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I was reaching for the front door of the
Lion's Den Tavern when I saw a wink of gold on my ring finger and
paused. Crap. I had almost forgotten.

Turning away so no one could see what I was
doing, I slipped off my wedding ring and stashed it in an inner
pocket of my purse. It was the first time I had taken it off since
David placed it on my finger at our wedding a decade earlier. My
finger felt strange without it. Naked. Vulnerable.

I went inside, swapping out the pleasant
summer evening and the soporific hum of traffic on Route 22 for the
bustle and clamor of the bar's main room. R. Kelly's “Bump N'
Grind,” which was currently pumping away on the jukebox, was nearly
drowned out by the cacophony of voices, laughter, clinking bottles,
the clack of billiard balls. The Lion's Den was exactly as the
online reviews had described it: a cavey, dimly lit dive full of
singles on the prowl for someone with whom not to be single, if
only for one night. A meat market, in other words. Perfect.

Men's heads turned to watch me as I made my
way to the bar. As well they should. I was dressed in my sexiest
outfit: a pair of red stilettos and a spicy little crimson dress
whose hem was so high I'd wind up mooning half the bar if I leaned
too far forward. Beneath the dress was a lacy black thong that was
barely more than a ribbon. Nothing else. The way my breasts jiggled
under the thin fabric made it clear to anyone who cared to look
that I wasn't wearing a bra. I almost went without the thong, too,
but I wasn't quite bold enough for that.

Though it was a Friday night, it was still
early enough for there to be a few empty stools at the bar. I chose
one with a vacancy beside it, intending to hold it for a certain
man who would soon be introducing himself to me and buying me a
drink and seducing me and finally taking me to the Motel 6 next
door where he would spend the night fucking my brains out. And the
man in question, the man with whom I was going to cheat on my
devoted husband of ten years, was…

My husband.

It had been his idea. For a long time now our
sex life had been dying a slow, lingering death. Not only were we
usually too busy with our jobs and with raising our two kids to
even find the time for lovemaking, but on the rare occasions when
we did the results were mechanical, uninspired. Our frustrations
with this had started to spill over into other parts of our life,
leading to snappiness, frostiness, occasional spats.

As our tenth wedding anniversary drew near,
David decided to do something about that. He suggested we pretend
to be single again, strangers meeting for the first time. He would
pick me up in some low-rent bar then take me to a cheap motel for
some simulated casual sex. I agreed at once, finding the idea
immensely exciting.

It took some time to find an appropriate
venue for our little adventure in sexual role-playing, but
eventually we settled on the Lion's Den. Not only was it the
prototypical pick-up joint, but it was on the other side of the
city from our home and our usual haunts, virtually eliminating any
chance of running into someone we knew.

The locale for our torrid encounter having
been selected, we arranged to have the whole weekend all to
ourselves. No appointments. No anniversary parties. The kids were
staying with my parents, who had been led to believe David and I
would be celebrating our anniversary with a romantic getaway at a
friend's secluded lakeside cabin.
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