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​Chapter One: Just One More
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“Good morning, darling,” I hear Tabitha say to me as I sit quietly on the patio just outside our kitchen.  The cook has prepared for each of us a nice plate of eggs Benedict and summer sausage with a side of watermelon and peaches.  I have already taken the first bite of my food, but my wife has been slow to rise this morning.  

“It’s really good this morning,” I tell her.  “Dana has done an excellent job on the eggs.”

Tabitha smiles widely as she sits down across from me at the small table and picks up her coffee.  “They look nice, but I’m not hungry.”

“Not hungry?”  I cock one eyebrow up as I look over at her.  “Anything the matter, Tabby?”  My wife, soon to turn twenty-seven, is beautiful this morning with her blonde hair in a ponytail.  

Her brilliantly green eyes turn to me as she answers, “I’m good, Mason.  I’m just not hungry this morning, that’s all.”  She smiles at me just before taking another drink of her coffee.  We sit quietly for a few minutes as I finish my breakfast and Tabitha finishes her coffee before she finally tells me, “Can I pick the next one?”

I put my fork down and dab my mouth with my napkin.  “The next one?”

My wife rolls her eyes as she shakes her head.  “Come on, Mason, don’t make me spell it out.  You know what I am talking about.”  

I swallow hard as I take in a mouthful of my own coffee.  It’s sweet and has a hint of hazelnut, just the way I like it.  Dana is always so thoughtful about my coffee.  “You mean the next guy you hook up with?”

“That sounds so vulgar,” my wife says with a grimace.  “Do you have to phrase it that way?”

“Hooking up?”

“Yeah.  Please don’t put it that way, Mason.”

I laugh a little as I look down at my empty plate.  Placing my napkin down on the table beside it, I ask, “Should I call it screwing?  Maybe fucking?”

Tabitha’s eyes turn toward the patio doors.  They are open just a bit so that we can call for Dana or Melinda if we need to, and I’m sure that my wife is concerned that they could be listening in to our conversation if they are anywhere nearby.  “Mason, please.  Just drop it.  Can I choose the next one or not?”

“I have never said that you can’t,” I reply with a smirk on my face.  “The last guy was sort of your choice, right?”

“Not really.  He was a beast.”

“A beast?”  I laugh as I lean back in my chair.  “How so?”

Tabitha’s lips curl into a snarl as she tells me, “He was hairy, Mason.  So, fucking hairy.  He was disgusting.”

“You didn’t act like he was disgusting when he was slinging you around like a ragdoll.”  At this moment, Dana walks out to the patio to pick up our plates.  “Thank you, Dana.”  I smile at her because I know it pisses my wife off when I talk to the female help.  We have had several conversations about how Tabitha feels about me talking to Dana and Melinda, and although she thinks I occasionally flirt with them, I do not.  

“Anything else, Mr. and Mrs. Rose?” the young woman asks as she smiles at us.

“Nothing, thank you Dana,” Tabitha tells her as she waves a hand.  Dana turns and looks at me as I nod.  She walks back into the house with my plate and napkin.  

“She probably heard you talking about me,” Tabitha says with a frown on her face.  “You need to keep your voice down when you are talking about our fun on the side.”

“Your fun on the side,” I reply.  “I only get to watch, remember?  I don’t get to have the same kind of thrill you have been getting.”

Tabitha narrows her green eyes at me.  “This has been as much fun for you as it has been for me, Mason.  You have chosen nearly every man since the one in the hotel room a few months back and have watched or video recorded every one of them.”

“Sure, I have,” I admit.  “But it’s not the same as getting my nob polished.”

“Mason, why do you have to be so vulgar.”  My wife, a woman of means now, has not always been so well off.  She married up, so to speak, and she uses her position now to try to make things much better for herself.  I don’t mind the attitude so much, so long as we work as a team when she has her sexual interludes.  However, things have become a bit stale with the way we have been doing things, and I think it is probably time for Tabitha to stop having sex with other men.  However, I doubt she will feel the same way about this topic.

“One more and then I want you to stop,” I blurt out to her as she is taking another drink of her coffee.  “No more.”

“What?”  Tabitha puts her coffee cup down on the table.  “Mason, are you serious?  You want me to quit with the other guys?”  She shakes her head.  “We have a deal, don’t we?  I let you pick them, you let me have sex with them.”

“But now you want to pick a guy.  I don’t think I like that.”

“Then you pick him.  Just don’t take this away from me.”  My wife is an expert at pouting when it comes to trying to get her way.  It has worked with several people in her life, even my caustic and unforgiving father, when she has employed the tactic. 

“Honey let’s step away from this and focus on our own sex life.”

“Our sex life has been great!” she exclaims, undoubtedly giving Dana and Melinda some idea of our topic of conversation this morning.  “We have incredible sex now,” she says in a much quieter voice as she realizes her voice is carrying into the house.  “Don’t you like the way I treat you in the bedroom, Mason?”

“Tabby,” I begin as I lean forward on my elbows.  “You are having sex with two or three men every month.  We shouldn’t try to keep this up.  It’s too many.”

“Too many?”  My wife chuckles.  “I thought you liked going out on the weekends to meet men for me to fuck, Mason.  Isn’t that the kick for you?  Find a guy, blindfold me, and let him have his way?  Half of them I can tell you the taste of their dicks, but I would never know who they are if I walk past them on the street.”  The crass comment causes me to swallow hard as I look back at my wife.  “This isn’t fair, Mason.”

“One more,” I say firmly.  “Dammit, Tabby, you have to grow out of this.  You are working at the brokerage now and we don’t need people to talk.”

“No one knows!”  Tabitha looks out over the raised patio toward the city in the valley below.  “Your daddy has no idea that we are playing with other people.  We have gone to other places to do this, and we have done it mostly anonymously.  There is no way he will ever know.”

“My father will eventually know,” I reply.  “The great Louis Rose knows a lot of people and eventually it will get back to him.  Besides, we are not playing.  You are.”  It is the second time I have clarified exactly what the deal has been between the two of us.  “I am having sex with no one besides you.”

Tabitha chuckles again as she gives me a strained look.  “Okay, you can fuck another woman, but I get to choose her.”

My cock hardens as I hear my wife tell me this.  “Then who?” I ask in a daring fashion.

“Sarah,” she replies.  

“Sarah?  Is that a friend of yours?”

“Sarah Rose.”  

My heart thumps hard as I shake my head at my wife.  “Are you fucking insane?  Stephen’s new wife?”  My brother just married Sarah a couple of months ago after years of living with her.  I honestly never thought he would pop the question to her, but he did, and she said yes.  They spent two weeks in the Mediterranean for their honeymoon and have been settled back in for just a few weeks now.  

“She wants you,” my wife tells me.  “And you want her.”  It’s true that I find Sarah, a fitness trainer, attractive.  However, I have never shared this with my wife.”

“You think I want to have sex with every woman I know,” I tell Tabitha.  “It’s a constant thing with you, remember?  If it’s not Dana or Melinda, it’s the women at the brokerage or our neighbors.  You constantly claim that I have eyes for other women.”

Tabitha smiles wickedly.  “I know you, Mason.  You have a thing for Sarah.  I have seen the way you look at her when we invite them over.  It’s the same look you gave me when we first met.  You would have sex with her if you had the chance.”

“She is my sister-in-law, dammit!”  I try to restrain myself from being too loud, but I put my fist down on the table to make my point with my dear wife.  “I would never do that to Stephen.”

“She wants to have sex with you,” my wife blurts out.  

“What?”  I shake my head.  “You’re wrong, Tabby.”

“She told me as much, my love.”  My wife continues to smile as she looks back over at the city in the valley.  “We get together, you know.  I’m a member of the gym where she is a trainer.”

“Bullshit,” I say as I look hard at her.  “Sarah wouldn’t say something like that to you.”

My wife picks up her cell phone from the surface of the small outdoor table.  “Would you like to talk to her?”  Tabitha opens her contacts and pulls up Sarah’s phone number.  “We could call her and ask about it.  I’m sure that if I tell her that I have told you, she will be willing to admit as much to you, Mason.” 

“Are you joking?”  Tabitha presses the contact number on her phone and it begins to ring.  “Don’t do this, Tabby!”  I begin to panic as I worry about what my wife might say to my brother’s wife.  “Please!”  

“Hello, Sarah?”  She puts her phone on speaker so that I can hear the call recipient’s voice. 

“Hey, Tabitha.  How are you this morning?”

“I’m good,” my wife replies with a grin on her face.  “Say, do you remember the conversation we had a couple of weeks back while I was visiting you?”  I shake my head hard as I feel my face become red.  

“You will have to be more specific.  We have talked about a lot since then.”  

“Please,” I mouth quietly at my wife.  

“Hold on, Sarah.  I need to talk to one of the help.  Give me a minute.”

“Fine,” I tell her as I put a hand on my face.  Tabitha puts my sister-in-law on hold as she looks at me.  

“I pick this time, okay?”

“And then stop,” I plead with her.  “Don’t fuck up my relationship with my brother, Tabby.  Please don’t go that far.”  My wife has done some wild, off-the-cuff things in the few years we have been married, so I would not put it past her to be able to stir things up with Sarah to the point that Stephen hears about it and comes to see me.  We all work in the real estate brokerage together, and the last thing I need is drama at my place of work.

“Fine,” she says as she stares at me.  “I pick him and it’s over.”  My wife isn’t very happy with the finality of the arrangement, but she takes her phone off hold and says to Sarah, “Sorry about that, Sarah.  I guess what I am talking about is the stretching exercises you gave me.  Are those to be done twice a week or three times?”

Sarah laughs.  “Well, I would suggest at least three times, but more would be better if you want to really limber up.  Be careful and do them slowly, though.  We don’t need you to get hurt while training, right?”

“So very right you are,” my wife replies.  “That’s all I have.  I’ll talk to you later.”

“Later.”  Tabitha reaches down and hangs up her phone.

“Thank you,” I say as I feel my heart beginning to slow back down from the racing pace it has taken up as she had Sarah on the phone.  

“I pick him and then we stop, but I want to look at starting up again in a few months, okay?” 

“We’ll see,” I say as I look at my watch.  “We need to get to work.”

“Work,” Tabitha laments.  “It’s boring, Mason.”

“Only for a time,” I say as I try to encourage her.  “You will have your agent’s license soon and then you can sell properties as well.  That’s where the real money is.”

“Money,” she huffs.  “We already have a ton of it.  I can’t see why I have to work.”

I sigh as I reach over and take one of my wife’s hands.  “The charity work you were doing was fine, but it wasn’t fulfilling enough for you, remember?  This will be fulfilling and financially rewarding, honey.  Just give it a chance.”

“Yeah, okay.”  Tabitha gets up and I follow her.  Today’s commute to work will be a bit of a challenge as I get the sense that she isn’t very happy with me.  The sex eventually had to come to an end anyway, right?  I’m just choosing to cut it off now before we get too heavily involved with it.  Better safe than sorry for now, especially since my father would abhor any thought of my wife and I bringing scandal to the agency.  
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