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Part 1: Confiding in him


Brent
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“I don’t know Dad, it’s every tiny little thing with her. It doesn’t matter what I do she just gives me that look. That fucking pissed off look!”

My father nodded. We were on his upper-level veranda looking out over his private little golf course.

“So how long have you and Tracy been married now, son?”

“Seven years.”

“And you haven’t started a family because?”

I looked at my dad. “We were supposed to be starting one about now. That was always the plan. Enjoy our twenties and once Tracy hit 30 and I’m 35 have a couple of kids then, so we’re not too old while they’re growing up.”

Dad sipped his scotch. “And Tracy’s 30 now?”

I nodded. “Yep. Just turned.”

“She looks good for 30,” my father added casually. “Nice body.”

I looked at him again. What the fuck?

He chuckled. “Well if you don’t want her I’m sure someone else will.”

“If I don’t want her? What the fuck?” I said aloud that time.

My dad chuckled again. He tossed me a glare of his own. “If you don’t want it straight there’s no point asking me Brent. I only know shit like this one way. You’re looking at it all wrong and you’re bogged down in shit you don’t need to worry about.” 

A group of my younger brother’s friends were here for the weekend. Dad motioned to one of the friends who had just done an air swing and nearly fell over trying to tee off. 

“You’ve got to keep your eye on the ball son. Otherwise..!” He tipped his glass to the hapless golfer we were watching as he put his ball back on the tee it had fallen off.

I sat and rested back in the chair beside my 70-year-old father. It was true he only ever gave straight and simple advice.

“Okay, so what shit am I worrying too much about Dad? What am I missing?”

“Sex Brent. Look at your wife. Enjoy her. Don’t try and fucking work her out. That shit’s impossible and a waste of time. Stick with what you’re good at son. Work hard and ravish your woman every chance you get. Take care of her and adore her. Let her feel that and stop trying to fucking analyse the small stuff.”

I swallowed and looked back and forth from my dad to the golfers he was still watching.

“Same as I figured out about 20 years ago and did with your step-mother,” Dad went on distractedly. “After I’d screwed up trying too hard and let that arsehole boss of hers seduce her.”

I flushed hot with a surge of worry. “What? Gwen cheated on you?”

My father scoffed. “She was seduced from under my nose son. It wasn’t her fault.”

“Seduced?” I gulped hard. “Fuck!”

“Yes seduced. Another man giving her what she needed and what I wasn’t giving her. Seduced. That’s the definition.” Dad cocked an eyebrow at me. “So back to my original question. Your wife’s a fine looking woman in her prime at 30. Someone else will want her if you don’t.”
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I had been doing this for years now and we could afford more help, but I liked to clean our motel rooms myself. Brent and I ran a twenty-room motel on the highway heading into the city. We got a lot of travellers who only stayed one night then were on their way nice and early the next morning. 

We had a few long-term residents and we were currently housing a bunch of security guys staying for an event here this week.

I had those six rooms to freshen up this afternoon but had reset the vacant ones ready to take in tonight’s guests. I only did the freshening up. I sourced out the laundry and had it picked up and returned crispy-clean and folded nicely. I also hired a contract cleaner to do a thorough run through the rooms every month.

I liked running a motel. I flunked out of school and have worked waitressing or cleaning ever since. It was rewarding to have a business of my own, although Brent did the business side of things with his dad. 

I had a kitchen to run as well as doing the cleaning. We only offered a breakfast room service as there were an abundance of restaurants and pubs in the area. I had two staff doing the breakfasts and only had to help out when one of them called in sick or went on holidays. 

Brent had two casuals working reception and he looked after the grounds and pool himself.

It was Sunday. Brent had gone to his parents’ place because his young brother was home to visit. 

I was watching one of our guests doing laps of the pool. Our residence was on the upper level, a spacious three-bedroom apartment. From my bedroom window I could look right down into the pool.

Curt was a buddy of Brent’s, the man I was watching swim. They went to school together and Curt was visiting with the security firm for the event. They always kept in touch and spent time together when Curt was here visiting his family. He usually stayed with his parents but the security firm had booked him a room so he was here with us for the week.

I rubbed my pussy as I watched him floating around on his back. I had no interest in him, he was purely eye candy. He had a great body and it was glistening wet in the sun. He finished his laps and got out of the pool to lie on a deck chair right beneath my window. I could see the shape of his equipment in his clinging wet swim shorts. 

Mmm. I took that image with me and lay back on my bed and reached into my bottom bedside drawer for my trusty vibrator. I turned it on and held the tip against my clit. “Mmm-huh,” I stripped my panties and dropped them aside. They were just in the way.

I was already wet. My vibrator was a five-inch curved one with a ball on the end that seemed to transfer the vibration to my g-spot rather perfectly. I inserted it then caught my breath as the delicious sensation filled my belly. It was like a warming and stimulation in deep but I liked a more direct and intense vibration, so I clicked on the bullet I’d also taken from my drawer and placed that against my clit.

“Aah fuck!”

I was arching up off the bed dry humping with my hands and toys. I’d been doing this at least two or three times a week since I’d stopped having sex with my husband. I took the opportunity during the day when he was often in town or playing golf. Or whatever he does.

I frigged myself with the vibrator and buzzed my clit numb with the bullet. I ended up curled in a quivering giggling ball on the bed after multiple orgasms had wracked my body.

“Oh god.” I pushed my toys aside and spread out on my back. It was too damn hot today and I needed to get my air-con going.

I got up and gave my toys a wash and put them back in my bottom drawer ready for next time. I turned on the air-con and baked a brownie. 

My girlfriend Calista arrived right on time for our cup of tea and a chat. Her husband plays golf every Sunday and she always drops in. I had actually met her through our husbands playing golf together.

“So where is he?” Calista asked about Brent.

“I don’t know. He was going to see his brother at their parents’ house. I don’t care where he is as long as he gets out of the house.”

“Hmm I see. No improvement then?”

I looked at my girlfriend. Just looked at her.

“Well why don’t you do something?” she challenged. “Leave the guy if it’s that bad.”

I felt myself tearing up. “He’s not that...” I took a breath. “It’s just that we don’t even talk anymore, Cally. He hasn’t touched me in six months. He doesn’t even look at me.”

“So what happened? You guys used to be great together. Remember?”

“Huh. Hardly,” I said and sniffled into a tissue. “Nothing happened. He just annoys me. I’m so over him Cally. We’ve got nothing in common anymore. We live completely separate lives but sleep in the same bed. It’s horrible.”

My girlfriend patted my hand and squeezed it. “So have you got options here Tracy? How does the business work? How’s it set up as far as ownership goes?”

“The property is in his parents’ name. We lease it off them and own the business. They’re doing an advancement on their wills when Brent turns 35 next year and signing the property over to him. Or to us, that is. Apparently my name’s going on the title. Brent’s step-mum’s making sure of that for me. She’s really lovely and knows what men are like.” I giggled and sniffled some more into my tissue. 

My mother in-law was definitely on my side. She’d had problems with her husband earlier on and had confided to me all about them. She had no daughters of her own so I was it. We got on wonderfully and she was another reason I wasn’t leaving Brent.

“So you can’t split before you get your name on the title,” Calista said thoughtfully. “But that’s only next year.”

“I know right. I’m definitely hanging in until then,” I told her. I’d thought this through, over and over.

Calista took a bite of her brownie. “Mmm yummy. Is this a new recipe?”

I smiled. I changed the subject in my mind and asked about my girlfriend’s children. We were in my motel kitchen watching them in the play area just outside. She had two girls four and six. I didn’t even want to go there, wallowing in how empty my life was without kids as well.

Calista only stayed an hour. I left when she did and drove across town to the beach and had a walk along the shore. I used to live here before I met Brent. I used to waitress at the bars and restaurants along the esplanade here. It was another life but I often came here and reminisced.

“Tracy?” a deep voice called, startling me.

I was sitting at a street-side café having a late lunch coffee and snack. I blushed up at a man I used to date smiling down at me. He was in a chef’s apron with the café logo on it.

“Danny! Oh my god!” I cried and stood to hug him.

“I know right.” He released me and motioned to his chef get-up. He seemed quite proud, I noticed.

“So you work here?” I asked. Stupid question.

“Uh yeah all the time. I own the place actually.”

“Oh really! That’s fantastic Danny. Oh my god I used to work here once.”

“Yeah I know, I remember you saying.” He shrugged, motioning side to side. “It’s a great spot. Busy. Handy turnover.”

He asked and took a seat. We chatted and caught up. We hadn’t seen each other in years and were never serious enough back then to have actually broken up. It was only ever casual and we just drifted apart.

Danny had filled out and looked great. He has amazing blue eyes and I love his lips. I was swooning a little and my naughty pussy quickly started tingling away under my skirt from the earlier stimulation. Oh my god I needed sex!

Danny’s eyes were wandering too making my nipples hard. He was in a relationship though and had made a point of mentioning it. The only ring I wore was my silver nose ring and I’d barely mentioned having a husband.

“Living at your business has its perks. My apartment’s right upstairs,” Danny said after I explained I lived at the motel residence.

“Oh right here? That must be nice,” I said, looking up at a balcony above us.

“Yeah it’s a good view of the ocean. Come have a look?” he offered.

“Um...” I immediately thought of his girlfriend, which must have been obvious.

“No it’s okay, no one’s home. Just a quick peep, yeah?”

He offered his hand. I accepted it and stood. He kept hold of my hand as he led me up stairs that were on the side of the building. We entered into a roomy apartment with a full glass front overlooking the ocean.

“Oh this is lovely!”

“I know right. I’ve had it all redone. It used to be dark and closed in with too many internal walls. I had these columns put in for structural support and opened it all up. Replaced the external wall with windows.”

The guy had let go of my hand after holding it for too long and was now touching my shoulders as we looked out at the ocean together. My nipples were aching now and my pussy was on fire.

“Damn you look good, Tracy. I’ve often thought about you and wondered what you were up to.”

“Hmm you look good too Danny.” I had turned and pushed past him. “A bit too good for the mood I’m in though.”

He smiled. “Mood? What mood?”

“Yeah, a bad one.”

“You don’t seem in a bad mood,” the guy said, cornering me now and crowding me against one of his huge metal columns.

“Hmm there’s different kinds of bad when it comes to moods,” I told him. I was weakening here though and remembered I was in another woman’s house.

My ex-casual hook up stroked my cheek with the back of his fingers. My heart thumped and I weakened further. “True and sometimes bad can be good,” he said low and deep, looking at my lips now and making me want to part them.

His eyes shot down my cleavage, my top was low-cut and I was braless. My nipples were obvious and my chest was rising on my deep measured breaths. His amazing blue eyes lifted from my tits and I stared into them as the guy tilted in and kissed me.

Oh my god this was so unexpected. I had no inkling anything like this was going to happen on an innocent visit to my pre-marital home. I was swooning and let the guy kiss me passionately. Ohmygod take me, my brain yelled out.

The mood I’d been in for so long, with no attention from my husband, had me giving in the way I used to with Danny. He was always a guy who wasted no time getting down to it and he obviously hadn’t changed. He was still ravaging my mouth with his tongue and suddenly had a hand up my top. He was feeling my bare breast. He squeezed one of my aching nipples and my legs virtually gave way.

“Oh yeah still so responsive. These are bigger now though, yeah?”

“Mmm don’t Danny. We can’t do this,” I protested but I was clutching the pillar behind me and thrusting my tits for the guy now. “Uh huh huh,” I shuddered a breath as he lifted my top up to look at them. “Um Danny!”

“Oh fuck yeah, I remember these,” he groaned and tilted in and sucked on the nipple he hadn’t been tweaking.

I moaned again and gripped his hair this time. I so had to stop this but it felt so good. “No Danny don’t,” I said. I didn’t really mean it. Well I did. 

I kept hold of his hair and watched him move to my other tit and suck that nipple too. Oh the relief to have a man’s lips on me again!

“Just a quick fuck then yeah? You’re still up for it aren’t you Tracy?”

He was smirking up at me, still kissing and sucking my nipples. I swallowed and drew a big breath trying to calm myself down. My legs were weak and my pussy was on fire.

“No we can’t Danny. I’m married and you’re in a relationship.” I had found just enough effort to
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