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​Chapter One: A Surprising Find
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“Denise is outside,” my wife says to me as I stand at the kitchen sink.  Our neighbor is a nice older woman who enjoys speaking to Tonya whenever she gets the chance.  Today being Saturday, we are both home and we have just now made our way to the kitchen for some breakfast.  The woman outside tends to be up and outside her house tending her garden well before we get up on the weekends.

“I wonder what she wants to tell you about another neighbor,” I quip as I look at Tonya and smile.

She laughs.  “Well, I suppose I should get out there and find out.”  My wife turns and walks to the front door to go outside.  I watch through the kitchen window as the two women talk to each other.

“Gossiper,” I chuckle to myself as I reach for a cup from the cabinet.  The coffee maker is humming along and soon I will have a nice warm cup of java to help wake me this morning.

Tonya’s cell phone buzzes on the countertop nearby.  I look over and quickly read the notification.  “Marcus?” I say to myself as I watch the screen dim and the notification disappear.  “Who’s that?”  My wife and I both work at the same place, a company where I am the shipping manager and she is a retail sales specialist.  We met there almost three years ago and have been married to each other the last two.  Needless to say, I know almost everyone where I work as well as on Tonya’s side of the building.  The name Marcus is not one that I am familiar with.

Moving the phone around, I allow one quick look out through the kitchen window to make sure that Tonya is still occupied with Denise.  Seeing that she is, I enter her passcode on the phone.  I figured it out months ago while playing around with her phone and though I meant to play a prank on her to show her the importance of keeping her password difficult to guess, I have yet to do that.  Using your wedding date is not exactly the best form of password security around.

After going into the text messenger on the phone, I find the message that has just come in as well as several others from the same person.  “What are you wearing this morning?” he asks.

“Who the fuck are you?” I mutter under my breath as I scroll to one from earlier this morning.  

“Tonya, I had a wet dream last night.  You were great.”  My heart begins to race as I shake my head.  I go back to the message before this one and read it.  “You need to send me something more than just a few dirty words, baby.  Let me see your tits.”

“Her tits?”  I look up and out the window of the kitchen.  Tonya and Denise are laughing together as I try to understand what is going on in these messages.  She is obviously reading them and has not told me that another man is harassing her.  This must mean that this conversation is mutual.  This assumption proves to be correct as I find a message from her to him a little earlier.

“Marcus, you are such a bad boy.  You know I would love to let you fuck me hard, right?  You could push my legs back and put my feet on your shoulders.  It would feel so good.”  There are several heart and kissing emojis at the end of the message.  My body begins to shake from the sudden realization that Tonya has been sexting some other man.  Why the hell is she doing this?

The front door suddenly opens and I realize that my wife is coming back inside.  I close the texts and lock her phone just as she closes the door.  Tonya walks up to me and says, “Denise thinks someone is stealing her newspaper.”

I try to clear the pained expression on my face as I turn toward her and reply, “Who still gets newspapers?”

“Exactly,” she giggles before walking up to me and giving me a tight hug.  “I think that woman is just looking to go after someone, though.  It must be boring without her husband around.”  Denise’s husband left her last year for another woman.  A much younger woman.  I get that such a thing would mess with someone’s frame of mind, but right now I have a tough time feeling bad for our neighbor.  Tonya has been sexting with some guy and possibly screwing him behind my back.  How do I handle that?  What do I say?

“You know, we don’t talk about work much anymore,” I say as I move the cup of coffee around in my hands.  “How are things going for you on your end of the building?”

My wife raises an eyebrow as she chuckles.  “We decided a long time ago to keep work at work, Russ.  You know that.”

“Yeah, I know, but I worry about you over there sometimes.  I mean, who works in your office again?”

“You know who works in my office,” Tonya replies with a strained look on her face.  

“But tell me again.  I think I might have forgotten their names.”

My wife sighs.  “Well, there’s Sadie and Tommy just across the room from me.  Then there’s Justine.  That’s all the others in my immediate office.  Why?”

I shrug my shoulders.  “Didn’t your office hire someone recently?”

Tonya shakes her head.  “No, I don’t think so.  What’s this all about, Russ?”  Her blue eyes focus on me as I try to think of a way to figure out who the hell Marcus is.  

“I don’t know, honey.  I must have dreamed it or something.  Maybe it was that wet dream I had about you.”  I study her face as I use the same phrasing as her text message lover.  If there is anything different in her expression, though, I cannot see it.

“You had a wet dream?” Tonya laughs as she reaches down and taps the growing bulge in my shorts.  I suddenly realize that the thought of her talking dirty to some other man has made me horny as hell.  Why would I be so horny over that sort of thing?

Swallowing hard, I put my coffee down and tell her, “You know that I have all sorts of wet dreams for you, my love.  I would hope that you have them for me too.”  

Tonya smiles.  “You know that I do, Russ.  I always dream about you.”  She pulls my head down so that she can kiss me.  Her soft, full lips press against mine as her tongue explores my mouth.  My wife is a wonderful kisser and has always had a way of getting my mind focused on her and away from anything else.  Maybe she is doing that now?  Maybe she knows that I know about the other man and she wants to move me on from the subject of her written desires?  

“You’re fucking hot,” I tell her as I back away and look into her eyes.  “There are a lot of men who would do anything to get with you.”

Tonya’s face turns bright pink.  “Russ, you are so full of yourself today, huh?”

“I’m serious,” I reply.  “Other men really like you.  Haven’t you found that men want to get you into bed?”  Though she takes this as simply joking around, the importance of the question fills my mind.  I want to know whether Tonya has had thoughts about other men and their lust for her.

“That’s a really weird thing to ask.  Russ, what are you up to?”  My wife studies my face.  She knows when I am prodding her for something.  

“I know, but I just thought I would ask.  There are lots of guys who talk about you at work and around town.  You are the hottest woman around, Tonya.  You can’t blame me for thinking that there might be one or two of those guys who might approach you for something more than just friendship.”

My wife smiles at me as she moves a hand up to my cheek.  Caressing it, she tells me, “You shouldn’t be so worried about that sort of thing, sweetheart.  You know as well as I that I only have eyes for you.  Sure, there are probably a few men who give me an extra look or two, but the same can be said about other women and you.  There are ladies in this neighborhood who would try to seduce you if they had any chance at all.  Take Denise, for example...”

“Denise?”  I laugh hard as I think of the middle-aged woman.  “There is no way that I would go for her.”

“I know that, but it doesn’t mean that she wouldn’t like to have a turn with you, Russ.  She’s a woman who is still in her sexual prime, but she doesn’t have anyone to share that with anymore.  Maybe you should go over to her house and offer to give her a nice poke.”

“Are you serious?”  I laugh again as I think about my wife’s use of the term poke.  “Tonya, that’s just not right.”

“And you worry about other men around me?  Sweetie, I’m yours and only yours.”  My wife steps closer to me once again and kisses me harder this time.  She is trying to prove something to me as she pushes her tongue into my mouth for a second time.  I enjoy the feeling of her lips on mine and the way she nips at me, but my mind is still caught on what the text messages on her phone said to her.  Whoever this Marcus is, Tonya is not going to tell me about him very easily.  

My wife pulls away from me and smiles as she touches the bulge in my shorts.  She turns and walks toward the bedroom after picking up her cell phone.  A chill runs down along my neck and back as I consider what she has been talking about in her text messages to the other man.  Should I be worried?  It could be a simple case of two people screwing around verbally, but I feel as if there could be more to this.  Tonya is a highly sexual woman and it would not surprise me to find that she had found another man to help her with her needs.  

“Dammit,” I mumble quietly as I take another drink of my coffee.  Setting the cup down for a second time, I decide to take a walk outside.  I need to clear my mind and think about what I have seen on Tonya’s phone.  Whether I bring up the messages could depend on how I want the conversation to go.  For one thing, my wife values privacy.  She will be very upset when she discovers that I have gotten onto her phone and read her messages.  There will be no way for me to explain that away.  So, I will need to be certain as to whether I want to stir that soup or just leave it alone.  A nice walk will help to clear my mind so that I can consider my options.
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​Chapter Two: Sorting it Out
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The smell of the bar is somehow comforting as I sit down with my two old friends, Theo Davis and Adrian Whitaker.  I have known the two men since elementary school and we have all three shared some of our deepest, darkest secrets with each other.  Tonight, as I sip a little beer from a bottle, I decide to ask the two of them what I should do about what I have discovered.  

Beginning to speak, I find myself not quite able to be completely honest with my friends.  “There is this lady at work,” I say as I put my bottle down on the table.  “She works in another department and I have rarely spoken to her.  A few days ago, she accidentally sent me a couple of emails that were meant for someone else; another man who works in my department at the company.”  I pause as I watch my two friends’ expressions.

“And?” chuckled Adrian.  “Isn’t that something that happens at companies?”  He smiles at me before taking another sip of his own adult beverage.

I nod my head.  “Well, sure, people email each other all the time, but this wasn’t really business-related, if you know what I mean.”

Theo raises an eyebrow.  “Some personal emails?  The sort that could make someone blush?”  I nod my head as I look over at him.  “Well, shit.  Were they good?”  The two men laugh and I join in with them as my heart leaps into my throat.  I want to tell them what I found on Tonya’s phone, but then again I do not want them to know that my wife would do such a thing.  At least, not yet.

“The woman, I’ll call her Ann, asked the guy whether they were on for the weekend and if he wanted her to give him a blow job.”

“Shit.”  Theo sits forward in his seat.  “This is getting good.”

“Did you answer her?” Adrian asks.  He is still sitting back in his seat as if what I have said does little to surprise him.

“No, I didn’t do that,” I reply.  “It would be really embarrassing if I were to do that.”

“But, what’s the problem, then?  Two people using work email to set up a date to screw each other seems pretty typical,” Adrian observes.  “I mean, I do it all the time.”  My friend is an oddity of nature.  He is able to convince practically any woman at any time that they should have sex with him.  It does not matter that he is only five-six and not the most attractive man around.  Adrian knows how to swoon the ladies.  It is a skill that many of us who know him wishes he could teach us.

“She’s married,” I blurt out.  “He isn’t, but Ann is married.”

“Oh, shit,” Theo says while shaking his head.  “Do you know the guy?”

“Yeah, I know him.”  Once again I wish I could just tell them what is really going on.  I do not want to change the story at this point, though.  Everything is set in motion.  “But Ann’s husband would not be happy.”

“Dude, you need to shut that shit down,” Theo replies.  “Forward the emails to her husband and get this thing stopped.  She shouldn’t be cheating on her man.”

“I’m worried about how her husband might react,” I tell my friends.  “He could end up being pretty cool about things, but he could also be the sort of guy who will be a real prick about things.  Besides, if I tell him about the emails it might ruin an otherwise decent marriage.”

“An otherwise decent marriage?”  Adrian finally sits forward and puts his elbows on the table as he looks at me.  “How is it a decent marriage if the wife is cheating on her husband?”

“I don’t know.  He’s come around a couple of times for office parties and he seems like a nice guy.  Honestly, I think he adores his wife.”  Of course, I am thinking about my own relationship with Tonya, but I do not want Theo and Adrian to know that.  I love my wife and I think we do have a great marriage.  Had I not found the messages, this conversation would not be happening right now.

“Tell him,” Theo says as he shakes his head.  “It’s not fair to keep him in the dark like that.  His wife is a bitch for doing that behind his back anyway.  She deserves to get herself kicked out of the house and divorced.”

“That’s a little too much, don’t you think?” Adrian chimes in as he looks at Theo.  “Sure, there’s something going on, but if the husband is fine with her the way she is, why make waves?”  He turns his attention to me and adds, “Besides, that would mean that your ass is in the middle of it, Russ.  I don’t see you as the type of guy who wants to be in the middle of someone else’s shit.”  

Nodding, I tell him, “I don’t want to be in their shit, but she sent me the emails.  I think Ann has already put me there.”

“Just drop it,” Adrian insists.  “There will be no good that comes out of this.  The two of them will end up in an argument and then in divorce court.  You will then be asked to appear in court as a witness for the husband.  It would be best to just leave this all alone, man.  Don’t get involved in something that has nothing to do with you.”  Unfortunately, it has everything to do with me, but I still don’t want to tell the two men what has actually happened.

“Squeal her out, Russ,” Theo advises.  “If my wife was fucking around behind my back I would want to know about it.  The guy has a right to know so that he can make his own decision.  Drop it all off into his lap and move on.  Do it anonymously.”

“Anonymously?  How the hell could I do that?”

“A new email account with a fake profile, brother.  That’s what I do whenever I email some asshole about something I don’t like.”  Theo is the ultimate arguer when it comes to trying to get something straightened out in his life.  It might have something to do with the very strong wife that he has and the way his life changed after he met and married her.  Having been relatively bashful before, the man is now brazen in how he deals with other people.

“Maybe,” I agree.  “I’ll look at that.”  A server walks over to our table and smiles at us.

“Would you guys like another round?”

Adrian smiles.  “How about another round for us and a round for you and me after you get off work.”  Chill bumps rise along the back of my neck as I watch my friend work his magic.

“I don’t know about that, honey.  The management here doesn’t like us to fraternize with the customers.”  Her brown eyes focus squarely on Adrian as he smiles at her.  

“I don’t plan to fraternize with you, sweetheart,” he replies.  “Just a nice walk and maybe an ice cream from that late night food trailer down the street.  I’m a nice guy.  I just want to have someone to hold a conversation with after these two go home.”

The server looks at the two of us and then back at Adrian.  “I’ll think about it.  Let me go get those drinks.”  She smiles before turning and disappearing, giving the three of us a nice look at her ass.

“Shit, man,” Theo says with a chuckle as he looks over at Adrian.  “I would never believe it if I didn’t see it with my own eyes.  You are a player.”

“And a damned good one,” Adrian replies with a laugh.  “You two guys are tied down, but I am a free agent.  It’s time to get it on tonight.”

I shake my head.  “She agreed to some ice cream and a walk, Adrian.  I don’t think she is considering sex with you.”

A wicked grin crosses his face.  “She was thinking about sex with me before I even spoke to her.  Otherwise, she would have blown me off completely when I asked her out.  You guys should ditch your wives and learn from the master.”

I laugh.  “Theo and I found our women and we married them.  I think that puts us one-up on you.”  

“Here you are,” the server says to us as she returns with the beers.  She then slips a small piece of paper beside Adrian’s bottle.  “I’m off at nine.  You had better be a gentleman.”  She looks at our friend with a smirk before walking away.

“Holy shit, he’s right.  She’s going to fuck his brains out,” Theo says while shaking his head.

“She told him to be a gentleman,” I reply.  “That’s not an invitation to sex.”

“It certainly is,” Adrian says with a smile still on his face.  “You need to learn how to read women, Russ.  Sometimes they do things to make a point.  She was making a point.  She expects to have sex with me tonight.”

“No way.”

“Then tell me, buddy; what are you going to do about that email problem?”  Adrian’s eyes stare hard into mine.  “That’s the big question for you now, right?  You had better get that shit figured out soon because Ann, or whoever the lady is, will be riding dirty with that guy in your department.  I say leave it alone, but I can see Theo’s point too.  If you do this, though, don’t leave anything out.  Tell him everything and leave it to him.  Then you can just step back and watch the fireworks.”

“He’s right,” Theo says while nodding his head.  “You need to just put it all at the husband’s feet and let him deal with it.”

“But, what if it’s just sexting by email?  Would it be worth doing then?  What if they haven’t had sex yet and they don’t really want to?” 

“Dude, do you even hear yourself?” Theo responds to my question.  “It never stops at that.  Sexting, sexual emails, whatever it is, man; it won’t stop until it stops.”

I sigh.  “That’s tough to know.”

“Not for you, right?  Be glad you have a nice wife, Russ,” Adrian says to me.  “If you didn’t have her and the pity she has for you, your life would suck right now.”  We all laugh, though I feel a little like I have just lost something inside.  If Tonya is doing more than sexting this guy named Marcus, I’m not sure when or where it is happening.  She has not been trying to get away from me for trips or other reasons.  Of course, she could be leaving work sometimes without me noticing.  That is especially possible because the entrance to her side of the building is opposite to mine.  

“Let us know how it goes when you decide what you are going to do,” Theo says before taking a sip of his new beer.  Nodding my head, I pick up my first bottle and finish it down before going to the second one.  There is so much for me to figure out soon that I do not know whether I want to face the facts.  For some reason, Tonya has decided to share very explicit messages with another man.  It could just be some semi-harmless fun, but it could also be something that could lead to the end of our marriage later.  The decision as to whether I should confront her will have to wait for a day or two as I figure things out.  Oh, how I wish I knew who Marcus is!  That would at least help me answer whether their intentions are the sort that would put my marriage to Tonya in jeopardy.
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​Chapter Three: A Cute Guy
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“I hope you girls are not going to get too drunk,” Tonya says to her friends as they sit on the patio of a small Italian restaurant just on the edge of town.  

Treena leans toward her after having some wine.  “You know, I don’t get to go out with the hubs much anymore.  I don’t go out unless it’s with you and the girls.  If I want to tie one on, I’m going to tie one on.”  She giggles and laughs before moving some of her blonde highlights over her ear.  As I sit and think about Russ out with his guy friends at the bar, I wonder what they are talking about.  Are they as silly as my friends when we have a little too much to drink?

“So, this guy,” Sarah says with a wry smile on her face.  “Is he cute?”  I shoot a stare toward Laney.

“I’m sorry, Tonya.  They pulled it out of me on the way over here.  You know that I can’t hide things from them.”  The youngest member of our little four-girl crew is often the easiest to get something out of.  I should have kept from sharing what has been going on between me and Marcus.

“Don’t blame her,” Sarah says with a smile.  “We’re just curious, alright?  No judgment here, girl.  What’s his name?”

Swallowing hard as I sit back in my seat, I tell her, “His name is Marcus.”

“Wait, I know that name,” Treena cuts in.  Her eyes grow large as she looks over at me.  “Sweetie, you are not talking about the Marcus, are you?”  

“It’s just some harmless text messaging,” I reply as I look at the three of them.  “It’s not like I’m leaving Russ for him.”

“Shit, you are a glutton for punishment,” Treena says while shaking her head.

“What do you mean?” Laney asks.

Treena sits forward in her seat.  “Marcus is an old boyfriend of hers, right, Tonya?”  The women all sit and look at me until I become extremely uncomfortable with all the attention.  

“Dammit, we are still friends.”

“More than friends,” Laney says quickly.  She then sits back in her seat as she realizes that she has once again offered more information than she should have.

“Are you fucking him?” Sarah asks with great interest.

“I’m married, Sarah,” I reply quickly.  “There is only one guy I am having sex with at the moment.”  I look around at the other restaurant guests nearby on the patio.  The street traffic appears to be drowning out what we are saying at our table.

“That doesn’t matter.  At least, not with Marcus,” Treena offers.  “If you are talking to him again, it means you are hot for him, Tonya.  Fess up and tell us what you have going on.”  She eyes me hard as I look away.  Now that the proverbial cat is out of the bag, I suppose there is nothing else to do but level with my friends.

“He’s an ex, that’s true, but we are still friends.  I dated Marcus for about a year before Russ came along.  After breaking things off with Marcus, I met Russ and the rest is history.  I love Russ and there is nothing really going on.”

“Except the messages,” says Sarah.  “Laney told me that there have been some very interesting messages from him.”  I look over at Laney again, causing her to turn her face away.

“Yeah, there have been a few.”

“Like what?” Sarah presses.  “Come on, Tonya, don’t be a fuddy-duddy.  Give us the full details.”  She smiles as she looks at the other two women in our group.  She apparently has their approval and support as she waits for my response.

“Marcus is lonely,” I begin as I pick up my phone and find his messages.  “Just keep that in mind.”  I hand it over to the three of them and wait as they scroll through our conversation.  My face turns a hot, deep red as I bite my lower lip.  The looks on their faces tell me that they are certainly interested in what they are reading.  

“Damn, girl,” Treena says before looking up at me.  “He wants to do some shit with you, huh?”

“Yeah, I guess so,” I reply.

“And so do you,” Sarah observes.  “You are a naughty little thing, Tonya.”

“I don’t know what I was thinking when I sent those messages to him.  I guess since I have been married to Russ I have had to accept that things would be a little less fun.”

“You are having sex with the dear hubby, right?” Laney asks.

I nod my head.  “Of course we have sex, but it’s just not as good as what I had with Marcus.  He allowed me to be like a woman on fire.  He encouraged me to try new things, and I miss that.”

“So, Russ is boring?” Sarah clarifies.  

“Not really boring.  It’s just that he’s not as into some things as I am.  I’ve tried to get him to be a little more adventurous, but nothing has worked so far.”

“Well, whatever is or is not going on with you and Russ, this guy Marcus is really all about getting his groove on with you,” Laney says with a giggle.  “I wouldn’t mind having a man like that plow my field.”

“Laney!”  The women laugh as I shake my head.  “That’s crass, sweetie.”

“Yeah, well maybe I like crass,” the youngest of us retorts.  “You should give us his phone number and let us have a little fun with him too.”

“Hey, that’s an idea,” Sarah says with a laugh.  “Maybe Laney is onto something here.”

“No, absolutely not,” I reply.  “Marcus would not appreciate having women he doesn’t know texting him.  Besides, you ladies are a little too tipsy to
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