

    
        
          Almost Caught Cheating with My Best Friend's Husband

        

        
        
          Almost Caught Cheating, Volume 6

        

        
        
          Clare Sugar

        

        
          Published by Clare Sugar, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      ALMOST CAUGHT CHEATING WITH MY BEST FRIEND'S HUSBAND

    

    
      First edition. January 22, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Clare Sugar.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233561535

    

    
    
      Written by Clare Sugar.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Clare Sugar

	    

      
	    
          
	      Almost Caught Cheating

          
        
          
	          Almost Caught Cheating with my Married Boss

          
        
          
	          Almost Caught Cheating with the Bride's Dad

          
        
          
	          Almost Caught Cheating with my College Professor

          
        
          
	          Almost Caught Cheating When I Was the Nanny

          
        
          
	          Almost Caught Cheating with My Rideshare Driver

          
        
          
	          Almost Caught Cheating with My Best Friend's Husband

          
        
          
	          Almost Caught Cheating Collection

          
        
          
	          Almost Caught Cheating When I Was a Waitress

          
        
          
	          Almost Caught Cheating When I Was a Stripper

          
        
          
	          Almost Caught Cheating When I Was a Nude Model

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Come Inside

          
        
          
	          Come Inside While Your Wife's Outside

          
        
          
	          Come Inside While Your Girlfriend's Outside

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Holiday Quickie

          
        
          
	          Quickie with the Santa at the Office Party

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Clare Sugar

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Sign up for Clare Sugar's Mailing List

Further Reading: Almost Caught Cheating with the Bride's Dad

Also By Clare Sugar

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 1

[image: ]


I knew instantly when I walked through that door, I was going to betray my friend. The pathetic, weak husband she complained nonstop about in text messages was tall, muscular, and gorgeous.

“You finally got here, Monica,” Lena said, giving me a half-hearted embrace as I stepped into her home.

“Thanks so much for inviting me,” I said, forcing a smile. She wore the same expensive perfume as when we were in college. The perfume that she stole from me even though she knew it was a gift from my mom.

But, that’s water under the bridge.

“Victor, bring in Monica’s bags,” Lena said, pulling away. She dusted off her immaculate dress. “I’m sure Monica wants to get out of those dusty rags.”

I glanced down at my clean jeans and shirt. 

“Nice to finally meet you,” Victor said, stepping from behind Lena. He extended his hand.

“You, too,” I said, giving him a warm smile. His deep green eyes twinkled. That beautiful, magnetic smile would make any girl swoon. Victor could have any woman on the planet. But, he chose Lena.

Lucky her.

Victor gave me a comforting hand shake. My slim hand looked like a doll’s inside his paw. 

“Back when Lena and I were first dating, I was supposed to meet you, Lena’s bestie from college, at that sorority party,” Victor said.

“That’s right,” I said with a smile. “The fall semester party. You never showed.”

And, we should have met at the wedding, but my invitation for the wedding somehow got lost in the mail.

“But, I caught the flu and couldn’t go anywhere,” Victor said with a warm laugh.

“Go get the bags,” Lena said, emphasizing every word. She shoved Victor, separating our hands. Victor gave me an apologetic smile and stepped out the door.

“He’s such a fucking idiot,” Lena said as we watched him walk down the driveway and to my car. “Vic is lucky he’s hot because he’s such a fucking weak loser.”

“That’s a little harsh,” I said quietly. 

What does he see in her?

Victor tugged my heavy luggage out of the trunk with ease. His tee shirt outlined Victor’s well sculpted back muscles.

Lena tossed her hand.

“You would say that,” she said. “You have a thing for losers. By the way, how’s—what’s his name? Oh, Jeff?”

Bitch.

“You mean Joe,” I said, stuffing my hands in my pockets. “And, we broke up five months ago. I talked about it in the group chat.”

“Oh, yeah, that’s right. Whatever,” Lena said with a shrug. “You should have broken up with him years ago.”

You mean after I found out he had been sleeping with you for two years behind my back?

I gnawed on my lip.

Water under the bridge. Just make it through tonight and tomorrow’s drive.

“Light travelling, I see,” Victor said, coming inside. He settled my bags into the corner of the foyer.

“It wasn’t too heavy?” I asked. 

“Not at all, in fact—

“I’m going to make drinks. I’ll make yours while you clean up,” Lena cut in. I looked back down at my perfectly clean outfit. 

Lena tossed her hair over her shoulder and breezed out of the foyer.

“Do you need me to carry your things to the guest room?” Victor said. Just beneath his tan cheeks, red bloomed. He was embarrassed by Lena’s behavior.

“No, that’s alright,” I said, trying to keep my eyes from drifting down the body of this tall, green-eyed Adonis. A tan line around his wrist where he wears a watch, told me Victor probably spends a good amount of time outdoors.

Is his ‘whole’ body tan?

“I’ve got a great dinner planned for you and Lena,” Victor said, rubbing his hands together. “I want you to have your bellies filled before you two take that long drive up to Colorado.”

“Oh, you cook?” I asked. 

“Yeah. And, pretty good if I do say so myself,” Victor said, winking. 

Damn, this man is hot.

“Sounds great,” I said. “I can’t wait to sample what you have.”

“Taste everything, Monica,” Victor said with a grin. “Stuff yourself.”
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“This is delicious,” I said, munching on the juicy steak. “I don’t think I’ve eaten this good in, well, forever.”

“Glad you like it,” Victor said, his face glowing.

“Mine’s a little burnt,” Lena said, taking the tiniest slice of the steak. From my seat at the table, all I could see on her plate was a perfectly seared piece of meat that would come right out of the kitchen of a five star restaurant.

“I’m sorry, babe,” Victor said, frowning. “Do you want me to make you something else?

Lena threw back another glass of some gin concoction that my stomach could never handle.

“So you can burn that too?” Lena asked, her tongue slurring over the words. “I’ll choke down this thing. Like I choke down everything else of yours, despite the awful taste.”

She sneered at him after that last statement.

Victor swallowed, keeping his eyes on his plate. I shifted in my chair. Lena somehow managed to become nastier over the years. And, add in alcohol, she was vile.

“I can’t wait to get to Colorado,” Lena said, settling her empty glass down on the table with a clatter.

“I’ll finally get to see some real men. This town is so boring.”

Lena leaned back in her chair. Her nipples poked through her thin shirt.

“Maybe you’ll get laid for once, Monie,” she said, throwing her hair over her shoulder. “Your pussy is probably frosted over by now.”

I opened my mouth to say something.

“Lena,” Victor said, dropping his fork on his plate. “Knock it off.”

She gave him a hard stare.

“Don’t ever fucking tell me what to do,” Lena said, acid dripping over every slurred word. “Remember whose father got you that cushy job of yours. Whose father helped us buy this big fucking house. Whose father will kill you if you upset his daughter.”

Victor clenched his jaw.

Having known Lena since our sorority days, I too knew very well how powerful her father was.

He cleaned up all of Lena’s messes. Whether that mess was slipping a few thousand dollars to professors for her to pass exams or paying off girls she hurt during one of her drunken fights.

“I’m going to bed,” Lena said. She stood up on shaky legs and wobbled out of the room.

Victor and I finished our dinner in silence.

I set my dish in the sink and turned on the faucet.

“I’ll handle that,” Victor said, coming up behind me.

“I don’t mind,” I said. 

“No guest of mine is going to do servant work,” Victor said. He gently laid his hands on my hips and drew me away from the sink. 

“Besides,” Victor said, rinsing a tumbler under the tap, “you need to rest up for tomorrow.”

He opened the dishwasher, keeping his back to me.

“You need some sleep before you have to do that long drive with Lena.”

He paused and turned to me. Victor gave me a sad smile.

“Lena can be difficult. Be careful, Monica.”
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