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The repercussions of those salacious acts that transpired the previous night with Jack and thoughts of Keri’s lust-fueled behavior with the college kid who came to our door, hit me later in the day. I finished the taxes for Keri’s hair salon, organized everything into the file cabinet, ready to load into the back of my truck, when a sinking feeling washed through me. My stomach tightened up, almost like a knot had been twisted inside me, wrenching my gut. What had I done? Did I actually ask Keri to do something that would eventually tear us apart? My mind spun out of control, driving me insane. Keri morphed into this double-headed dragon, wanting to be controlled by Jack, then desiring me to be some kind of puppet, controlled by her own dark desires, brought about by a muscular college student making his way up our one-way street. I could sense the conflict inside my wife, similar to the demon dividing me, fracturing any reason.
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Peering out toward our neighbor checking his mail, I struggled to heave the large file cabinet into the back of my truck; did our neighbor notice Keri over at Kyle's house with Jack last night? Did he see them together, confused as to why my wife would spend time with some handsome stranger? Why were unfamiliar men coming and going from our house at all hours of the day and night? I glanced over at Ms. Talkington’s house, across the one-way street; surely, she noticed the bizarre events taking place. She always had her protecting eye on our place, especially after her husband passed away, the old woman constantly checking the back of our house from her rear window for would be thieves. Her son Ken and I used to be close friends, golfing and fishing together, prior to his moving away to Colorado. I did most of her yard work every year, and winterized her house late each fall, so she did not have to pay a company to come over; in turn she continually monitored our house, knowing the place sat empty most of the day. Would she have seen Jack out there, standing outside our bedroom window late in the night as Keri sucked his cock from inside, pleasuring the dark stranger, and ultimately consuming his thick, creamy seed. What would she think, knowing my wife and I were acting upon such lecherous behaviors.
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"Hey Bill." I yelled and waved at the old man checking his mail. He nodded back and smiled. Why did he smile? Maybe he does know something. Shit, Max, you're going insane. 

“Hey, Max!” Bill waved back, flipping the letters in his hands up over his head, before ambling back toward his house.

"Quit thinking these ridiculous thoughts." I whispered under my breath as I shimmied the cabinet to the rear of the bed on my truck, securing the container with a tie-down ratchet strap.
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The drive downtown to the salon provided little relief. Thoughts of Keri and Jack buzzed through my brain. Keri would never reveal the sexual encounter with Jack to her stylists at work, would she? She would never, of course... But what if she did? I suddenly did not want to associate with any of the women at her workplace. My brain continued to conjure up unrealistic scenarios; Keri would never expose our dirty little secret to them, but women do gossip. Not to say men do not partake in the occasional scandalous scuttlebutt, like our bavardage concerning Garza’s stripper girlfriend at the bar, but certainly not about your own spouse. I pictured them all huddled together in a circle, arms around each other’s shoulders, as Keri confessed in vivid detail the pleasure she obtained from Jack’s massive cock slipping in and out of her wet, willing pussy, instilling in her a thunderous orgasm, while she spoke on the phone with her ignorant husband; all those women eager to hear, with abated breath, just how Jack pleasured my wife so thoroughly in every position imaginable while I waited for her to finally come home.
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"Dammit, Max!" I blurted out loud, attempting to control my devious thoughts.
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Backing the truck up to the door behind the small strip mall we purchased for Keri’s salon, I lowered the tailgate. Electing to drag the cabinet into the back room, then leave swiftly, I would hopefully finish my job unnoticed. These insidious thoughts tortured me; I needed to go for a run; the strenuous exercise would clear my mind. Slipping into my shirt, I used the hand truck from behind the salon to get the filing cabinet into the back room then the office. Once finished, I poked my head out into the salon, offering the obligatory wave to Keri, standing behind an elderly woman, styling her hair.
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"Everything is done." I shouted, ducking out.
"Wait, honey." Keri's sweet voice rang in my ear, eliciting a powerful cringe, realizing my wife desired to see me.

"Yes?" I peeked back around the corner. "I don't want to bother you."

"No worries. Come over here, I need to talk to you." Keri announced, motioning me back.

"Shit." I whispered under my breath, rolling my eyes.

––––––––
[image: ]


Stepping out of the doorway, my gut tightened, head swirling, sweat beading up from beneath my shirt; the moisture had probably already been there, but now I was aware, as drops formed on my warm skin, steadily dripping down my body. All those insane thoughts re-entered my brain. A constant, insistent nagging inside me screamed everybody was staring at me while I crept through the salon, placing one foot in front of the other. All eight chairs, full of customers and stylists who worked for Keri watched, examining me with their judging eyes.
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"Hey Max." Kim sang in her nasally tone as I passed. "Hardly recognized you with your shirt on." She laughed. 

"Hey Kim." I smiled politely, not making eye contact.
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The long, painful trek seemed to take hours, as I passed each chair with two sets of peering eyes and their laser beams, cutting me down. Whispers flew through the air; quiet mumblings of how stupid I was for allowing my wife to be seduced by a stranger echoed in my head. Keri raised the big round dryer off of Mrs. Norris’s head, her grey hair almost silver.
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"Hello, Max." Mrs. Norris's voice high and shrill. "What's your grandfather up to these days?"
"He's in Alaska, at his cabin on Big Lake." I answered, producing another polite smile. 

"Good genes, this one; the apple doesn't fall far, if you know what I mean." The old woman glanced over at the other older lady having her hair styled in the next chair; face shriveled like an old raisin. "I would have married your grandfather after the war if your grandmother hadn't snatched him up first." She crackled, glancing back at me.

"Yes, Mrs. Norris." I gazed down at her. "I believe Grandpa has told me all the stories.” The old lady quickly glanced away.

"Max, can you do me a favor?" Keri cut in, saving me. "Put that cabinet on the far wall in the office by my desk."

"Sure." I replied, kissing her on the lips. Keri’s breath had a strange scent, almost musky. I swiftly put aside any devious thoughts; my mind was in no shape for theory, and I desired to make a rapid exit, anyway. "I'm going for a run. I'll see you tonight." The words came out as I hurried toward the back room.

"Did you tell him?" Kim's screechy voice echoed. "About tonight."

“What?” I muttered, heart sinking low, as I paused momentarily at the door, fingers grasping the threshold of freedom. 

"Oh yes, honey." Keri's voice raised over the noisy salon murmurs. "I'll be going to the Chalet Bar and Grill for a few drinks and maybe some karaoke with Kim tonight." 

"Alright, no worries." I promptly replied, creeping into the back room.

"I'll be dropping the jeep at home and riding with Kim. I might see you there before I leave." Keri finished.

"You can come too, Max." Kim added, gnawing on a lump of gum as she spoke. "If you like."

"Thanks, Kim." I nodded and then disappeared into the back room as I uttered the words.
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The steel cabinet made a high-pitched whine as I dragged the bottom across the tile floor, placing the file cabinet in the corner, next to Keri’s giant old oak desk, the mammoth piece of furniture left in the office when we purchased the strip mall. Humid and wet, the old office gave off a funky smell, the pungent odor of sweat and old wood. We needed to place a fan in here, I thought, scanning the room for something to air out the rank odor. The large office possessed no windows or air conditioning, so whenever Keri left the door closed on hot days, weird smells seeped from the aged walls. 
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“Whatever!”  I exclaimed, tossing my hands in the air, waving off the idea of changing my wife’s office; I am going on a few quick errands, then I can get my run in.
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Running around town, time slipped away, the evening already upon me when I pulled into the driveway next to Keri's Jeep. The quick errands had taken much longer than expected and my five-mile run turned into a fifteen-mile rapid jog along the river. The sun continued to beat down, my body drenched in sweat, lungs breathing heavily and deeply. Even the gentle breeze off of the river was not enough to cool me down on my run. Sweat dripping down my forehead stung my eyes, blurring the already cloudy vision as I entered the house.
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"Keri?" I yelled, stepping up into the kitchen. "You home?" I was answered with silence. I figured she would be gone.
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I opted for a cold shower, threw on some camouflage shorts that hung loose on my legs, and opened a frigid beer before plopping down on the sofa. The run had done the job, mind now clear, void of those annoying reminders of sexual lechery, misguided ideas wrought from darkness. Those crazy thoughts would not stay gone for long, I considered, unless I did something... anything. Retrieving my phone, I called Derek, no answer. I called Mike, no answer. I called Jay, no answer. Going down my list of friends, met with the same result each time
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