my own wife.  No harm, no foul.”

I step up close to Ronnie and look into his eyes.  The two of us have never really understood the other, and I can see right now why that is the case.  He’s a dick who wants to dip his stick into the wrong woman.  “You are pure shit if you shack up with Cynthia this weekend while your wife is away with your kids, Ronne.”  I take a breath and back up to add, “But, I’m not your keeper either.  What you do and how it affects you and your wife is between the two of you.  Just know that I think less of you now than I did before.”

He smiles wryly before saying, “Duly noted.”  As he walks past me toward the car, he asks, “Are you hitting the slots or not?”

“Yeah,” I answer him from behind.  Though I hate the thought of having to be in the presence of the cheating couple, I have no choice but to follow them to the car and ride with them to the hotel and casino.  There’s not much to be said between us, though, so the ride is fairly quiet and uneventful.  As a matter of fact, I make my way to the opposite end of the casino in the hotel lobby so that my coworkers can carry on away from me.  They will go upstairs soon to stay in a room that Cynthia has arranged for her and Ronnie.  That’s fine with me; I’ll have the entire suite to myself, thanks to the bank.  However, tomorrow night could be questionable if we are not splitting the cost of the suite for that evening.

“Chips please, a thousand total.”  I’ve been in Tunica before and I know the drill.  I stop to buy chips and to get a receipt so that I can play a few hands of blackjack at the tables.  It’s my favorite game, but something that I have promised Amanda I would stay away from.  Unfortunately, I enjoy the challenge a bit more than I should and there have been a few times in the past when I have worried my wife with my use of our money for doing this sort of thing.  The thousand was deposited this morning and should pull at the same time it goes in, basically keeping the bank account amount the same between what was reported this morning and what will be reported tomorrow morning.  Amanda always gets the emails early in the morning concerning our bank account balance, so keeping the cash in another account until today has been key to being able to have money for my trip to Tunica.  It has taken months to accumulate a thousand dollars, but if I do well tonight it might not be so long before the next time around. 

“Thank you,” I say to the woman at the window as I turn to head to the first table with my chips. 

“Hello,” the young dealer says to me as I sit down.  “Here for a game?”

“Yes ma’am,” I say as I smile at her.  She’s beautiful, maybe about the same age as Amanda, and quick with the deal as she gives me a card.  “Hit me,” I say as she lays down her own card.

“Sure.”  She smiles at me, causing me for a moment to gaze into her eyes.  I wonder if she’s trained to be a distraction or if it just comes naturally for her?

“Another,” I say as I count up my cards.  Fifteen is not close enough to stand.

She deals herself another card and looks at it.  “What’s your pleasure, sir?”  I really want to tell the young woman that she would be my pleasure and then take her up to my empty suite, but I guess that would be out of the question.

“One more,” I say as I nervously smile at her, a fifty-dollar bet on the line.  She lays the other card down and I grimace as I see the result.  “Fucking bust.” 

“I’m sorry sir,” she says as she collects the lone chip I laid on the table.  “Would you like to try another hand?”

“Um, maybe later.”  I nod to the young woman and pick up my chips to go into the bar where I can get a drink.  Maybe I simply need a swallow of liquid nerve to continue at the blackjack tables tonight.

My phone rings as I get to the bar, and I sit my chips down as I fumble for my cell phone.  “Hello?”

“Seth,” a familiar voice says on the other end of the line.

“Amanda?”  I try to muffle the noise of the bar by cupping my hand around the mouthpiece.  “Hey, what’s up?”

“Honey, there’s something funny going on with the bank account.”

“Funny?” I look at the chips on the bar in front of me.  “What do you mean by that, Mandy?”

“Well, I need to make a payment for the electric bill soon, and so I was checking to see if we had enough in the account.  I noticed that a thousand dollars was moved into the account from somewhere this morning.  Now I look in the account and it’s been moved out.  Any idea what the money is from and where it has gone?  I’m thinking about calling the bank, because it looks like there could be fraudulent activity on the account.”

“Honey,” I say as I clear my throat.  “It’s nothing to worry about.  I was just holding some money for Ronnie today and he’s gotten it back now.  I just forgot to tell you about it.”

“Holding money for Ronnie?  That guy from your work?”

“Yeah,” I say as I grimace slightly.  It’s a weak story and I know it.  “He is going to have a little fun on the town tonight and I told him it would be safer if I held the money in the account until we got here.  So, he has it now and all is fine.”

The other end of the line is quiet for a moment as my wife collects her thoughts.  “Seth, why would a grown man need to put his money into our account?  Doesn’t he have his own bank account to keep his own money.  I mean, this looks really fishy to me.”

“It’s all fine, honey.  Like I said, he has it now and it really doesn’t matter anymore.  As for a bank account, I think he’s in between accounts right now and he needed somewhere to dock the money.” 

“Between accounts?  This money came from another bank account at the same bank, Seth.  That seems really...”

“Of course it’s from the same bank, Mandy.  We both work for that bank and we’re both required to keep an account there.”  

“Yeah, but why would he be between accounts?”

I take a deep breath and realize this isn’t going to go away very easily at all.  Once my wife gets hold of something, she rarely lets go until the issue is resolved.  So, I decide to own up to what I am doing.  “Mandy, it’s my money, okay?  I put it in there today and I’ve pulled it out to use during the trip.”

Again, there’s silence on the other end of the line as Amanda processes what I have told her.  “Where did you get the money, Seth?  I was under the impression that we were going to have to pinch things up pretty tightly for the next couple of months to get the bills paid on time.”

“I’ve been saving it for a while,” I admit as I put a hand on my forehead.  “It’s just that I wanted to have a little to spend on the trip, and...”

“You’re at a fucking casino, aren’t you?”  The accusation, though true, stings terribly as I lean against the bar.  

“Yeah, honey, I’m at the casino bar in the hotel.  I’ve only played one hand, though.”

“Shit, Seth,” she says with disappointment.  “How much have you lost so far?”  

“Lost?” I say as I shake my head.  “Why do you assume that I’ve lost anything, Mandy?” 

“You almost always lose, Seth.  That’s the way those games are set up, you know.  They only make money if they can keep yours.” 

“Honey, everything is under control.  It was only one hand, and it wasn’t even that much of a loss.” 

“How much?” she asks again.

“Fifty,” I finally tell her.  “Fifty fucking dollars is what it comes out to, but I plan to hit a couple of other games to try to make up for it.”

“Seth, put the money back into the account.”

“What?”

“Put the money back into the account and stop the gambling.  We have barely enough as it is to make the bill payments and you’re in Tunica spending everything we have left.  Just put it back and let’s try to take care of some of the extra bills before they are late.”

“Hell, no,” I say as I make a fist with my free hand.  “Mandy, that money is mine; I have worked really hard to save it up.”

“You pulled it from the money that eventually would have been bill money, Seth.  We agreed that every penny would go into the bank and that we would try
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