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​Chapter One: Morning Ride


[image: ]


“It’s a nice morning,” Sylvia says to me from the driver’s seat of her convertible.  The car was a birthday present to her from me last year and we often take time to enjoy a ride on Sunday mornings.  The city is cool in the fall, but the temperature this morning is just right for the top to be down as we drive toward the city park.

“I think so too,” I answer with a smile on my face as I adjust my sunglasses.  “The weatherman says it will be cold by next weekend, though.”

“Ugh, goodbye summer.”

“Hello autumn.”  We laugh as I reach over and take my wife’s hand.  “How’s the coffee shop doing, my love?”

“Very well,” she replies with her own smile.  “I plan to go ahead and expand the business to include a small bookshop by next summer.”

“Really?”  We have talked about her ideas on the coffee shop and I have warned my wife in the past that I do not think adding the books to be a hugely lucrative business move on her part.  

“Don’t start with me,” Sylvia tells me.  “I have talked to a couple of business advisors, and they think that given the location it could increase profits by nearly fifty percent.”

“A whole fifty percent?  I don’t think so.”

“Cassius, you know your profession and I know mine.  It will work.”

I nod my head.  “You’re right, honey.  I should stay in my own lane and keep out of your business, but I would hate to see you lose money on the coffee shop.  Hard copies of books are on the way out.”  She looks over at me briefly before turning her attention back to the road before us.  Her blue eyes cause goosebumps to rise along my neck as I realize how serious she is about the idea of a bookshop.  

“There is nothing quite like holding a physical copy of a book in your hands, Cass.  I know there are a lot of people who get their books online in electronic form, but there are still plenty of us who love the smell of a good read.”

“Chinese publication chemicals,” I joke while smirking.  “They’ll give you cancer.”

Sylvia laughs as she shakes her head.  “Not that again.  Come on, Cass.  Give it up.  The bookstore is happening.  Come on, admit it; you like the feel of a good book in your hands.”

I grin wickedly.  “I love the feel of my dick in your hands, Sylvia.  Come to think of it, I don’t mind the feel of it inside your pussy too.”  I laugh as I look over at my wife.  She blushes a little as she also laughs.  Suddenly, she pulls to the side of the street near the city park and turns off the car.  Moving from her seat to where I am sitting, Sylvia straddles my lap and reaches down to unbutton my pants.  “What the hell are you doing?”

“Come on, Cass.  Don’t you want me to wrap my hands around your cock?”  

“Honey, we are right next to the park.  There are people around.”

“That’s the fun of it, right?”  Sylvia giggles as she finally pulls my hardening pecker out of my pants.  She then moves around until she has her pussy just at the tip of my manhood.  

You don’t have panties on?”  I look around as she lowers her moist pecan over my penis, swallowing it completely inside her warm, wet hole.  

“I don’t like wearing panties with this skirt, Cass.  It causes lines to show.”  My wife smiles at me as she bends down and kisses me deeply, her tongue moving in and out of my mouth.  

“Oh, fuck, Sylvia,” I moan as my balls begin to ache for release.  Looking around, I worry that someone could see us and call the police.  Though I love the thought of how daring my wife can be, I don’t want to have the police called on us.  My job is too prominent to have a scandal unfold.

“You’re so hard,” she whispers into my ear before kissing me along my neck.  “Oh, Cass, give me your special sauce.”

“Honey...”  My body tenses as I feel my spunk move from my balls to the base of my hard shaft.  “Please don’t do this...”

“Do what?”  Sylvia leans back and puts her hands behind her on the side and top of the windshield.  At this point there can be no doubt to any passing observer what is happening in this car.  My wife is fucking me the way a porn star would fuck her paid lover, and I am about to pop inside of her because of it.  

“Fuck...ohhhh...”  I reach and push my hands underneath her shirt, feeling of her soft orbs after pulling away her bra.  “Uhhhh...mmmm...”  Trying to keep quiet, I begin to spurt inside Sylvia’s soft muff.  “Ohhh...fuck, honey...mmmm...”  

“Ahhhh...”  My wife leans toward me as her pelvis grinds slowly over my cock and balls.  “Yes, Cass...oh, yes...”  We orgasm together in the convertible as people are walking in the park nearby.  Though someone might see us, I don’t care at the moment.  The feeling of my soft wife on my hard cock is too much to ignore.  I empty my balls into her and then, after she has finished with her own orgasm, Sylvia rolls off of me and leaves some of my manly sauce behind in my lap.

“Shit, honey,” I laugh as I look down at myself.  “I need something to clean up with.”

She nestles her ass into the leather driver’s seat and giggles.  “I’m messing this up.  I wonder what my detailer will think when he cleans the car?”

“You can’t do that,” I reply with my own laugh.  I have found a tissue in one of the compartments in the door panel and have begun to try to dab the spunk from my lap.  “It would be disgusting.”

“It will dry,” Sylvia replies.  “Don’t worry about it, alright.”  She looks down at my spent manhood and asks, “Are you happy now?”

“Happy?”  I allow a goofy laugh to break forth from my lips before replying, “You could have gotten us arrested, my love.”

“Maybe,” she agrees.  “It would have been worth it though, right?”  

Shaking my head, I feel my cheeks become bright red.  “Worth it?  I’m not sure it would be worth it if my clients were to hear that I was arrested for public indecent exposure.  Some of them are very well connected and would have found that tidbit of information to be unsettling.”

Sylvia shakes her head as she grimaces.  “You have some very snooty clients, Cassius.”

“Of course I do, honey.  They are the reason we live so well now.  We are millionaires because I can sell expensive properties to some very snooty people.”

She smiles at me before asking, “What about the warehouse properties you have been trying to sell?  There aren’t that many people who want warehouses around the city anymore, are there?”  Sylvia is talking about several warehouses that were once used by a local shipping and storage business that closed last year.  She’s right; not very many of my clients want to deal with the overhead costs associated with operating a group of aging warehouses.

“I’ll find a buyer,” I assure her.  “There is a buyer for every property.”

“That’s the slogan on your door, right?”

“At work?  Yeah.”  I smile as I realize just how ingrained that slogan has become for me.  No matter how difficult a property is to sell, my real estate firm will find a way to sell it.  Although I normally get a good price for my clients, there are occasions when they are forced to take a steep cut in price in order to unload their property.  This will undoubtedly be the case with the warehouses as well.

“Maybe if you had me on your staff it would get sold quicker.  I have a great business mind, you know.”

Laughing, I reply, “So, this is where you are going with this conversation?  We are full circle back to your plans for the coffee shop, aren’t we?”

Sylvia smiles at me as she moves a bit of her blonde locks from her face.  “I’m telling you, Cass, I will see at least a fifty percent growth in the first year with that bookstore idea.  I’m going to prove it to you.”

“I have no doubt that you will.”  Reaching over, I put my hand on her knee and ask, “Would you have ever thought ten years ago when we married that we would be where we are now?”

“You mean rich and running our own businesses?”  I nod my head.  “No, I guess not.  We were lucky to just get by with our jobs back then.  The last five years in particular have been very transformative for us.”

“Very transformative,” I agree as I think about the term.  “We were caterpillars in our cocoons waiting to emerge.  Here we are now, esteemed members of the community and wealthy enough to do things like build a bookstore inside a coffee shop.  How nice is that?”  I lean toward Sylvia and kiss her gently on the lips before looking back down at the wetness on my pants.  “We should go home and have a shower, honey.”

She nods her head while giggling a little.  “A nice shower, huh?  Do I need to clean you off, Cass?”  

“Oh, hell,” I laugh.  “A nice shower after what we have just done to me?  I don’t know.”

“I think we both could use some hot water and soap, my dearest hubby.  Whatever happens, happens.  Right?”  She starts the car as I nod my head at her.  Pulling away from the side of the street, Sylvia drives around the park and then we make our way back to our home.  There is something about this woman that has always entranced me.  My wife is someone who can hold a nice conversation with you and then fuck you harder than you have ever been fucked by anyone else.  It is precisely what attracted me to her more than a decade ago.  Though driven in our own ways, we have always sought to spend time with each other.  I can’t imagine living any other way with my beautiful angel of a wife.
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​Chapter Two: A Frequent Client
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“Lisa, have you heard from Mr. Johannson yet this morning?”

The young receptionist at the front of the office replies, “No sir, Mr. Raye.  I have had no phone calls from him and he has not shown up yet.”  The young woman came to work for me a few months ago when she answered an advertisement in a local career website.  Though possibly overqualified for the position, she was eager to get the job.  As attractive as she is, it was impossible for me to turn her down.

“He was supposed to be here by ten o’clock,” I complain.  The aroma of Lisa’s perfume fills my nostrils and causes me to look down at where she is sitting and smile.  

“I’m sure he will be here soon.  Would you like me to call him for you?”  The young woman moves her brown hair over one of her ears as she turns her dark eyes toward me.  She smiles as she looks me up and down in a way that causes me to think that she has to be flirting with me a little.  

“Um, well, no.  I think he can find his way here if he decides to come by.  I just thought he would be more prompt than he appears to be today.”  I reach down and put my hand on the back of Lisa’s seat.  It has been a long time since I have had someone besides Sylvia to flirt with, so I am not so sure I am doing it the right way.  

The young woman’s eyes look down at my crotch and stay there for a second or two before she looks back up into my eyes.  “I hope I have been a good receptionist for you, Mr. Raye.”  She smiles seductively at me.  “You are supposed to give me my six-month evaluation soon.”

I nod my head.  “Oh, yes.  We do need to do that soon.”

“Would you like me to come into your office so that we can do that?” she asks.  “I don’t mind.”  Lisa bites her lower lip and I suddenly realize what is being offered.

I release the back of her chair and step back a little.  Smiling, I reply, “No, not today, but thank you for offering to get that over with.  Maybe next week?”

“Next week.”  She returns the smile and glances once again at my crotch before the front door of the real estate office opens.  In walks Mr. Johannson, the client I have been waiting for to arrive. 

“I am very sorry for my tardiness,” he tells me.  “The traffic this time of day was worse than I had anticipated.  Had I gotten away from the office earlier, I could have avoided some of the congestion out there.”

“Not a problem,” I reply.  “Come with me.”  I wave him toward my office and give Lisa one last look.  She smiles at me and I smile back as my cock throbs inside my pants.  Though I have never been one to stray from the marital bed, I can think of one woman right now with whom I would do so.  The thought both frightens and excites me at the same time.  

“So, this property,” Mr. Johannson begins as I close my office door.  “How much again?”

“Eight million,” I reply as I offer him a chair near my desk.  He sits down and I take my place on the other side of the desk.  

“Eight million dollars,” he parrots.  “That’s a lot of money for a few defunct warehouses, Cassius.”

“It is,” I agree while nodding my head and looking down at a folder on top of my desk.  After opening it up, I turn it around so that the property developer can have a better look at it.  “As you can see here, it’s worth that money and then some.  There are very few other buyers who are looking at it, but they are all big spenders when it comes to these sorts of properties.”

“Big spenders,” he chuckles.  “Just because someone has money does not mean that they want to part with it so easily,” Mr. Johannson tells me.  “That is a lot of money for anyone to consider putting down on property that has sat empty for the last two years.”

“Mr. Johannson, they have already come down by more than three million dollars on the warehouses.  It’s a fair asking price.”

“But one that I am not so certain I am willing to give.”  His light blue eyes focus on the papers before him as he rubs the stubble on his face.  Paul Johannson owns a large land development corporation that makes tens-of-millions-of-dollars of transactions every year.  He has personally purchased properties worth three times what is being asked for the warehouses on the south end of the city, so I know he has the ability to make this deal.  However, he does not seem to be very motivated in this direction at the moment.  

“What would you be willing to counter?” I ask.

“Counter?”  He shrugs his shoulders.  “I’m not sure that what I might propose would be agreeable to the owner of the property.”

“Well, you won’t know unless you ask, right?”  I smile nervously as I think about my commission on this sale.  I stand to make a million dollars as it stands right now with the current asking price, but if Mr. Johannson insists to pay much less my commission will suffer as well.  I want to get as much as I can out of the man if he buys the warehouses.

“I try to be fair in everything I do,” he says after some thought.  “Please inform the seller that I mean no disrespect when I offer six million for the properties, but according to my own assessments this is a fair amount of money.  There will be work required to bring the warehouses up to current code, and that work could total almost two million dollars.”

I sigh as I press my lips together.  “I don’t know if the seller will go for that.  Maybe seven million or so, but...”

Mr. Johannson leans forward and looks hard at me.  “Cassius, let’s cut the bullshit.  You know that those warehouses are not exactly in the best location, right?  You and I have done enough business that we can be honest with at least this much.”

I nod my head.  “You’re right, Mr. Johannson.  They are a little out of the way as far as warehouses go, but they are a prime location for studio apartments.”

The land developer’s eyebrows raise.  “Studio apartments?”

“I have done my research as well,” I reply.  “I know that you have no intentions to use the warehouses as warehouses, Mr. Johannson.  You plan to turn them into studio apartments to sell or lease.  It’s a brilliant plan, sir.”

Mr. Johannson chuckles.  “I have always thought of you as a shrewd businessman, Cassius,” he replies.  “I don’t know how you heard that, but kudos to you.”

“They are worth more to you than six million, right?  You know that they are.”

Sitting back into his chair, my client looks at me with a wry grin.  “How much will it take, then?”

“Seven,” I reply.  “Just like I told you earlier, seven would be fair to counter with and then see where the seller goes.  You will have to keep in mind that they are shopping the properties around very hard, though.  If you wish to make this offer, I strongly suggest that you do so now instead of waiting.  The warehouses could sell for eight million next week and then you will not have your studio apartments.”  Smiling a little, I ask, “What sort of profit are you looking at if you buy the properties and renovate them?  Twenty million?  Thirty?”

Mr. Johannson laughs.  “You are a persistent man, aren’t you?”  He reaches across the desk with his hand.  I take it and we shake.  “Very well, then, I offer seven million to the seller.  Let them know that and then let them know, when they accept it, that they have you to thank for it.  Maybe they should pay you a little something extra.”

“Maybe they should,” I reply with a laugh.  Getting up from my seat, I walk to the door with my client.  

“So, how is your wife?” he asks before I open the door of my office to see him out.

“Sylvia?”  He nods his head.  “Well, she’s doing very well, thank you.”

“She is a wonderful woman, Cassius.  The dinner I had with the two of you a few months ago has been on my mind recently.  We should get together again soon.”

“That would be very nice,” I reply.  “I’m sure Sylvia would love that as well.”

“A beautiful woman,” he offers as he nods his head at me.  “If I were to ever marry, I would want someone like her.  You are a lucky man.”

“Thank you, sir,” I answer.  

“I’ll bet sex with her is like Heaven on Earth, huh?”  He smiles as he looks hard into my eyes.  Though middle-aged, Mr. Johannson is an attractive man and just a smidge taller than my six-foot frame.  I could tell that there was a bit of sexual energy between him and my wife when he had dinner with us, but I had left that thought there that evening.  Apparently it was a little deeper for the man before me than it was for myself.  

“Well, um, it’s good,” I agree.  “We are a very happy couple.”

He looks through the window of my office door.  “And do you have a little side thing going with your receptionist?”

I look at Lisa and then turn my attention back to him.  “No, we are completely professional around here.”  My face turns red and burns a little as I continue to look into Mr. Johannson’s face.  

“I don’t think I would have the same self-control, Cassius.  You are a good man and you have a wonderful wife.  Hold onto her.”  He reaches over and pats me on the shoulder before opening the office door for himself.  He walks through the outer office and speaks to Lisa for a moment before leaving.  She smiles up at me as I walk over to her desk.  

“Everything went as expected?” she asks.

“I think so,” I reply.  “Mr. Johannson is very interested in the property.  Could you call the owner of the warehouse properties?”

“The Lantern Group?” Lisa asks.  I nod my head.  “I will see if I can get someone on the phone immediately.  What would you like for me to say to them?”

“Just tell them that he agrees to the seven million dollars they told us they would take.  The property will be sold.”

“That’s great news!” She says with a smile on her face.

“Yes it is.  Convincing Mr. Johannson to go for that price was tricky.”  I lied to him, plain and simple.  It is the sort of thing that if he were to find out could risk our future business relationship.  The owners were always willing to take seven million dollars for the warehouses, but I inflated that number to eight million dollars to get a better purchase amount.  Though I had hoped he might have gone for the higher figure and the million dollars it would have put into my pocket, I will settle with what I have gotten from Mr. Johannson.  The sellers will be happy, so therefore I am as well.  

“Will there be anything else?” Lisa asks as she picks up her telephone.

“No, that will be all.  Let me know after you have finished talking to them, alright?”  Lisa nods her head as she puts the phone receiver to her ear.  I turn and make my way back to my office, my thoughts turning immediately to what Mr. Johannson said about Sylvia.  “Perhaps if I had given him a quick romp with her he would have gone for eight million dollars,” I say jokingly under my breath as I close my office door behind me.  Going to my desk, I pick up the cell phone there and see a text message from my wife. 

“How is your day?” she asks.

I text back.  “Made a big sale just now.”

“The warehouses?”  

“Yes.”  

Sylvia answers back with a row of high-fives and hearts.  “I knew you would!  We should go out to celebrate!”  

I smile to myself.  “Maybe we should go back to the park and you can show me what a dirty little girl you can really be?  That would be fun.”

She responds with emojis that include a devilish character.  “Whatever you want, dear hubby!  We will have fun whatever we do.”  There is a pause in the messages before Sylvia asks, “Who bought them?  Do I know the person?”

“Mr. Johannson,” I reply.  “We had him over for dinner a few months ago.”

“Oh, yes.  He’s a nice looking guy.”

“Geez.”  I send my own eye-rolling emoji as I laugh.  “You and he would get along very well together.  He was asking about you most of the time.  What is it that you do to men, Syl?”

After replying with a smiling emoji, my wife tells me, “It’s magic, dear hubby.  Plain and simple sexual magic.”  I shake my head as I laugh.  

“I love you,” I reply.

“Love you too, sweetheart.  I’ll see you later.  We will celebrate!”  After seeing a final line of celebratory emojis, I put my cell phone down and think about the day so far.  Though Mr. Johannson will never have sex with my wife, the thought that he probably rubs off at home while thinking about her makes me hard.  However, there is something else making me hard today as well.  Looking over at my office door I wonder whether Lisa would see me jerking off if I decided to do so right now.  Determining that I am not as private in here as I would need to be, I quickly shake that thought from my mind.  Masturbating at the office is not a good idea, after all.  Keeping work and my sex life separate is important and I intend to continue to do just that.
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​Chapter Three: Flirty or Dirty
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I try to get over to Sylvia’s coffee shop, The Java House, whenever I get the chance.  Today I am here to have a large cup of mocha java chiller that has been so wildly popular in my wife’s shop.  While I wait for one of her servers to bring me my order, I listen to the three men sitting nearby at the coffee bar talking to my wife.

“You can put a little shake into that stir if you like,” one of the young men tell her with a laugh.  

“I don’t shake,” she laughs.  “At least, not for you guys.”

“Ah, come one,” another one pleads with her.  “We come in here every day and you don’t show us any moves.”

Sylvia smiles as she hands one of the young men a cup of coffee.  “I’m a little old for you guys.  Maybe there are some young ladies on campus who are more your speed?”  She winks at them, which causes them to become even more persistent in their flirtatious behavior toward her.  

“Hey, is there creamer in this?” the guy with the coffee asks.

Before Sylvia can even answer him, one of his friends says, “I would be happy to add a little creamer to her coffee, man.”  They all three laugh as Sylvia blushes.

“There is creamer on the counter just over there if you would like some.”  She nods her head at them before turning to work on another customer’s coffee order.

“Fuck, I want her,” one of the young men says quietly.

“Dude, she could sharpen a guy’s pencil really well.  Damn, she’s hot.  I don’t care how old she is.”

“She’s in her thirties,” another says.  “That’s not old.  She’s in her fucking prime.”  They continue to talk up their horniness for my wife as a server brings me my coffee.  I nod to her with a smile on my face before she leaves and then take a sip of it.  What I have heard about the mocha java chiller is on-point; it is awesome.  I take a couple of big drinks of the sweet coffee concoction as I wait for Sylvia to take a break to come see me.  As she does, the young men get up and walk out of the coffee shop with their cups of coffee in their hands.

“They are horny as hell,” I tell my wife as she sits down in a chair beside me.  “All three of them.”

She shrugs her shoulders.  “They are here nearly every day like clockwork.  They love the coffee we sell here.”

“The don’t give a shit about the coffee,” I reply.  “They want you.”

Sylvia laughs.  “They know I’m a dozen years or more older than they are.  Sure, they flirt, but it’s just the way they are wired, Cass.”

“No, I think it’s more than just the coffee.  You should have heard some of the other things they were saying about you.”

Her face turns red.  “Like what?”

“Well,” I begin with a chuckle, “That second guy wants to have you sharpen his pencil.  I don’t think he actually had a pencil with him, though.”

“Oh, Cass.”  Sylvia giggles as she puts her face into her hands.  “I wish you hadn’t told me that.”

Smiling, I reach over and take her hand into mine.  “Let’s face it, honey; you are a hot woman.”

“I am not a hot woman,” she replies.  “Not as hot as the other girls I have working for me.”

I look around at some of the servers.  “Sure, they are all attractive, but you are a real woman, Sylvia.  That’s what all men ultimately want.  You put off a sexual vibe that is hard for most men to resist unless they are flaming gay.  And even then, who knows?”  After laughing at my own observation, I take another sip of my coffee.  

“They are just harmless boys, Cass.  That’s all.”

“I’m not jealous,” I offer as I sit back in my chair.  “It’s just very interesting that I keep coming across this with you.”

“What?  Where else have you heard guys talking about me like that?”

“Well, Mr. Johannson for example.  He was very interested in what sort of sex life I have with you.  I had to quickly pivot away from that to keep him from really building upon that line of thought.  Honestly, I thought at first that he was going to ask to have sex with you to seal the deal on the warehouses.”

“Don’t you dare even think about that,” Sylvia laughs as she pats my hand with hers.  “I am not your little whore to pimp out to your best clients.”

“Ah, but wouldn’t that be fun?” I joke with her.

“For you, maybe.  I’m not going to move things from flirty to dirty.”  We both laugh as I take another drink.  Sylvia then takes the cup from me and has a drink as well.  

“How often does that happen?” I ask my wife.  

“What?  Those guys?  Every day if they are here, I’m sure.”

“Not just them, honey.  What about other men?  Do you have other male customers who make comments about you?”  My cock becomes semi-erect as I think of the way other members of my sex lust for Sylvia.  “Are there other men who offer to put creamer in your coffee or want you to sharpen their pencils?”

“Cass, that’s embarrassing.”

“But are there?”  I smile at my wife as I wait for her response.  I can see by the look on her face that I have possibly hit upon something here.

Sighing, she tells me, “There are guys who sometimes come in here and hit on me, alright?  It happens to all the girls here, Cass.  We sometimes flirt back to get them to buy something or to tip a little better too.”

“How do you flirt with them?” I ask.  “I’m just curious, Syl.  Honestly, I’m not judging you at all for flirting if you are doing that.”  I move around in my seat as I try to give my cock more room to grow.  

“Well, you know,” she begins.  “It just takes a look or a comment, sweetheart.  It’s sort of like what I do with you sometimes.  Men are so predictable.”

“Predictable.”  I nod my head.  “I guess we are pretty predictable, aren’t we?”  Taking a final drink of the hot liquid in my cup, I swallow it before putting the cup back down on the table.  

“Sometimes,” Sylvia replies.  “Look, it’s not cheating, right?  It’s business.”

“I got the feeling that Mr. Johannson wanted to make it a part of his business too,” I quip.  “That guy was really into you.”

“He is attractive,” my wife replies.  

“Did you flirt with him when he came over for dinner?” I ask. 

“What?”

“Seriously, Sylvia, did you flirt with him?  Just be honest with me.”

Her blue eyes grow wide as she looks into mine.  Though she obviously does not want to answer this question, she knows that I want to know too badly to let it go.  So, my wife slowly nods her head.  “Maybe a little.  At first, he was flirting with me some and I was ignoring him, but then when he went to the kitchen to help me with getting the dinner to the table he made a comment about how flexible I must be.  From there, I thought about it as a game.  I told him something to the effect that you can twist me around you while having sex with me.”

“Holy shit,” I chuckle as I look around and wonder if someone heard me.  “Sylvia, did you really say that to him?”

“Well, yes, I did.  I didn’t think it would be something he would remember months later.”

“Horny guys remember a lot of things for a long time, my love.”  I shake my head as I ask, “Do you want him?”

“What?”  Sylvia shakes her head.  “Of course not.  He’s a nice looking man, but he’s also a little too slick for my tastes.  After all, what sort of guy comes over for dinner and then makes a comment about one of the host’s flexibility?  That’s just so wrong on so many levels, Cass.”

Nodding my head, I agree with her.  “Mr. Johannson does come off as a very slick guy, doesn’t he?  Maybe that’s why I don’t feel too badly about the deal I got him to sign for the warehouses.”

“What did you do?”

“Nothing too terrible.  I simply told him that the properties had been reduced and that they were a steal at eight million dollars.  He countered with seven after some talking to and we went with that.  He doesn’t know that the seller offered the property for the seven million to begin with.”

“So, they got full price while Mr. Johannson thinks he got a steal on the property?”  I nod my head.  “You are so bad, Cassius!”  Sylvia laughs as her eyes lock onto mine.  “You do know that I love only you, right?  You are everything to me, Cass.  Everything.”

I smile as I lean toward my wife and kiss her on the lips.  We linger for a moment, tasting each other before separating.  “I love you too, my darling wifey poo.”

“Wifey poo?”  She laughs.  “Why would you call me that?”

“Hey, you call me hubby,” I counter.  “Shouldn’t I have something to call you?”

“Wow.  Wifey poo, though?  Why not just wifey?”

“I don’t know.  I just like the way it rolls off my tongue.”  Kissing her again, I nip at her lips and embrace Sylvia as if I haven’t seen her for years.  We have a powerfully sexual relationship with each other which allows us to make out in public with little regard for what onlookers might think.  It is the same sort of fearless public display of affection that nearly got us into trouble last week as we fucked in my wife’s car near the city park.  

“Wifey poo.  Fine.  Just don’t call me that here, alright?”  We both laugh as Sylvia gets up from her seat.  “I need to get back to work, sweetheart.  Can I
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