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Taboo: Please Mrs Tate

 


 Jessie stood at the door watching her son, Jake, and his
mates off to the football. Jake was 18 years old and at the local
college. He always had friends back and Jessie made them snacks and
generally looked after them. It wasn’t just because they were
Jakes’s friends, she was attracted to these virile young lads,
boiling over with testosterone, with bodies developing muscles and
sexual curiosity.

Jessie was divorced. She had been married
for 5 years when she found our that Tony was cheating on her and
she was so angry she chucked him out the night she made the
discovery. What an idiot, leaving all those texts on his phone and
she was so unaware. He’d left his phone on the side whilst he took
the dog around the block. He’d received a text and Jessie just
looked at his phone. She’d never looked before. She trusted him and
knew it would be his friends or family and he’d tell her. They had
no secrets.

 I love you and miss you. I can’t wait to feel you inside
me, the message read. Jessie looked at it
and just couldn’t believe her eyes. Tony had shown no signs. They
had a strong marriage. Jake was born just after a year of their
wedding and they seemed blissfully happy. OK! She had been off sex
for a few months but they talked about it and decided it was the
sleepless nights with the baby and the extra work. Things had got
back to normal and they had an active sex life. Well maybe not as
active as the first few months of their marriage but pretty damn
good. Jessie was happy and she thought Tony was too. Until . .
. I love you and miss you. I can’t wait to
feel you inside me. And Jessie’s world
fell apart. Tony came back with the dog and they had an evening
meal before Jessie put Jake to bed. She waited until he was
asleep.

“I love you and miss you. I can’t wait to
feel you inside me! Who is this woman Tony?” she barked at him.

He was in shock, lost for words. She had
seen the message. He just wasn’t quick enough to think of anything.
“I ah . . . “, and his words trailed off. He knew he had done
wrong. It had been madness. This girl worked with him and had
gradually closed in, first with saying nice things that made him
feel good, then she started touching him, his arm or leg if they
were sitting. She began eating her lunch with him and then they
started going for a walk at lunchtime and eating their sandwiches
in the park, on a bench or laying on the grass. She’d undo an extra
button so he could see the half moons of her breasts over her low
bra when they were together. Finally, one day in the park as they
sat together on the grass she reached over and kissed him, pulling
him back so they were lying flat and she rolled onto him kissing
him. He didn’t resist or try to stop her.

“Tony come back to my apartment this
evening, please” she murmured as they held each other. He went for
a drink after work some nights with the guys so it wasn’t unusual
for him to be a bit late. He always called Jessie to tell her and
was never more than an hour, and occasionally up to two hours. So,
he went back with the girl. They kissed and he fondled her breasts
and that was it. But it continued and it didn’t take long before
they were naked on her bed and he was fucking her.

“Stop looking at your watch, Tony” she said,
often.

“I can’t be late. You know that” and so he
never stayed more than about an hour.

 


* * *

 


“I want you out of the house tonight, Tony.”
Jessie said in a harsh voice. “I trusted you! I thought this would
last forever. You cheated on me”

Tony looked at her and saw how angry she
was.

“I don’t want any excuses or details. I just
want you out. Now”

“But Jessie, I love you. I want to be with
you . . .” and his voice trailed off.

“Its too late. Tony, go and pack what you
need and I’ll pack the rest of your things tomorrow. Go and stay
with your floozie” and she got up and stalked into the kitchen.

Tony didn’t argue. He packed a bag, took the
car and found a hotel. Next evening he returned to be faced with
black bags of his stuff, clothes mainly. Jessie thrust them at him
and didn’t say a word. He took some bags to the car and she brought
the others to the front door. Jake was in his bedroom, playing, so
he missed what was happening.

“Oh! And Tony I want the car, I can’t manage
without, not with everything. I’m changing the door locks and I am
seeing a solicitor on Friday. It’s over”

Tony looked at her in shock and disbelieve
but he knew how determined she was. He’d not told the girl at work
about what had happened. She was possessive and he was going to
keep well clear of her. He had to convince Jessie that he’d made a
mistake and wouldn’t see her again. He hoped she would forgive
him.

She didn’t forgive him. She did change the
locks. She did see a solicitor. She insisted that Tony left the
car. Tony stayed in the hotel for a couple more nights. He
persuaded a friend to let him store his stuff in a spare room. Tony
knew that he had to find a place. Most apartments were on a minimum
of six-month contracts and he was hoping he might be back with
Jessie before then. He found a house share and moved in with a man
and women, both working in the area and staying Monday to Friday,
then going to their homes for the weekend. Soon Tony was anxious
for each Friday when he knew he’d be on his own. They were ok but
they were strangers and they didn’t talk much, preferring to spend
time in their own rooms or out and not in the communal lounge. It
was only ten days before Tony received a letter from Jessie’s
solicitor asking if they could settle things amicably. Tony agreed
and they met in her solicitor’s office where they decided on who
would have what and so on. Tony was still reeling with shock. He
knew he’d done wrong but had not expected this to happen in a month
of Sundays. They decided that Jessie would live in the house and
keep the car. They decided how much Tony would give her each month
and how he would see Jake. It was agreed quickly and later Tony
regretted how he had given in so easily. Yes, he was wrong, but it
was a mistake and he had apologized. Time passed, Jake went through
junior school and started senior school. He saw his father one day
every weekend and an evening too. They lived quite near each other
so it was easy. Jessie had been working part-time before but was
now working full time and managed with her wages and the money Tony
gave her.

Jessie’s life settled down over time and she
slowly forgot about Tony, seeing him now as just Jakes’s father.
Either Tony would pick up Jake or Jessie would drop him off on the
agreed day or evening. Jake never talked about what they did
together, and Jessie never asked. When Jake was just a teenager, he
stopped seeing his father every week and spent the time with his
friends. Soon he stopped altogether, only seeing Tony on around
birthdays and other special times. Tony was now in a new
relationship and he never complained to Jessie that he wasn’t
seeing Jake. Their relationship just slowed but never fizzled out.
They were both on their separate paths. Jessie and Jake stayed
close, in fact their relationship strengthened as mother and son,
with no need for a father.

Jessie was busy with her job and managing
their home that she didn’t seem to miss having no relationship with
a man. She liked men and had never thought of herself as a lesbian.
Her sex life with Tony had been hot and exciting and she had
enjoyed that. Yes, she did lie in bed some nights, the light
switched off, and thought about having a man there, her hand
creeping down and fingering herself until she was aroused and
having an orgasm, her pussy wet, her fingers desperately rubbing
her clit, her breath racy and hard. Then she’d turn on her side and
be asleep in less that a minute. And that was it. She worked with
many men, but she’d never fantasized about any. Some had
propositioned her, and she’d had a coffee, a drink in a bar or even
a meal with some but always kept her distance, not even letting any
kiss her. She had grown a reputation as being frigid and some of
the men saw that as a challenge. There was only one guy who she saw
regularly, Ted. He was much older than her and a real gentleman. He
never tried to kiss her or take advantage. Ted was a good listener
and didn’t talk about himself until one evening over a meal and a
bottle of red. He told Jessie that his wife needed twenty-four hour
attention, that she had dementia and hardly recognized him now. She
was cared for in a home as he could not manage her alone. He went
on to tell Jessie that he enjoyed her company and found her to be
an oasis of calm. He loved his wife and saw her every other evening
and at weekends, but it was breaking him slowly to see her grow
worse. Finally, he told Jessie that he thought she was such a
lovely person and he had occasionally thought about her in a
relationship, but I felt he was betraying his wife even thinking
that. Jessie listened to him and held his hand as tears slowly ran
down his face. Next day he was so apologetic and gave Jessie a
necklace. “I gave this to my wife, but she wouldn’t recognize it if
I took it in to her. Please take it. I value your friendship and
hope we can continue as before, despite my stupidness last
night”

Jessie took the necklace, fussed over Ted
and told him “It was nothing. You can tell me anything. I enjoy
being with you too. It’s nice to have a friend I can just enjoy
time with” and she left it like that.

 


* * *

 


So, Jake and his friends, Dave and Ryan,
waved as they walked into the road and jumped into Ryan’s motor.
He’d passed his driving test on his eighteenth birthday and his
parents had given him a used convertible. He’d always been mad
about cars and helped his Dad with repairs. His father worked in a
garage and repaired friends’ cars on a regular basis. He didn’t
work for free but charged a low price or bartered. One of his
friends was a house decorator so they had painting and decorating
done in return for repairs. Ryan’s dad found this work supplemented
his pay so they could have some extras like better vacations.
Sometimes he gave Ryan some money for his help and the car was a
bonus. Ryan had been top-dog for the last few weeks and Jessie
waved as they drove off.

After the match they returned to Jake’s
place and his mother had laid out a spread for them, pizza, French
fries, garlic bread and a light salad of baby vine tomatoes, chives
and peppers. Jake switched on the TV so they could watch the
national game and they lounged on the sofa and chairs. Jessie left
them there whilst she went outside and lay on a lounger in the sun.
Weekends were a chance to relax. She worked hard during the week
and in the evenings kept on top of the washing and ironing (not
that there was much but she always ironed her blouses for work and
Jakes shirts), she cleaned through the house over two evenings and
cooked most nights for the two of them. She usually finished within
a couple of hours and then settled down with a book or watched some
TV or a film. Sometimes a girlfriend would come, and they’d open a
bottle and chat, warm evenings outside. Jessie led a routine life
and was quite settled.

She lay out on the lounger in shorts and a
bikini top. She knew she had a good body and liked to keep her tan
topped up. She’d grabbed a plate of the snacks she’d prepared for
the boys and had opened a bottle of red. Nothing fancy but with a
great taste and not dry. She finished the snacks, put the glass
down and stretched out. She was having a lazy afternoon as the
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