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​Chapter One: A Long Day at Work
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There have been far too many hours in this day and I can’t wait to get home and unwind with my wife on the sofa.  As I turn the lock on the front door of the antique store I own and operate with Rebecca, I feel her hand on my back.  “What a day, huh?”

I turn to see my beautiful wife looking at me.  A petite woman, Rebecca stands at five-four and weighs one-twenty.  Her perfect B-cup breasts are round and easy to squeeze inside each hand.  Though she may not think her lovely mounds are large enough, I think they are just right.  This is especially true when her tight pussy is gripping my cock during sex.

“It’s been a tough day, but at least it was with you,” I reply as I run a hand along her soft cheek.  As long as I have you it’s all worth it, Becca.”  

My wife smiles as she reaches for me and pulls me close to her.  Kissing me deeply, I feel her tongue slip into my mouth.  If nothing else, Rebecca is a wonderful kisser and I love to feel her lips on mine.  Pulling back after a moment, she asks, “How long has it been?”

I raise an eyebrow.  “What do you mean?”

“You know what I mean, Daniel.  How long?”

I feel my face turn deep red.  “About a week,” I answer after clearing my throat.  Rebecca’s hand reaches down and takes mine and she leads me toward the back office of the antique furniture store.  After we walk into the office my wife closes and locks the door.  She then pushes me toward the desk.  

“You know that you can’t go that long without going a little crazy, right?”  Rebecca giggles as she unfastens my pants and then pulls them down to my ankles along with my briefs.  She then goes to her knees and quickly takes my meat into her small, soft mouth.

“Fuck, Becca!”  I squirm as she rams my johnson all the way to the back of her throat.  When my wife decides to do something she does it.  There is no conversation about it and she moves forward as if she has no choice.  She does, of course, but I am happy that Rebecca has decided that I deserve a nice blow job as I feel my body quiver from her intense felatial attention.

My wife draws her mouth slowly along my shaft and then runs her tongue on the underside of my cock before pushing my meat back into her throat.  Putting my hand on the back of her head, I enjoy the feeling of her bobbing up and down on my stick.  Rebecca reaches into my pants with a hand and begins to massage my sweaty ball sack with her hand as I feel my spunk moving forward.  

“Holy shit, I’m going to come inside your mouth,” I say loudly as I close my eyes and enjoy the feeling of her tongue along my fleshy pole.  “Rebecca, I’m going to...”  I lurch forward a little as I take a quick, deep breath.  “Ohhhhh...FUCK!!!”  I spurt hard into my wife’s throat and she gags a little as I empty into my jism near her tonsils.  “Uhhhh...ahhhh...ohhh...”  With each shot of my hot jism, Rebecca swallows expectantly as she keeps rhythm with my pulsing cock.  “Dammit...oh, Becca...fuck...”  I continue shooting my hot semen into her throat until my balls are spent and she slowly pulls her mouth off my pecker.  

“Was that good?” she asks me with a smile on her face.  Every drop of my white man gravy has been swallowed and Rebecca seems pleased with the way she has made me lose my load.  

“It was really good.”  I help her up and then turn her around so that she now has her back to the desk.  Lifting her up, I put Rebecca’s ass on the desk and push everything off the surface of the desk.  

“I need a shower,” she pleads with me as I push her back and pull up on her skirt.

“So do I,” I laugh as I pull at her black panties.  They come off easily and I push her legs back so that I can get to her soft, waxed pussy.  A hint of musky muff meets my nose as I go down on her.  I love eating Rebecca out when I do not have to taste soap or body spray.  This is the way to enjoy a woman’s real flavor.

“Danny,” Rebecca squeals a little as I part her labia with my nose and lips.  I quickly find her swelling clitoris and begin to give it my full attention as I suck it into my mouth.  “You are so wicked.”

I raise my head and reply, “You haven’t seen anything yet, my little slut.”  Smiling, I go back down on her and lap at the sweet and salty goodness of her snapper.  Rebecca’s small body moves around on the desktop as she enjoys the feeling of my tongue on her lady bits.  Over the eight years we have been married I have become very good at cunnilingus.  My wife has made certain that I know where to pay the most attention and how to make it a completely enjoyable experience for her.  Feeling her hands on top of my head as she wraps her fingers into my hair lets me know that I am doing exactly what she wants me to do at the moment.

“Finger me,” Rebecca pleads with me.  I reach two of my fingers into her wet pussy and begin to run her G-spot while continuing to lick her clit.  Her body instantly responds as she arches her lower back and begins to grind into my face.  

“Fuck, Danny,” my wife grunts as she pushes into me with her wet muff.  “You are going to make me come hard this time.”  Rebecca’s small pelvis lunges and grinds into my face as she gets closer and closer to release.  “Oh, you naughty boy.  Danny...OHHHHH!!!”  Her body tenses as she begins to orgasm.  “DANNY!!!  Uhhhhh...”  There is nothing like the feeling of my wife’s pussy against my face when she finally lets go.  The velvety softness of her full labia along with the wetness of her muff make me hard again while she continues to grind into my face.  “Mmmmmm!!!”  

Rebecca continues to come for several seconds more before her body finally relaxes and I pull my wet face from her pussy.  Smiling, I say to her, “I hope I did as much for you as you did for me.”

My wife laughs.  “I think you did more than you needed to, Danny.  You know that I don’t mind waiting until after I take a shower.”

“But I love your taste, beautiful.”  I help her up from the desk and pull her toward me.  We kiss hard, the aroma of our respective genitalia on each other’s breath.  

“You are a horny man,” Rebecca laughs as she pulls on my stiff manhood.

“Not again,” I say with a grin as I pull away from her and tuck my hard shaft back into my briefs and pants.  “I can’t take it again.  You emptied me already.”

“I bet we could find more,” she jokes.  “We will wait until later, though, alright?”  Rebecca bends down to pick up her panties but she does not put them back on.  This causes me to become completely hard yet again.  

Hiding the additional growth of my cock inside my pants, I tell Rebecca, “I wish we had time to go on vacation somewhere and just enjoy having sex for a couple of days.”

My wife smiles.  “That would be nice, wouldn’t it?  A second honeymoon.”

“Yeah, a second honeymoon,” I parrot.  “I would love to do that with you.  I just wish we could leave the store for that long.”

“We could,” she replies.  “Danny, we can afford to close the place for a week.  We have done it before.”

I grimace.  “That could make a few of our regular customers angry, Becca.  You know how some of them can be.”  We have taken on several customers who come see us on a weekly basis.  One of them, Clarissa Standridge of Standridge Real Estate, rents some of our furniture for her open house showcases when she has large clients looking to sell their properties.  Occasionally we make even more money on the deal when a homebuyer wants to buy all of the antique furniture inside the new home.  These deals often make us more than twenty thousand dollars in profit, so I hate to do anything that could put a crimp in our relationship with the realtor.

“We can plan ahead for all of that, sweetheart.  We have Quinton and Marianne, after all.”

I nod my head.  “They are pretty good at this now, huh?”  The two university students have worked for us for nearly a year now.  What started out as temporary seasonal help ballooned into part-time positions that have helped to grow our business.  They do occasionally open and run the store when Rebecca and I decide to take a day off here and there.  Still, an entire week?  That concerns me a little as it would require our two employees to be here full-time that week.  What about their classes at the university?

“I want to go away with you sometime, Danny.  We need to figure this out.”  Rebecca reaches up toward my face with her panties and draws them across my nose so that I get a quick whiff of her scent.  

“You make me want to...”  I stop myself as I smile wickedly at my wife.

“Want to what, baby?” she asks with a giggle.  Rebecca would fuck me right now if I would just give in.  I want to, but it is late and we need to get home.  Tomorrow is another day and we will need to be here by seven o’clock in the morning.  

“We need to get home,” I laugh as I take her by the hand this time.  Leading Rebecca toward the office door, we leave the office and then go out through the back door of the store just outside of which our car is parked.  Getting inside, we give each other a quick kiss and I start the engine.  When I met my wife just after graduating from the university, I could not have guessed just how intense our relationship would become.  Rebecca is the sexiest woman I know and she uses that sex appeal to take advantage of me when she wants to.  I do not mind, though.  What man could turn down having sex with someone like her?  Who would want to?  

“You are going to get it in the shower tonight,” Rebecca laughs as we leave the parking lot.  “You and me; together.”

“In the shower?”  She nods her head as I chuckle.  “You’re on, my love.  Nude wrestling it is.”

“Yeah, that’s what we will call it.  Let’s see who comes first.”

“Okay.”  I shake my head as I smile widely.  I certainly am a lucky man.  I just hope my balls can keep up with how much luck I apparently have.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter Two: Old Clutter
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It is early Sunday morning and Rebecca has gone to see her sister for the day.  I am left alone as I drink my coffee and think about the work that I have to do in the attic.  It has been a mess for the last couple of years and today is the day I have chosen to try to straighten things up a bit.  Finishing my morning shot of caffeine, I put the coffee cup down and make my way to the stairs and up to the partially-finished attic of our house.

As I open the door, a quick burst of warmth suddenly strikes me.  My wife and I intend to eventually have the attic finished out, but for now it sits without heat or air conditioning.  Considering this is going to be a warm June day, the temperature up here will likely hover in the mid-eighty degrees by the time it is noon.  Getting to work earlier rather than later seems to be the thing to do if I want to avoid getting too hot.

“Holy shit,” I laugh as I begin to move some boxes around.  Rebecca and I have a lot of things from before the time we were married.  She has managed to shove her things into one corner of the attic and I have moved mine to another.  The difference in the sizes of the two stacks is somewhat comical as I view her much-larger cardboard and plastic fortress of memories.  

“Honey, what the hell have you been doing up here?”  I say this to myself as if Rebecca is standing right next to me, but only the dusty walls can hear me.  We have each been working to declutter our things in the attic and I have done a lot to remove old things like papers that I no longer need.  I am not so certain that she has had as much luck in separating herself from her old belongings as I have had.  

Walking over to my wife’s stacks of old old belongings, I begin to look through them.  There are old clothes from her college days as well as notebooks and papers.  Rebecca loves looking back on things from her past, but sometimes she hoards the things that are not really necessary for that.  As I open one plastic bin, I find hundreds of pages of notes from some of her college business classes.  Looking through them, I smile to myself as I see my wife’s characteristic handwriting.  The beautiful curves of each letter reminds me of the notes she sometimes leaves for me in our master bathroom.  I love her notes.

“What’s this?” I say to myself as I find a smaller box in the midst of the notes.  Pulling it out, I realize that I have not seen this box before.  I carefully open it up and look inside to find several old rings and a large SD card such as what someone would use for a video camera.  “Probably more notes,” I say to myself as I drop it back into the box.  As I continue to look at the small things in the box, my eyes keep drawing back to the SD card.  What could be on it?  Picking it up carefully with my fingers, I take the card and then place the small box back into the larger one.  

“I have a slot for this on my computer,” I mutter as I remember the almost never-used functionality of that part of the device.  Though I bought the computer just last winter, it had some slots on it that I thought were probably a bit out of date.  However, it just might provide me the best way to look at whatever files Rebecca has on this SD card from several years ago.

As I get to my computer in the den I have a seat and turn it on.  It does not take long for it to be ready to use, so I push the SD card into the slot and wait for the files to come up on the screen.  As they do, I realize that they are all video files.  “Okay.  Let’s see what college was like for you, my love,” I say with a grin as I click on one of the files and begin to play the video.

At first, there are two people on the screen, my future wife smiling and talking to another guy in what appears to be her dorm room.  “Oh, you look different,” I say into the air as I watch Rebecca with the other man.  I turn up the volume on my computer speakers so that I can hear what is being said.  

“I thought you would never come over,” Rebecca says to the young college guy in the video.

He nods his head.  Apparently shy, he replies, “Dawson said I should stay away.  I’m sorry that I listened to him for so long.”

Rebecca pats the young man on the leg.  “He’s just pissed at me, that’s all.  We dated for a while and then we broke it off.  Don’t worry about him.”  I watch as Rebecca’s hand moves up his bare leg.  The college guy is wearing a pair of athletic shorts and a tee shirt.  “You are happy to be here, though, right, Jerry?”  

Swallowing hard, he replies, “Of course I am.  You are really a nice girl to know.”

“I can be.”  Rebecca’s hand moves up and under the leg of his shorts and his body suddenly shudders.

“What are you doing?” he asks her as he looks down at the form of her hand moving around inside his shorts.

Rebecca giggles.  “I heard some things about you, that’s all.  I just want to know if they are true.”  After looking down at his crotch, she asks him, “Can I see it?”

“See it?”  He looks down as well and then back at her.  “That?”  They both know what she is talking about, but Jerry seems less willing to admit that my future wife wants to see his dick.  

“Yeah, pull it out for me.  I want to see it, Jerry.”  Though at first it seems like he will resist her request, he soon pulls his shorts down and his hard cock flexes to attention.  Her hand immediately goes to it and grips it tightly.  “You really do have a big one, don’t you?”

“Becky,” the man says as his body stiffens.  “I don’t...”

“It’s okay,” she interrupts as she pulls her hand up slowly toward the tip of his cock.  Jerry pre-comes a little and Rebecca smiles.  “Let me get that for you.”  She bends down and takes his manhood into her mouth, causing him to buck a little as his eyes widen.  Though he has more than likely had sex before, the young man in the video obviously is stricken by Rebecca’s intentions.  

“Becky,” he moans as she sucks on him.  “I thought we were just going to watch television for a while.  I didn’t think you would do this.”  He grits his teeth as she gives him head in very much the same way she gives it to me.  Rebecca has obviously had lots of practice by this time in her life.  

She lifts her head and looks at him.  “You don’t like it?”

“I like it,” he quickly replies.  “I just thought I was here for something else.”  Jerry looks at the tight grip Rebecca has on his johnson.  Though he may be confused about the reasons he was asked to her dorm room in the first place, there is one thing that is not in doubt; he will come soon.

“Just relax.  We’ll watch TV in a few minutes, alright?”  The younger version of my wife goes back down on him and pushes his cock all the way to the back of her throat.  His body stiffens as Rebecca gags on the head of his shaft.

“Oh, Becky,” he moans as he puts one of his hands on her back.  “Oh, shit.”  Jerry is obviously trying to keep from popping too soon inside her mouth.  However, it is the woman sucking on him who stops just before he loses his load.  

“Take them off,” she says as she steps back and pulls off her tee shirt and then her bra.  Shocked at what is happening, Jerry does as she tells him and then Rebecca drops her own shorts.  She has no panties on, a strip of pubic hair neatly trimmed and ready to garnish his waiting cock.  

“Fuck,” Jerry whimpers as Rebecca lowers her pussy down toward his awaiting penis and soon sits on top of him.  “I have a condom in my wallet,” he tells her as she begins to move up and down on his hardness.

Rebecca giggles.  “It wouldn’t feel as good for you if you wear one,” she tells him.  “I’m on the pill anyway, Jerry.”  Smiling, she adds, “Are you worried that I might give you something?”  

He shakes his head as he moves his hands up to her small breasts and cups them.  “No, I don’t think you have anything.  I’m sorry if it sounds like I am claiming that.”

She smiles back at him.  “You feel good inside me, Jerry.  I’ll bet you didn’t think that I would fuck you today, did you?”

He shakes his head for the second time.  “I didn’t even know that you wanted to do this.”

“Me neither.  At least, not until you came in here and acted like you didn’t want me.  Then I wanted you, Jerry.  It turns me on that you didn’t try to paw me when you came into my room.  You are so sweet and innocent.  So cute.”  Rebecca grinds her ass into him and smiles as she bends down to meet his lips with hers.  “I guess we should at least have our first kiss before we come, huh?”  They kiss for a moment before she sits back up and begins to grind into him hard.

“Holy shit!”  I pull my own cock out of my pants and begin to play with myself as I watch the video unfold on my computer screen.  I can’t believe that Rebecca was so assertive while she was attending the university.  Oh, if only I had known her then!  Of course, things have not changed much with her since then.

“Becky,” Jerry moans as his face turns red.

“Jerry,” Rebecca groans at the same time.  Her body tenses and she begins to orgasm on top of him.  “UHHHH!!!”  She bites her lower lip as she grinds into his balls and enjoys the feeling of his long shaft inside her.  “FUCKKK!!!”  I wonder whether anyone in her dorm heard her screaming out as she fucked the young man beneath her.  

“Ohhhh...”  Jerry pulls his hands away from her breasts as he spurts his ball juices deep inside her.  Gripping the covers to either side of him, he continues to give her everything he has.  “Nahhhh...UHHHH!!!”  Their bodies move together as the bed shakes up and down and side to side.  The video is crisp and clear, telling me that whatever Rebecca used to film the encounter was of much better quality than a cell phone of that time.  

As they both finish their orgasms, Rebecca lifts off of Jerry and sits down on the bed beside him.  She smiles wickedly as she looks at his wilting cock.  “That was fun, right?”  she reaches out and gently squeezes his shaft, causing his body to shudder suddenly.  “You were great, Jerry.”

He breathes hard as he looks over at her.  “I didn’t know that you were going to do that.  Um, what does this mean for us?”  The young man seems confused what the status of their relationship is since Rebecca decided to have sex with him.

She shrugs her shoulders.  “I don’t know, Jerry.  I mean, I like the thought of having a boyfriend, but sometimes they just don’t work out.  Do you know what I mean?”  Her blue eyes look hard at him.  “I do want to have sex some more with you, but do we have to make it a thing yet?  Can we just have sex and then decide later if we like each other enough?”

Seemingly shocked at the suggestion, Jerry replies, “I can’t have a girlfriend right now.  I...”  The young college guy stops and just stares at her for a moment, a thought on his mind that he is having trouble sharing.  I wonder what it is as I watch their conversation falter a bit.

“I’m okay with that plan, Jerry,” she tells him.  “There’s just one thing, though.” 

“Like what?” he asks.

“I have sex with whomever I want to have sex with, Jerry.  You and I are not a thing right now, so if I bring someone else in here tomorrow and fuck his brains out, you don’t have the right to get jealous, okay?  Just be cool about it.”  

“Honey.”  I shake my head as I tuck my cock back into my shorts.  I have never heard Rebecca say anything like this before.  It shocks me.  

“Yeah, okay,” the confused university man agrees.  “You get to do what you want to do.  I get that.”

“Good.”  Rebecca pulls her hand up Jerry’s semi-hard shaft and causes a little more jism to dribble out of it.  “Do you want me to clean you off with my mouth or are you good?”

“I’m good,” he replies.  “Fuck, you are a wild girl.”

“Yes I am.”  The video soon ends and I sit back in my chair.  There are a lot of questions in my mind right now as I attempt to process how this could be.  Though Rebecca loves sex, I have never heard her speak that way nor have I known her to have sex with a guy that she barely knows.  When we met nine years ago, we went out on a couple of dates before she gave me head.  It took a couple of more dates before we had light sex.  Nothing like what I have seen on the video has happened between us.  Nothing.  It leaves me with a lot to think about as I eject the SD card from the computer and then put it into one of the drawers on the desk.  
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​Chapter Three: Nothing Better
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“Shit!”  I barely miss the ball as I lunge toward it, nearly striking the wall with my upper body.  

“That’s game,” my old friend from college says with a laugh.  Shaking his head, he walks over to me and asks, “How many games does that make now?”

“Rub it in,” I complain with a smirk.  “You know that if I hadn’t torn my rotator cuff a few years ago you wouldn’t have a chance, James.”  We have known each other since my sophomore year at the university and we have played more than a hundred games of racquetball in that time.  In college I would absolutely dominate him whenever we played, but now he seems to have gained the upper hand.  Of course, the rotator cuff injury is a convenient excuse, but probably one that really does not hold much weight anymore.  

“You have already healed,” he retorts with a grin.  “Besides, I had knee surgery last summer.  That counts for something, right?”  James walks out through the plexiglass door and I follow him.  Two other men pass us as they walk onto the court for their scheduled time to play and we sit down on a bench.  

“How’s Melanie?” I ask as I wipe my sweaty face with a towel.

James takes a quick drink of water from a bottle and then replaces it in the end of his athletic bag.  “She’s good.  I think we are on our way back from recovery.”  Melanie and James have both had a difficult time with some things that have happened in their marriage.  The most recent one was Melanie’s problems with painkillers after becoming addicted to them following back surgery.  It is still difficult for me to understand how a side-impact collision could lead to opioid abuse.  Rebecca told me that Melanie was in an incredible amount of pain, so I guess when someone like her has no other hope for relief she has to turn to something that helps.  Unfortunately, that led to a much deeper need for finding ways to get the painkillers from someone other than her regular doctor.

“That’s good to hear.  I know Becca will be happy to know that she is doing better.”  I reach for my own water and take a quick sip before turning to look at my friend.  “I have a question for you, James.”

He turns to face me as he puts on another pair of shoes.  “Shoot.”

“Have you ever come across anything that Melanie has put away that concerns an old boyfriend?  Like from when she was attending the university?”

James raises an eyebrow.  “That’s a strange question, my friend.  Any reason you are asking?”

I chuckle nervously.  “I’m just wondering.  You don’t have to tell me if you prefer not to.”

“Oh, I don’t mind telling you,” he replies with a smile.  “The answer is yes, I have.  As a matter of fact, last year I came across some old notes Melanie got from a guy when she was a freshman at OSU.”

“Really?  Did you read them?”

James shakes his head and laughs.  “Well, yes, I did.  But I only read them after she told me that I could.  It was interesting, Dan.  Very interesting.”

“Did it include any sexual references?”

“Yes, as a matter of fact it did,” James replies with a strained look on his face.  “And do you want to know what was said in the letters exactly?”  He laughs a little as he crosses his arms over his chest.

Clearing my throat, I say to him, “No, that’s fine.  I was just wondering.”  I feel ridiculous for asking James about his wife and what she might or might not have done years ago while a university student.

“So, tell me,” he begins as he turns to face me.  “What is this all about?  I have known you for a long time and it doesn’t seem like you to ask something like that.”

I do not want at first to share with James what it is that I have found in Rebecca’s things, but then I realize that he is probably one of the few people that I can really talk to.  Sitting up straight and nodding my head, I tell him, “I found something that Becca had put away in a box from college.  It didn’t include any letters, but something much more direct.”

“What do you mean by that?”

I sigh.  “There was a small SD card in a box that I found while cleaning up our attic.”

“Really?  What does it belong to?”

“I don’t know.  It could have been a memory card in a camera when she was attending college.  It’s definitely not a cell phone memory card.”

“Too large?”  I nod my head as I feel my face turn a little red.  “It probably is a card to a camera.  It seems like I remember seeing Rebecca carrying around a camera on campus sometimes.”  James knew my wife before I met her.  As a matter of fact, he is one of the primary reasons that I was introduced to her during my senior year.  

“I put it into a slot in my computer and watched a video on the card.”

“Cool.  Did Rebecca enjoy the trip down memory lane?”  

Shaking my head, I reply, “I haven’t told her that I found it yet.  James, the video is probably something that I was not supposed to see.  Ever.”

“What?”  He laughs a little while shaking his head.  “Is it possibly embarrassing for her?”

“It’s embarrassing for me,” I answer.  “The video is not exactly safe for work.”  

“Oh?”  Though James seems a little confused as to what I mean, it does not take him long to finally come to understand what I mean by the comment.  “Dan, what are you saying?  Is it something that surprised you a little?”

“It’s a sex tape,” I reply bluntly.  “My wife has a sex tape.”

“Fuck.”  James says this softly enough, but there are people nearby who are watching the match on the court who look our way for a moment.  “With a guy?”

“Yeah, a guy,” I tell him.  “I don’t know him, though.”

“Wow.”  He begins to laugh a little but then stops himself.  It is the sort of reaction that I might have had if the shoe had been on the other foot.  Of course it sounds incredibly weird to hear myself tell him about the video, but here we are.  James has known Rebecca longer than I have and I need some idea of how I should handle what I have seen.

“If I ask Becca about it, she might be upset at me for looking at it.”

“She will definitely not be happy with that,” he replies.  “Do you mean to tell me that you watched her having full sex with another dude?”

“Yes,” I say before pursing my lips together.  “I don’t know how to handle this, James.  Since watching it a few days ago, I can’t get it out of my mind.  It’s driving me crazy.”

“What about it bothers you?” he asks.  

I shrug my shoulders.  “I don’t know.  It’s just that she was having sex with someone else, that’s all.”

“And is it before you met her?”  I nod my head.  “Then you really can’t say much about it, can you?  If she didn’t know you by then, the guy was fair game, right?  Dan, you can’t let this get to you.  It’s not good for you and it won’t be good for your marriage either.”

“Then what do I do?”

“I don’t know, man.  Why don’t you burn the SD card and pretend that you never saw it?”  The thought to do this has occurred to me before, but not very seriously.  After all, the card belongs to Rebecca and I would probably feel guilty for destroying memories that belong to her, no matter what those memories are about.  Is that strange to admit?  I think that it might be.

“I’m not going to burn it,” I tell him.  “I might put it back in the box where I found it and just ignore that it’s there.”

James laughs.  “You know that you will not be able to do that, man.  This thing already has a hold on you.  It’s only a matter of time before you let the cat out of the bag with her.  Either destroy it so that it no longer exists or tell Rebecca that you have it.”

“Holy shit,” I mutter while shaking my head.  “That would be a disaster, James.  I can’t just tell her that I have it.”

“And if you don’t, it will eat at you.  Don’t you see how this could end very badly for you, Dan?  You have to get this off your chest one way or another.  If you won’t destroy it, talk to her.  Honestly, I think Rebecca will laugh this off.”

“Laugh it off?”  I shake my head.  “My wife is not the sort of woman who simply laughs things off, man.  I don’t know that it is a wise decision to let her know that I have it.”

“Then what can you do?  Dan, you are going to end up causing more problems for yourself if this comes out unintentionally.  As long as that video exists and you have it, you could make a mistake and blurt out that information.  What would she think of you if she found out that you have been hiding that from her?  Or, what if Rebecca considers you having it as some sort of sexual fetish for you?”  James narrows his eyes.  “This isn’t some sort of sexual fetish, is it?”

I laugh nervously.  “Are you serious?  I don’t have sexual fetishes, James.  That’s for guys who can’t get any for themselves.”

“Speak for yourself, man.”  James laughs as he finishes tying his shoelaces.  Standing to his feet, he tells me, “You need to deal with this head-on, Dan.  Don’t let things become too strained between the two of you.  You and I know that this ends in only one way if you keep that video and don’t tell her.  Rebecca is too smart to not see that you are hiding something.  The sooner that you are honest with her, the better.”  He reaches down and we shake hands before he walks out of the small room.

“Shit, Danny,” I say to myself as I change my shoes.  Though I do not want to admit it, I know that James is right.  Rebecca is very intelligent and highly perceptive.  She has caught me in lies in the past just because of the way I answered a question or because of the way I behaved around her.  If I continue to hide the video from her and what I know about it, the stakes will only rise.  Do I tell her or do I not?  That will have to be decided soon.  I get up from my seat and make my way to the door.  I have a lot to think about after speaking to my old friend.
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