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  Foreword



‘I Caught My Wife In Bed… With My Boss’ started as a short serial on my Medium page but soon grew beyond the two or three chapters that I’d originally envisioned it being. When it got to seven chapters, I decided to leave it there for Medium but the plan was always to finish the story and make it into a book. And here we are.

I also thought about putting this into ‘Over Cucked!’ my latest short story anthology but decided against that as the anthology was already bursting at the seams at 40,000 words, so I added a shorter series instead and kept this as a book in its own right.

I hope I made the right decision and that you agree that this one deserved to be a standalone volume and first of a two-part series. Enjoy!
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  Chapter 1

  
  




I had been suspicious for some time. The first indication was a subtle change in her behaviour. We’d been married for six years, and I believed we knew each other as well as anyone could. Or so I thought. These initial changes were barely noticeable—a hesitation here, an awkward silence there. I didn’t pay too much attention to it initially, but there was something different.

I distinctly remember it was a Wednesday when that “something” turned into a foreboding feeling. I don’t know why I remember the day of the week, but I just do. I was at work, and for some reason, this unsettling feeling prompted me to call her. She didn’t answer the house phone, so I dialled her mobile. Once again, no answer. It was strange because my lovely Pamela almost always picked up the phone. She was never far from it. If she wasn’t scrolling through Facebook or Instagram, she was chatting with friends or playing Candy Crush. Even when she was busy, she would always call me back within fifteen minutes or so. So for her not to return my call after an hour was unusual.

During my lunch break, I tried reaching her again, but still no luck. I left her a message, and when she finally called me back, that unsettling feeling returned. There was something off in her voice. Right then and there, I asked her if she was okay, and her hesitant and overly reassuring reply only made me more unsettled.

At that moment, I didn’t suspect her of cheating. I thought she might have some personal issues she didn’t want to share with me. I tried delicately to get her to open up, but all I received were suggestions that I was being paranoid. She insisted she was fine and attributed any differences in her behaviour to fatigue. I shouldn’t worry, she said.

What shifted my worry into suspicion was finding a condom wrapper in the trash outside when I was taking out the garbage one evening. That should have set off alarm bells, but once again, she reassured me, even becoming angry. She claimed the condom wrapper must have come from someone walking down the street. How dare I even ask her? What was I suggesting?

You see, Pamela was lovely. We had known each other since college, where she had been one of the quiet girls—shy and cute with long brunette hair and innocent blue eyes. Many male students noticed her, but I was the fortunate one who asked her out and received a “yes” in response. We dated for three months before finally losing our virginity to each other in the back seat of my father’s car. It was a warm September evening, and I remember the scent of her cheap perfume as I kissed her neck. The sound of crickets chirping through the open window accompanied our clumsy lovemaking.

I tried to push my paranoia aside. We were married, and she seemed happy. She had never given me any reason to believe otherwise. However, the nagging feeling that something was amiss wouldn’t leave me alone. I noticed a pattern—an irregularity in her behaviour. I don’t know why I remembered that particular Wednesday at the office, but every week on that same day, I sensed her being slightly distant or overly attentive. I could almost sense guilt emanating from her. It was a strange instinctual sensation that compelled me to set a plan in motion.

On one of those Wednesdays, I left work early. My boss didn’t work on Wednesdays or Fridays, making it easy for me to slip away with a casual excuse to my coworkers, claiming I had a headache. As I turned onto our street, I noticed a silver hatchback pulling away from in front of our house. It looked vaguely familiar, so I followed it for a short distance. Unfortunately, a red light forced us apart, and I lost sight of the car. Disappointed, I decided to head home.

Pamela was surprised to see me, asking why I hadn’t called her. Now suspicious, I indirectly accused her, saying she never answered when I called on Wednesdays. She picked up on it because the next time I called her from work, she answered right away. I couldn’t use the “going home early” excuse again since my boss had changed his days off to Monday and Thursday. Of course he had.

My suspicions began to wane. Maybe it was all in my head. Pamela returned to her normal self, or at least close to it. The days when she acted slightly differently became Mondays or Thursdays. I didn’t notice because hindsight is clearer now.

Then came that fateful Monday when I felt genuinely ill. I drove home with a pounding head and a churning stomach from a bout of food poisoning caused by a burger I had eaten at the game the day before. As I turned the corner, I saw the silver hatchback. It pulled away from our house, but this time, it turned toward me, not away, and I caught a glimpse of the driver.

To my confusion, it was my boss, Nick.

This perplexed me because Nick and Pamela hardly knew each other. They had met at a few work socials I had taken her to, but as far as I knew, they had never been in direct contact. I was too sick to confront her that day. I needed rest to recover from the horrible bug I’d caught. But in those couple of days, I had time to think.

The problem was that this issue went beyond our personal life. If my wife was involved with my boss, it could affect my job if I made unfounded accusations based on seeing him on our street and having a gut feeling. I needed more—I needed evidence.

I conducted some online research and came up with an idea: a hidden camera. I ordered one from eBay and the following weekend, I installed it, connecting it to our WiFi network and hiding it between the suitcases on top of the wardrobe, an unlikely place to be discovered. Then I realized that one camera might not be enough. I ordered a second one and set it up to overlook both the living room and the kitchen, tucking it away between two dusty old books that hadn’t been read in a decade. 

That nerve-wracking Monday arrived. I informed my boss that I had a meeting at another site across town, ensuring both he and my wife would feel safe. Instead of going to the office, I parked my car a couple of streets away with my laptop on my lap.

I watched the live feeds from my house, hoping I was wasting my time. For a while, it seemed that would be the case. Pamela washed the breakfast dishes, sat down to watch TV with a cup of coffee, ironed some clothes, and tidied up, even vacuumed the rug.

And then Nick walked in.

I couldn’t believe my eyes. Although I had my suspicions, seeing my tall, black, bald-headed boss, ten years my senior, casually enter my house was a shock. Even more surprising was the way my wife opened her arms to embrace him and kissed him passionately on the lips. I didn’t move from the car. I was only a two-minute drive away. I could have gone there and interrupted them at any time, but I didn’t. At that point, it was just a kiss. If I barged in now, would I have any proof of them doing more than kissing? No. As much as it pained me to let things progress, I needed to know the full extent of what was going on.

It didn’t take them long to disappear from the view of the downstairs camera. They didn’t speak much, not that I would have been able to hear them through the weak microphone on the downstairs camera, which was too far away. The upstairs camera would have been better for audio.

Once they walked, hand-in-hand, from the kitchen towards the staircase, I switched the view to the other camera, and just a minute or so later, they appeared in the bedroom.

I closed my laptop with a snap, cursing internally in case I had broken the screen. I couldn’t watch any further. She was going to cheat on me - and with the arrogant jerk who was my boss.

I stared out of the windscreen for a moment, then turned off the ignition. It was time to go home and confront them. But I couldn’t. I wouldn’t. I stood to lose everything. My wife, my job, my house, which was in her name. I was in a bind. I had to do something, but what?

I switched off the engine and slowly opened the laptop, grimacing as I anticipated what I was going to see. But when the screen lit up, the image in front of me wasn’t as bad as I had feared.

Pamela and Nick were lying on the bed, fully clothed, and appeared to be simply talking. I pressed the volume up button to listen.

“Are you sure he doesn’t know?” my wife asked.

“He doesn’t talk to me much in the office,” Nick shrugged. “But Mark says he’s fine. He hasn’t mentioned anything about you or expressed any concerns.”

“And he talks to Mark a lot, doesn’t he?” Pamela’s hand slid onto Nick’s chest, playfully unbuttoning his top button.

“Yeah. They’re quite close.” Nick helped her unbutton his shirt further, revealing his surprisingly toned torso to the hidden camera.

Mark was the guy who sat opposite me at work. We had been colleagues for almost as long as Pamela and I had been married, and I considered him a good friend. To hear his name brought up in this terrible situation was another blow, but I continued to listen and watch nonetheless.

“I love him, you know,” Pamela said. “He’s my husband. I’m never going to leave him. You do know that, right?”

“Absolutely,” Nick said, helping her with his belt buckle. It was hard to watch. “No strings attached. I don’t want to ruin my own marriage either.”

“This is just a bit of fun
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