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“How are things at the bar?” my wife asks as she takes a sip of her mint julep.

“Sarah, we cannot refer to Friar’s Wharf as a bar. It’s a restaurant and a damned good one,” I reply. 

She smiles. “You are so worried, aren’t you? The guys at the police department are in your pocket, right? Don’t worry so much.”

I look up at her from my newspaper. It has been a long day and I have not yet had the chance to read up on how Red Faber of the White Sox did at the last ballgame. Though I try to make certain to get to a few games during the season, I’ve found this year difficult for me to get away from my work.

“My dear, you mustn’t speak of such things. You know what would happen if you tell the wrong people about what I do, don’t you? We can’t be so loose with our mouths.”

It’s 1923 and prohibition is in full swing throughout the country. Plenty of restaurants and bars that at one time served alcohol openly now cannot, and that includes the hundreds of places in Chicago. I had just purchased Friar’s Wharf the year before prohibition went into effect, and since that time I have had to become creative in how I deliver the product requested by my customers. If I don’t do it, they will go somewhere else, and that would mean that I would lose my business. I can’t afford to do that, and Sarah knows it. Though, her upbringing has made it difficult for her to understand finances as well as many others do.

“We’re fine,” she says with a laugh. “There are no cops here. Also, Daddy has already told you that he would help if you ever get caught with this.”

I sigh. “He didn’t say exactly that, Sarah. Your father told me that he would get me sprung from jail if I went in, but that I would lose it all. Baby, I didn’t grow up with a rich set of parents like you did. There’s no money for us besides what I bring in from the restaurant.”

“Speakeasy,” she corrects me.

“Don’t say that,” I say again. “Dammit, Sarah, you know we don’t talk about it. Ever.”

She turns her eyes up at me. “We don’t talk much at all, do we, Jacob? You’re always there and never at home. Don’t you want to be with me anymore?”

I raise an eyebrow. “Is that what this is all about? Are you asking me to give up my work so that I can sit around the house all day?”

“Not sit around, honey. You could go with me to work at the church.”

I roll my eyes. “The church. Is that where you’ve been for the last few weeks? That church?”

“You know, it wouldn’t hurt for you to help out there once in a while.” Sarah’s blue eyes look harshly at me as if I have done or said something unforgivable to her. Though we don’t always see eye to eye on religion, I have a special dislike for the church where she goes to work a couple of hours each day. 

“And what is it you’re doing?” I ask. 

“You know we have bingo,” she tells me with a wide smile. “I set up for that and even plan the events around it, Jake. It’s a lot of fun, honestly.”

“With that friend of yours, I suppose? What’s her name?”

She frowns. “Jennifer Founder. You know her, Jake. She’s married to Martin.”

“Ah, yes. The rich asshole.”

“He’s not an asshole!”

“Uh, yes he is. As a matter of fact, that entire church is made up of rich assholes.” Shaking my head, I ask, “What sort of charity work does the church do?”

“I just told you what I do,” she answers while huffing. 

“You told me you set up for bingo. So, what is done to help the poor and troubled people on the streets? Does the church feed them or clothe them? I mean, the church I attended as a child at least did that.”

Sarah takes a quick breath and tells me, “Not all churches have to do that. Our church brings new members in, baby. We like to bring more in to hear the minister.”

“Rich ones,” I argue. “They don’t like the poor ones.”

She crinkles her nose while looking at me. “Why would we bring the waifs into our church? They’ve got their own churches.”

“That’s just what I mean!” I say with a hearty laugh. “Your church is full of hypocrites. No one in that place really means to help anyone who needs it.” After a brief pause, I add, “When I was younger, I was a poor farm boy. Would your church have come to me and offered to give me food or a place to stay if I had needed it?”

“That’s silly,” Sarah replies. “You had a house. On a farm.”

“Yeah, you’re right. But this church of yours doesn’t do that, does it? They only arrange bingo games for old people so that they have something to do each Thursday night. Old, rich people.”

My comments have caused my wife to become frustrated with me. Of course, I’m absolutely correct in what I have said, but none of those in her church want to hear the truth. They arrange ridiculous church balls and other occasions to gain more wealthy members who in turn will bring in large sums of money. It’s a perpetually growing organ that does nothing of true value for the community. Nothing at all.

“We care about poor people,” she argues. 

“Like you would have dated me had I been poor?” I ask.

“But, you weren’t poor at all. Jacob, you have had money the entire time we have been married.”

“Three years we’ve been married,” I reply. “Just two years before that I came to Chicago with nothing. It took those two years for me to bust my ass and make a nice nest egg before we met. So, would you have seriously considered me if I had been poor?”

The expression on my dear wife’s face is one that is interesting. She isn’t sure what she should say to me as her answer will likely be offensive in one way or laughable in the other. Sarah loves me, I know this very well, but I have my doubts that she would have given me two sniffs had I not had money.

“Probably not,” she finally answers honestly. “Look, I never dated poor guys. If a man doesn’t have wealth, what does he have?”

“Dignity? Respect for himself after a hard day’s work? My father never became wealthy, but he’s had his own farm for the last thirty years. Did my mother do something wrong by choosing him as her husband?”

My wife shrugs her shoulders. “I don’t know. I mean, she was poor too, so they sort of fit together in that way. Look, Jake, I had to have someone who could take care of me the way a man should. You fit the bill, so here we are.” Sarah smiles as she walks over to me and puts a hand on my shoulder. “We’ve had a wonderful marriage so far, right?”

“Of course we have,” I reply. “It’s just that the way you think is so self-centered. You’re so prideful sometimes that I wonder if you really care about anyone besides yourself.”

She leans down and kisses me on my cheek. “I care about you, Jacob Alread. You know that.” Sarah giggles as she shakes off the accusation I have leveled at her. Apparently she sees nothing wrong with what I have said to her so far. It’s a sad reality, but my wife really is a very self-righteous woman. So much so that it causes me some embarrassment.

“I’ll be going back to the business tonight,” I tell her. “There’s a huge crowd expected tonight, so I want to make certain it all runs smoothly.”

“You should stay home with me. Let your employees run it.”

I shake my head. “No, I prefer to be there when it’s that busy, Sarah. Besides, if a cop shows up, I know what to say or do. The others get a little too nervous.”

“And do you think someone might show up?” she asks.

“Too many open mouths, babe. Yeah, we sometimes get one or two. Sometimes they just want a couple of bucks to keep their mouths shut. Sometimes they want to look around. As long as they don’t find the liquor, we’re good.”

“Well, don’t stay out too late,” she tells me. “I want you home early enough that we can have a little fun.” Sarah winks at me before giving me a kiss. She then retreats to the bathroom for her nightly bath. 

Though I married my wife knowing that she is a spoiled woman, I sometimes wish she would gain at least some empathy for those whom she considers beneath her. It would be a much better thing to consider others before herself. Unfortunately, Sarah seems to be incapable of such a thing.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

​Chapter Two: The Less Fortunate
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Mitch Carlisle has been an employee of mine since the first week I opened Friar’s Wharf three years ago. A faithful employee, Mitch is a big man, standing at more than six feet three inches tall and weighing close to three hundred pounds. He told me the first time I met him that his mother has always said he’s “big-boned,” but I think of him more like a well-fed bull like the ones my father used to raise on the farm. My bouncer can be a bull whenever necessary, and so he’s one of my better-paid employees.

“There’s a woman and two kids out front asking for food,” Mitch tells me after walking into my office. “Should I send them away or what?” His dark brown eyes gaze steadily at me as he his fingers pull at the front of his suit coat.

I look up at him and reply, “Send them around to the back kitchen door. I’ll have the cook find something for them.” Mitch nods his head and leaves my office. Getting up to my seat, I walk out just behind him and make my way to the kitchen.

“Mr. Alread,” Constantine says to me while nodding his head as I walk into the kitchen. “What can I get ya today, sir?”

“Out here,” I say to him while pointing toward the door. Confused, the cook follows me to the door. I open it just as the woman and her small children make their way to the filthy alley to which the back of the kitchen opens. 

“Hello? We were told to come here,” the woman says to me, her blue eyes looking only briefly at me before she looks back down at the ground.

“Do you have anything ready to go?” I ask the cook.

He sighs. “I have some broiled pork belly and bread, Mr. Alread.”

Nodding my head, I tell him, “Wrap some up for the lady and her kids, alright?”

“Yes, sir.” Constantine walks back into the kitchen as I remain in the alley with the woman and kids.

“So, what’s the story?” I ask her. “Down on your luck, or has the old man run out on you?”

She shakes her head. “My husband has been dead since March, sir. He fell from the new building that was going up not far from here while working.” 

“The Wrigley building,” I say with a frown. “I’m sorry for your loss, ma’am.” Looking at the children, I ask, “How old are they?”

“John is five and Delaney is three,” she answers me. “They are all I have left in this world at this time.”

I feel a deep sadness in my heart for the three of them. “Do you live nearby?”

“We live all over the place, sir. We go wherever it’s warmest in the city.”

“You don’t have a home?”

“No, sir,” she answers, one of the kids’ stomach growling loudly as she does so. “We don’t mean to be a bother. It’s just that we have been checking out the local places to see who might give us a little something to eat. We haven’t had much to eat in the last few days.”

I look over at the youngest one, Delaney. “She’s got beautiful blue eyes. Surely you have family somewhere you could go stay with?”

The woman shakes her head. “No, sir. The nearest relatives we have live in Mississippi and they aren’t faring much better than us. My husband’s parents are dead and mine are not very friendly at all.”

“And in Mississippi?” I ask. She nods her head.

“Here we are,” the cook says as she carries out a paper-wrapped portion of pork belly and hands it to the woman. “And this is the bread. It’s day-old, so I hope that’s okay.”

“All of it is more than we could have expected,” she says with a smile as one of the children reaches for the bread.

“You can stay in the kitchen and eat if you like,” I tell her. “It’s warmer inside.”

“No, that will be more than we could ask at this time, kind sir. Thank you so much for the food.” She smiles sweetly at me and reaches her hand out to touch mine. Though dirty, I take it into my hands and attempt for a moment to warm her. I ache for the three of them and wish that they would come into the kitchen for a few minutes, but I can understand why she might not. The children, once they felt the warmth, might not want to go back outside afterward.

“Then, have a good day,” I say as I reach into my pocket and produce a ten-dollar bill. Handing it to her, I say, “You can go to the hotel a block down the street and this will pay for a week’s worth of lodging as well as fresh linens and bath water.” Turning to look at Constantine, I add, “We will be certain to send you something to eat each day this week. All you have to do is ring the switchboard operator and ask for Friar’s Wharf restaurant. Give us your room number and we will do this.”

Her jaw drops a little. “Sir, we cannot accept such a generous thing.”

I smile. “For this week,  you must,” I tell her. “It will be cold all week and you should not have your children on the streets. They need a warm place to stay for a while.” 

Tears begin to fill her eyes. “Thank you, sir. We will not forget this.”

“Just get cleaned up and get some decent sleep. I will see if I can find something related to work for you, if that is alright. There isn’t a job to be had in my restaurant, but perhaps they will need a maid in the hotel. They pay with a free room, I am told.”

“That would be wonderful.” She wipes her eyes. “Thank you.” The woman walks up to me and embraces me. I can feel her cold body shiver in the breeze along the alley. They must all three find somewhere better to be than the streets of the city before very long. Snow will be falling soon, and I can only imagine how that might affect her children.

The woman and her two children leave soon after and I return through the back door of the kitchen. As the cook closes the door, he looks at me and smiles. “You brought joy to that woman and her kids, Mr. Alread. Unfortunately, there are hundreds more around the city just like her. You can’t afford to help them all.”

I sigh. “You are right, Constantine. I really can’t do much for them right now, but perhaps one day someone will actually care enough to help them.” Walking out of the kitchen, I consider how my wife would have reacted to the woman and her two children. She would have more than likely sent them away empty handed and still needing more. Sarah has never seen those who are not within her own social circle as worthy of her time and aid. No, she has been a veritable bitch to the likes of those in need. Sometimes I wonder why I married her at all, but then I remember the love I have for my wife. It’s a deep love, and though I despise her thoughts on the poor, I could never leave her. 

“Bobby’s here,” Mitch says to me as I walk back into the main part of the restaurant. I look over at where he’s standing and wave for him to come to me. Nodding at a nearby server, she comes to me and I ask her to bring us two cups of coffee. 

“Good afternoon, Jacob,” the middle aged police sergeant says to me as he sits down across from me at a small table. “How are things?”

I smile. “Going pretty well, Bobby. How about with you?”

A server arrives with our coffee. She leaves just as quickly as I reach for my cup. There’s something in the other man’s eyes as I reach for my cup and take it into my hands. 

“So, what’s the news, Bobby? Are we still good, or what?”

He takes a drink of the hot brew sitting just in front of him. “We’re good. It’s just that the captain has some questions, that’s all. He’s the sort that snoops.” His eyes turn to me after he looks around the room. “Small crowd for the afternoon, Jacob?”

I shrug. “It’s about average, to be honest. It’s only two o’clock and we don’t start seeing our crowds until about four or five.”

“And what about downstairs? Do you see a crowd by this time of day?” He raises an eyebrow.

I’ve known Bobby since before I bought the restaurant. We’ve been on a friendly basis for a while now, and I would prefer to keep it that way. Though he tests me occasionally, I have come to realize it has to do with his feelings that if he is hiding things from me, I need to be honest with him. I understand the concept, and I often try to tell him what I can without being too obvious.

“You know how it is, Bobby. People get thirsty at all times of the day. Gotta have the watering hole ready to go.”

He nods his head. “Good thing, huh?” Sighing, he asks, “What do you want me to do about the captain? The guy isn’t friendly to some things.”

“Like restaurants?” I ask knowingly.

“Some aspects of them,” Bobby replies before taking another sip of his coffee. “He wants to come have dinner here sometime.”

“And to bring a girl?” I watch as he nods his head. “Will giving him some of the best steak the place has to offer keep him happy?”

Bobby shrugs. “Maybe it will. Like I said, he snoops, and he has heard some things recently. It would be easier to just feed him well and maybe make a small contribution to his church or something. Tell him it’s to keep the soup lines open at the Methodist church.” 

The reason I pay the local police sergeant a little something is because he not only provides me vital information, but he also runs interference for me when people like the captain begin to ask questions. Of course, Bobby has already felt out the situation with the police captain to know that simply feeding him and his girl a nice meal and then maybe putting some money in his pocket is all I need to do. Though I hate doing business this way, it is business. It allows me to continue providing for my wife in the way she expects.

“When?”

“Friday? It’s their anniversary, I think.” Bobby smiles.

“Yeah, tell them to come to the restaurant and ask for me on Friday evening. I’ll keep a nice table open for them.”

“I’ll do that, Jacob.” The policeman nods and smiles before reaching across to shake my hand. “I’ll see you around, okay?”

“See you, Bobby.” I watch as the sergeant gets up from the table and walks out of the restaurant. Breathing a sigh of relief, I look over at the server. She comes over and collects the two coffee cups and takes them back to be emptied and washed in the back. My mind, though taken for a moment by the careful dancing around I’m forced to do with some members of the Chicago Police Department, soon turns to the woman and her two children from earlier. If I can do some good with the money I make at my establishment, I will. It certainly feels better to give the money to someone in need rather than to a few dirty cops.
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​Chapter Three: Reaching the Rich
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I come home earlier than usual later in the afternoon and find Jennifer Founder sitting in the living room with my wife. They are talking about something having to do with the church and how they will be making meals for some of the members. I’m surprised to hear this, so I feel compelled to ask them about it.

“You’re actually feeding people?”

“Oh, hello, Jacob,” Sarah says as she looks up and smiles at me. “You’re home early.”

“Yeah, I know. So, who are you going to be feeding?”

“There are three members who are under the weather,” my wife’s friend replies. “So, the minister feels it would be a nice thing to take them some dinner one night.”

“Members?” I raise an eyebrow as I look at the two women. “Are they wealthy?”

Sarah giggles. “Well, sure they are. I mean, most of the people at church have money, Jacob. You know that.” Her eyes look me over as if I’ve asked an insanely ridiculous question. Though I was surprised when I heard they might be willing to help out others, I am now no longer in awe of their commitment to do so.

“So, you’re going to feed people who probably have cooks in their homes. Or even maids.”

“What’s your point?” Jennifer asks. “It’s a good thing to do, right? We help out those of us who are in need.”

“Sure you do, but do they actually need food? If they have money, they probably have plenty of food.” I pause before telling them, “A poor homeless woman and her two kids came by the restaurant today and I gave them ten dollars to stay at a local hotel for a few days. The restaurant will be sending food over while they stay there, and I think I might have found a job for her. That’s how you help others.”

Sarah shakes her head while frowning. “She’s probably just a beggar who has decided to live that way, Jake. You know how some of them don’t want to work, right?”

“Wow. She has children, Sarah. They were starving.”

“And you gave them money, so they’re going to keep coming back like cockroaches, sweetheart. You can’t throw away money on people like that.”

I can’t help but laugh as I walk toward the two women. “Something is incredibly wrong with the way you look at others, Sarah. Here you are planning to take food to wealthy people when there are those who sincerely need something just to stay alive. If you want to help others, then help those who are truly in need.”

Jennifer laughs. “I see what you mean, Sarah. He’s a little hopeless, isn’t he?”

“Yes, but I do love him. Jacob keeps me entertained and he’s great in bed.”

“Are you really going to talk about our intimate time together, honey?” I ask as I sit down in a chair nearby. “Is that not just a little sacred to you?”

“Don’t be so bashful, baby. Jennifer won’t run off and tell anyone about it.” She giggles with her friend for a moment before adding, “But I’m worried that you’re giving away our money so easily. It won’t be used to help anyone really, but to fund a drinking habit, probably.”

“That woman isn’t a drunkard,” I tell her. “And you know that alcohol is not easy to get anyway. It’s no longer widely available.” 

Sarah turns and raises an eyebrow. “Did you send a bottle of wine to her room as well?”

“For fuck’s sake,” I mutter.

“Oh, wow, he’s got a fiery tongue on him, doesn’t he?” Jennifer comments while laughing a little. “Maybe we should put a bar of soap into his mouth?”

“And maybe you should try to help those who actually need help,” I retort, “Instead of worrying about keeping the old rich fucks in your church happy.”

“Jacob, please don’t speak to us that way,” Sarah says as she grimaces. “You know I don’t like it when you bring that language home from the bar.”

I grit my teeth as I look at the two women. “I don’t own a bar, Sarah. I own a damned restaurant!” 

The women look at each other and giggle. I have the feeling that my wife has already told Jennifer that I have a small club in the basement of the restaurant where a couple of dozen people can relax and enjoy a little alcohol without worrying about the cops seeing them. I have asked her on more than one occasion to keep our secret, but it seems that she’s not worried about letting the wrong people know about my side hustle.

“You can feed your little friend and her street urchins if you like, but just dump them onto someone else soon, okay? We can’t bring in more of them to waste money on, Jake.” Sarah goes back to talking to Jennifer as I watch them quietly. There’s little more I can say to either of them to convince them that helping the needy would be a much better thing than to stroke the egos of those who have money. However, I have found myself on the losing end of such conversations with my wife over the last few months, and I don’t know where to go with it at this point.

The telephone on a table nearby rings. I pick it up and hear the switchboard operator on the other end of the line. 

“Mr. Alread?”

“It is,” I reply.

“A Mr. Johnston from Lakeside Hotel is calling.”

“Yes, thank you.” There is a crackle on the line before I say into the mouthpiece, “Mike?”

“Hey, Jake. Say, look, um, this lady who came in today with your ten bucks...does she know it costs five a night to stay here?”

“Oh, shit,” I say with a chuckle.

“What’s wrong?” my wife says as she looks toward me.

I cover the telephone’s mouthpiece. “Nothing, honey. Just some business I have to take care of.” Picking up the base of the telephone with one hand, I walk away from the table, pulling the cord behind. “So, she came to you and didn’t go to the Mainstreet Hotel nextdoor to me. Damn.”

“Yeah, well, I know you’re good for it, but she says it’s for a week.”

I sigh. “It would have been at the other place.”

“The other hotel isn’t a three-star, my friend. We normally only take in a higher clientele.”

“Yes, I know,” I reply. “If you can let her stay, I’ll make up the difference, alright? For one week.”

There’s a short silence on the other end of the line before Mike Johnston answers, “Sure, we can do that. Just please don’t send any more street people into here, alright? There are other customers in the hotel who aren’t used to seeing them in the lobby. Especially with kids, Jake.”

“I thought she understood to go to the other hotel. I’ll be sure not to send anyone else your way, Mike. You have my word.”

He laughs. “You know what I mean, Jake. Just don’t send the street people. I’m fine with all the others you’ve sent my way over the last couple of years.”

“Okay. Well, anything else?”

“Food,” he replies. “How do we feed her and the two little ones?”

“I’m handling that.”

“Uh, well, she’s already ordered some sandwiches for them. Do I put that on your tab as well?”

Rolling my eyes, I tell him, “Just don’t overcharge me like you do your regular clientele, Mike. I know you get ten times the price there for things like that. Don’t do that to me.”

“I’ll think about it,” he says with another laugh. “One week, then. I’ll send you the bill.”

“Thanks.” I hang the earpiece on the side of the mouthpiece and carry it back to the table to put it down. The women are still talking to each other about their plans to take food to the three sick people in the church where Jennifer and my wife attend occasionally. Though I wish I could convince them to go to the Lakeside Hotel to deliver some food to the woman and her two children, I know better than to ask such a thing. It’s apparent they will only do what is necessary to keep the parishioners of their own church happy. 

The two ladies stand to their feet and Sarah looks over at me. “We’re going to the church for a little while to work on some things there. It could be midnight or a little after before we get back, Jacob.”

“It’s almost dark,” I tell her. “You shouldn’t be walking around Chicago in the dark.

“I have a car,” Jennifer says with a wide smile.

“Great. A woman driver.”

“See you later, Jake,” Sarah says with a laugh as the two women walk to the door and retrieve their shawls. I watch as they walk out before turning to make my way to the kitchen. It looks like a roast beef sandwich for me tonight.
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​Chapter Four: Something Akilter


[image: image]


For the last couple of weeks Sarah has been going to the church each evening to work on some sort of charity thing. Though I know that charity for this congregation means reaching out to only the wealthier in our community in order to bring them in, I have a hard time believing there’s that much to do. Sarah is up to something, but so far she has refused to tell me anything more than what she has told me before, which is that it’s strictly church business.

I walk up to our neighbor’s house and knock on the door. It doesn’t take long before Margaret Thayer, a middle-aged woman, comes to the door. 

“Hello, Jacob.” she says with a smile on her face. “Come inside.” Margaret steps back and allows me to enter her warm home before closing the door behind me. “Would you like me to take your coat?”

“No, thank you. I won’t stay long,” I reply. 

“Well, have a seat, won’t you?” She waves toward the couch and I sit down as she makes herself comfortable in a chair nearby. “What is this visit all about?”

“Sarah,” I tell her. 

“Sarah? What about her? Is she alright?”

“She’s fine,” I reply before saying, “I’m concerned about something that she’s been doing for the last week or so, though. Since you’re going to the same church, I thought I might ask you about something.”

“Oh, alright. What can I tell you?”

I shift around in my seat as I take a breath. “Sarah has told me that she has been working at the church every evening for the last several days on some charity projects. Do you know what those might be?” 

Margaret raises her eyebrows. “We’ve already finished with most of the projects. I have seen her there on several occasions, though.”

“Which project was she working on?” I ask. “Was it the one with the three sick people?”

Our neighbor shakes her head. “Which three sick people?”

“I don’t recall. Honestly I don’t know if she ever told me their names.” My mind goes back to the evening we were talking about the work Sarah was doing with her friend Jennifer. They seemed intent on refusing to do much about those in real need, only seeking to make those who are already in the church happy. Money is the driving motivator in most of the charities there, which is why I haven’t bothered to attend any of the services.

“I haven’t heard of anyone who is ill, but it’s a large church.” Margaret smiles. “Are you worried that Sarah is up to something she shouldn’t be up to, Jacob?”

Shrugging my shoulders, I tell her, “I’m not sure what she’s doing, and that bothers me. She doesn’t tell me much when I ask her, either.”

“And you want me to help you find out,” she replies. I nod my head. “Well, there are some things I can tell you for certain, but I don’t want you to take what I say out of proportion, alright?”

“What do you mean?”

“I just don’t want you to make something out of nothing, that’s all. Can you promise to do that?”

“Um, okay. Sure, I can promise that,” I tell her as I look with confusion at the woman. “So, what do you know?”

Margaret adjusts how she is sitting in her seat before answering me. “When I was at the church this morning, I noticed Sarah was sitting and talking to someone else who goes to the church. A young man.”

“A man?” I shake my head. “Do you know him?” 

“I do,” Margaret replies warily. “Please understand, I saw nothing untoward between the two of them, Jacob. Not once did they behave as if they were up to something that should not be up to.”

“I get it,” I reply. “I’m just trying to figure out what she’s been up to since apparently my wife isn’t telling me everything.”

My neighbor nods her head as she affixes her brown eyes upon me. “His name is Trevor Richardson and he’s a newer member of our congregation. He owns the small mercantile on Michigan Avenue beside the boutique.”

“I know the one,” I say as I nod my head. “Do you know where he lives?”

“He just bought a house in the Dwyer neighborhood. I’ll write down the address if I can find it,” Margaret tells me as she stands to her feet and goes to a small desk nearby. As she opens a ledger there, she says to me, “I don’t believe there is anything nefarious happening between them, Jacob. I just want to make that clear.”

“I haven’t said that I suspect them of anything like that,” I reply. “I’m just curious as to what Sarah is really up to. She’s been quick to tell me that my willingness to help others in need is a waste of time, all while she’s supposedly helping the rich people in her church.”

“Our church,” Margaret corrects me as she smiles wryly. “Okay, so I understand that you don’t like some of the things our church does, but I’m sure Sarah’s heart is in the right place.”

“Maybe so,” I reply. “But I would really like to know why she doesn’t want me to know anything about what she’s doing, that’s all. If she would be a little more honest with me, it would make things much easier.”

“You can ask Trevor which project he’s involved in. Maybe he has asked your wife to help out.”

“I’ll do that.” 

“Here you are. His address, I believe. Don’t be too upset with me if he isn’t actually living there, as it could be old information.” She sees the confused look on my face. “I keep up with church members’ names and addresses for the church. That makes it easier to contact them if needed.”

Margaret smiles at me again, and I allow myself just a moment to take in her elegant beauty. A widow in her mid-forties, she inherited a healthy sum from her husband’s estate and now simply lives on the residuals from a business he owned with a partner. She will never have to work another day in her life, which is a good thing. This allows her the freedom to work for her church several days each week, whether for the sake of bringing in more wealthy members or doing things as menial as keeping up with the names and addresses of those who attend.

“How are things with William?”

She sits down once again and sighs. “Willie is not the man he should be,” Margaret replies. “He has been in trouble already, and he’s not even been in Dearborn, Michigan for a month. I don’t know what I’m going to do about him.”

William Thayer is Margaret’s only child. At twenty years of age, he decided not long ago to leave home and go to Dearborn in search of work with Ford Motor Company. Since then, he has been involved in other things having to do with the nightlife there as well.

“Gainfully employed?” I ask.

“Not any longer, no,” Margaret tells me. “Willie got into some trouble at the factory and Mr. Ford fired him.”

“Oh? What happened?”

She shakes her head. “I’m not completely certain of the details, but I believe Willie probably let his hotheadedness get the better of him. Sometimes he will say things that others don’t take too kindly to. I’ve asked my son to come home, but he won’t do it. Not now. He’s too busy sowing his wild oats.”

“I’m very sorry, Margaret. I wish there was something I could do to help you with him. William is a fine young man, when he wants to be. He was a hard worker at one time.”

“You were good to him, Jacob. You gave him a job when no one else would. I had hoped the move to Dearborn would have straightened him out a little, but I suppose it was too much to hope for. Maybe he will see the light soon and come back home to me.”

Margaret seems very down as she recounts the problems she’s had with the young man. William is a nice guy on the surface, but he does have the tendency to seek out problems with other young men. I saw this on at least one occasion in my own restaurant where he had worked for a time as a server. A diner was not happy with his meal and treated William a bit too rudely, earning a vulgar scolding from Margaret’s son that led to my having to let him go. Otherwise, I could have lost a large piece of my business due to his sharp tongue.

“Tell him that if he comes back, I’ll see what I can find him for work in town. I know plenty of business owners who would give him a shot if he’s willing.”

“Thank you, Jacob.” Margaret smiles at me. “Please be civil to Trevor when you see him, alright? Don’t assume the worst.”

I chuckle. “Never will I do such a thing.” Standing to my feet and nod my head at her and tell her, “I think I should be going now. Maybe I’ll go see Trevor and find out what they are working on. Sarah has been loath to share anything with me, and I’ve just got to know what she’s up to. I know it sounds odd, but I am curious.”

“I completely understand. It is the same for me with my son.” Margaret stands to her feet once again and walks me to the front door of her home. “Let me know if I can be of any more help.”

“I will. Also, let William know he can find work in Chicago as easily as anywhere else. I’ll help him if I can.”

“Thank you.” Margaret kisses me on the cheek and I feel my face turn deep red. Certainly, there is something between us that kindles a sort of fire deep within us. Even so, it is not likely to catch fire anytime soon. I am devoted to my beautiful wife, no matter what she might hide from me when it comes to her church duties. My hope is that she is at least attempting to reach out and help those in true need of help instead of recruiting more wealthy people for their church. For some reason I doubt this, but it doesn’t hurt to maintain a certain level of hope within me.
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​Chapter Five: A Bold Wife
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I suppose I really shouldn’t be checking up on Sarah in this way, but she doesn’t leave me much choice. I’ve asked her over and over what she’s up to during the afternoons and evenings, and over and over again she has told me that she’s working on projects at the church. However, after speaking to Margaret and a couple of others who often work on things at the church, I know this not to be true. So, what is my wife up to if she’s not going to the church in the evenings? I plan to ask her new friend, Trevor Richardson, this very question.

After pulling my car to the side of the street, I get out and walk up the sidewalk and then up some steps to the front porch of the large house. It’s an attractive home, no more than a few years old and situated in a nice neighborhood. This makes sense, as anyone associated with my wife’s church would certainly not be living in the poorer neighborhoods. 

Reaching up, I rap on the door a couple of times. I can hear a phonograph playing inside, and I can only assume Mr. Richardson has to be home. So, I wait a minute before knocking again. For three or four minutes I continue this until I decide no one is coming to answer the door. 

“Okay,” I say to myself as I look along the porch. Seeing another window, I go to it and look inside. It appears to be part of the dining room with a kitchen across the room. Leaving the porch, I make my way around to the side of the home and begin to look into some of the windows as I tiptoe. There’s nothing on the other side of the two side windows before I work my way to the back. There’s a patio door that I figure I should knock on next, just in case the resident happens to be there and couldn’t hear my knocks on the front door due to his phonograph playing so loudly. 

“Hello?” I call out after knocking on the door. “Anyone home?” Cupping my hands to the sides of my face, I lean forward and look into the home through the back door windows. There is nothing there, just as there was nothing in the other windows. I feel as if I have made the trip for nothing as I walk off the patio and to one final set of French doors nearby.

I consider knocking, but for some reason do not. Instead, I cup my hands to the side of my face and look into the window again. Just as I do, I can hear sounds coming from what appears to be a bedroom.

“Oh, fuck,” I hear someone say. My eyes take a moment to adjust as I stare through the glass. “Oh, holy fuck, baby.” The voice is so familiar that the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end. 

“Without the rubber it is so much better,” a man’s voice says to the woman. I suddenly realize that the woman who is beneath him is Sarah. My jaw drops and my heart thumps hard inside my chest as I see him pumping his large manhood in and out of her furry beaver. 

“Just don’t come inside me, Trevor, okay? I don’t need to get a kid out of this.” 

“Yeah. I’ll pull out. I swear.” He pushes her legs back a little farther and slams his balls into her soft ass. Their naked bodies mingle in a way that both upsets me and turns me on. My cock becomes hard very quickly as I watch another man have his way with my wife. Though I allowed a brief thought or two that involved Sarah cheating on me, I didn’t actually believe she was up to this sort of thing. Apparently I was wrong in assuming such a thing.

“Dammit, Trev. Oh, that feels so good, baby. That angle is wonderful.” His long stalk moves a little faster as Sarah’s petite body quivers beneath him.

“Let me come inside you,” he pleads with her. “I’m about to pop, Sarah. Let me do it inside you, alright? It’ll be okay.”

“No, dammit. Pull out before you do, Trevor. Swear it to me!” Her hands reach to her sides and she grips the covers on the bed tightly. “I’m going to come, too. Swear it! Swear it...FUCK!!!” Sara comes hard as she grinds her pussy into the man on top of her. “Ahhhh...ooohhhhhhh...” Her eyes closed and mouth clenched tightly, my wife enjoys the way Trevor’s solid shaft strokes her insides. Sarah is a vocal lover whenever I hit her sweet spot as well, but this man appears to excite her more than I ever could. Though jealous of what I’m seeing, I feel a keen interest in knowing how this will all play out between them.

“Ohhhh, shit!”

“PULL OUT!!!” 

“Uhhhh...UUUUHHHH...”

“DAMMIT!!! PULL OUT!!!” My wife pushes at the man as he comes inside her pussy. He does manage to pull out to land a couple of spurts onto her stomach, but it’s obvious that Trevor has left a little present inside Sarah’s tight hole. 

“Fuck...ohhhhhh...”

After her lover finishes expressing his thick semen all over her, Sarah rolls over and away from him. She appears frustrated that he has put some of his jism inside her, and I can understand why as she’s still young and fertile. He could very well impregnate her, which is the furthest thing from her mind of things to have happen to her right now. Children would simply cramp her lifestyle too much. Or so she has told me multiple times.

“Dammit, Trev.” Sarah looks hard at the man as he cleans off his softened cock. “You came inside me!” 

Moving toward a window at the side, I realize now why I can hear them so well. Hiding myself, I listen to the conversation between the two of them.

“I’m sorry, baby. Look, it was an accident, alright? I just got carried away and accidentally came inside you.”

“You did that on purpose!” she retorts. “We’ve talked about that before. The last time we got together for this, you told me you would never come inside me like that. Now you have, and I’m really close to the time of month when I’m fertile. What do I tell my husband if I get knocked up?”

He chuckles. “You could say that it’s his, right? Look at it this way. If I get you pregnant, then he won’t have to do so much work to get you there.”

“You’re disgusting, Trevor,” Sarah tells him. “Really disgusting.”

Trevor laughs again. “But you love the way I came inside you, didn’t you? You really wanted me to do that, baby. I could tell by the way you pushed yourself into me.”

“That’s a terrible thing to say.”

“It’s true,” he insists. They stop talking and I can hear what sounds like kissing. Standing up, I look into the open window and see the two of them passionately making out once again. This time, the man lies back on the bed and Sarah opens her mouth to take his cock inside. She begins to slowly and methodically suck on him as his johnson reinflates and a smile forms on his face. This is a new one with my wife, as she normally refuses to taste anything that’s been inside her. Sarah is a bit of a cleanliness prude when it comes to sex with me.

I reach into my trousers and fondle my own meat as I watch the two of them together. My wife’s hands gently cup Trevor’s large ball sack while his shaft buries deep inside her throat. Though I would expect her to choke on the meatiness of the other man’s cock inside her mouth, she does not. To my surprise, Sarah seems to enjoy what she’s doing for him.

“Dammit, lady,” he says with a strained laugh. “You’re going to make me...AAAAHHHHH!!!” Trevor empties in my wife’s mouth, whatever is left inside him blasting to the back of her throat. This is a little much for Sarah, as she begins to gag on the collection of this gravy.

“Uttt...AAACCCCKKKK!!!” Sarah keeps her mouth down on the man’s penis as she continues to suck on it, her face turning bright red. I’m hard once again and I wish I could go in there and fuck her from behind as she swallows his thick, salty load. Why I am thinking this makes no sense to me, but there is a great deal of lust inside me for the woman in the bedroom.

My wife pulls her mouth from the man in the bed and finishes swallowing his load. She sits up in bed as he sits up. There is obvious satisfaction in his face as he smiles at her. Sarah has made him a very happy man this afternoon.

“Thank you,” he says as he runs a hand through her hair. “That was wonderful.”

Sarah giggles. “It had better have been. I’m not doing that every time, either. It’s a once a year thing.”

“Oh?” Trevor moves close to my wife as I watch them through the corner of the window. “Do you think we’ll still be lovers by this time next year?”

My wife smiles. “I don’t know. I suppose it will depend on what you do to keep me around, sweetheart.”

“Oh, really?” He leans toward her and they immediately kiss, their tongues moving in and out of each other’s mouths as if they are trying to taste each other. It’s the sort of kissing I enjoy taking part in with Sarah, but she has often complained that kissing in this way is vulgar and quite unsanitary. My wife is not the sort of woman to normally partake in such a thing, but it appears her current lover on the side has convinced her to do it with him.

“We have to be careful,” Sarah tells him as she leans back and looks into the other man’s
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