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Cuckold? – No More!!

 


 



Introduction

 


Although the dictionary defines a cuckold as the
husband of an unfaithful wife, in this story, the term is used more
inclusively to mean a person of either gender whose spouse is
unfaithful, especially since unfaithfulness in regards to marriage
typically involves two people.

This writer does NOT encourage people to be
violent towards each other nor does this writer encourage people to
take the law into their own hands. This story is trying to express
some of the emotions which some people may experience when they are
confronted with the knowledge that their spouse is rejecting them
or going so far as to physically cheat on them and to express some
of the things they may FEEL like doing in response.

A brief suggestion: If you don’t want to have sex,
don’t get married. If you don’t want to have sex with your spouse,
get a divorce. Don’t push the situation to the point where either
you or your spouse might experience violent feelings towards each
other.

While there are some brief scenes in the story which
may appear to be similar to erotic stories, they are not included
with the intention to arouse sexual feelings in the reader. They
are included for the purpose of providing some context into why
some of the story’s characters act as they do.

Rather than dwell on the feelings of betrayal and
violence which are contained in this story, this writer has tried
to express how a relationship might grow which is based on respect
and trust and that those who have been rejected by their spouse
might find hope that someone can care about who they are as a
person and not insist that they change to meet somebody else’s
expectations.

 


 



Chapter 1

 


He’s intently staring at the house through binoculars
when he feels what he guesses is the cold barrel of a handgun
pressed against the back of his neck.

“What are you doing looking at that house?” a sharp
feminine voice asks.

He hesitates then speaks truthfully, “My wife is in
there.”

“Your wife?”

He feels the pressure of the handgun slightly
diminish as he barely nods his head.

“But that’s my house.”

“So, your boyfriend or husband is the one who’s
fucking my wife.”

There’s a pause then she says, “I was suspicious that
my husband was fooling around, but I never thought that his floozy
was doing the same to someone else.”

“Yeah. She always acted so morally superior and
rejected my sexual interests for years and years and I put up with
it. A little over a year ago, my employer sent me to work in a
different location and I wasn’t able to find another job locally in
order to avoid moving. She didn’t want to move with me and I knew I
couldn’t force her to move. The next thing I know she’s going to
sex seminars, stripping her clothes off to display herself to
others, touching others, and now fucking them as though to make up
for her lack of interest over the previous years.”

“I’m sorry. I can’t say I fully understand since he
usually didn’t deny me when I was interested. He occasionally
mentioned his crazy idea that if he had sex with someone else in
the same old way it was somehow more exciting than with me.”

“Yeah. I have to wonder how much of that was her way
of thinking, not that she was inclined to talk about it. . . . Now,
can you put the handgun away before you sneeze or something and
blow my head off?”

“Oh, sorry.”

He feels the handgun removed then he slowly turns his
head to see the woman and can’t avoid initially thinking that her
husband is a fool to step out on such a beauty. He quickly reminds
himself that beauty on the outside often hides a hideous hag on the
inside and that he shouldn’t be making judgments about another
person until he has an opportunity to get to know them as an
individual.

As she puts her handgun into a holster at her hip,
she asks, “So, what are you going to do?”

He briefly pauses before he answers, “Frankly, I’m
about ready to take matters into my own hands because the courts
don’t care about adultery any more even though it’s still against
the law and if I did take it to court, the family and her friends
would just laugh at me and say I wasn’t man enough for her.”

“Ouch.”

“What about you?”

“Well, in spite of my suspicions and a lot of
circumstantial evidence, I haven’t gotten up the nerve yet to
search for any solid evidence which would prove he’s actually
stepped out on me.”

He pats the box next to him and says, “Well, you do
now unless it’s one of your husband’s friends who is borrowing your
house.”

“I doubt if he would allow that.” She clearly
hesitates then asks, “What kind of evidence do you have?”

“Audio and visual.”

“How did you do that?”

It’s his turn to hesitate before he answers, “I’ve
bugged my house and am using a snooper microphone on that house. A
few weeks ago when I had to make a brief trip back here for work, I
felt somewhat suspicious about her based on our phone conversations
and found some evidence of her infidelity. I had to go back to my
regular work location then I was assigned a project which allows me
to work remotely so I came back for a longer stay to make sure I
wasn’t misinterpreting something. I tracked her vehicle and saw
that sometimes she visited here and sometimes he visited her at
‘our’ home.” He lifts the lid of the box, takes out a photo, and
asks, “Is this your husband?”

She almost turns away from the photo which shows him
in the arms of another woman, but forces herself to look and says,
“Yeah, that’s him. . . . Is that your wife?”

“Afraid so.”

“Have they actually been having sex?”

“Yes. By anyone’s definition and they’ve apparently
enjoyed it, or at least that’s what they’ve told each other and
they’ve done it several times. . . . If you weren’t sure before,
what are you doing sneaking around your neighborhood with a
handgun?”

“I hadn’t thought about bugging the inside of my
house, but I saw your vehicle a few times on our external security
cameras and wondered what you were doing casing out the
neighborhood.”

He winces then says, “I guess I wasn’t careful
enough.”

“You were careful enough for an amateur, but I work
in security and spotted how you would slow down as you went past
the house.” She shakes her head then says, “I guess I didn’t want
to believe that he would really do something like this, especially
not bring her into ‘our’ house, so I didn’t think things through or
really try to get the evidence. . . . How much longer are you going
to wait here?”

“Not much longer. They generally don’t bother much
with the preliminaries and they’re probably getting close to done.”
He picks up the headphones to the audio recorder and says, “You can
listen if you want proof.”

She hesitates, then almost angrily grabs the
headphones and jams them onto her head. The sounds are somewhat
indistinct at first and then she hears: “Oh, baby, you make me so
hard.”

She blushes in embarrassment at recognizing her
husband’s voice then flushes in anger at how he used to say that to
her. She continues to listen:

“Let me cum into your mouth. My wife lets me.”

“I’m not your wife as you keep reminding me and about
the only thing I don’t do is swallow cum. But I have another hole
that’s dripping wet and just waiting for you to drill it with this
wonderful cock of yours.” There are muted sounds of movement. “Come
on, you big animal, fill my pussy with your cock.”

“Doggy style, you’re such an exciting bitch.”

“Don’t tell me, do me. . . . That’s right. . . . Oh,
yeah. . . . Shove it in. . . . Harder. . . . Oh, Yeah!! . . .
Deeper. . . . I’m almost there!!

“You’re going . . . to make . . . me cum!!”

“Fill me up!! . . . YES!!! . . . YES!!!!”

She whips the headphones off and feels a welter of
emotions: anger at her husband, excitement at remembering how they
used to enjoy sex, and disgust that he would do it with someone
else. When she calms down some, she says, “I think I’m going to
kill that bastard.”

He waits a little while before he says, “I know how
you feel.”

“Yeah, I guess you probably do.”

“May I suggest that we talk about what we’re going to
do so we don’t disturb the other’s plan?”

She hesitates then says, “I’m so angry now I don’t
want to stop, but I suppose it would make sense to coordinate our
actions.”

“By the way, my name is Douglas, but I usually go by
Doug.”

“It’s nice to meet you, Doug. I’m Klareese.”

 


 



Chapter 2

 


A couple of weeks later, Doug and Klareese are hiding
in his wife’s home and he quietly asks her, “Are you sure you want
to do this?”

“In spite of wanting to believe in the judicial
system, I know that it won’t do anything about him cheating on me.
Even now, when the news gets out, I’ll probably be accused of not
being a good enough wife. . . . Yes, I do want to do this, it’s the
only way.”

“I don’t mean to doubt you, but I want to make sure
that you’re comfortable.”

“Thank you for your concern. I won’t claim to be
comfortable, but . . . it has to be done.”

“Okay. . . . I hear the door opening, it must be
them.” He checks the recording monitor, but neither of them are
interested in watching the screen. Soon they hear:

“Come on, big boy, are you hard for me yet, because
my pussy is just dripping for your hard cock to be shoved in.”

“Damn, woman, you’d never make it as a stripper when
you take your clothes off so fast.”

“They just get in the way of the real action.”

“That’s true. . . . Oh, you suck me good! . . . Oh,
yeah!!”

“Now that you’re hard and ready will you finish
warming me up?”

“It’s a shame you’ve only got one boob.”

“Breast cancer is a bitch, but that means you can use
one hand for my boob and the other hand to get my clit warmed up. .
. . Oh, yeah! . . . That feels so . . . good!! . . . OHH!! . . .
Pause for a second. Wow, you do touch me good.”

The hidden observers glance at the monitor to see
that Doug’s wife is laying down on the bed where she spreads her
legs and spreads her labia with her fingers then says, “Come on
farmer boy, plow my furrow, and fill me with your seed.”

“You’re so hot, I’m ready to cum all over you.”

Doug stiffens as Klareese turns to lean on him as she
covers her ears with her hands to shut out the sound of her husband
and she barely hears Doug’s wife proclaim, “I want you inside of
me. Fill my dripping pussy with your cum. Oh, yeah, that’s right. .
. . Stroke me!! . . . Yes, like that!! . . . Oh, yeah!!! . . . Plow
me deeper!!! . . . OH!!! . . . Cum with me!!!”

Klareese harshly whispers, “Do it. Now!”

Her husband announces, “I’m cumming!!!”

Something causes Doug’s wife to open her eyes and a
moment later when she understands what she sees, she screams in
terror which her lover interprets as a shout of ecstasy. In
response, he pushes himself deeper into her and as his cock unloads
its hot cum inside of her, her father’s prized Revolutionary War
sword pierces her lover’s back, shoves through his heart, drives
through her lung, and pins them to the bed. As blood fills her
lungs and starts to spill out of her mouth, she whispers, “Why?” to
Doug who had left the sword buried to the hilt in her lover’s back
and stepped to the side to watch her.

“As much as I tried to love and care for you, you
continually refused me, rejected me, condemned me, and made it
clear that I was never good enough for you. You killed me inside.
And since you always said, ‘turn about is fair play’, it’s past
time that I returned the favor.” He turns, gathers up his
monitoring equipment, looks at his wife a little longer to confirm
that she’s no longer breathing, and walks away while Klareese grabs
onto his arm for support. Even as tears roll down her cheeks, her
mouth is set with a grim determined look.

As they slip away from the house, Doug asks, “Are you
going to be okay?”

Klareese hesitates a little then says, “I think so. .
. . Thank you for actually doing it. . . . You know the cops will
initially suspect you.”

“Yeah, but I have evidence which will ‘prove’ I was a
thousand miles away when it happened. Are you concerned about them
suspecting you?”

“I’m sure they will because I’m an ‘involved’ party,
but I think I have myself covered. . . . I don’t want to pressure
you, but . . . will you come home with me? I could use a good long
hug and a cry.”

“I would very much like to support you in that way,
but I have a long drive ahead of me to reinforce my alibi.”

“I understand. Thank you, again.”

“You’re welcome. I won’t claim it was a pleasure, but
it needed to be done.”

“Yeah.” Klareese starts to step away, turns back,
quickly kisses his cheek, says, “You’re a good man, Doug,” then
rapidly walks away before she says more.

He just stares after her and tries to remember the
last time anyone had ever told him that.

 


* * * * *

 


Doug is very tired when he arrives back at his
apartment. Since he’s occasionally out of town to work on special
projects, as well as not socially oriented, none of the neighbors
pay any attention to whether he’s coming or going.

He takes a hot shower and has just started on a cold
drink when his phone rings. He briefly hesitates then answers it,
“Hello?”

“Is this Douglas Wilcox?”

“Yes. Who is this?”

“This is Lieutenant Jones of the Pumpkinville City
Police Department.”

“What can I do for you, Lieutenant?”

“I’m sorry to inform you, sir, but your wife was
found dead a little while ago.”

“My wife? Dead? How?”

“Before I answer that, where have you been for the
last twenty four hours?”

“Me? Right here where my phone is in my apartment.
Where else would I be?”

“You haven’t been to the city here?”

“Not for a couple of weeks. My job seldom sends me
there. You can check my phone records and I never go anywhere
without it. Now, what’s this about my wife being dead? Are you sure
it was her?”

“Very sure and she was found in her own home.”

“What . . . what happened? Did she have a heart
attack or a stroke or something?”

“No sir. . . . She was killed with a sword.”

“A sword? Lieutenant, are you pulling my leg? If so,
this isn’t a funny joke.”

“No sir. I’m serious. She was killed with a
sword.”

“She had an old Revolutionary War sword which she
inherited from her father. That would be difficult for her to
commit suicide with.”

“I believe that was the sword involved. But she
didn’t commit suicide with it.”

“What happened? Did a burglar break in and kill her
with it?”

“No. . . . The sword was stabbed though a man and
into her. We think the man might have been her lover.”

“A lover? She had a lover?”

“Yes, sir. You didn’t know?”

“Well, I suspected it, but I’ve been busy with work
and didn’t have an opportunity to check up on her. Nor would she
have been willing to admit to something like that or listen to my
objections if I had said something. Maybe she had more than one
lover and was killed by a jealous one.”

“We’re investigating that.”

“So, she did have more than one?”

“Without intending to upset you, it appears that,
yes, she did have more than one lover.”

“And you’re sure she’s dead?”

“Very sure. I’m sorry to have to break the news to
you.”

“Damn. I’m not sure what to think.”

“Will you be coming to put her affairs in order?”

“Yes, I guess I’d better. Well, give me some time to
pass off my work to a co-worker and tell my boss. I’ll see if I can
get out on the first flight in the morning. When I get there,
should I ask for you?”

“Yes. If I’m busy, one of my fellow officers can
assist you.”

“Thank you for your courtesy, but I can’t thank you
for what you had to tell me.”

“Believe me, I fully understand. Try to get some
sleep and hopefully we’ll see you sometime tomorrow.”

“Thank you. Good-bye.”

 


 



Chapter 3

 


Before he went to bed last night, Doug went online
and checked the flights and found that the early ones were all
booked solid. He made reservations for the first flight which was
available and that gave him the opportunity to get a few extra
hours of sleep.

He’s still feeling somewhat groggy as he boards the
airplane but not enough to enable him to sleep. By the time he
acquires a rental vehicle, he’s more than ready to shut down for
the night, but makes himself drive to the police station and ask
for Lieutenant Jones. The lieutenant takes him to a quiet room and
after briefly talking with him and confirming his identity and
relationship to his wife, the lieutenant shows Doug a picture of
the crime scene. He takes one look at the picture then turns his
head aside from the grisly scene and says, “Yeah, that’s her. . . .
Do you have any idea who that guy was?”

“Yes, but I’m afraid we can’t reveal that information
just yet. We’re still investigating the situation and are trying to
confirm if this was an ongoing affair or a one-time event. We’re
also trying to find out if there were other people involved.”

“Well, although she’s changed her tune an awful lot
in the last year or so, my guess is that this was part of an
ongoing affair or the beginning of a new one.”

“Why do you say that?”

“She had been abused when she was young and wouldn’t
be inclined to make herself totally vulnerable to a complete
stranger. I would suspect she had known him from somewhere and
figured she could at least partially trust him.”

“Thank you for that information. It should help us to
track their movements to see what led to this situation. I don’t
mean to be insulting, but you don’t seem to be very distressed
about her untimely demise.”

“I’m shocked at how it happened nor would I have
wished it to happen to her, but considering how she rejected and
condemned me for years, I guess I’ve already been mourning the
death of our marriage. She had occasionally talked about getting a
divorce, but she was concerned that I would reduce her financial
support to the minimum legal requirements. . . . You’re probably
thinking I have a motive. Maybe I do, but I’m not a violent man by
nature. If I was, I’m sure your department would have a list of
complaints from her if I so much as spoke angrily or raised my hand
to her.”

“No, we don’t have any such reports. The only things
on your record are a couple of speeding tickets and an attempted
suicide.”

“Yeah. She had really got me going with her
condemnation and I couldn’t take it anymore. But instead of being
violent towards her, I turned it inside.”

“Yes, that seems to fit the pattern I see building.
Thank you for your time, Mr. Wilcox. It looks like you could use
some sleep. Hopefully, we’ll be able to release the crime scene
tomorrow and turn the house over to you to deal with it.”

“Thank you for your time, Lieutenant and I appreciate
your suggestion. Should I try calling you tomorrow?”

“No, we’ll call you. Can we reach you at the cell
phone number we called you at earlier?”

“Yes. I keep it with me.”

“Okay. Have a good evening.”

“You too and thank you.”

 


* * * * *

 


It’s not until the afternoon before Doug receives a
call from Lieutenant Jones who meets him at his house and says,
“I’m afraid we had to break the door in to get inside after we
received a call from one of your wife’s friends who said she had
missed an important meeting and wasn’t answering her cell
phone.”

“Then the house was secure when you arrived?”

“Yes.”

“Then how did the killer get in?”

“If they picked the lock on the door, they were very
good and left no evidence. It’s more likely that the person had a
key. We did find a receipt that she had several extra keys made,
but could only find a few of them. We assume she handed out a few
to her ‘visitors’.”

“She’s had more than one?”

“That’s what the evidence looks like.”

“Damn. I suspected she was fooling around, but I
hadn’t guessed it was with more than one. . . . Maybe this isn’t
the best thing to say because I strongly believe in getting justice
done, but if you do find the killer, it isn’t going to bring her
back to life and even if it could, it wouldn’t bring her back into
my arms.”

“I do understand. Maybe my wife didn’t get killed,
but the divorce and what led up to it felt like it was going to
kill me and I came close to killing her myself.”

“Thank you for telling me that.”

“It’s no secret around the department especially
since police work is often hard on the families and it takes a
special kind of person to put up with living as a cop’s
spouse.”

“Or a military spouse.”

“Yeah, that too. . . . Well, I would suggest that you
have the front door replaced and have a new set of locks installed.
Since you’re not living in the area, are you going to try to sell
the house?”

“I don’t know yet. I’ve been wanting to retire and
move back to the area, but I’m not sure I can live here with the
memories and with what happened to her. . . . I guess I’ll have to
take care of her things and see how I feel after that.”

“I totally understand. If we can be of further
assistance, please don’t hesitate to call.”

“Thank you, Lieutenant. One quick question, is the
home improvement store still down on Main and Fifth Street?”

“Yes. They also have some local contractors who could
replace your door and locks, but I’m not sure any of them would be
available to take care of it this late in the day.”

“I suppose I can ask and if nobody’s available, I
guess I can do it myself even if it takes me longer than what it
would take a professional.”

“Well, good luck and call us if we can help.”

“Thank you, Lieutenant. I greatly appreciate your
courtesy and understanding. Good-bye.”

Doug goes to the home improvement store and finds
that one of the contractors had finished another job early and is
willing to install a new front door and locks for him. After the
house is secure, he looks around the yard and neighborhood which he
used to feel was where he belonged and struggles to hold back the
tears as he considers all that he’s lost. He quickly wipes his eyes
on his shirt sleeve, gets in his rental vehicle, drives to the
hotel where he has a small meal, and goes to bed early.

 


* * * * *

 


The next few days are a kind of blur for Doug as he
tries to take care of funeral arrangements, contacts family and
friends, then listens to the minister say wonderful things about
Doug’s wife and never mentions that she was found in bed with
someone other than her spouse. Even though he lived with her for
years, he still doesn’t understand how she was so nice to so many
other people while she treated him like he had no value. She had
been abused by her father, yet she talked about him more fondly
than she did about Doug. He doesn’t want to know what she told her
friends about him, but it obviously wasn’t something positive since
they’re barely civil to him and seem to think that he’s to blame
not only for her demise, but for her indiscretion which led to
it.

Rather than continue to live in a hotel, Doug moves
into his house, but sleeps in one of the spare bedrooms. The
blurred feeling continues as he goes through his wife’s papers and
possessions and tries to decide what to do with them. Although he
would be inclined to trash the whole mess because of how she
treated him for so many years, his basic nature won’t let him throw
out things which are usable so he starts a pile of things to be
donated to a local charity thrift store. When the house is
partially empty a few days later, he’s still wondering whether to
sell it or to keep it since he likes its location and convenience
to the stores he used to normally visit. It’s not laid out like he
would prefer and it does have some things which need to be
repaired, but he still kind of feels like this is ‘home’.

 


 



Chapter 4

 


Doug’s thoughts are interrupted by a phone call from
Lieutenant Jones who after greeting him says, “We’ve run out of
leads on this case and may never find out who did it. Some of the
people we interviewed suggested that you had something to do with
it, but when they were questioned all they could say was that your
wife didn’t have anything good to say about you. So, unless some
new evidence comes to light, we’re going to have to put the case in
the unsolved pile because we have other cases which need our
attention.”

“I understand. I can’t say that I’m happy about that,
but even if you found out who did it, it won’t bring her back.”

“That’s true. . . . Would you be willing to meet with
the wife of the man who was found with your wife?”

Although something inside of him wants to say, “Yes,”
he controls himself and asks, “Why would I want to do that?”

“We’ve found that sometimes it helps people recover
if they know they’re not the only victim.”

Doug hesitates then says, “I suppose it won’t be any
more painful than what’s already happened. . . . When and where
should we meet?”

“If you’re able to come by my office around fourteen
hundred, I can introduce the two of you and give you some place to
talk for a little while. After that, it will be up to you.”

“Okay. Thank you for your concern about my
well-being. I appreciate it.”

“It’s not only my pleasure, it’s the right thing to
do. If we can somehow encourage people to get on the path to some
sort of recovery, it reduces the odds that they’ll do something
stupid.”

“I hadn’t thought about it from that perspective, but
once you say it, it makes sense. I’ll make the effort to be
there.”

“We’ll see you then. Good-bye.”

As Doug disconnects the call, he has a brief thought
that there might be some ulterior motive to the lieutenant’s offer,
but until something becomes more obvious, he ought to consider it
as genuine.

After a simple lunch during which he reads a couple
of chapters from a book he brought with him to help distract him
from what he’s having to deal with, Doug gets ready to go and
arrives at the police department a little before the stated time.
He does his best to ignore Klareese as she walks past him while he
notices that most of the males in the area don’t make any effort to
hide their interest in her external appearance.

At the appointed time, he steps over to the
lieutenant’s office and sees Klareese sitting in one of the chairs.
When the lieutenant looks up, Doug says, “I’m sorry, I didn’t know
you had another appointment.”

“No, come on in and shut the door. Without meaning to
bring up painful memories, you’re both the victims of the same
crime. Mr. Wilcox, I’d like you to meet Klareese Xingthow. Ms.
Xingthow, this is Doug Wilcox.”

Doug asks, “How do you do?” and as he shakes her
hand, he’s unprepared for her warm smile or the extra warm squeeze
she gives his hand.

“I can’t say I’m doing real well yet, but I’m
learning to live with the situation.” She releases his hand and
sits back down in her chair with a graceful movement.

Doug forces himself to look away from her while he
sits down in the other chair and they turn to face the
lieutenant.

“As I mentioned to each of you, this case has hit a
dead end. I doubt that either of you were pleased to find that your
spouse was fooling around with someone else and that possibly makes
their demise a little easier to learn to live with. I know that
such situations can be extremely stressful. Although I have no idea
of what other kind of support you might have, it’s always good for
you to know that someone else really does understand what you’re
going through. I also want to give each of you this list of support
groups in the area who may also be helpful to you.” He hands a
piece of paper to each of them. “Finally, if you think of anything
which we might have overlooked or if you find anything in your
spouses’ possessions which might be pertinent to this case, please
let us know.”

Klareese pauses then pulls a piece of paper out of
her purse and hands it to the lieutenant as she says, “This is a
list of numbers from my husband’s phone that were apparently his .
. . partners.” She dabs at her eyes with a tissue.

The lieutenant quickly scans the list then says,
“Thank you for providing this even though it’s a painful reminder
to you. We’ll check these out, but I’m not going to give you any
false hope that these will provide a break in the case.”

“I understand.”

“Is there anything else?”

Doug and Klareese shake their heads.

“In that case, can I offer you a conference room to
give you an opportunity to get acquainted and see if you’re willing
to support each other?”

While Doug hesitates, Klareese says, “Thank you for
the offer, Lieutenant, but rather than impose on you any longer,
there’s a coffee shop nearby which might be less intimidating than
an interrogation room.”

The lieutenant chuckles then says, “I’m sure you’re
right about that. I’ll send you on your way then and if you think
of something which might help us or if we can help you in any way,
please don’t hesitate to call.”

“Thank you, Lieutenant.”

They both shake his hand, then Doug opens the door
for Klareese and follows her out of the police station. He’s about
to ask if she would rather be alone when she says, “Come on. The
coffee shop is just around the corner.”

“Okay.” As Doug walks with her, he notices the males
in the area check her out and give him looks of jealousy which he
resents because they’re making a false assumption that he’s in some
kind of a relationship with her.

He courteously opens the door to the coffee shop for
her and is surprised to see her warm smile and hear her soft,
“Thank you.” They both order a strong black tea and when he looks
at her in surprise, she explains, “My parents were big tea drinkers
and I picked up the habit. Why are you surprised at my choice?”

“Well, I know I shouldn’t be making assumptions or
jumping to conclusions, but . . . you come across as such a fine
lady, I would have guessed that you would drink a lighter tea.”

“From a fine china cup with my pinkie held out?”

“Yeah.”

She takes a couple of sips then asks, “Doug, are you
uncomfortable with me?”

He slightly blushes, hesitates, then says, “I know I
shouldn’t jump to conclusions, but you’re an attractive woman and
I’m not sure how to respond to you.”

She nods her head in understanding then says, “I’ve
found that my appearance is often more of a curse than a blessing.
From your statement I’m guessing that women haven’t shown much of
an interest in you.”

“That’s true. My wife was more interested in escaping
an abusive father than in wanting to be with me as a person.”

She drinks some more of her tea then quietly asks,
“How do you feel now about what we did?”

“You mean what I did.”

“I encouraged you and was with you which makes me an
accomplice and just as guilty.”

“I suppose. . . . I definitely feel regret that the
situation got to the point where I felt compelled to act. In other
ways, I’m glad that my sham marriage is ‘officially’ over even
though it’s difficult going through and cleaning out her things. .
. . How are you feeling?”

“Like I wish I could kill that bastard all over
again. I’ve found more evidence of his fooling around as far back
as just after our wedding. Although he sounded sincere when we
first met and were dating which encouraged me to believe him, I was
more of a trophy wife for him to show off at business
meetings.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Thank you.”

He hesitates awhile then asks, “How did you get
involved in security instead of being . . . a model or
something.”

She chuckles then frowns, “I was a model which is
where I met my ‘husband’. I got tired of people only being
interested in how I could reveal my body and not caring that I had
a brain inside of my ‘pretty’ head. When there was an opening in
the security team for the model agency, I applied and somebody
thought it would be a good publicity stunt. In took them awhile to
realize that I was serious about the job. Even though I don’t like
to use my appearance in such a way, I’ve found that a lot of males
will open up and talk to me when they won’t talk to anyone else. At
least if I can distract them from trying to ask me out for a date
or a romp in the bed.”

“I don’t envy you that.”

“Thank you.” She shakes her head, “I still don’t
understand why males think that just because I’m considered
‘pretty’, I’m more interested in sex than somebody they might
consider to the ‘plain’ looking. I have a cousin who is very
interested in sex and very good at pleasing males, at least from
what I’ve been told, yet she’s told me that I could earn ten times
as much as she does simply because I’m ‘prettier’ than her.”

“It’s apparently a part of how males have been
designed. I’ve tried to understand it and I’ve made a strong effort
to not notice a woman’s appearance, especially since my wife so
strongly objected if I looked at anyone except her. But no matter
what I tried, whether it was religion or counseling, I can’t seem
to avoid looking at women and appreciating their external
appearance. I’m very aware that a person’s external appearance has
nothing to do with their internal personality or intelligence, but
I still look.”

“Since I’ve frequently been the subject of male
observation, I’ve learned to recognize when a male appreciates my
appearance or when they’re looking at me and trying to figure out
how they can talk me out of my clothes. Maybe you can’t completely
control whether or not you look, but I do appreciate that you don’t
look at me with the intent of getting me into your bed.”

His brief chuckle has a bitter edge before he
responds, “I learned a long time ago that women weren’t interested
in having me in the lives, much less in their bed. I’ve also never
been the type of person who would be inclined to force someone to
do something they didn’t want to do. I had an older friend who
seemed to have a good understanding of the male psychic when she
told her husband that he could window shop but he wasn’t allowed to
handle the merchandise.”

Klareese’s brief laugh seems almost musical then she
says, “I hope neither of them thought that women are
merchandise.”

“Of course not, but the saying nicely expressed the
idea that he should keep his hands to himself because he can
control them even if he has trouble controlling his eyes.”

“That seems to be true.” They quietly finish their
tea and he’s about to ask if she would like another tea when she
looks over at him and he feels like he’s half drowning in her big
beautiful eyes and he has to force himself to listen as she says,
“Would you be willing to eat a plain home cooked dinner?” When he
seems to hesitate, she continues, “I have something I would like to
discuss with you and I would prefer to do it more privately.”

He hesitates longer then says, “Okay. Do you want to
do it at your place or mine?”

“Since I offered to cook, I understood my offer as to
mean at my place. Even though I know ‘he’ had ‘guests’ at my house,
I never saw him there with them so it has fewer disturbing
memories. . . . I assume by your statement that you’re staying at
your house.”

“Yes. I didn’t like staying in a hotel and wasting
the money. I sleep in the guest room until I can finish cleaning
out the master bedroom which I can work on for only short periods
of time.”

“I can understand that. Shall we go?”

“Yeah.” He pushes his chair back, stands up, and is a
little surprised when she doesn’t. He feels like he could melt as
she directs her warm smile towards him and when he understands, he
steps around behind her, and gently pulls her chair out as she
stands up.

“Thank you, kind sir.”

“It was my pleasure, m’lady.” They drop their empty
containers in the garbage and as he opens the door for her, she
gives him another warm smile. Even as he’s thinking he could really
get to enjoy her smiles, he reminds himself that she’s a real lady
and much too good for someone like him. He does his best to
maintain a respectable distance between them, but the sidewalk is
crowded enough that it’s not always possible and after her arm has
brushed his a few times, he briefly looks at her and is surprised
to see a somewhat coy smile which becomes warm and inviting when
she slightly turns her head and ‘notices’ that he’s looking at
her.

 


 



Chapter 5

 


They make it to their vehicles in the police
department parking lot without further incident and as he watches
Klareese pull out, Doug pauses a few moments to wonder what’s going
on with her . . . and with him. Although he’s tempted to reject her
offer and just go home and return to his lonely boring life, a
small voice inside of him reminds him that he won’t know what’s
happening unless he follows her and finds out. While he feels a
little giddy, he starts his vehicle and puts it into gear and
doesn’t notice that he’s slightly smiling as he drives to her
house.

He reminds himself to pull into her driveway instead
of slowly driving past as he’s done a few times before and as he
does, he’s surprised to see her look of concern turn into a quick
smile when she recognizes him. He gets out of the vehicle, locks it
up, and walks towards her. Her smile is so inviting that he half
expects her to open her arms in invitation, but she doesn’t which
is both a relief and a slight disappointment. Again, he reminds
himself that she’s too good for him.

As he gets closer, she says, “I was beginning to
worry that you weren’t coming.”

He hesitates then decides to answer truthfully, “I
took a few moments to consider my options and I had considered not
coming. After I made the decision to come, I get stuck at a couple
of red lights.” He follows her into the house.

“Why were you thinking about not coming?”

He pauses as she closes and locks the front door and
as she turns towards him, he answers, “First of all, I’m not a very
social person and avoid being with people on a personal basis to
reduce the chance that I might offend or bother them by what I say
or do.”

When he doesn’t continue, she prompts him, “And?”

He hesitates and slightly blushes before he says, “I
know that I’m making a judgment without taking the time to know you
as a person, but I think you’re very special and a high class lady
who is too good to spend time with someone like me.”

She partially frowns as she says, “But I’m really
just a small town girl who grew up to be quite ordinary, and had to
do chores and school work just like all of the other kids. I was
considered kind of cute when I was a little girl, but after I went
through puberty, people started calling me beautiful and before I
could understand what was happening to me, I was thrust into the
modeling world. It’s only the happenstance of my external
appearance which has pushed me into the circles of the rich and
famous because inside I feel quite ordinary.” She steps closer and
before he can understand what’s happening, she wraps her arms
around him and says, “And ordinary little ol’ me wants a hug.” When
he hesitates, she requests, “Please?”

Slowly, he moves his arms around her and as she
tightens her grip, he hugs her a little more snugly and she seems
to sigh and lean on him more fully. It takes awhile for him to
relax even as he wonders why she’s doing this . . . and with him.
The hug seems to go on half of forever and he would gladly like it
to go on for the other half, but she eventually starts to loosen
her grip and he quickly releases her.

She’s still loosely hugging him as she says, “Thank
you, Doug. That was the best hug I’ve had in a very long time.”

He hesitates then softly asks, “Didn’t your husband
hug you?”

She almost snorts in derision then says, “Not just
for the sake of a hug. About the only time he slightly hugged me
was for the purpose of reaching around me to undo my clothes in
order to get at my body.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Thank you. After living for a few years in the rat
race of the modeling world, when he started to pay attention to me,
and then led me on a brief glamorous romance, I thought we were in
love. It wasn’t until sometime after we were married before I
realized that he didn’t love me as an individual person, but simply
as a possession which he liked to show off to rich and famous
people in order to gloat over his prize.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.”

“Thank you. . . . I’m almost surprised you haven’t
said anything about recognizing me.”

“How could I recognize you since I had never met you
before you held your handgun to my neck?”

“A few years ago, I was pretty famous as a model.
After I was married, I was occasionally on the news when he took me
to balls, political rallies, and other fancy doo-dahs.”

“Oh. Well, I watch very little television and haven’t
paid any attention to ‘popular culture’ for a long time. I hope
you’re not disappointed.”

“Actually, I’m quite glad, because then you can learn
to get to know me as a real person instead of as a celebrity.”

He’s still trying to interpret what she might mean by
that when he feels her lips on his and even though he stiffens in
stunned surprise, his lips ignore his efforts at trying to
understand and respond appropriately.

She keeps the kiss relatively brief then tightens her
arms around him, leans her head on his shoulder, and softly says,
“Thank you.”

Even as his mind seems to be racing in a thousand
directions at once which makes him unable to respond verbally, he
lifts his arms back up to gently hug her.

“Shame on me. I invited you over to fix you dinner
and here I am taking advantage of you.”

He’s surprised to hear his own voice softly respond,
“I don’t mind.”

She lifts her head from his shoulder, looks into his
eyes, warmly smiles, says, “I didn’t think you would,” and very
briefly kisses him. A couple of moments later she slightly frowns
then says, “I hope you don’t think that I’m some sort of ‘loose’
woman or floozy for coming onto you so strongly.”

“I didn’t think that. However, I am totally surprised
that you apparently want to be in my presence, much less to touch
me or have me touch you.”

“To be honest, I’m a little surprised at my own
behavior, but from shortly after we met, I knew you were a
trustworthy and gentle man and my investigation of you didn’t
contradict that. I also believe that you will never try to coerce
me or take advantage of me and that you care about how I, as an
individual person, feel. . . . After enduring insincere attention
and supposed affection from multitudes of people for what seems
like many years, you can’t imagine what it feels like to have
someone genuinely care about me as a person and be willing to hold
me without trying to take advantage of me. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. I obviously haven’t had the same
experiences you’ve had, but it’s been a long time since I thought
someone genuinely cared about me as a person.”

“I’m sorry, I meant that more generally. I may not
know your life story, but I’m sure you do understand how precious
it is to feel like someone cares for you.”

“Thank you. . . . Although I would like to stay here
a lot longer, if I stay in one position too long, my knees get
stiff. Besides, I think some of that tea is trying to push out my
previous drink.”

She chuckles then says, “I understand, at least about
the tea.”

“If you could direct me to the nearest rest room, I
would appreciate it.”

She releases her hug, takes his hand which surprises
him, and leads him down the hall. She thinks for a moment then
says, “I thought you said you used a snooper microphone on the
house which would lead me to believe that you know where the
bathrooms are.”

“Since I could only hear sounds through the windows,
I figured out where a couple of the bathrooms and bedrooms are from
the outside, but that doesn’t mean I know how to get to them from
the inside.”

“Oh, that makes sense. So the photos were from inside
her house?”

“Yeah.”

“Here you go. When you’re done, head on back to the
living room and I’ll meet you there.”

“Okay.”

She stops him from stepping into the bathroom, very
briefly kisses him, and insists, “And don’t sneak out when you’re
done.”

His eyebrows lift in surprise before he responds,
“Yes, ma’am.” As he closes the bathroom door, he wonders if she had
read his half-formed thought, then wonders why she would want him
to stay.

Doug is looking at the art work around the living
room when Klareese returns, again takes his hand to his surprise,
and leads him to the kitchen which seems bigger than any other
personal kitchen he’s ever been in. He looks around some,
hesitates, then says, “Considering the size of this place and the
art work, I’m surprised you said you were working . . . at any kind
of job.”

“That’s one of the things we argued about. He had
more than enough money that I didn’t need to work, but I couldn’t
just sit around the house and paint my nails all day. It wasn’t
long before he stopped bugging me to quit working and it took me a
long time after that to figure out that it gave him an known
opportunity to entertain his ‘guests’ here when he knew I wouldn’t
be home.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Thank you. Now that he’s gone, I have even more
money than I know what to do with because I still have most of my
modeling earnings in trust funds which my agency lawyers manage. I
guess they understood him better than I did because they didn’t
give him access to my funds. And then if I sell this place, I’ll
have even more. Well, I’ll figure out something. Would you be
willing to help me fix dinner?”

“If it’s not too complicated and you tell me what you
want done, I’m willing to make the effort.”

“Thank you.”

Doug helps prepare the meal then sets the table as
Klareese finishes the cooking. Although he had maintained his
distance during the meal preparation, he very clearly noticed that
she made no such attempt. In fact, a few times, she seemed to go
slightly out of her way to briefly touch him or lightly caress him.
As they set their food and drinks on the table, she very obviously
scoots her chair closer to him. They’re not close enough to
interfere with their eating movements, but if they were any closer,
they would be touching.

They keep the conversation light during the meal as
they tell each other a little about their childhoods. Although he
has a lot more history, he summarizes more so he has more of a
chance to listen to her gentle voice and her musical laugh when she
relates something humorous. He knows he should resist more, but he
feels himself drawn to her almost as though she’s casting a spell
over him. He knows that isn’t what’s happening, but her beauty,
gentle nature, and apparent open personality captivate him.

When they’re done eating, he helps her clear the
table then volunteers to rinse off the dishes before they go into
the dishwasher while she puts the leftovers into the fridge. She
finishes before him and since he was paying attention to what he
was doing and not her, he stiffens in surprise when she hugs him
from behind. She’s tall enough that she barely has to stand on
tiptoes to nuzzle his ear and whisper, “Does my touching you bother
you?”

“No. It’s just so surprising that I’m not sure how to
respond.”

“Then I guess that means I can keep touching you and
give you more opportunities to get used to it.”

He turns off the water, dries his hands on the towel
he set nearby, and as he starts to turn around, she loosens her hug
then tightens it when he’s facing her. He hesitates some then asks,
“Why do you want to touch me or have me touch you?”

“Because I trust you, because when I was young I
received a lot of warm hugs which I have desperately missed, and .
. . that’s enough reasons for me.” She turns her head, their lips
meet and mesh, and the kiss goes on until they have to breathe.
When she has enough breath, she tells him, “Oh, Doug, thank you. I
don’t think I’ve had a more wonderful kiss.” Before he has a chance
to even think of a response much less verbalize it, his lips are
responding to her next kiss.

Eventually, they have to catch their breath again and
as he snuggly holds her close to him, he can’t believe this is
happening to him, yet he knows it’s not a dream because he’s never
had one this overwhelmingly clear.

“Have you finished rinsing the dishes?”

It takes him a few moments to adjust to the change of
subject before he answers, “Not quite.”

“Why don’t you finish while I make us a pot of
tea?”

“Okay.” He can’t say more as he responds to her brief
kiss.

She forces herself to step away and is glad to feel
that he seems to be reluctant to let her go. He sees that she’s
just looking at him with a gentle smile as though waiting to see
what he’s going to do. Although it’s only moments, it still feels
like it takes him a long time to let ‘responsibility’ rise to the
forefront which enables him to turn around and finish rinsing the
dinner dishes and put them in the dishwasher. Soon, he hears her
get the tea kettle started.

 


 



Chapter 6

 


Doug dries his hands on the towel and puts it back
where he found it, leans back on the sink, and takes the
opportunity to watch her. As Klareese moves to get out a teapot and
cups, look in a cupboard to select a tea, slightly bend over to get
a serving tray to carry everything, add some sugar to the sugar
bowl, and open a drawer to pull out some spoons, he wonders how
much of her graceful movements are naturally hers and how much
resulted from the ballet, tai-chi, and gymnastics classes she
described taking when she was young. He quickly corrects his
statement to when she was ‘younger’, because she is young, at least
compared to him.

When the water in the tea kettle is hot, she pours it
into the teapot then takes the tray and walks to the dinner room
table as he follows. They sit down near each other and she asks him
about his plans for the future. He hesitates then says, “I haven’t
really made any plans yet,” then goes on to describe a few things
he’s considering as well as some of the factors which may influence
his decisions.

He’s a little startled to hear some noise from the
teapot then realizes it has a built-in timer to say when the tea is
‘properly’ brewed. He almost laughs at such an idea because he
tends to let his tea brew for ‘awhile’ without every timing it. She
pours the tea into the cups, insists that he fixes his first as her
guest while he’s hesitant to even touch something so delicate. He
does fix his tea, takes a sip and as he sets the cup down on the
saucer, he sees her take a sip out of his peripheral vision then
she makes a point of wiggling her pinkie to attract his attention
and they briefly laugh at her drinking her tea ‘like a refined and
proper lady’.

It’s hard for him to stop himself from turning in
order to watch her every move with her sitting next to him, but he
doesn’t want to be obvious about how much he does want to watch
her. He’s just set his cup down after taking another sip when she
asks, “Doug, what would you say to the idea of helping other people
. . . do what we did?”

He quickly turns his head to look directly at her and
even through he’s almost shocked at her question, he realizes that
she’s serious. It still takes him several moments to be able to
respond, “You want me to help other people,” he gropes for a word
other than ‘kill’ or ‘murder’, “uh . . . to terminate their
marriages?”

“I’m sorry, I guess I didn’t say that very well.
Would you be willing to help suspecting people investigate to see
if their spouse is cheating on them?”

“Wouldn’t that be something they would hire a private
investigator for?”

“Many would, but others either don’t have the
financial resources or even if they did, they wouldn’t want such a
charge to show up on their financial statements which a cheating
spouse might discover. But something a private investigator
probably wouldn’t do would be to share the information with the
spouse of the other person involved, especially if that spouse
suspected the private investigator was trying some sort of
blackmail to gain the fees of another client.”

“You’re probably right about that. But how would I be
able to do any better or to not provoke a similar suspicion
especially without being a licensed investigator.”

“I’m sorry, Doug, I really am messing up my
explanation. I mean for us to work together.”

His eyes widen in great surprise and it takes him
awhile to ask, “You want us to work together?”

“Yes. And before you ask ‘why’, it’s because I trust
you and I think you are both intelligent and practical.”

“I’m half tempted to accuse you of wearing rosy
tinted contacts.”

“Do you object to being with me and working with
me?”

“I’m wouldn’t use the term ‘object’ . . . it’s just
that I know I’m not good enough to be with someone like you, nor
would I want to do or say something which would upset you
especially since that seemed to be my sole talent in life for many
years. If my wife, who knew me better than anyone else, didn’t want
me to be with her, why would any other woman want to have anything
to do with me?”

“I’m sorry you feel that way. I know I can’t change
your past, but I think you were sent down a wrong path in regards
to your value and had it reinforced so strongly and for so long
that you either didn’t know or have forgotten how to think anything
else about yourself.”

“I suppose that’s possible, but that’s something
which will take years to fix and I’m not sure I have enough years
left in me to make it worth the effort to try to remember and
remove all of the pain which led me to this point.”

“That’s probably true, and I’m willing to talk to you
more about it, but that’s really not the subject of this
conversation.” She takes a sip of tea then turns back to him and
continues, “Yes, I am asking you to work with me, but I don’t want
us to take the place of private investigators. I’m more thinking
along the lines of giving the victim a sympathetic ear and some
suggestions of how they can do some of their own investigating. Not
only that, but we could help them connect with a reliable and
compassionate lawyer so they can understand some of their legal
options before they’re tempted to resort to other solutions.”

He thinks for a little while, then says, “All of that
makes sense and sounds commendable, and you could probably see it
all happen with the resources and connections you probably already
have available. . . . I guess I don’t see what value I would bring
to such an undertaking.”

She nods her head, takes a sip of tea, sets her cup
down, and continues to look at it as she responds, “I thought you
might feel that way. . . . I’m not sure how this is going to sound,
but I’m not so concerned about how much value you would bring to
such an effort of helping others, even though I think you would.
I’m more interested in the value that,” she turns her head to look
directly at him, “you would bring to my life.”

His eyes slam wide open and his jaw drops in great
surprise as he stares at her. It takes him quite awhile before he
can partially recover then he shakes his head in an attempt to get
his mind functioning again before he can get any words out, “What
value could I possibly bring to your life?”

“Your care for me as an individual person. . . . I
know that I haven’t known you very long, but your gentleness,
kindness, genuine courtesy is like a breath of fresh air from what
I’ve lived with. . . . Let me back up a little. When I was young, I
felt like I was loved by my
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