
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
HER SECRET AFFAIR: AN
ENCOUNTER WITH A HANDSOME ALPHA MALE

 


Sophie Sin

Copyright
2019 Lunatic Ink Publishing

 


All characters over 18yrs and consent. Find more stories at
Sophie Sin’s Book
List.


A REASON TO BE
ANGRY

 


Sarah Wilson hadn’t meant to explode like she did. The ride to
grandmother Milly’s old house was a long one and she’d kept her
temper as best as she could with her husband Carl. It really had
been an insignificant thing that set her off if she was being
honest. The ‘bing’ of a message arriving to his work phone. That
had been enough to slowly make her blood boil and her cheeks redden
with the hot heat of feelings that she’d done well to keep hidden
up until now.

In the kitchen down the hallway she could hear Carl
throwing crockery into the boxes they’d brought with them for the
movers to pick up on Friday. Sarah wanted to go in there and break
a plate at that asshole’s feet to show him how she felt. In
hindsight he probably already knew.

“Bastard,” she muttered under her
breath.

Sarah picked up another book and stuffed it into the box
she was loading. They’d arrived in Orlando an hour ago. Sarah’s
grandmother had left the key to her large house out in the suburbs
of Meadow Woods under a pot plant. Sarah and Carl had lived in New
York for several years now and it was a stiff reminder of how
trusting the rest of the country was when they arrived and found
the key still there.

For a moment she looked out the study’s window and admired
the nearby houses. They were so quaint and peaceful. The area was
loaded with bushes and there was a small park just down the road.
Where she lived there were buildings and nothing much more than
that to look at. Meadow Woods was quite different from
that.

Sarah heard a plate smash and looked
up with a gritty look on her face. That bastard probably did that
on purpose. Her fingers ground into the hardcover book she was
holding and she felt the urge to scream so strongly that she nearly
did.

There was the sound of footsteps
thumping down the blue carpeted hallway and Carl stood in the
doorway with a towel wrapped around his hand.

“I’m going to get a drink,” was all he
said before stomping off towards the front door.

Putting the book down, Sarah steadied
herself and tried to concentrate on breathing like her yoga teacher
told her to when she was feeling a bit angry.

It didn’t work and she sighed and sat down on the plush
reading chair next to the pile of books that needed sorting and
boxing.

Why did he have to do it? she asked herself. Penny was a pretty girl
and young. Sarah could understand why a man might be attracted to
her... but those messages. Sarah had seen the messages Carl’s
assistant Penny was sending him. They were x-rated at the
minimum.

Is he fucking that
whore?

That question made Sarah shake. Her gut said he wasn’t.
Carl wasn’t that kind of guy, but she’d been wrong before. Her
first boyfriend had cheated on her and that had left its mark on
her.

Picking up a book, she began thumbing through it in the
hope that it would take her mind of things because the breathing
wasn’t working. When she came to a photo sandwiched between two
pages midway through, she stopped and took a good look at what she
had only been partly reading.

A diary?

The picture sat in her fingers. Her grandmother loved
pictures. Her first husband had been a photographer and he was very
good at his trade. The habit of taking photos had rubbed off on
Sarah’s grandmother Milly and by the time she’d met the man who
would become Sarah’s grandfather, she had amassed quite a
pile.

Sarah stared at the photo. The man in it wasn’t one she
knew. It was a gritty photo and had probably been taken at a fair
at one of those booths they had back in those days for couple’s
photos. Milly was her typical gorgeous self. Blond flowing hair, a
curvy frame that hadn’t left her in her old age and a wild smile
that hinted at a desire to get the very best from life. The man was
tall - perhaps taller than her grandfather in his prime - and had
jet black hair and a intense gaze that the little smile on his face
only slightly helped to alleviate.

The two of them were very close in the picture and there
was no doubt that the two of them were intimate at the time by the
way her grandmother was holding the man’s arm.

She turned it over and felt a sinking sensation in her
lower stomach. There was a date and a name written on it. The date
was her grandmother’s second wedding anniversary. Her grandfather
had been away doing some engineering work for a military base from
what she’d heard and they hadn’t been able to celebrate it
together. That was the only wedding anniversary when they hadn’t been together
and that is why the date had stuck in Sarah’s mind.

For a little while she stared at the
photo. She examined the way her grandmother was positioned and how
the man was standing. Her gut said they were sleeping with each
other. Had her grandmother cheated?

Opening the diary to the page where the photo had been, she
found a rather boring report of cleaning the house and missing
Sarah’s grandfather Robert. Nothing to indicate who this man
was.

She stared at the page for awhile
longer. There must be more to it than this.

Sarah read the passage again. Her grandmother had mentioned
a book she was reading: Home Care For A New Generation. She’d even
listed the page number.

Quickly, Sarah stood and scanned the
bookshelf. The book she was looking for was tucked away in the
corner among some other plain looking house care books.

Sarah took it in shaking hands and flicked through to the
page her grandmother had been reading on the day where she had said
she’d done nothing more than feel lonely and cleaned the house.
There were ten pages of white paper folded neatly in between two
pages and on them was a very different diary entry than the one
Sarah had read over twice.

She began to read.


THE AFFAIR OF MILLY
WILSON

 


It was a mild evening the night I met
him. I had been dancing with Jenny and Lawrence Bridges, who lived
a few blocks away in Sourthern Meadow Woods from where Robert and I
were planning to buy our home, when I felt him watching.

It was an odd sensation to be sure ‘feeling’ a man watching
me, but I knew that that was what it was the instant a few blond
hairs on the back of my neck stood up.

Not wanting to let my friends know what I was doing, I spun
left and for only a second got a good view of him. He was tall -
maybe 10 hand spans higher than me - and big. It wasn’t the kind of
lean muscle that my husband had, but the kind that arouses an
interest even if the mind doesn’t understand fully why.

The music slowed as the record was changed and the next put
in place. Lawrence said he wanted something to drink and I was left
with Jenny. Behind me I could feel the man’s eyes scanning my body.
They settled on my rear for a long time as I began to dance and
then ran up my curvy waist to my bosom. I was wearing a floral
dress tonight that showed off a hefty amount of cleavage like so
many of the women tonight were - a product of recent fashion trends
and something that the elderly folks attending did not seem happy
with (not that we cared).

Jenny grabbed my hands and was
swinging them left to right in time with the music. She spun me
once and I saw him still watching. His eyes were like coals or the
eyes of a stallion in the wonderlust of full gallop. I had never
seen a man like this in my life. Sure, men looked and they
sometimes would politely approach me to ask if I had someone in my
life who would mind if they took me for a drink. This was different
though. His eyes held only lust and asserted their dominance over
those that came in front of them.

His handsomeness, I noted as I spun Jenny this time, was
not lost on the rest of the women dancing or standing in the crowd
watching. Quite a few were trying to lock eyes with him. None of
them were looking my way, but the thought of them noticing us
sharing an extended gaze and then noting the wedding ring on my
ring finger concerned me enough to suggest to Jenny that Lawrence
should be found before he got drunk and couldn’t dance
anymore.

Holding my friend’s hand, I pushed through the edge of the
crowd closest to us and walked in the direction of the bar. For a
few seconds I felt regret, but the ring on my finger reminded me
that no matter who might come looking, I was not to be
found.

Lawrence was drinking with a few of
his work buddies that Robert and I had met a few weeks back when
visiting the couple at their home. They waved at us and we joined
the group.

A few asked where Robert was and I told them he was in
Nebraska helping repurpose an air base that had served as a
training site for pilots who had gone off to join the war. One or
two of them smiled on hearing this and I could tell they saw
opportunity in the wind. I smiled back. Sometimes a girl needs to
flirt and I didn’t mind there attentions as long as they were
polite.

As new drinks were bought and Jenny and I began listening
to the men chatter about their work at the construction site that
Lawrence was supervising as lead architect, my mind couldn’t help
but turn to the man in the crowd. There was such a stark contrast
between the hopeful looks the men at the table occasionally threw
my way and the deep primal need of that dark eyed man. When he
looked at me, I could feel the lust eliminating from him like some
dark energy from the villains in the sci-fi books I favored when I
felt like reading something different.

That man wanted me.

He would have me.

There was nothing I could say or do that could change that.

Nothing.

Those four things were what I had
understood in that moment we shared when our gaze met for the last
time before I left. That man was the kind that a good married woman
like myself should avoid. He was too tempting. Too full of
desire.

It was then that I felt his eyes on me
again. This time they drilled into me and I felt his rage that I
had dared leave his view.

Casually, I looked over my shoulder. There he was. Two
women were hanging of him at a far table near the field where a few
random games and a camera booth had been set up by the fair’s
staff. He showed them nothing more than passing interest. That man
had found his prey and it was me.

“My, my,” I had uttered under my
breath. To be wanted like this was outside of my experience. The
subtle interest that my husband showed me - even in the heat of his
desire - was not like this burning hell fire. It scorched my spine
and settled on my rear.

“I need to powder my nose,” I told
Jenny.

“Do you want me to come with you?” she
asked.

“No,” was my response. A good married
woman in my situation should have said a resounding “Yes”, but this
man wouldn’t have cared and I knew this down to the very core of my
being.

Strolling casually to the right
towards where several brightly lit tents with games set up within
were located, I glanced at
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