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Harry’s alarm went off at 6.00 in the morning and he switched it off swiftly so as not to disturb his sleeping wife and rose from the floor at the foot of her bed where he had spent the night. Gathering up his pillow and blanket he quickly made his way to the guest-room that was now his and showered in its small en-suite they had only recently had installed. Then, changed into the shorts and tee-shirt Terry insisted he wear about the house, it was to the kitchen to prepare her breakfast before she took off for work.

There was a note on the kitchen counter with instructions and not for the first time he wondered why she just tell him what she wanted rather than leaving it in a note as if her some kind of flunky to her.

It was not for the first time, either, that he realised it was exactly how she now saw him and he had nobody to blame but himself.

“Tonight’s Friday and I’ll not be home until very late. I’ve left a list of the chores that require attention on your to-do-list on the fridge.”

This was becoming, more and more, typical behaviour and - what had started out on his part as a means of showing her how much he loved her and what she would lose if she continued seeing the other man she had thought he was in the dark about - was becoming something far deeper, disturbing and, worse still, addictive. She rarely engaged him in conversation these days and, though she managed a normal front before friends and family – and especially when one or both of their two daughters were home from university, the normality lasted only until friend, family or guest left the house. Rather than become appreciative of how he bent over backwards to make her life wonderful, she seemed more contemptuous of him by the hour.

It had not been the result he had expected when he took the approach he thought would best save his marriage, but he knew he wasn’t quite ready to allow the guillotine to drop just yet.

And, as said, there was something highly perverse and addictive about the way the situation had developed and, though he marveled at his response to the submission he had gradually gifted to her, he was honest enough to admit the base and unworthy pleasure an unsuspected facet of his personal make-up took from it.

After a day’s work at the computer and a desultory meal he had cooked himself, he started to set about the “chores” she had set him that were such a stereotypical component of the kind of lifestyle they shared with each other these days.


	Vacuum, dust and polish.

	Kitchen floor and surfaces.

	Bathrooms and toilets.

	Change bed-linen.

	Hand-washing.



Shamed by his response but unable to prevent it, Harry felt his cock swell against the confines of yet another stereotypical component of their new wife-led relationship and marveled at how so demeaning a prospect as hand-washing his own wife’s smalls could see him trying to come erect.

He also knew he was in for another painful time as the scent of her hose and panties supplied him a painful reminder of what was now denied him until she decided otherwise.

“Did you have a good time, Terry?” he asked later that night when she returned home, looking tired yet vibrant from what she insisted was her regular Friday with ‘the girls’ and he knew was something entirely different.

As always, she looked and smelled as if she had just stepped out of a shower and he knew the simple reason behind her looking as fresh as she had looked when she left for work that morning in the same heels, pantyhose and flatteringly cut two-piece skirt and jacket was the fact she was freshly showered and bathed.

She gave him a smile and he sensed her mood was good as her gaze took in the spotlessly clean and tidy house he had laboured on while she was out.

The fact that he made a point not to question her on what she had done and who with yet another factor in her sense of well-being and, he knew, yet another brick in the wall of her growing contempt for him. 

“Very nice, Harry” she said with the tone a great lady might use for a servant who had been in her service for a number of years and for whom she had a certain fondness. Did you finish all your chores?”

“All done, ma’am,” he said jokily, addressing her that way for the first time and not happy to have done so when he saw how her face lit up at what he had intended to be no more than a jest.

“Ma’am, eh? Hmmm, I like it.”

He gave her a tentative smile and was amazed at the strength of the – thwarted - erection she could win from him these days as she stood before him freshly fucked and entitled.

Not that she suspected he knew, of course.

“Did you enjoy sleeping with me last night?” she asked, referring to how he had taken her up on the offer to sleep at the foot of what had previously been their marital bed as if he were of no more account than a family pet.

“I... I’d rather have been in the bed with you Terry, you know that, but... Well, until you’re ready it was the next best thing.”

She moved closer to him and laid her hand on his chest, expression unreadable. 

“I’m not tired and I thought I might have a read,” she told him. “While I’m getting ready for bed why don’t you get me a glass of wine and bring it into me.”

It wasn’t phrased as a request and Harry immediately turned to do as she ordered.

Only for her to call him back.

When he turned to face her he was amazed to see his wife’s blue eyes moist with the beginning of tears.

“Harry, I know I’ve been difficult to live with lately and... and it’s not been easy for you, but...”

He waited, heart in his mouth, the contempt to which he was becoming more and more resigned absent from her face now as she stared at him with undisguised love.

Were his efforts paying off?

Was the love of his life he had refused to give up on, despite everything, coming back to him?

Not quite yet would be his answer:

“...but just because things are a little different between us it doesn’t mean I don’t love you every bit as much as I did when we first met.”

And still he waited as her eyes held his and he could see her fortifying herself in order to say what was on her mind, despite the fact he had pretty much, albeit gradually, ceded the role of head-of-the-household to her months before.

“Do you still feel that way about me, Harry?” she asked.

He was in her arms instantly at this first sign of real affection she had shown him in weeks.

“Terry, why do you think I’m still here? You’re right, it hasn’t been easy for me but... I stay because I need you to see how committed I am to our marriage; no matter the fact it’s going through a bad patch. Not to be with you would kill me.”

She allowed him to place a kiss upon her forehead and he luxuriated in this first real contact of a man and wife kind in what seemed like forever.

Extricating herself from his embrace, she took his hands in hers and took a small step back that she might look up into his eyes.

“Harry, I want to believe you but...”

“But, what, Terry? I love you so much it pains me. Surely you don’t doubt it? Why else would I...? Would I do what I offered to do for you?”

“It’s not your love I’ve ever doubted, Harry, but this... ‘Commitment’... you just mentioned.

“You...? You don’t’ think I’m committed to you?” he asked, thoughts raging on the hypocrisy of a wife who could have just returned home to him after having allowed herself to be penetrated by a man not worthy to lace his trainers, and accuse him of lacking commitment.

It was, however, not the time to tell her he knew what she did each Friday and on those other occasions when she was late from school and would undo all the, admittedly unorthodox, work he had put in to keep their marriage at least intact until it could be returned to something approaching its original form.

If that was possible.

“Tell me, Harry,” she said retaining her hold of his hands while staring into his eyes unblinkingly, tears not so imminent now and replaced by a look of... resolve. “How many times in the years we’ve been together have you offered to please me with your tongue?”

He felt as if she had kicked him in the stomach, the answer to his wife’s question not requiring a degree in calculus.

“But...? I thought you didn’t like to...?”

“And why would you have thought that?” she asked, the tightness of her grip betraying her absorption. 

“Well...”

“When did I tell you I didn’t like having a tongue worship my pussy the way it deserves to be worshipped? The way you often ask me to worship your cock with my mouth?”

“You... You didn’t... Not in so many words, but...”

“But nothing, Harry. All these years you were perfectly willing to accept oral sex from me but not once did you offer to reciprocate.”

“Terry, my love,” he began, trying to pull her into an embrace and finding his efforts resisted. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Why should I have needed to?” was her instant retort.

“I... I had no idea that was what you wanted. I’m sorry. All you had to do was ask.”

She was suddenly angry and released his hands to place her own upon her hips, hosed legs planted apart and making her look both fierce and imperious as her eyes blazed into his.

“Well I’m glad you feel that way,” she told him, “because if we’re going to stay married to each other your tongue is going to start making up for lost time. Starting right now.”

He looked at her with horror. Harry was a fastidious man for whom the idea of oral sex had never appealed – at least when it came to giving. Now here was his wife – the wife he was trying to win back – telling him that their marriage was at risk if he didn’t place his tongue at the same slit from which she pissed and...

Her voice cut through his thoughts:

“I’m going to my bed, Harry, and when you fetch me my wine I don’t want to hear a word from you. Just place it next to me and allow me to get on with my book.”

Harry waited, feeling a little sick as he knew she wasn’t finished.

“Then, while I’m reading, you’re going to crawl under the sheets and lick me until I tell you to stop.”

Terry turned on her heel and made for the stairs, but stopped at the foot of them to face her shell-shocked husband:

“I do not expect you to be very good this first time and you might as well know I won’t be unlocking you to return the compliment with either mouth or hand,” she told him.

Then, contempt kicking in once again:

“But, if I think you’ve made a genuine effort to try and make up for all the years of neglect to now, I’ll let you sleep with me again.”

Distaste for what she was asking of him or not, the prospect of again occupying the bed they had always shared together and spooning with her in the way of old filled him both longing and hope.

Neither would survive her next words before she turned with total confidence and made her way upstairs:

“I enjoyed having you with me last night, so fetch yourself a pillow and a blanket and you can sleep on the floor at the foot of the bed again.”  
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First things first.

My name’s Harry Madron and yes, I know, I sound like an LA detective from one of those old seventies NBC and CBS productions from across the pond. 

The truth, however, is a deal more prosaic and I could barely be further away from a “Quincy” or “Baretta” or “Rockford” type with an incident filled past and a trailer-home at Paradise Cove. 

Though life has become a little more... interesting... recently.

You see, and for those of you who haven’t guessed, I’m the Harry of the prologue and at the time of writing I’m about as confused, angry and anguished, as I ever expect or wish to be in the future.

I live just outside London, I’m fifty-three, and twenty-one years married with two grown up daughters who are no longer at home and are studying at separate universities in the north of the country. I work out of the house that’s now bought and paid for as a freelance and very part-time copywriter. A transition I made with the support of my wife after having taken an early retirement package from the London agency where I’d spent my whole working life.

Physically I'm in decent shape but certainly no muscle freak. I weigh-in at 11lbs more than I did when I was first married and Terry – short for Theresa – assures me with what appears to be sincerity that I’m as handsome now as I was then and that she loves the silver streaking my still full head of dark hair.

Nice to hear but carrying less in the way of cache than it used to when...

Excuse me. I’m racing when I need to be considered. I’m the one telling this story so you’ll only be getting the one side of it. The least I can do is be analytical and fair to the others involved so that you can pretty much make your own mind up on the subject. Though I have to say, “fair” is about the last thing I feel like being after...

Excuse me once again.

Anyway, as I was about to say, I’m not in bad shape even if I eschew the efforts I see a lot of men my age putting in at the gym and elsewhere to try and hold back time’s inexorable tide. Go with what you’ve got and compensate. A heart attack trying to pump iron doesn’t make much appeal to me, so that’s why I walk, mostly with the son of some neighbours who live in the same cul-de-sac as us in the buzzy Kent village of Westerham. Chris is a shy but really bright kid who flunked out of university at about the same time my daughters went in and, at twenty-four, works out of Gayle and Brian’s house designing software for computer-games rather than commit to the nine-to-five and the commuter run.

I mention this because Chris and his nous when it came to the computer and other technical issues is instrumental in my story.

Suffice to say that we both enjoyed recharging our batteries away from the computer with a daily walk around Westerham and it wasn’t long before we started doing it in each other’s company. Chris is a bit of a loner and I’d yet to see him with a girlfriend, so I got the feeling he enjoyed my company and looked forward to our walks and talks. Even more when we started rounding them off with a glass or two in one of the village bars or licensed cafes to people-watch the tourists who flocked to the birthplace of General Wolfe or stopped off after visiting Churchill’s former home just up the road at Chartwell.

And yes, you guess correctly:

It was rarely men we people watched.

Normal stuff and life was pretty good but there’s no harm in looking, after all, is there? 

Which is where the rub comes in.

No harm, as they say, so long as that’s all you do.

Then again, I wouldn’t be writing this now if the woman I loved so much it was painful had heeded that advice and...

Yes. 

I know.

I’ll calm down. 

So now we come to Terry.

She was only a year out of teacher-training college when we met at a party and I pretty much fell in love with her from the moment she put the moves on me.

That’s right. She chased me at that party and by the time we were sharing our second drink out in the garden the ten-year age difference between us was of no account to me. She was smart and quick to humour, with an inclusive laugh and vivid blue eyes below short black hair that could do nothing to hide the depth of her interest. She was no supermodel and that made her all the more attractive to me. Her hourglass figure and womanly curves, even at the age of twenty-three, really hit the spot with me, even if – and despite my only part-deserved reputation at the time for being something of a lady’s man and a beast between the sheets – when we finally got it together physically it felt nothing like the “fucking” I’d experienced prior to meeting her.

Though sexual attraction was obvious, immediate and enduring, I knew what Terry and I did when we had sex was not simply “fucking” but “lovemaking”.

Pure, simple, and delightful.

That difference being a big factor in what was to come.

Within months she had met the ,embers my family and had taken me to visit hers. I had three sisters, she had three brothers. My parents and sisters took to Terry instantly and her brothers to me.

Not a month after meeting, we were living with each other and another two after that we were married. 

She loved her work teaching physics at a private school in Woldingham, and between my agency work and her salary we were soon able to put down a deposit on the home we now live in. The only small drawback with living in Westerham being the absence of a train station for my commute into London and a problem that was solved by Terry dropping me in the next village that did have a line on her way in to work and then picking me back up when she finished and my train returned me – assuming it was on time. Even then, or on the many occasions when I was busy and had to stay late, she would still be outside the station waiting for me when I finished – despite me telling her I’d just get a cab.

Life seemed near perfect and became even closer to the ideal when Maria and Deanna came along one after another.

My wife is the world to me and remains, after everything, the woman I love who provided me with two amazing daughters and remains the only person in this world or the next I want to wake up and see first thing every morning. 

She is my (sorry for the cliché) soul-mate and I wouldn't be with someone else if my life depended on making the change.

I was a lucky man.

Sorry, I should have placed more emphasis on the...

“Was”.  

Anyhow, bear the above in mind as we go forward because it might make behaviour on my part you are likely to find wimp-like and contemptible more... explicable.

I was not going to lose the love of my life to someone else without one hell of a fight; this despite a betrayal on her part I would have once found it impossible to believe.

But, just because I was going to fight for her, it didn’t mean I was going to do so in the usual breast-beating way.

Even if I did want to eviscerate her lover and feed him to a mincer.

The best results when it comes to women, however, are not always achieved with a club in one hand and a great handful of her hair in the other.

Bear this in mind as we go forward also. 

So here we are, bang up to speed with my life at the time it started unravelling and became the nightmare of hurt, self-disgust and impotent anger my own inability to truly face it ensured I had to live.  

A nightmare that, as I see it now, began with my wife’s utter lack of any sense of direction.

Not that I picked up on it immediately...
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I didn’t see it for what it was at the time, I admit, but my wife’s out of character directions to me as we drove to a shopping precinct that was unfamiliar to us was certainly the catalyst for what triggered my suspicions the Saturday following this first.

And of course, once my suspicions had been triggered a whole hosts of little things began to gel in my mind.

The first of those things being that after twenty-three years you come to know your woman pretty well in both mind and body.

And I had noticed small changes to both.

One of them being that my cock was no longer the snug fit it had always been for Terry’s pussy. They say a man loses up to an inch of penis size in both girth and length as he gets older but at fifty-three the process hadn’t seemed to have kicked in with me quite yet and I remained at what I saw as a reasonably average six-incher when erect. So what had happened to that “snug fit”?

Okay, Terry had given birth twice and some expansion was not only expected but necessary. But she had soon retracted to her normal size with a few months and plenty of Kegels under her belt. So why was I suddenly flopping around inside of her on what was becoming an increasingly less frequent bedtime connection?

My late in the day friend, hindsight, however, was quick to remind me of other changes and I thought back to how fresh and... energised... Terry seemed on the growing number of occasions she had stayed late on school business during the week.

That and the subtle but unmissable lack of interest she seemed to show for the prospect of sex with me. 

Not that it became more infrequent, you understand?

No, not that.

Just less... enthusiastic.

But still I told myself that we were no longer newlyweds and nothing stayed fresh and vibrant forever. 

We were simply growing a little more... sedate.

The fool there’s no fool like, eh?

Stupidity and an inability to accept what was right under one’s nose that led me to see her expanded pussy as no more than a simple consequence of nature. 

Time, perhaps. 

Gravity. 

Any-fucking-thing but the explanation kicking my teeth out.

Until, that is, her newly kicked-in sense of direction on our shopping-trip and the events the following Saturday saw to it that this particular fool and his paradise was not about to last.

Her behaviour towards me – or should I say reaction – had undergone a slight change too, I need to add here.

Not for one moment did I ever feel she loved me any less than I loved her, and she was forever telling me how happy she was and how I was the only man she could ever imagine living with and sharing her life.

Assurances that were to prove almost true. 

But every now and then, and especially when she thought I couldn’t see her, she would give me a look that was both genuinely loving and... 

...guilt ridden.

Though as I say, my recognition of the latter only came with hindsight.

“You need to take this left before the lights,” she told me as we approached the turn from the duel-carriageway that led towards Purley and on to Croydon and London itself.

She had read in the local newspaper that a jewellers was having a closing-down sale in Caterham - the third town on from Westerham and not one with which I was familiar - and I had offered to buy her something for our upcoming anniversary; though I knew I’d also need to have a surprise up my sleeve to go with it.

By now, I think we all know who got the surprise, don’t we?  

“Since when did you turn into a homing-pigeon?” I teased.

“Since my stubborn husband refused to use the Sat/Nav he was given,” she came back instantly, smiling as she said it.

I smiled too as I remembered asking Deanna, our youngest, if she would mind me swapping the navigational aid she had gifted me on my last birthday for something else. She hadn’t and I swapped it for a hands-free device that, in truth, I wasn’t much fussed by either. But I’d had to get something to show my gratitude and at least a mobile phone in my new Alfa was less intrusive than some metallic voice giving out instructions and ruining the driving of it I enjoyed so much in the process.

When we turned-off and came to the roundabout in Caterham she surprised me again:

“Left again at the roundabout and then the first left after that.”

“Wow! Now I’m impressed. You normally need a map to get from our garden into the house.”

She gave me a look I couldn’t decipher as I took her directions and it was only later that I realised she was chewing herself out for being so careless. 

“I came here with Gayle a few months back,” she reminded me. “Remember? You were given those tickets and took Chris to see Crystal Palace play against...”

She threw up her hands and gave it up; unlike her husband not having the slightest interest in football.

“Manchester City,” I told her, remembering the game and taking Chris, but not that Terry had gone shopping with his mother – and certainly not to Caterham. 

“Like it makes a difference,” she scoffed. “Another left now and we can find a space in the supermarket car-park.”

“Jawohl, Herr Oberst!”  

“And for that, smarty-pants,” she smirked, “you can take us for a nice pub-lunch somewhere after you’ve taken your wallet out of mothballs and bought me some jewellery.”  

I did indeed find a space, and I also bought her a really nice – expensive too, given it was half-price – necklace, as well as lunch at The Fox in Old Coulsdon.

All was well in my world. 

Until the following Saturday at a charity fund-raising barbecue run by her school.

Which was the exact time the wrecking-ball was well and truly lowered. 

*****
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“Is that young guy with Terry on staff, Ron?” I asked Veronica Hall, a History teacher and colleague of my wife who shared the same birth-year with me, a good friend of Terry’s I’d come to like a great deal myself for her clear-sighted opinions and loyal-to-a-fault nature.

Ron looked to her left from the bar where we were sipping at a couple of white wine spritzers towards my wife as she chatted away gaily with an unprepossessing chap I took to be in his mid-thirties. Like me, Terry loved to flirt and we were both agreed it was one of the great harmless pastimes. A way, in fact, of assuring ourselves we were still capable of playing the game, even if we would never make ourselves available for the starting line-up again – though I found it hard to believe that a guy who looked so, well, desperate, could give my wife much in the way of assurance on that score.

“Jake Corbett. Recently qualified English teacher. Twenty-Five. Unmarried. Birthplace: County Durham, Sah!”  Ronnie snapped out at me as if relating the record of a Private to the superior officer about to charge him.

“Any previous, Sergeant Hall?”

“No prior misdemeanours, Sah!” she told me drawing herself up erect, well as erect as she could, given she was holding a half-full glass of white-wine and soda-water. 

By the way, Ronnie at fifty-three remains a curvy and attractive redheaded widow with full and still proud breasts and a pair of great legs I was sure provided the boys in her classes much in the way of adolescent fantasy.

Or would have had Woldingham School not been for girls only. 

I laughed at her less than convincing imitation of a no-nonsense RSM, though my amusement would not survive for too long after her reply to my next piece of sarcasm:

“Current address?” I quizzed jocularly.

“Caterham, Sah! Apartment complex at the back of the supermarket car-park, Sah!”

“Very well, Sergeant, at ease.”

My mind not having fully connected the dots at this point, I shared Ron’s amusement as she teased:

“Don’t worry, lover-boy, she only wants him for some sex on the side when you’re not available. As you can see – and not to stroke your ego too much – he’s not in your class in the looks department.”

The look she threw in Jake Corbett’s direction was not malicious exactly, but it wasn’t friendly either; and her words weren’t particularly flattering either:

“Not much in the personality stakes into the bargain,” she went on. “In fact, if it wasn’t for the fact of his tender-years I’d have to say I don’t like the oily little bastard and wouldn’t trust him as far as a two-year-old could throw...”

She caught herself and gave me a look of amusement mixed with self-rebuke:

“Instant dislike, I’m afraid. Always been my curse and always will be.”

Ron held out her glass for me to take.

“You haven’t finished this one yet!”

“Which is precisely why you’re going to hold it for me while I take myself off to the Ladies’.”

We laughed again as I took her glass and she made for the toilets. I liked Ronnie and I knew Terry thought the world of her and placed great store in her opinion – whenever she asked for it, that is. Smiling to myself, I made a note to suggest to my wife that we have her over soon for a barbecue of her own.

Which is when I took another look at Terry and Jake Corbett and felt the first rumblings of...

...unease.

They weren’t doing anything blatant, you understand, and standing as close to other people as they were I was pretty sure nothing untoward was being said, but...

As I mentioned above, after twenty-one years being married to someone you get to notice small things about them other people wouldn’t.

And especially once you start looking for them.

Well I was looking now.

Ronnie was right, with all ego aside, Jake Corbett, simply wasn’t in my league when it came to looks and, knowing Ronnie as a shrewd judge of character – despite her “instant dislikes” – I was pretty sure he didn’t come close in terms of intellect and personality.

So why was my wife’s body language screaming out to me a need to want his cock inside her?

Which is when it hit me:

And why had she gone from a woman who couldn’t find her way from bathroom to bedroom without a guide, to suddenly giving me navigational instructions?

Instructions that led to the supermarket car-park at the back of which was the very apartment-complex in which Jake Corbett lived?

And now I knew.

I didn’t need any more proof than the way they were with each other, her improved sense of direction, and the general address supplied to me by Ronnie.

My wife of twenty-one years, the mother of my daughter’s and of whom not thirty seconds passed without me thinking of her, was having an affair.

Her looseness below and sudden disinterest in me as a sexual partner made perfect sense of a sudden. 

She was fucking a fellow teacher almost thirty years younger than her husband.
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The thing is though, I did need proof.

We all do, because that’s what hope insists upon before the ice-cold and pitiless hand of irrefutable evidence destroys it beyond repair.

Not just hope, but the ego too. Needing that irrevocable proof that the love of your life could possibly want anyone else but the man she professed to love also.

And certainly not an insignificant scrote along the lines of Jake Corbett. 

So, after we returned from the barbecue and on the journey home, I’d forced myself to stay as normal as I could. Difficult as I knew it would be, it was clear to me that I needed to wait and see how things played out. Though I couldn’t prevent myself from at least testing the waters.

“Who was the young guy who wouldn’t leave you alone?” I asked, forcing myself to sound light and teasing as we made our way back to Westerham. “Ronnie told me his name but I’ve forgotten it.”

I purposely kept my eyes trained on the road but her flinch was unmissable.

Even if she recovered quickly.

“Which one do you mean?” she asked, trying to buy her thoughts time.

Now I did flick her an amused glance.

“How many young teachers were hitting on you all day? Or did I miss something?”

“You mean, Jake?” she gave out with a big laugh I knew to be as forced as it was fake. 

“Hitting on me?”

More fake laughter followed.

“Please! You’re the cradle-snatcher in this relationship, not me. He’s a boy for god’s sakes!”

This was a reference to the ten-year difference in our own ages and, as always when she referred to it, I laughed – especially as, attractive to me as she still was, most people thought we were contemporaries.

“Good point,” I told her. “Anyway, Ronnie was telling me your Jake is... How did she put it...?

“Oh, yeah,” now it was my turn to laugh:

“‘An oily little bastard she wouldn’t trust further than a two-year-old could throw him’.”

I chuckled to myself.

“Ronnie said, that?” she asked and I knew she hadn’t sought an opinion of her lover from her friend yet, knowing it would have to be hard to just go up to her and say:

“I’m thinking of letting young Jake fuck me without Harry finding out, Ron. What do you think?”

Especially as she knew that Ronnie was at least as fond of me as she was of her.

Actually, a lot more if I wasn’t mistak...

Later.

I could also see that the negative opinion from someone whose views she placed great store in had made her think.

This made me chuckle some more before, keeping the atmosphere deliberately light, I observed:

“Our Ron certainly has a turn of phrase on her.”

“Yes, well, he’s never been anything other than pleasant with me,” she said, hiding the disappointment she would be feeling for her mentor’s disapproval of her choice in fuck-buddy’s.

I said nothing and concentrated on the road, knowing she was on the backfoot and insecure about what I might know or suspect.

Sure enough, and as had always proved her way during the small disagreements we’d had in the past, she defended with a full-on assault.

“What are you trying to say?” she blazed.

I gave her a sideways look that protested complete and utter bemusement.

“Say?”

“Are you accusing me of something?”

“Whoa, whoa!” I told her, laying my left hand on her arm. “Where’d that come from?”

“I had a drink with a young teacher and a few laughs, now you’re accusing me of having an affair?”

I laughed so hard I prayed I hadn’t laid it on too thick.

“An affair? With him?”

I laughed some more as we passed the sprawl of The Grasshopper Inn, a buffet-style pub renowned, aptly in this instance I thought, for its weekday “Divorced & Separated Nights”.

“What?” she snapped, “you don’t think I’m attractive enough someone would want me?”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” I told her truly. “You’re as horny to me now as you were when I met you. But the thought of you and him together...”

I allowed my laughter to intensify and could tell she was getting frustrated.

Take angry as read.

“But the thought of me and him together what?” she snapped again, anger on the rise.

“Come on, Terry!” I said through my mirth. “Ronnie’s opinion aside, the poor guy’s not exactly a catch is he? Have you any idea how ridiculous you’d look with each other?”

“Really? I had no idea my husband was so shallow.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, and with sincerity, “you’re right, looks shouldn’t make a difference. Trouble is, Ronnie said his personality was piss-poor too. 

“Well, he seems perfectly pleasant to me,” she told me, on the defensive on behalf of her suspected lover and filling me with a foreboding I struggled to hide. “And just because he’s not a pin-up boy it doesn’t mean he hasn’t got...”

She caught herself in the nick of time but not before leaving me with another opening to increase her discomfort.

“Hasn’t got what?” it was my turn to question; knowing now that a big cock was one of the attractions he held for her – maybe the only one.

In that, though, I would be proved wrong.

Even if he did turn out to have a sizable dick.

Again she went on the attack:

“Just what’s going on here, Harry?” she asked. “We have a nice afternoon at a school barbecue and the next thing you’re accusing me of having an affair with a colleague almost half my age. It’s ridiculous!”

“I couldn’t agree more,” I told her. “One second I was teasing you good-naturedly because a young guy was hitting on you – and what guy in his right mind wouldn’t – and the next you’re going into one because you think I’m accusing you of having an affair with him.”

I allowed a small look of suspicion to crease my features as I glanced across at her.

“So let me ask you: what’s going on, Terry?”

That small look was enough. Terry’s a bright woman and she realised the moment she saw the beginnings of my suspicion that she had protested too much.

The smile that answered me and the hand that laid itself over mine as it rested atop the gear-stick, was apologetic.

“You’re right, I’m overreacting. I suppose I feel a bit guilty for not spending enough time with you and leaving you alone too much.”

I smiled back, knowing she felt nothing of the kind, content that I’d sowed just a little doubt in her mind and not wanting to show my hand more at this point.

“Sweetheart, you have absolutely nothing to feel guilty about. How many times did you come up to London for agency functions and I behaved just the same?”

She punched my arm playfully.

“That’s right. I nearly let you get away with that one.”

I laughed with her.

“Anyway, I wasn’t alone and I had a great time with Ronnie.”

“Should I be worried?” she asked in a voice that was playful yet held an undertone of concern that had me asking how the wife I adored so much and seemed to adore me could hold such a duality in her she could fuck around on her husband yet still be panicked by the thought he might consider doing the same to her.

“Well,” I said with mock gravitas, “it’s still a bit early to say. Tell you what though, if we do decide to get a room you’ll be the first to know.”

We were pulling into our cul-de-sac now and could see our home of the past twenty years ahead of us. 

I activated the garage door to drive straight in but as I moved to get out a hand on my arm prevented me.

“Harry?”

The eyes waiting to greet me oozed sincerity and love:

“What is it, Sweetheart?”

“You know you’re the only man there’s ever been for me and ever will be, don’t you?”

Her eyes were moist and, though I was now more convinced than ever that she was screwing oily Jake, the dork with the big cock, I also knew she was – almost – completely genuine in what she said.

I also, surprising as this might seem, felt in no danger of our marriage coming to an end.

Was I hurt?

Try walking on hot-coals without being able to at least scream by way of venting the feelings of purest agony transmitted to the nerve-endings being scorched underfoot. 

Was I angry?

See above.

In fact, the only thing keeping me civilised at that point was having seen the scrote she was doing it with and knowing, inexplicable as it was to me, that it was just sex.

Even if it had to be stopped.

And in a way of my choosing without her knowing I’d been in the background forcing the issue.

So swiftly were my thoughts and reactions forming at that moment.

Even if realising them was going to prove a tad more problematic than I envisaged. 

“Then that makes two of us,” I told her with equal sincerity. “Because I promise you, if I were ever to do anything I thought might cause you a minute’s pain the guilt would kill me.”

She had thrown herself into my arms at that and, though it felt good, I knew also that she had done so partly to hide the remorse I would have been unable to miss written across the features I cherished so much.

My reaction to the sex she instigated that evening which actually seemed enthusiastic for the first time in months, was, outwardly at least, the same as it had always been and I was at great pains not to give away my knowledge – or at least suspicions.

Despite everything, I enjoyed the intimacy, and I knew she had too.

But I also knew lust for her husband had not been its inspiration.

The motivation behind her sudden desire for me had been supplied by nothing more loving than guilt and a need to, somehow, hide it.

****

[image: ]


For the next few days when Terry was at school I was next to useless and only snapped out of my worry and self-pity when she returned of an evening – one of those returns late. An acting job even more necessary on that particular return for her entering once again smelling and looking freshly showered and radiant. As my outer shell contrived to appear normal my innards writhed with anger and insecurity.

What the fuck was I going to do? Sure, I could tell myself it was just sex – and with a pretty unimpressive partner at that. But, surprise, surprise, it wasn’t much of a consolation.  

Should I just confront her and say I knew what she was doing but was willing to give her another chance if she ended it? 

And if I did, how would that make things better for me?

I’d have forced her to give up her lover and she would not have reached the decision of her own accord?

How could that possibly help the issues of trust I’d have with her – even if I could forgive her for defecating over a marriage I had thought was just about perfect?
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