

    
        
          Hot Wife Games Box Set

        

        
        
          Suzy Taboo

        

        
          Published by Red Hot Short Reads, 2019.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      HOT WIFE GAMES BOX SET

    

    
      First edition. January 17, 2019.

      Copyright © 2019 Suzy Taboo.

    

    
    
      Written by Suzy Taboo.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  

Contents

Part 1- Catching a Cheat

Part 2  Punishing a Cheat

Part 3  Cuckolding a Cheat

Part 4  Revenge on a Cheat

Part 5  Treating a Cheat

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Part 1- Catching a Cheat
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Tess got out of the bathtub and slipped on her robe before padding barefoot down the hallway to their bedroom. She smelled of lavender; it was her husband Brett’s favorite scent, and she had used it liberally in the tub. At the thought of him, she paused in front of the mirror and opened her robe, revealing the valley between her breasts, her flat belly and the shadow between her legs. 

The dark-haired woman in the mirror was beautiful, but she didn’t feel that way. As if to prove she was, she shrugged off the robe and let it fall to the floor.

She stared at her naked body, her long slim neck; her perfectly shaped breasts; her slim waist and flared hips. Her olive tinged skin was nearly flawless 

She was beautiful; she could see that, but after Brett had rejected her advances two nights before, she was struggling to find a logical reason. It wasn’t just the rejection. For the last few months, his interest in her had been lukewarm at best. He blamed work stress and tiredness, but that had never been a problem before. What had changed?

Brett had always been excited by her, in fact, it was he that had pursued her when they had first met. She hadn’t been interested in him at all sexually until she got to know him, but once that happened, the sparks flew, and for the ten years they had been together, their love life had been hot and generous from both sides

It wasn’t only the recent rejections of her sexual advances, although they were very out of character. He didn’t touch her as much; wasn’t as loving. There were fewer spontaneous hugs and kisses and even fewer grabs on her ass. Worst of all, he didn’t seem to enjoy her company. 

She wanted the old Brett back. The flirtatious, loving Brett who would never knock back sex when it was on offer.

Was he having a midlife crisis of some sort? Perhaps that was it. Brett had always been a very sexual person, and his lack of sexual arousal was disturbingly abnormal. Tess, suddenly realized that without that spark, that mutual attraction, life was becoming more and more stale as time passed. They needed that spark back... needed it back to light the fire of their relationship. 

She yearned for her husband to want her again, to be obsessed with her again. But most importantly, she wanted normalcy back. Well, tonight was the night. Tonight she would take control, and if he resisted, she would know there was definitely something wrong. 

She put some lotion on her hands and started spreading it all over her arms and the rest of her naked body. Next, a touch of perfume on her neck and behind her ears. Satisfied she smelt irresistible, she walked to the wardrobe and pulled out her lingerie drawer. After a few moments rummaging, she took out a pair of black stockings and corset and matching thong before taking them back and standing in front of the mirror. 

She slipped on her thong first, then her corset and finally, she slipped the stockings over her feet and onto her smooth legs. She did a little twirl, happy with the way her ass looked. At age 38 her body could have passed for that of a 28-year-old. 

She messed up her hair and let it fall over her cheeks and then applied some eyeliner and cherry red lipstick. 

“Oh, looking good Bitch!” she said to her reflection. “Just one more thing to push him over the edge...” 

She went back to the wardrobe and retrieved a pair of patent black leather stilettoes. She sat down on the bed to put them on and then stood very carefully. What a disaster it would be if she broke her ankle and Brett came home to find her in a crying heap on the floor. She walked to the bedside tables, lighting a candle on each before turning off the main light. 

As fast as she dared she left the bedroom and headed down to the kitchen to pour a large glass of red before taking it back to the bedroom. She took a long sip and then placed it on the bedside table before laying back on the pillows. 

The smooth silk sheets were soft against her leg, and she struck a half reclined, and (she hoped), seductive pose. 

Let’s see how he resists this. 

She sipped her wine and waited, getting lost in her thoughts. Perhaps it wasn’t just about Brett. She had to admit her ego was a little deflated by his uncharacteristic rejections, so was this effort to seduce him merely an attempt to make her feel good about herself? Or was it about saving her marriage. 

She reasoned it was about both. Right now, at this point in her life and marriage, she had never felt so unwanted and frankly she resented Brett for making her feel this way. It might have been different if she had a career where she worked with other people, but writing was a lonely job, and she relied on him more than perhaps other women relied on their husbands. 

She knew damn well she was desirable, it was just that as a housewife/ author she had little opportunity to be reminded of that.  

So what’s a girl to do? Take matters into her own hands; that’s what. 

A half hour passed. He was late. With just a gulp of red wine left, she became annoyed. 

Late again. Why the hell was she the one making all the effort? If he didn’t find her attractive anymore, that was his issue, not hers. 

“Fuck this,” she said and was about to get up when she heard his car pull up in the driveway. “Oh, you are kidding me!”

She downed the last of her wine and, resigned to sticking to her original plan, laid back again,  parting her long slender legs a little.  
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BRETT WALKED INTO THE house. He expected to find Tess in the kitchen but she wasn’t there. He went into the living room. She wasn’t there either.  

“Tess?!” he called and began to climb the stairs. 

The bedroom door was closed. He turned the handle and pushed it open. There she was, lying on the bed dressed in lingerie, her lips parted seductively. 

2

“Darling, why aren’t you dressed yet? We’ll be late for dinner,” he said, and promptly exited the room. 

WHAT – THE  -  FUCK?

Tess was crushed. All of that effort and he barely noticed. She couldn’t believe this is where they were at in their marriage. At a point where he could hurt her feelings and not even know. Of course, it was ‘date night,' but surely the sight of your lover, semi-naked on a bed and practically ready to jump you would indicate that dinner was not first on the agenda.

Feeling worse than ever she got up. She went and quietly blew out the candles before heading to her closet and picking out a black dress. She put on some gold earrings and then stopped in front of the mirror and pulled her hair into a severe ponytail. What was the difference, he wouldn’t notice. She felt like crying but wouldn’t allow herself.

Brett was waiting for her at the bottom of the stairs, sipping a soda water. She glared at him. 

“Ready darling?” 

Obviously,” she snapped and pushed past him.

Brett looked confused but followed her without asking why she was angry. Women! He didn’t feel like going out at all and her attitude now just made him want it over with as quickly as possible.

They walked to the car in silence and an idea that hadn’t occurred to her previously hit Tess like a brick in the head.  

It’s another woman...

Of course, it is. The possibility may have occurred to her earlier if she had been less trusting or had close friends she could confide in -perhaps someone looking from the outside in could have seen it. Now that it did occur to her, she wondered how she could have been naïve enough not even to have considered it before. 

She didn’t have any evidence to prove that he was having an affair of course, but now, she was determined to find out one way or the other. The thought of Brett with another woman disgusted her to the core -she couldn’t stand the thought of another woman touching him, let alone... 

As they drove into town, thoughts whirled in her head. Perhaps she was paranoid. But the more she thought about it, the more it seemed likely.

They got to the classy French restaurant they hadn’t tried before, about twenty minutes later and were seen to their table by an attractive, young waitress. Tess surreptitiously watched Brett for a sign he was lusting after the young thing, but he barely batted an eye. He started to read his menu after ordering a bottle of Chardonnay for them to share. 

The maître de arrived almost immediately and poured their wine. Brett sensed that Tess’s mood wasn’t going to improve on its own and decided to break the silence. 

“So what have you been doing all day?” he asked Tess, before taking a sip of his wine. Tess looked coldly at him.

“Oh, not much! Got all glammed up for someone who barely noticed me” she said, as she, in turn, took a sip. 

His eyes widened, realizing he was in dangerous territory. 

Oh, that’s what she was doing on the bed.

He felt a little embarrassed, and he made absolutely no effort to hide it. Best to be honest. 

“I’m sorry Honey, I really am. I just thought you were halfway through getting dressed. I didn’t realize...” 

“It’s fine,” she said shortly, before picking up the menu. 

He felt a flash of anger at being shut down but bit his tongue. 

“I’m just going to the bathroom,” he said, excusing himself. 

He stood up and took off his jacket, hanging it on the back of the chair, before patting her shoulder awkwardly and heading to the bathroom. 

Tess seized the unexpected opportunity. She leaned over, reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out his phone. She knew it was wrong, but she felt the circumstances justified snooping. Besides, if she found nothing he would be none the wiser. 

Brett was no fool, of course, he had a four digit passcode to unlock it, but Tess knew it was the same code he used for everything. She took a deep breath and thumbed the message icon. There were many threads, mostly from work colleagues, but she found a name she didn’t recognize very quickly and the small part of the last message she could see left her with a lump in her throat. 

Ange: Hi handsome - when can we... 

With trembling hands, she clicked it open 

Ange: Hi handsome - when can we do a repeat of last Wed...

She quickly scrolled up through the messages with stinging eyes. The words were a blur; she wasn’t yet ready to read the messages - she had to know how long it had been going on first -  but some snippets jumped out at her of their own volition. Pussy – lick - hottest fuck ever – told her I’m working late. 

Finally, she reached the top of the thread, it was dated two and a half months ago.

Brett: sorry for messaging u outside of work, but I found your talk today really interesting. I was wondering if you would like to grab a drink to discuss more?

Ange? Angela Bright. Of course, Brett had mentioned her, a colleague. A young colleague and new to the firm.  

“Very impressive,” she remembered he had said when talking about the new girl at work.

Clearly more impressive than he had let on to his wife. 

She remembered joking with him at the time-  “married or single?”

“Actually married, surprising since she’s so young. She’s only 26.”

She flicked the screen, and the thread whirled upwards like the pictures on a poker machine screen coming to rest on a message from a month ago.

Ange: you were so forceful last night, but I love how your cock feels inside me. I’m fingering myself now just thinking about it. 

That was enough. She closed the messages and locked the phone before slipping it back in his pocket, only noticing then that Brett was returning, already halfway across the room. He was apparently oblivious to what had just happened at his table. He smiled at their waitress as he breezed by, even that innocent gesture twisting the knife of his betrayal deep in her guts. 

Anger washed over her. Brett sat down and forced a smile. She stared him dead in the eye, with a fury that he couldn’t miss. 

“What is it?” he asked. 

She didn’t say anything. She could not believe that after all these years of being a hardworking and dedicated wife, he had the audacity to step out on her like that. It was the ultimate slap in the face.  

“Tess? Why are you looking at me like that? What’s wrong
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