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"I can't believe you!" I screamed at my husband as I returned home from going out with my friends.

"I said I am sorry!" Luke grinned. "It just happened!"

Luke was on the couch, still playing his stupid video game; he wasn't even looking at me.

"Liar!" I stomped away from him. I was fuming mad.

Luke had cheated on me with one of the young interns at his office. He even came home and bragged about it to his male friends.

When I came home from the gym with my two female friends, we heard their whole conversation.

One of them had said it was okay for men to cheat because they were men, and women just had to accept it.

Luke agreed with him. He even doubled down and wanted it to happen again.

"I said I was sorry," Luke caught up to me in the laundry room, folding clothes. "It won't happen again, I promise."

"That's not what you said earlier," I stared a whole right through him.

"I was just playing it up to the guys," Luke tried to hold my hand, but I pulled it away.

I didn't even want to touch him.

"It was a mistake, I promise there is nothing there, at all," Luke tried to console me and make me feel better, but I couldn't feel better or calm down.

"You had sex with another woman, yesterday!" I shouted at him and tossed a pair of jeans at him.

"What do you want from me!" Luke shouted, his voice louder than mine. "I said I am sorry!"

"Sorry isn't enough," I folded my arms and dared him to shout at me again.

"Winona," Luke sighed, seeing the fire in my eyes. "What do you want to make this better?"

I knew he couldn't quit the firm; my father would find out, and Luke would be in deep water with him since it was my father's law firm. My father got Luke the position and the pay that he currently holds.

Then, it hit me like a bag of bricks to the head.

"Deandre!" I smiled.

"What about him?" Luke asked.

"You cheated on me," I grinned and put my two hands on the folding table and stared at Luke. "I want to sleep with Deandre!"

"No fucking way!" Luke shook his head.

Deandre was the black member of their friend group, and recently, he had been eyeing me and flirting with me since I lost weight.

"That's what I want," I returned to folding clothes. "If you won't accept then I will file for divorce."

"Winona," Luke shook his head and tried to win me over with his lawyer smile and tone of voice. "It was a one-time thing; it won't happen again, and you don't have to go to extremes."

"Take it or leave it," I was daring Luke to make a choice.

I already knew what choice he would make. If we filed for divorce, my father would kick him out of the company so hard that he would think he was flying. Luke was close to making a partner, and I knew he wouldn't throw that away.

Deandre was known as Trunk to most of his friends because, to quote some of the men and women that had seen it, his cock was huge, bigger than big.

"No fucking way!" Luke shook his head furiously as he looked at me. "No way is my wife fucking another man! No!"

"Okay, fine," I snatched up my phone and called my father.

Luke looked at it as I placed it on the table between us. He could see the picture of my father and me when I was a little girl.

I was Daddy's princess. Ever since my mother left us, it had always been the two of us against the world. There was nothing my father wouldn't do for his little girl.

I could see the wheels spinning inside Luke's head. He wanted to snatch that phone up and hit the end call button so badly, but he didn't want Deandre's Trunk ruining his wife.

"Fuck!" Luke shouted as he picked the phone up and hit the end call just before my father picked up.

"So, Deandre it is," I grinned.

My phone started ringing in Luke's hand. It was my father.

"You know he won't stop calling until he gets me," I folded my arms and smiled.

One time, Luke threatened me because I wanted him to stop drinking so much; I had taken all the alcohol out of the house and thrown it away.

After one of our kids told their grandpa that their dad raised his voice at me and looked like he was about to hit me, some of my dad's old friends from the old neighborhood picked Luke up from work and took him for a drive, that put the fear of Jesus in Luke, and he never did it again.

My father was old-school Italian, and in this city, no one fucked around with the Italians.

It stopped, and then Luke's phone started ringing in the other room. "Told you," I giggled. "Daddy's girl, remember."

"Hey, Grandpa!" one of the kids had picked up the phone. "Hold on," we heard his footsteps coming down the hallway. "It's for you, mom!"

I held it and looked at Luke as our son went back to his room. "Well?" I asked.

"I will call Deandre," Luke sighed as he walked away.

"Hey Daddy," I chimed as I lied to my father about just wanting to hear his voice.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Deandre was a tall black man with muscles on top of muscles on top of other muscles. When he heard that I wanted to go out on a date with him on the down low, he was thrilled.

"I will bring her back by ten," Deandre grinned as he looked at Luke.

Luke was furious. In the days leading up to this date, he had tried to back out of it. He tried every trick under the sun and then some to get me to forget or be busy or something so I wouldn't go.

"Don't wait up," I smiled as I got into Deandre's expensive sports car.

Deandre revved the engine and peeled away.

Luke was furious that I had worn such a revealing dress. It had a long split from my foot up to my thigh, was dark black, and hugged my figure like a second skin.

Deandre had a hard time keeping his eyes on the road and not my tits as they swayed and moved under the thin material.

"So, what's the plan?" Deandre asked as he looked at me.

"Play it by ear," I grinned.

I had already received three texts from Luke, and we hadn't even made it to the restaurant yet.

Deandre helped me out of the car, and his hands were on my hips as we walked inside.

He was a total gentleman, and I knew that he knew I was doing this to get back at Luke for cheating on me.

I was happy that Deandre wasn't forcing himself on me, but at the same time, I wanted him to; it started as just a way to get back at Luke, but after talking and drinking, I felt like I wanted more.

"Should I take you back to your place?" Deandre asked as we waited for the valet to return with the car.

"No, yours," I replied.

"How far are
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