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Chapter One

The tumbler of Glenlivet was slick in my
hands, tiny beads of condensation coated the glass. The two cubes
of ice I started with were now just tiny slivers, almost invisible.
It was my first drink.

She entered the bar and I was fucking
floored. The hustle and din of the Friday night crowd slipped into
the background. She looked regal, walking toward me with a purpose.
Despite her long golden locks plastered flat against her head and
shoulders - water dripping down, leaving wet trails as she moved -
her ethereal beauty broke through, her bright blue eyes
illuminating her smile in the dim light.

She wore an overcoat, drab and brown,
nondescript, but underneath I knew she wore something enticing, an
elegant black cocktail dress, perhaps, slit up the side almost to
her waist, neckline plunging to show off her bountiful cleavage. Or
possibly, a simple navy blue skirt and modest blouse, white and
transparent, revealing the lacy black bra underneath. I'm just
guessing. This beautiful and amazing creature always surprised me.
She stopped at the stool next to mine.

“This seat taken?” she said.

I stood up and kissed my wife on the cheek,
“It is now.”

Sherry gripped my head and returned the kiss,
on my mouth. Her tongue parted my lips. “Eighteen year huh?” She
was referring to the scotch on my breath. “We celebrating
tonight?”

“Just an evening as a couple, no little rug
rats.”

Jessica and Andy were hardly rug rats
anymore. Our daughter just turned eight, her younger brother would
be six in a few months.

“Glad your dad could watch them for us,” my
wife said.

“It's his turn. Your folks had them last
month, and Mary had to work tonight.” My dad and Alexi, his wife,
loved to have our kids over. They spoiled them rotten with cereal
for dinner, late night TV and video games. Then they sent them home
to their mean parents, full of sugar and attitude. It was a price
we gladly paid to get to spend the night, or weekend, alone, doing
adult things.

I took her coat and hung it on a hook below
the bar top. I was right, she was wearing something enticing. A
plain grey skirt that fell to just below her knees with a matching
jacket over a white blouse. Her top three or four buttons were
undone, showing just a hint of the treasures beneath. To me,
anything Sherry wore was enticing; maybe that's cheating, so
what.

We sat down at the bar. It's where we prefer
to sit and drink and eat. We like chatting with the barkeep and
watching all the crazy people come and go.

“You want a drink?” I said.

“Not want, need,” Sherry said. “I had a
tit-twister of a day at work. Clients giving me the runaround, and
dick bag Josh, blaming me for a screw-up in the Wilson case that
was Lisa's fault.” Josh was her boss, a balding old man almost
twice my wife's age who Sherry was certain had the hots for her. He
had a bizarre way of showing it.

She took a sip of my drink and continued.
“Add to that the sudden downpour. Me without an umbrella.”

“You want a rum or vodka?”

“I feel like rum tonight.”

I loved to hear that. When Sherry ordered
vodka on date night we had great sex later. When she had rum we had
awesome, mind-blowing sex and we didn't always wait until we got
home.

I lifted my hand to flag down the bartender.
He was delivering a white wine to a pretty red-head around the
corner at the other end of the bar.

He turned to head my way but was sidetracked
by a couple of young women, girls really, looking barely old enough
to drive, let alone, drink. But they were bubbly and cute, and I
wasn't going anyplace, so he stopped to serve them; he carded them
first.

I should have been pissed, but I wasn't. I'd
have done the same thing were I in his shoes. Instead, I turned my
attention to the ginger. Her manner seemed a little off. Her green
eyes darted around, scanning the room, looking for someone, a
friend, a date, maybe a rival. I didn't know. She glanced down at
her phone then turned to look toward the door. She smiled. She
recognized someone, now she appeared calmer.

Must be her date, I thought.

She reached for her glass of wine. The ring
sparkled gold as it caught just the right light from the
illuminated beer sign that hung on the wall next to her.

It was a wedding band. She seemed to notice
it for the first time, odd. Her eyes went wide and she pulled her
hand back; sliding the ring off her finger she tucked it into her
pocket.

The man she was waiting for arrived, just as
her hands returned to the bar top. He was not unhandsome if you're
into hipster bro's, with lots of hair gel and facial hair that was
dated back in the Victorian era. He bent over for a kiss, their
lips met and locked with passion. He snuck his hand up to cup her
breast, not real subtle.

I elbowed Sherry, “Check out that couple, at
the end of the bar.” I nudged my glass in their direction.

“You mean the red-head and the douche bag?
Looks like they're having some fun.”

We watched them make out for a little while,
mostly out of curiosity. Like I said, we enjoy people watching.

He finally sat down and tried to get the
bartender's attention but he was waved off. It was my turn for
service. The guy looked my way in frustration. I turned back to my
wife.

“Cuba Libre?”

“Yeah.”

I placed our order, another Glenlivet for me,
rum and coke with lime for her.

“Make it a double,” Sherry added. “And a
dinner menu.”

I waited for the bartender to leave before
saying, “I think that couple is having an affair.”

“Why?”

“Before that fellow showed up she was wearing
a wedding ring, but she took it off and hid it from him.”

“Interesting.”

We watched the guy try to order a drink, but
he wasn't having any luck and finally gave up. He turned to the
red-head and said something. She nodded and they got up. He threw
some money on the bar and they left.

Our drinks arrived and my attention returned
to Sherry. We toasted, to another happy date night. We ordered some
appetizers and then discussed either going to a movie or out
dancing. We love dancing, getting hot and sweaty on the floor, our
bodies moving to the rhythm of the music, faux fucking in a
crowd.

It comes naturally to my wife; I do my best
to keep up.

There was also a new Sandra Bullock film
Sherry wanted to see.

“Sitting in a dark theatre watching a movie
or getting busy on the dance floor?” I said to my wife.

“We can just as easily get busy in a dark
theatre.” A sexy smile crept onto her lips. The rum was kicking
in.

“Like in college?” I said.

“Yeah.” Sherry licked her lips. “Like in
college.”

Our food arrived and our conversation turned
to other things: the kids, work, the White Sox. After a short while
we were sitting in silence, just enjoying each other's presence. It
was just after eleven, the clubs were starting to get hopping but
the only movies we had to pick from were midnight shows.

While I was thinking about that, Sherry was
deep in another thought.

We've been married ten years, known each
other for thirteen. She's told me dirty jokes and scandalous
gossip, asked interesting and thought provoking questions.
Regardless, I never felt that my wife could ever shock me, truly
shock me. After what she said next, I had to re-evaluate that
belief.

“Roy,” she said, “have you ever thought about
having an affair?”


Chapter Two

“Where the hell did that come from?” I
asked.

“Just thinking about that woman, the
redhead.”

“You really think I'd cheat on you?”

“I didn't say that. I just asked if you'd
ever thought about cheating.” Sherry emphasized the word
thought.

“No,” I said, a bit too hastily, like I had
something to answer for.

“Really? Never? You've never seen another
woman you liked enough to fuck?”

Now it was my turn to say, “I didn't say
that.”

I loved looking at women, talking to them,
and getting to know them. And there were plenty I would have
enjoyed sleeping with, if I wasn't married.

“There's no woman on earth I'd risk our
marriage over.”

“Not even Scarlett Johansson?” my wife said
with a smile. She knows my tastes.

“Not even her.”

“Even if there was no way you'd get
caught?”

I was getting nervous with this line of
questioning. I tried to think what my wife's motives could be for
asking. It wasn't just idle musing. Was she trying to catch me in a
trap, admitting I'd cheat on her? That didn't make sense; we were
having such a fun evening.

I decided to take the direct approach and
say, “Why are you asking?”

“Just want to know why people cheat.”

“There are books on that. Google it.”

Then Sherry's voice turned syrupy sweet, and
she batted her eyes. “But it's your opinion I want,” she said,
snaking her hand across my thigh toward my groin.

“You trying to
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