

“You’re fucking with me, right?”  Tony said.

“No, I’m doing it,” I responded.

Tony looked at me, and from the expression, on my face, he knew he didn’t need to ask the question again. Since elementary school, Tony and I had been best friends, and I believed he knew me better than I knew myself at times.

“Next weekend, you’re marrying a woman you’ve never met before, and you’ve agreed to be married for one year in exchange for one-hundred thousand dollars.

You don’t know anything about her.

You don’t know what she looks likes, what she does for a living or even her name.

The show that’s going to air on a steaming service will film the entire thing, but you won’t know when they’re filming you.

You have no say in what is shown or not, except sexual encounters, and neither does she.

You’ll either agree to stay married or get a divorce at the end of the year,” he summarized what I told him.

“Yes,” I responded.

“Where will you live?” he questioned.

“They’re going to provide us with a luxury apartment in the city and pay the rent on my apartment during the experiment,” I answered.

“No matter what happens, you’re required to stay married to her for an entire year?” he inquired as I nodded.

“Regan, you know how I feel about marriage, and even though this is insane, of course, I will be at the ceremony,” he told me.

“I knew I could count on you, Tony,” I responded.

“What did your parents say about this?” he asked.

“They haven’t said anything because I haven’t told them yet.

I’m taking a red-eye flight down to Florida today,” I answered.

“Becks will lose her shit, and you know it,” he stated.

“I’m hoping she won’t,” I responded.

“What does Cara think about this?” he questioned.

“My sister thinks I’ve lost my mind, but I have her support,” I replied.

“Good luck, and keep me posted,” Tony said.

“You know I will,” I responded.

During the flight, I was anxious and worried about how my parents would take the news. I hadn't slept well for days, and as exhausted as I was, I could not sleep during the flight.

After landing at Tampa Airport, I took a cab to my parent's home in Lakeland and arrived a little after five o’clock in the morning.

To no surprise, my father was sitting in the kitchen, sipping coffee and watching the morning news.

“Regan, my darling!” he exclaimed and hugged me tightly.

“Hi, daddy.

It’s so good to see you,” I respond.

“Of course it is, but it’s lovely to see you, my darling,” he said as I smiled and laughed.

My dad could always make me smile and laugh. Aside from that, he was one of the funniest people ever who always got me.

I was always close with my dad, and I always admired him.

He grew up in extreme poverty in Ireland and immigrated to the United States with little to no money, no education, and seeking a better life. He had no one to rely on other than himself, leaving his friends, family, and the only life he had ever known behind.

“You look like you need rest, my darling.

Go have a slumber, and when I get back from my golf outing, I’ll throw some of that gerbil food you love on the grill,” he said with his thick Irish accent.

I always wondered how a man who lived most of his life in the United States could still have such a heavy accent, but it always made me smile.

“I could use a few hours of shut-eye,” I admitted.

“You get some sleep, and when you wake, don’t argue with your mother,” he responded.

“She’s the one who likes to argue,” I replied as he looked at me with a serious expression that told me to watch my tongue.

“Yes, daddy,” I said, hugged him again, and went into the guest room.

I didn't think I’d be able to sleep, but I eventually fell asleep due to exhaustion. My body ached, and although I had slept, I was still tired.

I showered, dressed, and exited the guest room to find I was home alone. I went into the kitchen and grabbed a bottle of water, and as I opened it, my mother walked in with a couple of grocery bags.

“You’re too skinny,” she said with a shake of her head.

“Hello, mommy,” I said to her and hugged her hello.

“I’m happy to see you, Regan, but I’m surprised you’re here.

Is everything okay?” she asked.

“Can’t a girl visit her parents because she misses them?” I asked as she looked at me with annoyance.

“Do not start with me,” she said.

“I didn’t say anything,” I replied.

“It’s not what you say…it’s how you say it,” she responded as I rolled my eyes.

I couldn’t help rolling my eyes after listening to her famous statement.

“Yes, mommy,” I responded.

“Is daddy back from golf yet?” I asked.

“It’s after three o’clock,” she responded.

“I didn’t realize it was late already,” I admitted.

“He was going to start the grill and realized he was out of propane, but he’ll be back soon enough.

Is it too much for you to spend time alone with me?” she replied.

“How are things, mommy?” I asked, ignoring her comment.

“Enjoying early retirement as usual.

Your father and I are going to Ireland next month,” she told me with an ear-to-ear smile.

“That’s great,” I responded as my dad walked into the house and smacked my mom’s buttocks.

“Liam,” she said to him with laughter.

My mom and I didn't get along very well, but there was no denying how much my mom and dad loved one another.

From my earliest childhood memories, there was always extremely affectionate toward one another. My dad always treated my mom as if she were the most special woman on Earth, and she always treated him as if he were her prince.

Seeing my parents being so kind, loving, caring, and affectionate toward one another was why I was always so in love with love and partially why I was marrying a stranger.

“Let's go outside, enjoy the weather and each other’s company,” my dad said as I watched my mom and dad kiss each other and then walk outside to the backyard hand in hand.

My dad began grilling as my mom took seats across from one another at the table.

“Beautiful day to today,” I said aloud as my mom's eyes became small as she looked at me.

“Regan, what is it?” she asked.

I always found it infuriating that my mom could read me like a book. I never needed to say anything to her, but she could always tell when I was upset, happy, and hiding something.

“About a year ago, I applied to be on a television program.

After an extensive interview process, the show's producers chose me to be on the show.

The show will be for a year, and I’m going to be earning a substantial amount of money that I plan on using to open my bakery,” I explained.

“That’s fantastic news, sweetheart!” my father exclaimed.

“What’s the program about?” my mom questioned.

“It’s an experimental program about relationships,” I answered.

“Regan,” my mom said in a tone that told me she was in no mood for me to beat around the bush.

“Before I go any further, I want to let you both know that there was a lot of testing performed, and I met with many different experts.

The show is about single people who would like to be with their ideal life partner,” I explained.

“Regan,” my mom said again in a tone that told she was becoming impatient.

“I’m getting married next weekend, and I would like both of you to come and be a part of my special day,” I said.

“Who are you marrying?” my father asked.

“That’s the thing about the show.

I don’t know who is she is, and she doesn’t know who I am either,” I answered.

“Are you saying you’re marrying a stranger next weekend?” my mom asked.

“Yes, that is what I’m saying, mommy,” I answered.

My mom looked at me with the most serious expression I had ever seen on her face in my life. She looked at me as never before.

She continued staring at me and said, “Liam, my love.

Please make me a drink…a stiff drink,” my mom said to my dad.

My dad lowered the flame on the grill and went inside to make my mother the drink she requested.

I didn't know what to do with myself or what to think as I had never seen my mom alternate between laughter and seriousness as she was doing.

My dad came back outside and placed the drink in front of her. My mother drank half the glass without removing her lips. She inhaled deeply, exhaled slowly, and then folded her hands in front of her.

“You’ve agreed to marry a stranger next weekend, and you would like your father and me to take part in your special day,” my mom said.

“That’s what I came to ask,” I admitted.

“What can’t you be more like your sister?” my mom said.

“Here we go!” I shouted.

“My loves, calm now,” my father said aloud.

“When will you ever understand that Cara and I are completely different people?!” I screamed.

“Believe me, I understand!

Your sister would never do anything remotely close to this foolishness!” my mom shouted.

“Yeah, I know because Cara is perfect!” I said through my clenched teeth.

“This has nothing to do with your sister, Regan!

I can’t believe you’ve agreed to marry a stranger without ever discussing it with me!” she said.

“I didn’t speak to you about it because you’ve never supported my decisions!” I shouted.

“That’s not true!” she shouted back at me.

“Ladies, please!” my dad said aloud.

“You didn’t agree with me playing soccer when I was a kid because you wanted me to take ballet classes like Cara!

Daddy was the one showing up to those games, not you!

You didn’t support my decision to join the cooking club in high school!

You didn’t support my decision to go to culinary school instead of college, and you’re sure not supporting me on this decision!

Your biggest issue with me has always been that I’m not Cara.” I said to my mother with fury.

“I don’t want nor have I ever expected you to be Cara!

Perhaps you forgot, but you broke your arm playing soccer which is why I didn't want to play soccer in the first place!

I knew you would get hurt!

That’s why I didn’t go to those games!

The cooking club was over midway through the damn thing because few were interested in going!

I was so nonsupportive that I allowed you and your two friends to use the kitchen in our home to play chef and remember what happened?!

Does an unplanned kitchen renovation ring a bell?!

I was so nonsupportive of you attending a culinary school that your father and I paid for you to go!

We paid for you to go to culinary school in Switzerland, and the only reason I tried talking you out of going is that I knew you would get homesick!

What happened, Regan, or did you forget about that too?!

Whether you want to believe it or not, I have always supported your decision even though I’ve rarely agreed with your decisions!

Not this decision, though, Regan!

I don’t care how many tests you underwent or how many supposed experts there were!

It’s not normal, nor will it ever be, to marry a stranger!” she shouted.

“Is it that I’m marrying a stranger or that the stranger is a woman!?” I seethed.

“No, I will not be in attendance to share in you making the biggest mistake of your life, and I’m finished with this conversation!” she responded and then finished the rest of her drink.

“I don’t know why I came here,” I said through tears.

“Sure as hell wasn’t to see your father and me because you missed us,” she responded.

“Daddy?” I asked.

“I don’t know about this kiddo,” he responded.

“I see,” I responded as I quickly rose from my seat.

“I’m going for a walk,” I said.

“Darling, the food will be ready in a minute,” my dad said.

“I’m not hungry,” I responded.

I felt foolish for thinking my mother would support my decision. As I walked and replayed our argument, I couldn’t deny she was right about all she said to me.

I never understood why my mom and I argued the way we always did. I didn’t like arguing with my mother, and I wanted to be as close to her as Cara always was.

I walked around the neighborhood for over an hour and returned to the house. My dad was drinking a beer alone as he sat at the table in the backyard.

“Feeling better?” my dad asked, and I replied with a shake of my head.

“Where’s mom?” I asked.

“She went for a walk of her own,” he answered.

“Is she mad?” I questioned.

“Worried, kiddo,” he responded.

“She’s not going to come, is she?” I stated.

“I don’t know,” he replied.

“Will you come?” I asked.

“I’ll be there for you,” he responded.

I hugged him tightly and kissed his cheek while thanking him and telling him how much it meant for me to have him there.

“Will you answer a question?” he asked, and I nodded.

“Why are you doing this?” he asked me with seriousness.

“I’m unhappy, lonely, and don’t want to be alone anymore.

I love my career and have amazing friends, but I don’t have anyone to share my life with.

It’s been so hard for me to meet anyone, and I’ve tried everything else.

I want what you have with mommy and what Cara has with Michael. I want to be loved and love someone with all of me.

I haven’t been able to find her on my own, and I’m hoping that this works, and if it doesn’t, I’m going to be alone forever,” I explained.

“She could find you,” I heard my mom say as I turned my head quickly and looked at her from over my shoulder.

“She hasn’t,” I responded.

“You’ve always been impatient,” my mom said to me with a smile.

“I’m going to be thirty soon, I’ve been in love once, and that was so long ago,” I responded.

“It’s not easy, and you won’t be thirty for three more years,” she responded.

My dad left my mom and me alone to talk, and it was the most honest and open conversation we had ever had. I couldn’t remember the last time I had felt that close to my mom.

My dad drove me to the airport the next morning with my mom telling me that she needed time to think about things before giving me her true answer as to whether she would be attending.

“You know she’ll be there,” my dad said as he hugged me goodbye.

“The only thing I know is that I don’t know if she will,” I responded.

“I never realized how many things you have in here,” Tony asked me as he helped me go through my things as I tried to figure out what to take to the new apartment and what to leave behind.

I became frustrated until Tony told me that even though I would be moving out, I still had access to my apartment, so I could always come back and grab more things.

I decided to pack my most personal items and necessities. Tony drove me to the new apartment and helped me bring my things into the apartment.

I was astonished at the size and the amenities of the apartment, as was Tony.

The apartment was gigantic and had an amazing kitchen with top-of-the-line appliances. The living room was the size of my apartment, and there was a formal dining room. There were two bedrooms, three bathrooms, and a balcony with an amazing view of the city.

“Your wife-to-be has been here already,” Tony said as he held a pair of thong panties.

“Put those back,” I said in a reprimanding tone as he laughed and looked at me.

“At least you know she’s not a porker,” he laughed.

I snatched the panties from his hand and put them into the drawer where he had taken them. I opened a closet door and quickly closed it as soon as I saw clothes in the closet. However, my curiosity began to get the better of me.

“Would it be wrong for me to look inside and see what she brought into the place?” I asked.

“She’s going to your wife, and she had to know you would be coming here, so I don’t think it would be wrong,” he said.

“I shouldn’t,” I responded.

“It’s your call,” Tony replied.

I couldn’t help myself and opened the closet door. I walked inside and began to look at the dresses, blouses, skirts, and an insane amount of shies and bags.

She had an amazing eye for fashion, and everything in her closet was expensive. I thought she must make an extraordinary income to afford the items in her closet.

From the size of the pair of thing panties Tony had removed from the dress and the size of the clothes, I knew she was fit. Beyond the clothes, in the closet and dresser, the only other items she had brought into the apartment were things like shampoo, conditioner, and toothpaste.

Tony helped me unpack, and when I left the apartment, I knew the next time I would return would be after my honeymoon.

“Tomorrow is the big day,” my sister Cara said to me as I sat in her living room.

“Yeah,” I responded as she looked at me with concern.

“What’s on your mind?” she questioned.

“What if she sees me and decides not to go through with it?” I responded with my voice shaking as Cara rolled her eyes.

“Regan, you’re extremely pretty, and you always have been,” she responded with frustration.

“No, you’re extremely pretty, and I’m average at best,” I responded.

“Mom and dad are way above attractive, and attractive people don’t have average-looking children.

If you refuse to believe me, believe in science.

Besides, you know Michael’s cousin was gaga the first time he saw you, and he’s gorgeous.

He was so sad when I told him you were a lesbian,” she responded.

I tried not to smile, but I couldn’t help it. Michael’s cousin, Walter, was gorgeous, and he was attracted to me.

However, as I slept that night, I had a nightmare that felt so real that I awoke sweating and with my heart pounding.

I was standing at the altar as an attractive woman walked toward me. Her expression changed from smiling to horror as she walked closer to me.

“I can’t do this!” she shrieked as she then turned around and ran away from me.

The producers had told me I would be picked up at my apartment at noon, and on the dot, the buzzer to my apartment rang.

I buzzed whoever was picking me up into the lobby and took hold of my suitcase. Minutes later, an older man, Gavin, entered my apartment. He introduced himself and said he would be driving me to the venue.

We arrived at the Midtown Loft and Terrace, where I met a woman, Cheryl, who told me she would oversee everything from start to finish.

Immediately I felt overwhelmed as people pulled me in one direction while others pulled me in the opposite direction.

“Get it together, people!

We’re on a tight timeframe!” Cheryl shouted.

I felt relieved when Cara entered and then felt like crying as I watched my mom walk in behind her.

“Mommy!” I exclaimed as I ran away from the large group of people tugging me and into my mother’s waiting arms.

“I may not agree with this, but I can’t miss my baby girl's wedding day,” my mom said to me calmly.

Having my mother in attendance calmed my nerves, and over the next few hours, I had my hair styled and makeup applied.

I didn’t choose my wedding dress as the show provided it, but I felt they had hit the nail on the head after dressing and looking at myself. I exited the small dressing room and walked outside, where Tony, Cara, and my mother waited.

I felt as beautiful as I had ever felt, and when both Cara and my mom looked at me and began crying, I knew I looked as I had felt.

“Showtime, people!” Cheryl bellowed as my heart began to pound.

“Ready?” Cara asked as I looked at her nervously.

“Not at all,” I responded as we exited the dressing room and to where I would walk down the aisle.

I couldn’t help but feel my nightmare could become a reality as I would be walking down the aisle first.

“You look beautiful, kiddo,” my dad said to me as I smiled and placed my arm within his.

As the music began playing, I could feel my body shake and became anxious but pushed forward. My anxiety left for a moment as I looked at my friends and family but returned as I looked to the other side and looked at the smiling faces looking at me who I didn’t know.

My dad left me at the altar and stood next to my mom in the front row as I became the center of attention. It felt as if time had stopped as I waited to see the woman who would be my wife for the first time.

I couldn’t shake the feeling that my nightmare could become a reality until I realized I might not like who I saw walking toward me. I never thought I might not find the woman to be attractive.

I had been clear to the show's producers about the type of women I found attractive. My only solace was that they hit a homerun concerning my wedding dress, so I hoped they did the same with her.

The music changed, and everyone’s attention was then at the top of the aisle I had walked down. I took a deep breath, exhaled slowly, and did my best to remain calm.

It was as time was in slow motion as I watched her come into my line of sight. I could see what she looked like as her head turned toward her side of the ceremony and then mine. The only thing I knew for certain was that she was much taller than me and that the man walking her down the aisle looked as old as my grandfather.

As she continued walking toward me, we locked onto one another's faces. I immediately smiled as I looked at her face. She was gorgeous!

She had amazing dark blue eyes, and her wedding dress accentuated the curves of her body.

She had long straight brown hair with blonde highlights and wore the same shade of red lipstick that I had applied to my lips by the makeup artist.

The worry I felt that she wouldn’t find me attractive was erased as she smiled at me from ear to ear as she looked at me. She hugged the man, and he kissed her cheek. He then stood in the front row on the opposite side of my parents, next to an older woman.

“Hi, I’m Daria,” she said as I smiled and said, “I’m Regan.”

The master of ceremonies stated everyone could sit and then said, “Before our lovely couples exchange their vows, the maid of honor and matron of honor have prepared statements that they will read.”

I watched a stunningly gorgeous woman stand while holding a sheet of paper in front of her.

“When Daria told me she agreed to marry a woman she’d never met before, I thought Daria was more insane than she already is,” the woman said as Daria’s side laughed.

“My name is Kate, and to those who don’t know who I am, I’m Daria’s best friend.

To her soon-to-be wife, I want you to know that Daria is the most unique person you will probably ever meet in your life.

She will speak her mind and never hold anything back, and although she has a short fuse for stupidity, she’s compassionate and empathetic.

In time, you will learn that Daria is a person you can count on and who will always be there for you no matter the circumstance.

Daria is caring, intelligent, and hysterically funny, and you will soon discover she’s extremely easy on the eyes.

I know she will make you laugh so much that it will leave your face hurting most of the time.

She may not be able to cook, but she can order with the best of them, and during her favorite pastime, shopping, you will spend more than time with her.

I wish you both nothing but happiness in your future together, and I look forward to being a part of that life,”  Kate said.

As everyone clapped, I’ll admit that some of the things Kate said in her speech worried me, but I put it aside as Tony stood to speak.

I shouldn’t have been surprised that Tony wasn’t holding a pre-written speech before him, as public speaking was always his strong suit.

“As the stunningly beautiful Kate said moments ago, I felt as she did when Regan told me she was getting married to a stranger.

Regan and I have known each other since we were kids, and she’s been my best friend for my entire life.

Whether I’m bouncing between New York City, Miami, Los Angeles, Milan, or Paris, as my career as a model scout and professional photographer requires, Regan is always there for me and always has been.

Daria, I know she will be there for you as she has been there for me.

I want you to know that Regan wears her heart on her sleeve and will always put the needs of others before her own and will put your needs above her own.

She is sincere, caring, kind, compassionate, patient, understanding, and has all the qualities anyone would ever want or need in a person.

I love Regan, and I hope in time you will as well.

More than anything, I want her to be happy because she deserves happiness, and I hope that not only will you make her happy but that she’ll make you happy as well.

I wish both the best of luck in your journey and a lifetime of happiness together,” Tony said.

Tony may have plugged himself for Kate, but his sincere words made me feel joyous.

“Daria and Regan have prepared vows for one another, which they will read now, beginning with Daria,” the master of ceremonies stated.

As I listened to her heartfelt words, and as crazy as it may sound in that moment, I felt connected to her. She spoke from the heart and said she hoped that today marked the beginning of forever.

The words Daria said in her vows to me were extremely close to the vows I prepared.

After saying my vows, I felt a sense of comfort, feeling that the experts had done their job well. When we were announced as married and kissed, it didn’t feel like I had kissed a stranger.

After officially tying the knot, Daria and I were ushered away by Cherly for a few minutes of private time.

“We’re married…I can’t believe we’re married,” I admitted.

“Technically, we’ve been married since we signed the marriage certificate, but we’re married,” she responded.

We stared at one another in awkward silence as Cheryl handed us glasses of champagne and left us alone momentarily.

We clinked glasses, and as I sipped my glass of champagne, she drank her glass in one gulp and then let out a long exhale.

She was about to say something to me when Cherly walked to us and told us it was time for pictures.

“Ladies, you will have these pictures for the rest of your lives, so smile, get close, and enjoy each other’s company,” the photographers stated.

I admit it was strange to be taking wedding pictures with Daria, as we posed and held each other as we had a courtship and then became married.

It was as strange to be introduced to her friends and family, and me introducing her to my friends and family right before taking pictures with them.

After taking pictures, Daria and I had our first dance. When she had walked down the aisle and smiled at me, it made me feel relieved.

However, as we danced, I wasn’t so sure as Daria smiled at me a few times but didn’t hold me tightly or as close to her as I would have liked.

I may have been unsure if she was attracted to me, but there was no denying that I felt an immediate physical attraction to her.

After we had our dance Daria with our dads, Daria and I were separated from one another to speak with each other’s friends and families.

I had been a bit worried about what Kate said in her speech, but as soon as we began speaking, she told me she didn’t mean to say that Daria was insane as in having a mental issue.

“Daria is extremely outgoing, but it takes her some time to open up and allow people to get to know her personally, so be patient with her,” Kate told me.

Daria had many more people in attendance than I did, and I met so many people that my head was spinning. I had a short but pleasant conversation with her parents but didn't learn much about Daria as I would have liked.

We hadn’t had many opportunities to speak, but by watching her interact with people, I knew she was as outgoing as Kate had told me, and she carried herself with an air of confidence.

I enjoyed the sound of her laughter, and she had an amazing smile, but I could tell she was as overwhelmed as I was.

Daria and I were seated to eat, and when glasses began to clink with the sounds of silverware against glassware, and we kissed, I didn't know if she had kissed me because she wanted to kiss or she felt obligated to kiss me.

However, when she smiled at me and looked into my eyes, I felt much better than I had all night long.

“I can’t wait to get out of this dress and these shoes,” she said to me with slightly slurred speech as I smiled and replied, “Me too,” when Chrerly walked to us.

“Okay, ladies, it’s time to go.

The limousine is going to take you to your hotel suite.

I suggest you both rest because you two will be leaving the hotel suite by four in the morning for the airport and your flight to Puerto Rico,” Cheryl said and handed me a hotel room card.

I’d never been to Puerto Rico before, but it was a place I had always wanted to visit, and I was happy that Daria and I would be spending our honeymoon there.

We said our goodbyes to our families and friends and were taken to the limousine, where the photographer took a few more photographs.

“It was nice meeting you both.

Have a lovely, take care, and good luck,” Cheryl said as I entered the limousine and took a seat. Daria entered the limousine and took a seat across from me.

“Thank God!” she exclaimed with relief on her face.

“I cannot express how scared I was that you would not look like you,” she said with laughter as I flashed a smile.

“So, you’re Irish,” she said.

“Irish and Italian,” I responded.

“I’m mostly Eastern European,” she replied.

“Your family is nice,” I responded.

“Yours too,” she stated.

Daria looked at me and began to laugh.

“This is fucking crazy,” she said as I looked at her laughing face and laughed.

Within seconds we were both laughing so hard we were crying.

We laughed until the limousine came to a stop outside of our hotel. Cheryl already had our luggage brought to our hotel room, so all Daria and I needed to do was exit the limousine and go into our suite.

“Unzip me, and I’ll unzip you,” she told me as I unzipped her wedding dress, and she unzipped my wedding dress.

“Do you mind if I use the bathroom first?” she asked,

“No, go ahead,” I responded.

Daria went into the bathroom as I got out of my wedding dress.

Daria exited the bathroom wrapped in a towel with her hair dripping wet. Even without makeup, she was stunning.

“It’s been such a long day, and I’m exhausted,” she said.

“Yeah, I’m tired myself,” I responded.

I went into the bathroom, removed my makeup, and showered. I had hoped that we would talk for a few minutes, but Daria was asleep when I exited the bathroom.

I got into bed and laid myself next to her. I laid on my side with my head against my arm and looked at his sleeping face.  The beautiful woman sleeping next to me was my wife, but who I didn’t know.

My decision to marry a stranger at first sight and remain married for a year never felt so real. It hadn't fully hit me even during the ceremony and reception until that moment. My mind began to race with questions that only time would be able to answer.

I tossed and turned, and by the time I closed my eyes and fell asleep, Daria shook me awake as it was time to leave for the airport. I was so tired that I could barely keep my eyes open during the ride to John F. Kenndey International Airport.

I dragged myself to a seat inside next to Daria, and we waited to board the plane. My head swayed from side to side as I did my best to keep myself awake.

She smiled at me and took hold of my hand. Daria pulled me up from the seat, let go of my hand, and took a seat on the carpeted floor with her back leaning against a wall.

“Lay down and rest your head on my leg,” she said.

“The floor must be filthy,” I said to her.

“Our clothes are a barrier.

We’re not going to board for over an hour, and you need to close your eyes, so come on,” she responded.

I laid on the floor with my head resting on Daria’s leg as she stroked my hair. I remember thinking about how nice it felt and how relaxed I was. The next thing I knew, it was time to board the plane. We took our seats in first class, and I felt my nerves kick into gear.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“I’m not a big fan of flying,” I confessed.

“You look like you’re going to be sick,” she told me.

“Once we hit cruising altitude, I’ll be okay,” I responded.

When the plane taxied for takeoff, I gripped the seat tightly, and when the engines roared to life, I closed my eyes tightly.

As the plane sped down the runway, I clenched my teeth tightly and said aloud, “Oh God,” as I felt my body tremble.

I don’t know what about flying that scared me as it did, but when Daria took hold of my hand, I didn’t feel scared anymore. I was nervous, but the fear had left my body as I squeezed her hand. I squeezed her hand tightly until the plane reached cruising altitude.

“Are you okay now?” she inquired.

“Yes, I’m okay now.

Thank you,” I responded.

“You’re welcome, my wife,” she said with a wink, and it brought a smile to my face.

The over three-hour flight to Puerto Rico would have been the perfect time to talk to Daria, but I was so tired I couldn’t stay awake and slept until we landed in San Juan.

We were met at the airport by Jose, who would be our tour guide and concierge for our honeymoon. He drove us to our hotel and escorted us into our room.

He gave us itineraries for the week that the show had arranged. The show had every minute of every day filled with one activity after another. It was tons of fun but exhausting.

My conversations with Daria consisted of talking about what we were doing and how much fun we had. The activities we were doing didn’t give us many opportunities to speak. We went horseback riding, jet-skiing, rode ATVs, snorkeling, and took tours.

We were well into day three of our honeymoon, and I still didn’t know anything about Daria. Whenever I tried to ask her questions, she would change the subject, and it bothered me.

I thought sharing a bed with her would allow us to talk, but it was like she fell asleep within seconds of her head hitting the pillow. I always had trouble falling asleep, and Daria being able to fall asleep so quickly made me envious.

Although we hadn’t had any long or serious conversations, there was no denying the sexual chemistry between us. The sexual tension between us was off the charts, and I knew we both felt it.

On the night of day three, we were in our suite when I told her that it was important that we get to know each other personally.

“Regan, we have nothing but time for that,” she responded.

“I know we do, but I don’t even know how old you are,” I replied.

Jokingly she said, “You should know better than to ask a woman her age,” as I looked at her with seriousness.

“Your not just any woman, Daria.

You’re my wife,” I said.

She sighed, looked at me with a serious expression, and replied, “I’m twenty-nine.”

“Did you always live in New York?” I questioned.

“No, I grew up in a small town in Ohio,” she responded.

No matter the question I asked, her answers were short and direct, without providing no further detail.

She told me she grew up in a small town in Ohio but didn’t tell me the town's name.

When I asked her what it was like to be an only child, she told me she wasn’t an only child and had a brother and sister. She didn’t tell me their names and why they weren't at the wedding

I was frustrated that it was like pulling teeth to get Daria to open up to me, but I decided to pull back as I could tell she was uncomfortable.

Kate had told me to be patient with her, and as it had only been a few days, I didn't want to make her feel I was trying to force her into opening up to me.

When she asked me if I was on a diet because all she had seen me eat were fruits and vegetables, and I told her I was a vegetarian, it was apparent that we didn’t know each other at all.

We both realized we were very different people over the remaining days of our honeymoon.

It was eye-opening and made me extremely nervous. Daria and I were so drastically different that I wondered why the experts had chosen us for each other.

However, we did get along well, and as there was no denying our mutual sexual attraction, I decided to try my best to stop being my neurotic self and take one day at a time.

Within a day of arriving at what would be my new home for the next year with Daria, I found it close to impossible to relax. 

I didn't know where the producers had placed the cameras for filming and what was being recorded.

“What’s up with you?” Daria asked.

“Where do you think the cameras are?” I questioned.

“I don’t have a clue but don’t think about it,” she answered.

“I can’t help but think about it,” I admitted.

“Why didn’t this bother you in Puerto Rico?” she inquired.

When Daria asked the question, I realized I hadn’t thought about it.

I realized I hadn’t thought about being recorded while getting ready to get married, during the ceremony, and during the reception.

Somehow I had forgotten that my life with Daria was for a television program.

“I don’t know if I can do this,” I told her with panic.

“You decided you want a divorce already?” she asked with a smirk.

“That’s not what I mean,” I responded.

“If you think about it’s going to drive you insane.

Please put it in the back of your mind and forget about it, or this will be more difficult than it already is and needs to be,” she responded.

“I know,” I admitted but knew it would be hard for me to do, as Daria said.

I knew going into the marriage that things would be difficult but living the experience was much harder than I had ever imagined.

While we were on our honeymoon, we had been kept busy with activities but being home was entirely different.

Daria and I would have a week together to settle before normal life began.

I would return to work as she would, and we would need to integrate each other into the lives we once lived without one another.

Before settling into our new lives, we had a housewarming party to get our friends together.

Although both of us had opportunities to speak with one another’s friends, the housewarming party allowed us to get better to know each other’s friends.

I couldn’t help but realize how badly Tony was trying to get with Kate during the housewarming party. Kate looked amused by Tony but didn’t seem to be falling for his lines.

When I had an opportunity to speak with Kate, I couldn’t help but feel intimidated by her. She was stunningly gorgeous quick-witted, and I felt as if she were interrogating me instead of trying to get to know me better.

I didn’t know Daria very well, and although it was only the second interaction I had with Kate, I felt they were extremely similar and figured that was why they were best friends.

It was a good day, and although speaking to Kate at times did feel like an interrogation, talking to Kate made me feel better about where I was with Daria.

“I can tell she likes you, and believe me, if she didn’t, you would know.

It’s only been two weeks, and she’ll slowly open up once she feels safe with you,” Kate told me during the conversation.

On that Monday, I went back to work at the bakery, and Daria went back to work at the salon.

When she told me she was a hairstylist, it didn’t make sense that Daria could afford her wardrobe, but it made perfect sense when I found out where she worked.

Daria worked at one of the highest-end salons in Manhattan, so it made sense that she dressed the way she did. On that Monday night, when I saw her dressed in a tight, form-fitting dress and high heels, I was as attracted to her as I had been.

As was the case on our honeymoon, it was the same at home. She answered my questions but with no detail.

When I asked her how her day was, she replied that it was fine and nothing more. I asked her how the tips were, and she responded that the tips were the same as usual.

After the first month of living with Daria, I felt we were moving further apart than closer. It was hard enough to read Daria, but I was never a confrontational person and never lived with anyone besides my family.

I hadn’t been in a serious relationship in years, and I wasn’t sure how to talk to her about what bothered me.

Daria and I were living completely separate lives, and although we shared a bed, we felt more like roommates than a married couple. There was no affection between us, and a few nights a week, she’d fall asleep on the couch while watching television.

She often went out after work for drinks with Kate and her group of friends, and I felt she preferred being away from me instead of with me.

The most affection she had shown me since we married was at the airport and during our flight to Puerto Rico.

I felt that she liked me as a friend and nothing more, so I couldn’t be the one to show affection toward her even though I wanted to.

In addition, I was never the type to make the first move.

I needed advice in the worst way, so I called Tony while he was in Los Angeles and told him how I felt. He was shocked that Daria and I hadn’t been intimate.

When he asked me if I wanted to be intimate with her, I told him I did, but I couldn’t make the first move when I felt she wasn’t interested in me.

“How you can share a bed with that woman and not attack her is nuts to me, but if you want her to show interest, you need to make yourself interesting,” he told me.

I listened intently to every word of what Tony said.

“If you want to entice her, you need to ditch your normal clothes and embrace the sexy woman you are.

You hate when people look at you sexually, but you have a great body.

Dress more like your sister and put on a pair of jeans that shows how great of an ass you have.

Wear shirts that show her you have breasts.

Instead of wearing your normal get-up of a long-ass teeshirt and basketball shorts for bed, wear a fucking nighty that shows her your body.

Touching her in a nonsexual manner will put the thought in her head.

Massage her shoulders while watching television and give her a foot rub if she tells you her feet hurt.

Do what I’m telling you to do, and she won’t be able to keep her hands and lips off you,” he said.

“What do I do about her going out all the time for drinks with her friends?” I asked.

“Tell her you’d like to go.

Going to a bar and not drinking would make me want to blow my brains out, but you don’t mind it.

Showing Daria that you want to get to know her friends will show her you care about her.

Her friends are important to her, and she’ll feel that she’s important to you when you try to get to know her friends,” he explained.

Tony’s advice was what I needed, but I needed further help.

I decided to enlist my sister, Cara. When I called her and told her I needed her to go clothes shopping with me, she was overjoyed. Cara and I couldn’t have been any closer than we were, but doing girly things together was something we hardly ever did.

I told Cara what I was trying to accomplish, which resulted in her dragging me from one store to another, picking clothes for me, and having me model for her.

“Cara, this is way too tight, and I don’t feel comfortable,” I confessed as I looked at myself dressed in tight slacks.

“You don’t feel comfortable because you’re not used to dressing like a woman, and the slacks aren’t close to being too tight,” she responded.

I attempted to make one excuse after another with every item Cara picked for me, but she wouldn’t give in.

When I told her that my breasts were popping out of a shirt she had chosen, she rolled her eyes and told me I was buying it, so I did.

When she took my lingerie shopping and began choosing items, I was stunned.

I didn’t even want to try anything on, but Cara insisted and wouldn’t take no for an answer.

“Let me see, Regan!” Cara said aloud as I stared at my reflection in the mirror.

“No chance in hell!” I exclaimed in response.

“Open the door!” she yelled back.

I reluctantly opened the door, and as soon as Cara looked at me, she nodded in approval.

“You’re my sister, and since you love me, you won’t body shame me,” I said honestly and with belief.

“Be right back,” she told me with a devilish grin and returned with a random guy!

He looked at me as if he wanted to jump on me, and I yelled out in horror and then locked myself in the dressing room stall.

I was beyond pissed at Cara, and she knew I was, but it didn’t stop her from laughing her ass off.

I always left for work hours before Daria, and she always arrived home hours after I did.

I couldn’t bring myself to wear the new clothes in public, so I changed into an outfit when I returned home after work.

I put on a pair of tight jeans and a shirt that made me feel that my breasts would explode from the shirt. As usual, I emptied the dishwasher and made dinner.

I may have felt uncomfortable, but my outfit had the desired effect when Daria came home.

She didn’t tell me she liked the way I looked, but the expression on her face told me all I needed to know.

During dinner, I asked her about her day as usual, but it was as if she hadn’t heard my question.

“Daria, how was your day?” I asked as she snapped out of her trance-like state.

“It was good,” she responded as she spoke to my breasts instead of my face.

“Daria, I get off from work earlier than you do, and I would love to meet up with you after work when you are out having drinks with your friends,” I said.

“You would?” she asked in shock.

“You know I’m not much of a drinker, but it would be nice to hang out with you and your friends,” I answered.

“That would be great,” she said with her beautiful smile.

I continued dressing in the new outfits, and from the look on her face each time, I knew she liked how I looked, but I was no closer to having her make a move.

I met Daria out a few times after work with her friends, and although it was nice getting to know her friends better, I felt I was quickly heading into Daria's friend zone.

As Tony told me, I massaged her shoulders while watching television and gave her a couple of foot rubs when she told me her feet hurt from standing on her feet at work all day, but nothing changed.

The only thing I had yet to try was the sexy nighties I had purchased. I showered, put on a revealing nighty, and joined Daria in the living room where she was watching television.

I sat next to her on the couch, and when she looked at me, Daria bit down on her lower lip. Other than that, she showed no interest in me, and I was beyond frustrated with everything about our relationship.

As we watched television, I began shaking my leg as I always did when upset. It wasn’t fair of me to expect Daria to pick up on my leg shaking, but when she placed her hand on my leg and told me to please stop as it was annoying her, I became more upset.

I rose from the couch, went into the kitchen for a bottle of water, and went back into the living room.

Instead of taking my seat next to Daria, I sat on the love seat.

As I always did, I tapped the water bottle with my fingernails as Daria looked at me with annoyance.

“Sorry,” I said to her as she had told me previously that the sound of my fingernails tapping water bottles and glasses irritated her.

When I cracked my fingers, she again looked at me with an annoyed look. 

I had bitten my tongue the entire time we’d been living together about what she did that annoyed me, but she had no issue telling me.

I changed the way I dressed to have her show interest in me, and there I was, feeling nude and ridiculous in a nighty, and she was annoyed with everything I was doing.

At that moment, I did something I had never done before in my life.

I lept off my seat, crossed my arms, and snapped!

“Living with you is no picnic either!

I feel like I’m your roommate and fucking servant!

I know you don’t cook, and I don’t have a problem cooking, but I also do the dishes.

I don’t enjoy doing dishes, but I do them anyway because you don’t want to ruin your nails, but you could at least empty the fucking dishwasher!

It’s not hard to take your hair out of the drain in the shower and toss it into the garbage pail!

I know it’s not because I do it all the time, every fucking time!

I get that it takes you time to open up, and I’m trying my best to remain patient, but I’m at my wit's end with you!

When I ask you about your day, it drives me insane that all you say is fine, good or bad!

Would it kill you to expand on that?!

Is it so hard to tell me what made it a bad day, or what happened that made your day good instead of okay?!

I do that with you, but you don’t with me!” I yelled out.

Daria looked beyond shocked as she stared at me.

“Anything else?” she asked.

At that moment, my mother’s famous statement, “It’s not what you say.

It’s how you say it,” hit me like a ton of bricks.

It wasn’t that Daria asked me the question. It was the tone of voice she used that made me snap further.

“I have plenty more, sweetheart!

You've shown me little to no affection other than allowing me to rest my head on your leg at the airport while stroking my hair and holding my hand when the plane took off!

The only time you’ve kissed me other than our wedding day was the first time I made lunch for you to take to work!

I compliment you all the time….all the fucking time, Daria, but you never ever compliment me!

I changed the way I dress, not for me but you!

Look at me, Daria!

I feel ridiculous dressed this way, and the only reason I’m wearing this is that maybe just maybe you would show me some sort of affection but nope!

Instead, you tell me how annoying the things I do are!

I can’t be the only person to try and make this work!

It’s not fair, Daria!

Please tell me if you don’t like me and can’t see yourself being with me because I deserve to know!

We don’t need to keep living like this and wait ten more months to pull the plug on this!

If you feel we’re not a good match, I can live with that, but I can’t keep living like this!” I shouted.

Daria slowly rose to her feet and looked at me like she had never before.

As I could not read her, I had no idea what she was thinking at that moment.

“Say something,” I said to her with my chest quickly rising and falling with my voice quivering.

“You are so fucking hot when you’re mad!” she exclaimed.

I didn’t know what I expected her to say, but I know I hadn’t expected her to say that, and I especially didn’t expect her to do what she did next.

Daria grabbed me, pulled me into her, and kissed me as passionately as I had ever been kissed before.

When our lips touched, my body felt electric, and when I felt her tongue with my own, I felt as if I would collapse.

She stopped kissing me only long enough to push me onto the couch forcefully.

She sat on my legs, kissed me as I kissed her back, and then alternated between licking and kissing my neck.

Daria ripped my nighty, exposing my breasts, and held my right breast in her hand as she kissed, licked, and sucked my nipple on my left breast. It was the most intense and erotic experience of my life.

No one had ever made me feel as sexually desired as I felt at that moment. Daria wanted me, and I wanted her more badly than anyone before. Daria was aggressive and forceful and did what she wanted to me without hesitation.

She removed herself from her seated position on my legs and quickly placed herself on her knees. She pushed my legs apart but didn’t need to use much force.

I knew what she would do, and I wanted her to do it, so I spread my legs for her. Daria wanted me so badly that she didn’t try to remove my panties. She quickly moved the crotch of my panties to the side and began to pleasure me orally.

I became more lost in the moment with every lick of her tongue and every touch of her fingers. She pleasured me as I’d never before. As she sucked my clitoris and penetrated me with her fingers, I felt like I had an out-of-body experience.

I couldn’t bring a word to my lips as Daria moved her fingers in and out of me with force and speed while sucking and nibbling on my clitoris. My body trembled and then began to shake vigorously as I felt the onset of an orgasm until I cried out in pleasure.

Daria removed her fingers from inside me and her face between my legs. She slowly rose to her feet as I ran my fingers through my hair and extended her hand toward me.

I took hold of her hand, and she gently pulled me to my feet. We walked hand in hand to our bedroom and got onto the bed together. I knew it wasn’t that I hadn’t had sex in so long that made it feel perfect.

What made it feel perfect was that it felt that way to me. The way Daria and I pleased each other in our bedroom was completely different from what she had done to me in the living room.

The way we kissed and touched each other was soft, sensual, and erotic. Without saying a word to one another, we could read each other’s bodies and know what we wanted.

I loved kissing her lips, feeling her tongue with my own, and her scent and taste. I loved the feeling of our breasts pressed together and my hands on her body.

Daria was as much of a stranger to me as she had been when we met for the first time two months prior at our wedding, but it didn’t feel that way. I didn’t feel that I was making love to a stranger. I felt like I was making love to my wife.

After giving one another multiple orgasms, we laid in bed drenched in sweat as she held me in her arms.

I felt so close and connected to her that I couldn’t stop smiling.

“I was born and raised in Morland Heights, Ohio.

My parents moved there for early retirement after my dad sold his company, and they enjoyed themselves a bit too much, resulting in me.

My brother Victor was twenty and away at college, and my sister was eighteen and away at college when mom became pregnant with me.

We never had a close relationship or that bond that siblings normally have like you do with your sister, and I don’t have a relationship with them which is why neither were at our wedding.

Morland Heights is rather close to Cleveland but worlds apart. It’s small and rural, and as I grew up, I felt isolated, alone, and restless.

The older I became, the more those feeling intensified, and when I was in high school, I met a guy, Mitch.

When I met him, I had never experienced such a close connection to another person, and I mistook that for love. I started cutting class all the time, and by some miracle, I graduated from high school.

I wouldn’t listen to my parents about him being no good for me and that there was something off with him.

I knew it all, and they couldn’t be right about him, so I said many mean and hurtful things I regret and can never take back and took off with Mitch in the middle of the night to New York.

We moved into a basement apartment at his cousin Dave’s house, and within a month, I wanted to go home, but I was too ashamed to let anyone know, so I stayed. He worked with Dave at Dave’s moving company.

I don’t know if he had convinced me or I had convinced myself that my parents wouldn’t let me go back home, but when he began treating me like shit, I took it.

When he started becoming verbally abusive and then physically abusive, I continued taking it, and if not for Dave and his wife, Becka, I don't know what would have happened.

When Mitch hit me always made sure not to leave marks until he did. When Becka asked me about it, I confessed to her what was happening.

She told her husband, and not only did Dave fire Mitch and kick him out, but Dave also kicked Mitch’s ass.

I lied to Dave and Becka and told them I had no family and nowhere to go, so they let me live in the basement apartment in exchange for helping Becka at her salon, and Becka started paying me after a while.

I liked working at the salon, so when Becka told me I should go to cosmetology school, I thought it was a great idea, so I did.

Becka even lent me the money to go to school to get licensed.

After becoming licensed, I began working at Becka’s salon as a stylist, and that’s where I met Krista.

I can’t express how I felt about that girl other than to say she was my everything, and she broke my heart but enough of that.

I’m sorry I haven’t been pulling my weight, and I’ll do better with those things.

I more than like you, Regan, and I think we’re a good match, but I’m used to being pursued.

I apologize that I made you feel I wasn’t into you.

I know you’ve been trying, and it’s meant a lot to me, but I also know I haven’t done the same.

I promise I will do better, ”  Daria told me.

“Thank you,” I said to her and kissed her lips.

“You’re welcome but thank you,” she responded.

That night marked the beginning of Daria opening up to me personally. She would tell me things about her randomly and out of nowhere.

One night, I was texting with Tony, and Daria was on the couch watching television.

Daria asked me to look at the woman on the television screen, and when I did, she told me that the woman reminded her of a girl she once dated and told me the entire story.

Daria had told me she loved rainbow cookies, so I made a batch of rainbow cookies for her. She hugged me and thanked me for the cookies and then told me why she loved those particular cookies as much as she did.

I began to fully understand why Kate told me to be patient with Daria, and I liked that Daria was opening up to me because it meant she was starting to trust me.

I loved that Daria had listened to my every word when I snapped the night that led to us being intimate for the first time, and she followed through on everything she told me.

She emptied the dishwasher without me needing to ask her, and I no longer saw her hair in the shower drain.

Daria began complimenting me on how my hair looked and how nice I looked in outfits and showing me affection.

She made sure to kiss me goodbye before I left for work, and even better, when I asked her about her day, she would tell me what made her day terrible, okay, or good.

The night I snapped, leading us to become intimate for the first time, was the best thing I did for our relationship.

We began having date nights, which we hadn’t done before that night.

Those date nights led to us becoming intimate more often and got us to the point where neither could keep our hands to ourselves.

The sexual things I allowed Daria to do to me were things I never thought about doing, and I wouldn’t have with anyone besides her.

“What is it that you think you’re about to do?” I asked her as she kissed each of my butt cheeks.

“You know what I’m about to do,” she immediately responded as I opened my eyes wide and jumped off the bed.

“No, you’re not, and you’re not because that would be disgusting!” I exclaimed.

“You’ve never done it before?” she asked in disbelief.

“No, I haven’t, nor will I ever with anyone,” I responded.

“You’re serious?” she asked in shock.

“Dead serious,” I responded.

“You’ve never had your ass eaten before?

What are you going to tell me next…that you’ve never been fucked with a dildo?” she replied.

“I haven’t done that either,” I told her.

“What kind of lesbian are you?” she asked in astonishment.

“There’s only one kind of lesbian, Daria, and if I were to have a fake dick inside of me, I might as well have a real one inside of me, but I don’t want that because I’m gay,” I said.

“It’s established that you’re gay, but me enjoying being fucked with a dildo doesn’t mean I want an actual dick inside of me ever again and doesn't make me less queer than you.

Eating ass and enjoying having my ass eaten is not disgusting.

Being rimmed and having a tongue in your ass feels amazing,” Daria responded.

“I will take your word on that,” I responded.

“Let me do it to you,” she said.

“I told you that I won’t do that with anyone,” I told her with the utmost seriousness.

Daria looked at me with a devious smirk and responded, “I’m not anyone, sweetie.

I’m your wife.”

I couldn’t dispute her statement but still wasn’t going to allow her to do it.

“Babe, I understand that you’re not as sexually experienced as me, but I’m not lying about how great it feels.

Relationships are all about compromise, so let us make a compromise.

For as much as this pains me to say, let me do it, and if you don’t enjoy it, I won’t mention it again,” she said.

It was a compromise, and it wasn’t like she was asking me to do it to her, so I reluctantly agreed.

“You have a deal, and I’m sorry this is the only time this will ever happen,” I told her as I got back onto the bed and positioned myself.

I swayed my ass from side to side and then readied myself.

Daria placed herself behind me and kissed my butt cheeks as she had minutes before I stopped her.

As I felt her tongue lick around my asshole, I became tense, and to my astonishment, it felt good.

Not only did it feel good to have Daria rim my asshole, but when she licked across it from top to bottom, I needed to clench my jaw to prevent myself from moaning in pleasure.

The next thing I knew, her tongue was inside my ass, and as she wiggled it from side to side, the feeling was beyond amazing.

When she started playing with me simultaneously, my clenched jaw could no longer prevent my moans of pleasure.

“Oh shit, that feels so good!” I shouted and then began swaying my ass into her mouth, followed by the statement, “I’m going to cum!”

Seconds after telling Daria I was going to cum, I not only had an amazing orgasm but an orgasm so intense that my body shook a few times afterward, sending me crashing onto the bed flat on my stomach.

“This is the only time this will ever happen,” Daria said through laughter as she slapped my ass.

Daria laid herself next to me as I looked at her.

“Please tell me you’re not going to leave me hanging,” she said.

“Not after that,” I said to her with the yearning to please her as she had pleased me.

I never thought I would ever have my ass eaten, let alone eat a woman’s ass, but that’s what happened that night.

I hadn’t planned on doing it to Daria, but the asshole is extremely close to the vagina.

As I was down on Daria, I licked across her asshole as she had done to me earlier and expected not to like the taste.

When I discovered I didn't mind the slight metallic taste and how much she enjoyed the feeling of my tongue, I rolled her onto her side and went all in.

Days later, Daria introduced a dildo into the bedroom, which led to her using a strapon dildo on me the very next day.

I was sure I wouldn’t enjoy sexual penetration, but after Daria used the dildo, I asked her to use the strapon.

I was home watching the evening news on television and was about to start making dinner when I heard a knock on the door.

I arose from my seat and opened the door to find Kate standing outside.

“Hi, Kate.

Daria won’t be home for at least another hour,” I said to her.

“I know, but I’m not here to see her.

I’m here to see you,” she replied.

“Oh…okay, come in,” I responded as Kate entered the apartment.

Kate and I went into the kitchen as she leaned against the counter while I began grabbing what I needed to make dinner.

“What’s up with your guy Tony?” she asked.

“I’m not sure what you mean,” I admitted.

“Tony is hot, earns a great living, but from what I can tell, he’s not the settling down type,” she explained.

“I would love for him to meet someone and fall in love, but he’s happy living the way he does.

He likes to tell me it would be selfish of him to be with one woman as other women wouldn’t be able to experience what it’s like to be with him,” I told her with a roll of my eyes.

She smiled and said, “Things between you and Daria are going well.”

“Yeah, they are, but what does Tony have to do with Daria and me?” I replied.

“He’s your best friend, I’m Daira’s best friend, and I wouldn’t want to cause an issue between you two,” she responded.

It took me a second to realize what Kate was trying to tell me, but I couldn’t help but laugh when I did.

“You don’t need my permission to do what you want with Tony.

The only thing I ask is that regardless of what happens between you, it won’t be awkward for you to be around one another.

When Daria and I have a dinner party, I don’t want it to be that you won’t come because he’s here and vice versa,” I explained.

“That won’t be a problem,” she responded.

“Great, so I don’t have a problem,” I replied.

“Why are you making chicken when you’re a vegetarian?” Kate asked.

“I’m a vegetarian, but Daria isn’t,” I answered.

“You make dinner for her and then dinner for yourself?” she asked in disbelief.

“I don’t mind.

I love cooking, and I need to keep my women fed,” I replied.

“I knew you would be good for her,” she told me.

“Because I cook for her?” I questioned.

“No,” she responded as we started at one another.

“I should get going,” Kate said.

“Stay for dinner,” I stated as she looked at me.

“Kate, I want you to stay for dinner,” I told her.

Kate did stay for dinner that night, and we slowly began developing a friendship. As I got to know Kate better, I no longer felt intimidated by her and enjoyed doing things with her.

Kate and Daria were extremely similar people, but they did enjoy doing different things. Kate loved Broadway musicals, but as it wasn’t Daria’s thing, I went with Kate to see a musical.

Daria would never go with Kate to paint and wine, and it was something Kate always wanted to do, so I went with her and had a great time.

I knew how important Kate was to Daria, and I’ll admit that was why I felt it was important to establish a friendship with Kate, but I quickly discovered that I liked Kate as a person.

Spending so much time with Kate made me understand why Daria and Kate were as close as they were and best friends. Kate was a good person, and she truly loved and cared about Kate as Kate truly loved and cared about her.

Daria was lying in bed, reading a magazine, when I entered.

Jokingly she said, “Should I be jealous?” as I had come home after going out with Kate to an escape room.

“No,” I responded through laughter as she placed her magazine on her nightstand.

“Kate is extremely important to me,” Daria said.

“I know she is,” I quickly responded.

“Kate has helped me get through some of the worst moments of my life.

She’s always been there for me no matter what, and she’s always going to be a part of my life,” she told me.

“I know that, but why do I feel you’re not telling me something?” I replied.

“I just needed to tell you that,” Daria said with a smile and then called me to her with her index finger.

“Absolutely, but I feel gross, so I’m going to take a shower,” I said.

“Sounds good,” Daria replied and got out of bed.

As we washed each other's bodies while kissing and touching, I felt connected to her. As I gently kissed her lips and stroked the side of her cheek, I couldn’t help but think about how far we had come.

I knew Daria, and I had a long way to go, and our relationship wasn’t perfect, but at that moment, I knew I was falling for her.

The only time I truly saw Daria nervous was at our wedding, but she was more nervous on this night.

“You have no reason to be nervous,” I said.

“What if they hate me?” she asked.

“You’ve met them before, babe,” I replied.

“That was for like ten minutes,” she responded.

Jokingly I said, “They live in Florida, so if they wind up hating you, it won’t be a big deal.”

“That’s not funny,” she said through laughter as I smiled and winked.

Daria and I drove to my sister’s house and exited the car as Daria took hold of my hand and gripped it tightly.

We entered the house, where Cara, Michael, Tony, and my parents greeted us.

“Happy birthday, kiddo,” my dad said as I replied, “Thank you, daddy,” and hugged him tightly.

“I don’t bite, you know,” my dad said with a grin in his thick Irish accent and told Daria to bring it in and proceeded to give her a tight hug.

I didn’t know why Daria was so nervous about spending time around my parents, but I was happy that she relaxed within the hour.

Daria was her usual outgoing self when Kate arrived and even told jokes.

Daria got along extremely well with Cara and Michael but seeing how well she was getting along with my mother and father made me feel joy.

When my parents told her and Kate how they met and fell in love, they were both in tears.

“That was the romantic story I’ve ever heard,” Daria said while wiping her tears.

It was almost impossible to eat during dinner as my dad and Daria went back and forth, telling jokes that had us in stitches. After dinner, Daria and my family sang happy birthday to me, and we took a few pictures.

As I was about to take my first bite of the cake Cara and Daria were staring at me. I ate my first bite of the cake, and Cara asked, “What do you think?”

“It’s delicious,” and took another bite of the cake.

“Wow, it’s so good,” I said as Tony and Cara looked at each other and laughed.

I realized why they had laughed after my third bite of the cake, and I couldn’t help but laugh.

“Of course, it’s so good, considering I made it,” I said aloud as everyone laughed at my statement.

“I was not spending another one of your birthdays listening to you play pastry chef critic, so I had Tony pick up a cake from your bakery,” Cara explained.

I stood in the kitchen with Tony and watched Daria sitting at the dining room table, talking and laughing with my family.

“You two seem to be good,” Tony said.

“We’re in a great place,” I responded as he nodded and flashed a smile.

“I’m happy for you,” he told me as I smiled as my mom entered the kitchen.

My mom took hold of Tony’s face and said,  “My handsome adopted son, when will you settle down?”

“You know me, Michelle,” he responded.

“She’s lovely,” my mother said to Tony.

“It’s not serious,” he responded.

“Doe she know that?” my mom questioned.

“Yes, she knows that, Michelle,” Tony responded.

“What’s wrong with her?” my mom asked.

“There’s nothing wrong with her.

She doesn’t want anything serious, and neither do I.

We’re enjoying each other’s company, and the only one who wants it to be more is you,” Tony told my mom.

My mom playfully and gently tapped Tony’s cheek.

“I’ve had enough of this conversation but great talk,” Tony stated and left my mom and me alone in the kitchen.

My mom had an ear-to-ear smile, and I didn’t know why I followed her outside to the backyard to have a private conversation.

“What do you want to talk about, mommy?” I asked.

“You know how I felt about this, but I’ve never seen you so happy.

Daria looks as happy as you are and am just so happy for the two of you,” she told me.

“It’s been harder than I imagined, and we’re in a good place, but we have a long way to go,” I explained.

“Don’t do that, sweetie,” she said as I rolled my eyes.

“Do what?” I asked.

“You’re hoping for the best and preparing for the worst.

If you’re going to keep thinking about what can go wrong, you’re going to make it happen, and I know that’s not what you want,” she responded.

“Why do you always do this?” I inquired.

“I’m your mother, and it’s my job to give you advice.

Believe it or not, I’ve had a much longer life, and I know things you don’t,” she responded.

“I’m having a great birthday, and I don’t want to ruin it by arguing with you,” I said.

“I don’t argue with you, Regan.

You argue with me,” she replied.

“I’m going back inside,” I said to my mom with frustration.

My mom took hold of my arm and forced me to look at her.

“What happened to us?” she asked with glassy eyes.

“We’ve never gotten along well,” I replied.

“I know, but it was never this bad.

Why can’t we spend even five minutes together without getting to where we are right now?” she asked.

I knew the exact moment it happened, yet I never talked about it with her, and I never told her how it made me feel.

“Sweetie, please.

I don’t want this for us anymore,” she said.

“Talk to your mom because she won’t always be around to have the conversation, and you can never make up for lost time,” I heard Daria’s words play in my head.

My mother let go of my arm, and I leaned against the side of Cara’s house.

“When I came home from culinary school, I was heartbroken and depressed, but I was terrified to tell you and daddy why.

The most difficult thing I’d ever done was to tell you and daddy that day that I was heartbroken and depressed because I wouldn’t be with Elsa anymore.

When I explained that Elsa was a girl and that I was gay, the look on your face was something I won’t ever forget.

Daddy hugged me and told me that it didn’t matter to him or me.

He told me you both loved me, but those words came from his mouth.

You sat there hysterically crying and didn’t say a word to me about it.

After all these, you still haven’t.

You and Cara have a special relationship, and I hardly have a relationship with you because I’m gay,” I explained.

“Is that what you think?” my mom said with tears streaming from her eyes.

I nodded and looked at her with tears falling from my eyes.

“I didn’t cry because I was upset that you’re gay.

I cried because I know how you are, and I knew how difficult your life would be.

I’m your mother, and I love you more than I can ever describe, but as your mother, all I’ve ever wanted was the best for you and for you to be happy.

I planned on talking to you about it, but I wasn’t sure how to, and then time continued passing.

So much time passed that I thought I didn't need to have a conversation with you about it anymore.

Had I known how important it was to you, I would have,” she responded.

“It was the important thing in my life, mommy,” I replied as she pulled me into her and embraced me tightly.

We held each other, crying our eyes out as my mom kissed my forehead and told me how much she loved me.

My dad came outside, hugged us both, and told my mom he wanted to speak to me.

“I’ve been telling her, but I couldn’t be happier that the two of you are moving forward.

Maybe now, you’ll visit with your lovely wife more often,” he said with his warm smile.

“I hope so,” I admitted.

“Have you ever stopped to think why you and your mum butt heads the way you do?” he questioned as I shook my head.

“The two of you are damn near the same person,” he said.

When my dad said those words, my initial reaction was that he was way off base. However, the more I thought about it, the more I knew he had hit the nail on the head.

I had always thought I had a special relationship with my dad because he understood me like no one else, but it was because he understood my mother.

He understood my mother so well and saw much of her in me that it was easy for him to connect with me because it was easy for him to connect with her.

When I left Cara’s house that night, I didn’t know it would be the last time I would ever see or speak to my dad. My dad went to sleep a week after my birthday and never awoke. He was only fifty-eight years old, and I thought I had more time with him.

It was the darkest period of my life. I was moody and angry at the world, but Daria was there for me no matter my mood or anger.

She was there to hug me and tell me everything would be okay when I cried out of nowhere.

Daria was there to have me tell her happy stories about my dad when I became depressed and wanted to speak to him. 

If it weren’t for Daria telling me I should tell my mom how I felt, I would never have had the conversation on my birthday.

My relationship with my mom was wasn’t perfect, but it was the best it had ever been, and I had Daria to thank for that.

If it weren’t for Daria, I wouldn’t have been able to deal with my father’s death the way I did, and even though I was still in tremendous pain over his passing, I wouldn’t have been able to come to terms with it without her.

Daria and I had arrived at the midway point of six months into our marriage. The first two months were so hard I thought we were doomed, and I knew I was falling for her, but then I knew I was in love with her.

I was completely and utterly in love with Daria Kriska, my wife. Daria helping through my father’s passing made me trust her as I hadn’t allowed myself to trust her previously, but it wasn’t the sole reason I was in love with her.

Daria made me a better version of myself. Before being matched with Daria, I was timid, and the thought of confrontation made me so fearful it would make me freeze, but I wasn’t like that anymore.

I was out to lunch with a friend of mine and had ordered a salad. When my salad arrived, the lettuce was brown. I would have eaten the salad in the past, but I didn’t. I called the waiter and told him I needed a new salad because the lettuce wasn’t fresh.

I had never been comfortable dressing in anything that revealed my skin and assets because I had low self-esteem and felt undesirable. I was fearful that people would look at me with disgust.

Daria’s kissing me because she wanted to and having sex with me all the time made me feel desirable. Having such a beautiful wife who was affectionate, loving, and caring gave me the confidence I never had but always wanted.

I would always be an introverted person, but I wasn’t as close to as introverted as I once had been. Constantly being around Daria and her extroverted personality made me less introverted and friendlier than I ever had been.

Daria brought out the best in me, and I loved her for that, but I also loved Daria for the person she was.

Everything Kate said during her speech before Daria and I exchanged wedding vows couldn’t have been more true.

Daria had no problem speaking her mind, but she was never malicious when speaking her mind. She chose her words carefully to get her point across while doing her best to ensure she wasn’t making the person feel bad.

She was the most compassionate person I had ever met. We were out to lunch on an afternoon, and we were seated at a table for two, with Daria’s seat facing the restaurant's window. As we spoke, I noticed that she kept looking over my shoulder.

When I looked over my shoulder, I saw a man was sitting on a bench with his head in his hands, and there was no doubting the man was homeless. When she ordered a meal to go, I knew it was for him, but I didn’t expect her to do what she did.

She took a seat next to the man, said something to him, and handed him the food bag. The man was filthy, and I can’t imagine how he smelled, but that didn’t prevent her from hugging him and taking money from her purse.

The man didn’t want to take her money, and I don’t know what she said to him that changed his mind, but he took the money. As she walked away from him and toward me, the man yelled out, “God bless you, miss!”

Her compassion didn’t end with the homeless man. Daria had been in an emotionally and physically abusive relationship, and because of that, she volunteered twice per month at a non-profit for victims of domestic abuse.

Daria’s cell phone constantly rang, and no matter the time of night and which friend was calling, she answered her cell phone every time, knowing that her friend needed her at that moment.

Knowing I was in love with her terrified me, and I needed advice in the worst way about what to do.

I didn't know if I should tell her how I felt and if I did tell her, I didn't know when or where to tell her. Most importantly, I didn't know if she felt the same way about me.

I was afraid of saying, “I love you,” to her and having her say it back to me for no other reason than me saying it.

I went to Tony as was usual, but he was of no help.

“You know, I’m a life-long bachelor, so why you thought I could help you with this is beyond my understanding,” he told me at his apartment.

“No one understands women better than you,” I responded.

“True, but that’s to get them into bed,”  he immediately replied.

“Do you not like Daria?” I questioned.

“Daria is great,” he replied.

“I understand you won’t talk to me about my sex life with her because it’s weird for you, but you never want to give me advice about my relationship with her,” I said.

“It’s not that I don’t want to, Regan.

I have nothing to offer you in that department,” he explained.

I went to Cara for advice, and she told me I should wait for Daria to tell me before I told her.

“Why?” I inquired.

“You won’t ever wonder if she said it to you because you said it first.

That will be her issue to deal with,” she explained.

I could see Cara’s point, but I needed a different point of view. I never imagined going to the person I went to next for relationship advice, but I went to my mother, who was staying with Cara.

“Don’t overthink it, sweetheart.

You’ll know when the moment is right because you’ll feel it.

Those words will come from your mouth without thought.

When she says those words, you won’t think about if she said those words because you did.

You will feel it in your heart and soul, and you’ll see it in her eyes,” she told me.

“Was it that way with you and daddy?” I asked.

She nodded, smiled, and then began sobbing.

“I miss him so much!” she cried out.

“I know you do, mommy!” I responded and embraced her.

The advice and sister and mother had given me was great, but I wanted to show Daria how I felt about her.

With her milestone birthday a little over a month away, I decided I would throw a surprise thirtieth birthday party for her.

Not only would I give her a surprise party, but the gift I would give to her would be as thoughtful as the gift she gave me on my birthday.

It was a no-brainer to get to Kate for help with the party. I’d known Daria for a little over six months, but Kate had known Daria for nine years, and Kate was also Daria’s closest and best friend.

Kate couldn't have been more helpful with the venue and guest list, but I didn't need her assistance regarding my gift for Daria.

Daria loved professional wrestling, as did Kate, but I didn’t understand why. I didn’t see the appeal of watching men and women pretend to fight in skimpy clothing.

I purchased Daria two VIP tickets for a show coming to Long Island a few weeks after her birthday. She would have ringside seats in the front row and, before the show, would be able to meet her favorite wrestlers backstage.

I knew she would be drinking at the event, so I also booked a limousine to pick her up and bring her home after the show.

Daria’s birthday was in the middle of the week, so I knew she wouldn’t think anything about me taking her for an early birthday dinner.

She would be working on her birthday, always exhausted afterward. She had already told me she didn’t want to do anything on her actual birthday other than have me make her favorite meal for dinner.

I thought I had ruined the surprise when I told her that I wanted to have a couple of cocktails with her at her favorite bar. It was the place she went to for drinks after work and where she hung out with Kate and her other friends.

“You only drink on special occasions,” she said.

“I know it’s not your birthday, but we’re celebrating your birthday, making it a special occasion.

Considering I don’t drink much, maybe a couple of drinks will make me want to do certain things to you and let you do certain things to me,” I told her.

“Cocktails sound wonderful,” she responded.

I was beyond happy that my plan with Kate to surprise Daria went off without a hitch, and Daria was both surprised and thrilled. I’d seen Daria drink, but I never saw her drink the way she did that night. It didn’t help that her friends assured her that her hand was never empty.

“Happy birthday, babe,” I said to her and handed her a manilla envelope containing the tickets to the wrestling show and understood the confusion on her face.

Her eyes opened wide, and she began jumping up and down. She squeezed me tightly, and we kissed.

“God, I love you,” she said to me, and without hesitation or thought, I said, “I love you too, baby.”

At that moment, I realized it didn’t matter who said the words first, only that they were said, meant, and felt.

“That’s my cue,” Tony said.

“It’s too early to leave,” Daria stated.

“Kate is pissed drunk, and I can’t deal with her like this,” Tony responded.

“You two argue?” I asked.

“No, but if I stay, we’re going to, so I’m leaving,” he responded.

“Let me walk you out,” I stated.

“My Uber is outside already, so no need,” he responded.

“Are you okay?” I questioned as I was not too fond of the look on his face or the tone of his voice.

“I’m good,” he responded.

Tony said happy birthday to Daria, gave me a quick hug, and left.

“We’re going to have such a great time at the show,” she said to me, followed by a kiss on my lips.

“I promise I will go to a show with you in the future, but that event is way too much and long for me.

I want you to have the best possible time, and you will with Kate,” I told her.

“But I want you to come with me,” she said with a pouty lip.

“You know for a fact that you’ll have a better time with Kate, and I want you to go with her,” I explained.

“Kate!” she shouted at the top of her lungs and ran off to tell Kate the news.

My relationship with Daria was becoming more amazing by the day. Daria and I were deeply in love and on the same page about everything imaginable. We began making plans for our life together after the show.

Daria and I agreed to keep our finances separate and contribute to a joint checking account to pay our rent and utilities. As long as we contributed the same amount, we were free to do what we wanted with our money.

We agreed that instead of me moving into her apartment or Daria moving into mine, we would find a new apartment together.

We even agreed that it wasn’t smart for both of us to have a car, so we decided we’d trade them both in and splurge a little on a luxury car we would share.

Daria and I began apartment shopping and had narrowed our search to a specific area that would provide us with a short and comfortable commute to work.

I was so happy being with Daria that I didn't think about hidden cameras in our apartment and what part of our lives together would be shared with the world. I didn't care that we would be on a television program.

I agreed to do the show to become matched with the love of my life, and I felt I had been. That’s all that mattered to me.

Daria and I were a short six weeks away from ending the show and beginning the rest of our lives together. After our fifteen minutes of fame, we would continue to live life normally and slowly become forgotten about and disappear into obscurity.

My plan was always to use the money from the show to open a bakery of my own. I didn't know if we would get there, but I felt that anything was possible as long as I had Daria.

How my happiness turned to misery happened so fast that it didn’t feel real. None of it felt real.

Daria and I were at her friend Peyton’s engagement party, and we were having a great time. There was no doubt that Kate and Daria were best friends, but Peyton ran a close second to them both.

It was through Peyton that Daria and Kate met all those years ago.

I was sitting alone while Daria, Kate, and Peyton sipped wine while chatting together on the other side of the room. A man who I’d never met or seen before took a seat next to me.

“Regan, right?” the man said to me as I looked at him with confusion.

“I’m Donald.

I’m a friend of Peyton’s brother,” he explained.

“I didn’t she know Peyton had a brother,” I responded.

“I’ll be honest.

I can’t wait to see the show,” he said.

“I’m glad you are, but I’m not so much,” I admitted.

“Could lead to big things for you and Daria,” he responded.

“Maybe, but probably not.

I honestly can’t wait for filming to be done, have the show run, and be done with it all,” I told Don.

“Oh, you’re not staying together?” he asked.

“No, we’re staying together,” I immediately responded.

“That’s great, and I hope it lasts forever, but I need to give you credit where credit is due,” he said.

“Okay?” I responded, not knowing what he wanted to give me credit for doing.

“I don’t think I could deal with my wife being best friends with her ex-girlfriend and have them spend so much time together.

I know that there is no way I could be friends with the woman, so I give your credit for being able to deal with it as if it’s no big deal,” he told me.

“Kate is Daria’s ex-girlfriend?” I asked as I felt my blood was turning cold, and my heart felt as if it was going to leave my chest.

From my tone of voice and expression, it didn’t take Don long to figure out that I didn’t know about Daria and Kate’s relationship.

“Please, excuse me,” I said to him politely and calmly.

I took hold of my purse and slowly walked toward Peyton, Kate, and Daria.

Daria waved to me by wiggling her fingers and smiled as I walked toward them. I walked closer but stopped a few feet away from them.

I stared at Kate with a death stare and then looked at Daria in the same way as I watched her smile slowly disappear.

I put on a brave face, said “Congratulations” to Peyton, and exited the catering hall.

As I walked toward my car, I could hear Daria calling my name, but I continued walking.

I could hear Daria’s heels making contact with the pavement, telling me she was running toward me.

“Where are you going?” she asked.

“Home,” I responded.

“Why?” she asked.

“I’m going to get into my car, and I’m going to drive home because I don’t want to cause a scene at your friend's engagement party.

When the party is over, I strongly suggest that you come straight home because we need to have a serious, deadly serious conversation,” I said with my chest quickly rising and falling.

“About what?” she questioned.

“Your ex-girlfriend, Kate!” I snapped at her.

“Who told you?” she instantly said.

That’s was all I needed to hear to know that Don told me the truth.
 

When I arrived home, I did something I had never done before. I poured a rock glass full of whiskey over ice and sipped it to calm my nerves.

However, the drink did nothing to calm my nerves. As I sat on the living room couch sipping the drink, I became angrier by the second. After I finished that drink, I made another.

I heard Daria unlock the door, open it, enter, and close the door behind her.

Her heels on the hardwood floor told me she was walking into the living room.

She slowly entered the living room and placed her purse on the coffee table.

As soon as Daria sat beside me, I rose from the couch.

“Who told you?” she asked.

“Peyton’s brother's friend, Don,” I answered.

“Peyton doesn’t have a brother, baby,” she told me.

“I don’t care if she does or doesn’t, and don’t baby me.

All I care about is that it's true, and you didn’t tell me!’ I responded.

“I swear I was going to tell you, but I didn't know how to bring it up, and I was worried about how you would take it.

I planned to tell you before the decision day,” she confessed.

“I’ve told you things that I never told anyone!

I’ve shared everything with you….everything and held nothing back!

I trusted you, and you’ve been lying to me the entire time!” I screamed at her.

“I know you have, and I did the same thing, but I withheld this one little thing from you,” she said while running her hands up and down her legs over her dress.

“Little thing?

Daria, not telling me that your best friend is your ex-girlfriend is not a little thing!

Tell me, Daria.

Tell me everything about you and Kate that you should have told me from the start,” I said through my clenched teeth.

“When my relationship with Krista ran its course, I was devastated and heartbroken.

I didn't think I would ever recover, but Kate helped me find myself again.

We got along so well, and we started spending a lot of time together, but we were only friends and never planned on being anything more.

When she had a bad breakup, I was there for her, and she was there for me the same way. Kate and I became closer over time and then best friends.

After she broke up with Brendon and I broke up with Camilla, we couldn’t deny that we had a mutual sexual attraction to one another. We decided to take things slow and date.

We started dating became exclusive, and while we were living together, we realized that it wasn't working and it wouldn’t work between us.

What makes Kate and I best friends is that we’ve always have been extremely similar to one another.

That makes for a great friendship but terrible for a relationship.

Kate and I loved each other, but we weren’t in love with one another and never would be.

We knew that we had made a mistake.

Even though we tried to be together and it didn’t work out didn’t change the fact that we were still the best of friends.

We were best friends before we got together, and we’ve been best friends since we broke up.

The thing with Kate and me was that we had a sexual relationship, and it never hurt our friendship, so if I weren't with anyone at the same time as her, we’d spend time together when the mood struck,” she explained.

“I know I’ve been drinking and I normally don’t, but I need to understand what you said completely.

You hid that you and Kate were in a relationship, but you also hid that it was so serious that you lived together.

If that’s not bad enough, you were fuck buddies after you broke up!” I shouted.

She sat on the couch, and I stood in front of her in complete silence. It was so quiet you could hear a pin drop.

“How long did your arrangement last?” I questioned.

“It’s not like we were always single at the same time.

It didn’t happen all too often,” she responded.

“Answer the question, Daria,” I said calmly.

“It was how our relationship worked ever since our breakup,” she confessed.

“The morning after we had sex for the first time, you told me a friend helped you out the weekend before our wedding because you were so stressed out that you couldn’t help yourself.

The friend was Kate,” I stated.

When Daria nodded her head, I looked at her with daggers in my eyes.

“I want to hear you say it,” I told her.

“It was Kate,” she said.

“What did you with her?” I asked.

“What does it matter?” she questioned as I felt my blood feel as if it were boiling.

“I know you’re not for details, but you know I am, so I need details!” I answered.

“She got me off,” she responded.

“Details, Daria!” I shouted so loud she flinched.

“After my bachelorette party, we went to her apartment and had a few drinks.

We talked, and I told her how stressed out I was and that if I could make myself orgasm, it would help, but I wasn’t able to.

She asked me if I needed her to help me.

I told her I did, so she did.

We didn’t have sex, and neither of us was nude.

All that happened was her going under my dress and panties,” she said.

“So because Kate used her fingers on you, it shouldn’t be a big deal, and it’s not because it’s a huge deal,” I told her.

“I’m not saying you don’t have a right to be upset, but you’re overreacting,” she said.

“Overreacting?

Overreacting?!

I went out of my way to become friends with her because I know how important she is to you, but I never knew it was because you two were ex-girlfriends and fuck buddies!

How could you expect me to be okay with any of this!” I shouted with tears streaming from my eyes.

“I know I should have told you, but it doesn’t change anything, Regan.

It doesn’t change how much I love, and it doesn’t change that I want to spend the rest of my life with you,’ she said with tears leaving her eyes.

“How can you say that when I know you love her?” I questioned.

“I do love her, and she loves me, but we’re not in love and have never been in love.

I’m in love with you,’ she told me.

“Not a day goes by that you don’t speak to her and text with her.

You hang out with her more than you hang out with me.

You’ve gone to her apartment wasted and shared a bed with her, and I’m supposed to believe that nothing happened and there is nothing between you two other than friendship.

I don’t believe that for a second,” I said.

“Kate and I haven’t done anything with each other since before our wedding.

We hadn’t done anything before that for over a year.

Kate and I are friends and nothing more.

I love you, and she’s with Tony,” Daria stated.

“Bullshit,” I responded coldly.

“Regan, it’s the truth.

If I were in love with Kate and wanted to be with her, I wouldn’t be doing the show.

I didn’t do the show to cheat on my wife with my best friend.

I did the show to be matched with the love of my life.

Kate helped me choose you, Regan,” she said.

“What does that mean?” I asked in confusion.

“The process Regan.

Nicholas, the producer, gave me the finalists for who were my best matched, and Kate helped me,” she responded.

“You chose me?!” I exclaimed in shock.

“Why are you surprised?” she asked in puzzlement.

“The show is called I Married a Stranger,” I responded.

“I didn’t know you before we married,” she replied.

“The night after the ceremony, you told me you were relieved that I looked like me,” I stated.

“I was relieved you looked like you.

People look different in person than in photographs and video,” Daria replied.

“This is too much!

All of this is too fucking much for me to process!

More than anything…above and beyond all else, you lied to me.

You’ve been lying to me the entire time, and it’s not about the show.

It’s about Kate.

Over the last forty-six weeks, three hundred and twenty-two days, you could have told me.

You should have told me about Kate, but you didn’t.

I knew you were holding back the night you told me how important Kate was to you.

You knew hiding it from me was wrong, but you chose not to tell me.

You’re an intelligent woman, and you know withholding information is the same as lying, and you choose to withhold that information,” I explained with tears streaming from my eyes and my body shaking.

“We can get past this, Regan,” she said while sobbing.

“I don’t know if I can,” I admitted.

“What are you saying?” she asked with her voice trembling.

“I need time to think because although I don’t doubt I love you, I seriously doubt I want to remain married to you and if I can be with you,” I responded.

“Nothing has changed!” Daria exclaimed.

“Everything has changed, but you don’t see it, which makes me doubt us more than I do now,”  I responded.

I entered my bedroom and began packing a small bag as Daria ran inside and saw what I was doing.

“Where are you going?” she asked.

“I don’t know, but I can’t be here with you right now,” I replied.

“You don’t need to leave.

I’ll go,” she responded.

“No, I need to leave.

I need to be away from you and away from this apartment,” I explained.

“What now?” she asked with her voice trembling.

“I need space.

I don’t want to hear from you at all.

I don’t want a phone call or one text message,” I told her.

“How long do you need?” she asked.

“I can’t answer that right now, but we have decision day,” I responded.

“Decision day is over a month away, Regan!” she shouted.

“I can’t tell you how much time I need, but I need you not to be near me right now,” I said.

“I love you, and I want to spend the rest of my life with you.

I know I lied, but it would kill me if you decide you don’t want to be with me.

I can try to explain, but I don’t think you’ll understand,” she said through tears.

“Listen to me, Daria!

I’m not interested in anything else you have to say!

Give me the space and time I need!” I responded.

I left the apartment that I had shared with Daria for our entire relationship and returned to my apartment, my home, for over three years.

I’d been back to my apartment a few times after filming began, but it felt different. The layout was the same as was the furniture and pictures on the wall, but it didn’t feel like home anymore.

I went about what had once been my normal routine of waking early, going to work, and returning home to be alone. The loneliness and sadness that had made me apply to be on the show came rushing back.

I was lonely, depressed, and angry, but more than anything, I missed Daria. For as angry and hurt I was about her keeping her relationship with Kate a secret, I loved her and missed her so much all I could do was cry.

Daria was giving me the space and time I needed and asked. She didn’t call or send me one text, and although I had told her that’s what I wanted because I did at the time, I hoped she would reach out to me.

Daria’s lying aside, she was a woman of her word, and five days after leaving our apartment, she still hadn’t tried reaching out to me. It was a Friday night, and as usual, I was in my apartment, crying my eyes out.

I showered, lay in bed, and tried to sleep but couldn’t. When Tony texted me to tell me he had returned from his work trip, I’m sure he didn’t expect me to show up at his house, but I did.

Within a minute of receiving his text, I left my apartment, got into my car, and drove to his house in Little Neck. I pulled my car into his driveway and parked my car behind his.

I ran up the stairs and began ringing his doorbell like a crazy woman.

His front door quickly opened as he looked at me with surprise and shook his head at my outfit.

“I’m always happy to see you, but what is so important that you needed to see me at this time?” he asked with a pale complexion.

“I can’t sleep, and I don’t want to be alone,” I confessed

“Mi casa es tu casa,” he responded.

He closed and locked the door behind us.

“Were you sleeping?” I asked.

He shook his head and replied, “Not in days.”

“I thought you looked pale.

Are you not feeling well?” I inquired.

“Not in days,” he responded.

“Have an adult beverage with me for once,” he said.

“Alright,” I replied.

We went into his man cave, and he poured two rock glasses of Scotch as I took a seat at his bar.

“When are you going back home to Daria?” he asked.

“I haven’t decided if I will,” I responded.

“It’s not that big of a deal,” he told me as I opened my mouth and smirked.

“Say’s the guy sleeping with the enemy,” I replied and took a sip of the glass that burned my throat and made me cough.

“Kate is not an enemy,” he said with a sigh, followed by a large drink from his glass.

“I need your advice on something, but before I do, you need to promise me that this never leaves this house,” he said with an extremely serious expression and tone.

I pretended to zip my lips but then unzipped them to say, “This must be serious if you’re coming to me for advice.”

“I know the last person’s name you want to hear is her’s, but this has to do with her,” he said.

“It’s not a problem,” I replied.

“I don’t want to back and forth, so I’m going to tell you what I need to, and then you tell me what you think it means,” he said.

“Loud and clear,” I said.

“The woman drives me fucking insane.

She’s stubborn, has no filter, and is impossible to read.

After I slept with her for the first time, she tapped me on my shoulder, told me she gave me an A for effort, got dressed, and left.

I rocked her world, and her giving me an A for effort pissed me off beyond belief and made me feel I needed to prove myself to her.

I started texting her, but she wouldn't respond.

I left her voicemails, and she wouldn’t return my calls, and that shit does not happen to me.

Out of nowhere, she shows up here, we do the deed, and the only thing she says is the word better before getting dressed and leaving.

This shit goes on for a month, and the next thing I know, we’re going out to dinner, meeting up for drinks, and watching movies either here or at her place.

You know I love watching movies.

I’ve watched more movies with you than anyone, but it was like I had been watching movies with you.

After a movie, Kate and I discussed the movie, said what we enjoyed and didn't, and here’s where it was exactly like watching a movie with you.

We didn’t have sex afterward.

It didn’t hit me until I was in my car and driving home that I watched a movie with Kate at her place, we talked, and I left without getting any.

Then it happened again and another time.

Movies and not getting any is one thing, but when we wound up having sex again, I did something I never did before.

I spooned her, talked until we fell asleep, and made her breakfast in the morning.

Three weeks ago, I was on a photo shoot in Miami, and she was in Miami on business, so we met up at a nightclub.

We drank and danced, and this smokeshow of a woman approached us while we were standing at the bar.

The woman talks to Kate and looks at her sexually but also looks at me the same way.

The woman tells Kate that she thinks I’m hot but refers to me as her boyfriend.

Kate tells her that I’m not her boyfriend, but we’re close friends.

The woman asks Kate and me if we’d like another close friend to join us for the night, and we wind up having a threesome in the girl's hotel room.

I’ve had threesomes before but never like that.

It was fucking amazing!

I didn’t even know Kate was bisexual, I had no clue, but that is what it is.

Anyway, fast forward to three nights ago while I was in the Bahamas.

There’s this twenty-two-year-old up-and-coming model named Brittany, who was a sure thing.

I’m not exaggerating when I tell you this girl is damn near perfect as any girl I’ve seen in my life, and you know how many women I’ve been with and around.

I’m doing my thing, sweet-talking her and walking with her on the beach, when Kate video calls me.

I was with this goddess, and I walked away from her to answer Kate’s call.

We talk for a little while, and I show Kate the water and night sky.

Brittany walks over to me, sees Kate’s face on my cell phone, and says hello to Kate.

Kate tells me she didn’t know I had company, gets this upset look on her face, and ends the call.

I go back to Brittany’s room, we start fooling around, and I get her naked.

As I looked at this girl's body, I could have sworn I heard angels singing.

I get undressed as fast as possible and get into bed with her.

We’re kissing, and I’m touching every inch of her and nothing.

My buddy would not cooperate.

All I could think about was Kate being upset that I was with Britanny.

Britanny got upset that I couldn’t get hard, so she got dressed and kicked me out of her room.

The next day the same fucking thing happened to me.

Having it happen once was fucked up.

Having it happen twice in two nights had my mind fucked.

I was so mind fucked that I tried rubbing one out and couldn’t.

I needed to tell Kate that I didn’t sleep with Brittany.

I needed to tell her I hadn’t slept with anyone but her except for the girl in Miami.

I don’t know why I needed to, only that I did.

I had a video call with her the next morning while she was getting ready for work and told her what I needed to say.

She told me she didn’t have a right to be upset and told me that I was free to sleep with whoever I wanted.

We agreed to talk when I came home, but this is what has me all twisted.

I was in the shower and thinking about how great Kate looked during our call and rubbed one at the speed of light.

I need you to tell me why my dick is broken and apparently will only work for Kate,” he told me.

“Isn’t this perfect?

My best friend has not only been sleeping with the enemy but is in love with the enemy,” I responded.

“The Tony Martinez does not fall in love!” he yelled out.

“Don’t refer to yourself in the third person.

I hate it, and it makes you sound like an imbecile.

Tony Martinez may not fall in love, but Anthony Martinez is in love.

The part of your body that does most of your thinking knows it, so come to terms with it,” I told him.

“Fuck!” he exclaimed as he finished his Scotch and then mine.

“This is your fault,” he said.

“How is this is my fault?” I asked.

“If you didn’t agree to do this fucking show, I wouldn’t be in this position, and stop calling Kate an enemy.

She didn't do anything to you,” he said

“You must be in love because you’re defending her,” I responded.

“What did she do to you?” he questioned.

“She didn’t tell me,” I quickly replied.

“It wasn’t her place to tell you as much as it wasn’t my place to tell you,” he responded.

“Please tell me you didn't know, Tony!” I screamed.

“I couldn’t do it to you, Regan.

I knew if I told you what’s happening now would have happened sooner, and I couldn’t be responsible for that,” he tried to explain.

“How long have you known?” I asked.

“Since I started sleeping with Kate,” he confessed.

“I can’t believe this,” I said as I arose from my seat.

“Daria is the best thing to ever happen to you.

She is what you’ve always wanted, and you’re going to screw it up over nothing,” he said.

“What do you know, Tony?” I said to him coldly.

“I know you better than you know yourself, and I’m your best friend,” he responded.

“Yeah, you know me better than I know myself, but you used to be my best friend,” I replied.

“Regan,” he said as I ran from his man cave, through his house, and out the door.

I got into my car and took off as fast as I could. If it were not for me being unable to see the road through my tears, I might have wrecked had I not stopped.

I’d never felt so lost in my life.

My father was gone, and I wanted nothing more than to be held in his arm and have him tell me everything would be okay.

I was in love with Daria, who lied to me for our entire relationship, and I felt betrayed by her.

Kate was supposed to be my friend, but she didn’t tell me about her relationship with Daria.

Worst of all, Tony, of all people, didn’t tell me.

Tony, my best friend and the person I trusted more than anyone, knew but didn’t say a word to me.

When Kate tried calling me, I ignored her call, blocked her, and did the same when Tony tried calling me.

My mother taking Daria and Tony’s side did nothing to help our relationship, but I was furious when Cara and Michael took their side.

Daria still hadn’t reached out to me, and the more I thought about things, I was glad she hadn’t because I made my decision.

The next time I would see Daria would be on decision day, where I would let her, the show, and whoever was going to watch it my decision to get divorced.

It had been three and half weeks since I left the apartment and moved back into my apartment, two and a half weeks away from decision day.

I heard pounding on my door and became scared for a moment. The pounding was so forceful that the pictures on my wall were rattling.

The pounding stopped, and I looked through the peephole.

I had wondered if he was ever going to show up and was surprised that he hadn't sooner.

I unlocked my door and looked at Nicholas Manning, the show's producer, director, and creator.

“Regan, we need to talk,” he said.

“I don’t want to talk to you,” I told him.

“Then please hear me out,” he responded.

“Go home, Nick,” I said coldly and attempted to slam the door in his face, but he put his foot between the door and the frame.

“Give me twenty minutes of your time,” he begged.

“You lied to me and ruined my life!

You don’t deserve a second of my time!” I shouted.

“Please, Regan!” he shouted in desperation.

I opened the door and looked at him with my arms crossed.

“I haven’t breached my agreement.

I had a lawyer review it before signing.

I agreed to remain married for one year, and I’m still married.

Nowhere in the agreement did it state I was required to continue living in the apartment,” I explained.

“I know, and I’m not here for that.

All I ask is that you listen to what I need to tell you,” he said.

Nick may have been the last person I wanted to see and speak to, but I felt listening to what he would tell me couldn't hurt.

I had questions that only he could answer, and I hoped Nick would answer some of the questions without me needing to ask.

Nick and I went into my living room as I sat, and he stood in front of me.

“I hoped I wouldn’t need to step into the situation, but I feel I have no other choice.

When you applied to be on the show, I was completely honest with you.

I told you that there was no guarantee you would be selected for the show, and if selected, it meant you had been chosen because you had been expertly matched with an ideal partner, and that’s what happened.

Daria went through the same process you did, with the only difference being that we were looking for her ideal partner.

We interviewed countless women, and although Daria’s story wasn’t as intriguing or compelling as others, she had an appeal to her.

We had been leaning toward another woman to cast as the lead for the show, but we felt Daria had more of an it factor, so we went with her.

Had we cast the other woman, I wouldn’t be here and having this conversation with you.

We have her a choice of five women, you being one of them, all ideally matched to her.

The difference in the algorithms between the five of you is hardly worth mentioning…percentages, of a percentage.

All the psychology testing and personalty profiles in the world can’t provide for the extremely important factor, if not most important factor of physical attraction.

There are numerous couples where the physical attraction wasn’t present at the onset but happened over time.

What I was doing was risky, and I needed to minimize the risk as much as possible.

With five practically identical matches for Daria, we couldn’t risk choosing the wrong woman for Daria, so we needed to allow her to make a choice.

However, we selected who we felt was best but didn’t tell her.

I told Daria was that we had five matches for her, and we needed her to make a choice.

We provided her with five folders containing the photographs we took during the process and the summary videos, and she selected you.

If you remember filming the summary video, you’ll remember you never provided your name, age, career, or anything other than what you were seeking.

The only difference between your process and her process was that she heard the sound of your voice, had heard for herself what you were seeking and knew how you looked.

She still went into this with faith and trust that we had accomplished for her what she wanted us to accomplish and what we promised.

We were all beyond worried for the first couple of months and thought this would blow up and be over with sooner than later.

Then we watched the relationship blossom into not only what we expected but better.

I had accomplished what I set out to do in proving two committed people could be scientifically matched and have the successful relationship sought.

I take full responsibility for allowing the plant to divulge Daria’s prior relationship with Katelynn.

I knew it was a bad idea but gave the go-ahead anyway.

Science aside, I Married a Stranger is a reality television program, and conflict brings viewers.

You should have found out from her, and I apologize.

The two of you fell in love and were planning a future together, and if not for my interference, perhaps we’re not where we are now, or maybe we are…I don’t know.

Trust is the most important factor in any relationship, and only you know if your trust in Daria is repairable.

I didn't come here to try and change your mind about how you feel about Daria withholding her relationship with Katelynn from you.

I came here today so that I might be able to provide you with a view from a different perspective.

Daria’s relationship with Katelynn was her biggest concern going into this.

I don’t expect to take my word, but I can prove it.

I’m going to leave with you something for you to watch.

After watching it, I would like you to ask yourself only one question.

All I ask is that you ask yourself, “What would I have done if I were Daria?”

Can you do that?” Nick said.

“Yeah, I can do that,” I responded.

Nick went into his Attache case and handed me two digital video disk cases.

“How retro,” I said to him as he smiled at me briefly.

“This reality television show is more than a reality television show, and I hopefully will be able to explain why.

I’ll see you on a decision day,” Nick told me and exited my apartment.

The two DVD cases had labels of decision and interview, and I decided to watch the disk labeled interview.

I inserted the disc into my laptop and pressed play on the still picture of Daria.

“Daria, I need you to expand on your concerns about how your relationship with Katelynn can affect your relationship with your wife,” I heard Nick’s voice state.

“I don’t know whether or not you believe soulmates are real, but I do, and Kate is my soulmate.

Neither of us believed in soulmates before meeting one another, but it was the only logical explanation, and it has nothing to do with how we met one another or when we entered each other’s lives.

It has everything to do with the immediate connection we felt from the beginning.

Our connection isn’t about our mutual likes, dislikes, hobbies, and interests.

Things like that are common between people and what makes people develop friendships.

What Kate and I share goes above and beyond any of those things.

It’s being able to communicate without speaking.

We can look at one another and know what the other is thinking at that moment.

We don’t need to be in each other’s presence to know when I need her or she needs me.

It’s a feeling that comes over me that tells me she’s happy, upset, angry, hurt, needs to talk, or wants to talk, and it’s the same with her when it comes to me.

At first, we thought it was nothing more than a coincidence.

I’m sure you had times when you’ve answered a phone call and told the person that it was funny they called you because you were thinking about them.

I had known Kate for maybe three weeks, and I was home alone when a combination of fear and panic engulfed me.

My heart started pounding, and I felt like I needed to run away from something.

At that moment, it wasn’t that I was thinking about Kate, but I needed to get in touch with her.

I kept calling her cell phone, but she wouldn’t pick up, and when she finally answered, she told me that she noticed a guy had been following her.

When she crossed the street, he did too, and when he suddenly started running toward her, she took off running and was able to outrun him.

Things like that happen all the time, and the best I can describe it is similar to many identical twins.

It was that connection that led us to enter into a romantic relationship.

Kate and I mistook our connection for more than it was, and it didn’t take us long to realize we had made a mistake.

After we ended our romantic relationship, we continued having sexual relations, but that was nothing more than sex.

I know that my relationship with Kate isn’t what most would consider normal, which worries me.

Kate will always be a major part of my life, and I can only hope that my wife can understand and be okay with it, but it terrifies me that she won’t be.

I’ve said it aloud, and it sounds insane…I know it does, but Kate and I are a package deal and always will be.

I don’t know how fair of me it is to expect her not only to be okay with it but not experience normal emotions like jealousy.

Kate and I text and talk every day and are together constantly, and if I were on the other side of things and hadn’t experienced that connection with anyone, I don’t think I would understand.

It hasn’t been an issue in previous relationships because I haven’t been in a relationship serious enough or long enough for it to matter.

I’m terrified that I will get matched with the love of my life, and it doesn’t work because of my relationship with Kate.

I need to have faith that my wife will be the woman who loves me so much that it doesn’t matter, but what worries me the most is that I love her with everything and lose her because of it.

Part of me would rather not find love than live through the pain, but I shouldn't worry about it if she is my perfect match.

Time will tell what the future holds for me,” Daria said as the video stopped playing.

I removed the disc from my laptop and put the disc labeled decision into my laptop.

I pressed play on the still picture of Daria and Kate standing in a small room holding notepads and looking at one another from across a table where five file folders.

“The choice is obvious, Daria,” Kate said.

“I agree one hundred percent,” Daria responded with excitement.

“Who is it going to be?” Kate questioned.

“Who do you think I’m going to choose?” Daria asked in reply.

“Turn around.

I’ll write the number on my notepad, and you do the same on yours.

Kate stated, “We’ll count down from three, turn around, and show each other.”

I watched as they did as they said, turned around, and then showed each other the large number four on their notepads.

Daria exclaimed with excitement, as did Kate.

I watched them embrace and jump up and down with excitement.

They let go of each other and stared at one another.

“I knew you would choose her,” Kate said to Daria.

“You talked her up pretty hard,” Daria responded.

“You didn’t choose her because of me, did you?” Kate asked with concern.

“No, she’s the one.

I know I’m compatible with all five, but she’s the one, Kate.

It’s more than listening to her talk about how much she wants this.

It’s the sound of her voice and the look in her eyes.

I know it’s a video, but when I looked at her eyes, I could see she was being completely truthful,” Daria explained.

“So her looks didn’t have anything to do with why you chose her?” Kate asked with amusement.

“Her looks sure as hell didn’t hurt.

You know I’m normally not a fan of women with short hair, but it works for her.

Add in her light blue eyes, and wow.

She’s beautiful, and I feel great about her,” Daria explained.

“You chose just your wife,” Kate stated.

“I just chose my wife!” Daria exclaimed with excitement and joy.

Daria and Kate screamed at the top of their lungs, embraced, and jumped up and down again, holding each other as the video stopped.

I needed a moment to process what I had seen in both videos.

I paced around my apartment when Nick’s question, “What would I have done if I were Daria?” popped into my head.

I asked myself the question repeatedly, and the answer hit me like a ton of bricks.

My answer was that I didn’t know.

I didn't know how I could explain and if I somehow felt that I could, when would have been the time?

The first two months of my marriage were rocky at best. I didn’t doubt that if Daria had told me about Kate during the time, our marriage would have been over.

When our relationship took a turn for the better, learning about her and Kate would have destroyed the connection we were establishing.

I hated that Kate didn’t tell me because it was her lying to me, but if Tony were Kate, I wouldn’t have known how to explain, when to tell her as she didn’t and couldn’t know if she would understand.

Tony was my best friend, but I didn't have the connection to him that Kate and Daria had. I still wouldn’t have understood if Nick had not shown me the video.

Nick apologized to me because he knew Daria should have been the one to tell me.

It wouldn’t have been right for Tony or Kate to tell me either, the same as it wasn’t right for Nick to have the plant tell me.

Yet, there I was holding it against Tony and Kate.

It made me feel selfish and ashamed that I cut them off over it.

Tony told me he couldn’t do it to me, and I understood why. As my best friend, he never saw me so happy, and he couldn’t be responsible for taking away my happiness any more than I could have done the same to him.

Kate wasn’t my enemy and couldn’t be because she didn’t do anything to me. Tony told me it wasn’t their place to tell me, and he was right.

Kate may have wanted to tell me or told Daria to tell me, but if that weren’t the case, she would never betray Daria, and telling me would have been a betrayal.

Daria told me I was overreacting the last time we spoke and saw each other, and it infuriated me at the time, but now I agreed.

I flipped out and didn’t allow her to try to explain, and for as hurt as I was, the way I acted made me feel terrible about myself. The way I spoke to Daria filled me with guilt.

I loved Daria, and I couldn’t believe I was thinking about ending our relationship and throwing away my happiness.

I wasn’t perfect, she wasn’t perfect, but we were perfect for each other. I needed to see Daria, fix our relationship, and move forward.

I stayed later than normal at the bakery the next day to ensure I gave Daria enough time to get home from work.

I know Daria arrived home from work because the doorman told me. I know she’s inside, but I’m so nervous about seeing her that I can’t keep my hand from shaking long enough to put the key in the door.

I give myself a pep talk, insert the key, unlock the door and enter the apartment. I can hear the shower in our bedroom running in the distance, so I sit in the living room and wait for Kate to finish showering.

She’s been out of the shower for at least ten minutes, but it doesn’t seem that she’s coming out to the living room.

I walk to our bedroom, look through the open door, and hear Daria speaking on her cell phone.

She looks stunned to see me and says, “I’ll call you back,” and ends her phone call.

“What do you want?” she asks as she rises from her seated position on the bed.

“I want to talk,” I respond.

“If you want to talk, then talk,” she replies.

The reception Daria is giving me makes me nervous, and the tone of her voice is unfamiliar to me.

“I understand why you didn’t tell me, and I want you to know I’m okay with it,” I tell her.

“Why now?” she asks.

“Nick came to see me last night, talked to me, and gave me a couple of videos to watch,” I answer.

“Good, but you can let yourself out the same way you let yourself in,” Daria tells me and walks past me out of the bedroom.

I walk behind her and ask, “You want me to leave?”

“That is what I said, isn’t it?” she replies.

“Daria, I’m okay with the Kate situation, and I want us to get past this and move forward,” I tell her.

“I don’t care what you want, Regan,” she says while staring at me with anger. Her nostrils are flaring, and I’ve never seen this side of her.

“I needed space and time to think about things, and I’ve thought about things and know what I want,” I respond.

“I’m glad that you know what you want, but I don’t know what I want, Regan,” she replies.

“You don’t know what you want?” I ask in shock.

“You told me you needed time and space, and I respected your wishes.

You told me you didn’t know how much time you needed, but you made sure to tell me we had the decision day.

That was almost a month ago, Regan.

I understand that you were hurt and needed your time and space, but I haven’t heard from you since that day, not even a text message.

I didn’t know where you were, how you felt, what you were doing, and where we stood.

It was killing me, and now you show up to tell me what you want and what you’re ready to do.

Did you expect me to welcome you back with open arms and leap with joy because you’ve graced with your presence and told me what I wanted to hear weeks ago?

You love me so much, yet it was so easy for you not to communicate with me for a month while I sat here crying my eyes out over you.

I was wrong not to tell you about Kate and me, but for you to show me how little you care about me speaks volumes.

As if showing no concern about me wasn’t bad enough, you ghosted Kate, and she didn’t do anything to you.

Part of me understands why but no part of me understands how you can do the same to Tony.

Tony has been your best friend for your entire life, and because you believed he wronged you, it was easy for you to turn your back on him.

This time apart has been an eye-opening experience because I don’t think the woman I fell in love with and the person standing in front of me right now are the same people.

Our relationship is a two-way street, but we’re not moving in the same direction, but it’s okay.

You’ve gone a month without caring about me for a second, so another two weeks shouldn't be a big deal.

You can let yourself out the same way you let yourself in,” she tells me.

“It wasn’t easy for me, Daria.

I wanted to hear your voice and see your face more than anything.

I wanted to reach out, but I hoped you would,” I respond with panic.

“Oh, you wanted to, but the reality is that you didn’t.

You told me what you wanted, and I did that, yet you expected me to reach out to you.

You’re not the person I fell in love with.

I don’t know who you are, but I do know you're selfish, and you know how I feel about selfish people.

You bailed on me…you bailed on us, and that’s something I don’t think I can get over,” she says.

“Are we over?” I ask as I can no longer hold my tears back.

“Are we over?!” I exclaim.

“We have the decision day, and I don’t want you near me right now.

Get out,” she said in anger.

“I’m sorry, Daria!” I shout.

“Yeah, you are!

Get out now!” she screams.

I slowly exit the apartment, feel numb, and don’t know what to do.

She was angry and cold, and it’s because I hurt her. I hurt her because I am selfish, and I never stopped to think about anyone other than myself.

I’ve lost her, and I don’t need the decision day to know it.

I unblock Tony’s number and call him.

“She lives!” he exclaims.

“Tony, I’m sorry.

I’m so sorry…please forgive me,” I cry, barely able to say those words through my tears.

“Where are you?” he asks.

“Outside the building where I lived with Daria,” I cry.

“I’m on my way!” he shouts.

Tony picks me up from outside the building and drives us to his house as I cry the entire drive. I’ve never felt like this before.

It’s like I can’t breathe, and my heart feels as if it’s truly broken apart.

I didn't expect to see Kate’s car in Tony’s driveway, and from the look on his face, it doesn’t seem that he did either.

We enter his house as his eyes open wide at the sight of Kate and a ridiculously hot young girl sitting in his living room drinking wine.

The room is dark, and the only light comes from candles on the coffee table. Kate looks stunned to see me.

“Surprise,” Kate says in a low tone.

“I thought it was only going to be three of us.

She’s pretty, but this isn’t what I expected,” the girl states.

“Uh…um…Regan.

You know Kate but meet Brittany,” he says, flustered.

“I’m going to go,” Brittany states as Kate looks at me in a manner that tells me if she could kill me on the spot, she would.

“You don’t need to go.

My car broke down, and Tony was nice enough to pick me up.

I’ll be downstairs, and it’ll be like I’m not even here,” I say aloud.

“What she said,” Tony says with an odd tone in his voice.

“Oh…ok…I guess I’ll stay then,” Brittany says.

Tony grabs my arm and walks me to the top of the stairs to his basement.

“I promise we’ll talk, so don’t leave.

I need to, you know,” he says with the look of a child on Christmas morning.

“Forget I’m here,” I respond and walk down the stairs.

I’ve been alone for hours in Tony’s man cave, and I’ve cried so much my eyes and face hurt.

Tony walks down the stairs and looks exhausted and as happy as I’ve ever seen him.

“I take it all went well,” I say.

“It was the greatest moment of my life,” he responds.

“Where’s Kate and Britanny?” I ask.

“Britanny is in an Uber, and Kate is on the phone with Daria,” Tony answers.

“Thank you for coming to get me earlier,” I say with gratitude.

“That’s what friends are for,” he replies.

“I’m sorry I blocked you and haven’t talked to you in weeks,” I say.

Jokingly he replies, “I hardly noticed,” as I let out a short laugh.

“Don’t worry about it.

We’re good,” he tells me.

“Are you sure?” I question.

“Positive but tell me what happened tonight that had you hysterical,” he replies.

I tell Tony about the conversation with Nick, the video, and a word-for-word replay of what happened between Daria and me.

“If you love her, let her go.

If she comes back to you, she was really yours, but if Daria doesn't come back, she was never actually yours,” Tony tells me.

“You cannot be serious, Tony.

That’s the worst advice you can give to her.

Is that what you would do with me?” Kate asks aloud to Tony.

I must have been so focused on Tony while telling my story that I didn’t notice Kate enter the room.

“Have you been smoking?” Tony asks Kate.

“After what we did with Britanny and my conversation with Daria, I  chain-smoked, and I need a drink, so make me a drink,” Kate tells Tony.

“Please would be nice,” he says with an annoyed tone.

“Make me a drink he who’s dick will not work without me,” she says with amusement.

Tony goes behind the bar, makes her a drink, and hands it to her with an annoyed look.

“Don’t be a baby,” Kate says with laughter and kisses Tony.

“Thank you for the drink,” she says with a huge smile.

“Thank you for Britanny,” he says.

Watching Tony and Kate kiss does nothing but remind me how miserable I am.

“I want to talk to Regan alone,” Kate tells Tony.

“I’m going to shower and call it a night, but Regan, stay in the guest room, and I’ll make us breakfast in the morning,” Tony says.

“Okay,” I reply as Tony exits, leaving Kate and me alone.

“Kate, I want to,” I begin to say.

“I’m not the person you should be worrying about right now,” she tells me.

“How bad is it?” I ask Kate.

“I’m not going to blow sunshine up your ass, Regan.

It’s so bad I don’t think it can get any worse,” she tells me.

“So that’s it…I’ve lost her,” I reply as I burst into tears.

“This has nothing to with you ghosting me.

You know where my allegiance lies,” she tells me as I cut her off.

“I know, soul mate,” I say with anger and without thinking and cover my mouth with my hand.

“You haven’t lost Daria yet, but if you can’t get over whatever this thing is you have toward me, you will because I’m not going anywhere,” she tells me.

“I haven’t lost her yet?” I ask as Kate sighs and looks at me.

“As I was saying, this has nothing to do with you ghosting me.

You know where my allegiance lies, so I’m going to talk to you about this one time and one time only.

After this, you're on your own,” she says.

“Alright,” I say in agreement.

“Daria knew you would come back to the apartment, but she didn’t expect it to be so long after you left.

Since you left, she’s been a complete wreck, and I’ve never seen her that way.

Daria was extremely depressed until the depression turned into pure anger, so what you experienced earlier tonight is the monster you created.

She loves you, but she truly feels you don’t love her.

Unless you do something about this, don’t expect her to answer on decision day to be yes.

If you love her and want to stay in the marriage, you need to prove you do,” Kate tells me.

“That’s easier said than done, considering she doesn’t want to see or speak to me,” I admit.

“Kind of sucks when you’re on the other side of the fence, doesn’t it?” Kate responds.

I nod my head in agreement with Kate’s statement as she looks at me with a serious expression.

“She needs to know that you love her and won’t bail on her again.

You shared a home, a bed, and a life with her for almost a year, so it shouldn’t be too difficult for you to prove it to her,” she says.

“I know I’m not your favorite person right now, so thank you for talking to me,” I say.

“You’re not but your welcome.

Sleep tight,” Kate responds and exits the room.

How do I prove to Daria that I love her and will never bail on her again without seeing her or speaking to her?

Only one person can help me with this, so I need to call her.

“Sweetheart, what’s wrong?” my mother asks.

“Why did you think something is wrong” I quickly answer.

“It’s almost one in the morning, and you sound upset,” she responds.

“I’m sorry for calling so late, but I need your advice,” I reply.

“Of course, sweetie,” my mom responds.

“If you can’t speak or see someone, how would you be able to prove you love them?” I ask.

“Mommy?” I ask as all I hear is silence.

“You called me instead of Cara,” she responds as I hear the emotion in her voice.

“I need your advice, not hers,” I admit.

“I didn't know it was this bad between you and Daria,” she says with concern.

“I didn't know either until earlier today, but long story short, if I can’t prove that I love her before the decision day, she’ll want a divorce.

She doesn’t want to see or talk to me until that day, and I have no idea what to do,” I state.

“It’s hard for me to give you advice without details,” my mother explained.

I told the story to my mother as I had told the story to Tony earlier in the night.

“The only thing I can tell you, sweetheart, is actions speak louder than words.

The small things mattered most in my relationship with your father, and he was amazing when it came to those things,” she tells me.

“Like what, mommy?” I inquire.

“In the short time your father and I dated before we married, I mentioned how much I loved black and white cookies.

I told him black and white cookies aren’t hard to find, but none of them tasted as good as the cookies I used to get as a kid from the bakery back home.

Two days later, he gave me a dozen of them, and as soon as I bit into that first cookie, I knew where he got the cookies.

Your father drove to Pennsylvania and back to give me those black and white cookies that I mentioned one time for maybe thirty seconds,” she explained.

“You never told me that story,” I reply.

“I have plenty more stores like that, but that’s for another day.

I’m sure if you think back to the small conversations and moments you’ve had with her, you’ll know what you can do to show her how much she means to you,” my mother tells me.

“Thanks, mommy,” I say with gratitude.

“Anytime, sweetheart, and good luck,” she says as we say goodbye and end the call.

My mother’s advice was what I needed, but I was still stuck on how to do the small things that would mean a lot to Daria while not being able to be around her.

For this problem, I went to my sister for her help.

“Who are you calling?” I asked Cara as she winked and replied, “The salon Daria works at.”

“Hang up the phone!” I exclaimed as she rolled her eyes.

I need to give Cara credit for her ability to be sneaky. Although I knew Daria began her workday later than I did, her schedule rotated from week to week.

I knew I needed to get into the apartment but couldn’t risk Daria catching me inside. Cara called the salon to inquire about scheduling an appointment with Daria. Cara told the receptionist she had been referred to Daria but had a hectic schedule. One five-minute phone call and I had Daria’s work schedule for the week.

I put my plan in motion and hoped that the things I would do would show Daria how much I loved her.

Daria loved flowers but didn’t care for roses all too much. I knew she loved carnations, so I sent her two dozen carnations to her salon and a small note telling her why I included specific colors.

I included light red carnations, which symbolized admiration because I admired her as a person. The dark red carnations symbolized my love and affection for her, whereas the pink carnations symbolized my gratitude for having her in my life.

Lastly, I included striped carnations symbolizing the regret I felt for handling the situation the way I did and allowing so much time to pass between us.

I snuck into the apartment about half an hour before I knew she would be home and left a bubble bath for her along with lavender-scented candles that were her favorite and relaxed her.

I always gave Daria foot rubs because her feet were always hurting from being on her feet all day. I wasn’t there to give her foot rubs, so I purchased a foot rub machine that I left by the couch in the living room. I covered the company name that manufactured the machine with a label on which I printed my name. 

Daria loved rainbow cookies and especially loved the rainbow I made. I made her a batch and spelled the words “I’m sorry” with the cookies, and I had the cookies delivered to the apartment.

While doing these things, I also texted her gifs every morning that referenced inside jokes between us. I did the same every night, but I sent heartfelt and meaningful gifs instead of inside jokes.

I won’t bore you to death by telling you everything I did and sent to Daria,  but I will divulge I didn’t know if what I was doing was affecting her. She didn’t return any of my text gif messages and hadn’t reached out in any way to acknowledge anything I did.

Even with all I did to show Daria how much I cared about her and loved her, there wasn’t anything I could do or give to her that could prove I would never bail on her again.

All I had was hope that when I spoke to her during the decision day taping, she would believe the words would say to her and, most important, accept my grand gesture.

I had known from the start that filming would cease four days before the recording of the decision day for Daria and me to remove our belonging from the apartment. As was the case when I moved into the apartment, Tony helped me get my things out of the apartment.

Daria had her things out before I arrived with Tony, and after Tony exited the apartment with my last box of items, I took a moment to walk around the apartment for the last time.

As I walked through the apartment, the memories of my life with Daria came flooding over me. The fear of the unknown, frustration, happiness, sadness, the good times and bad. No matter Daria's decision in four days, I knew my time with her had changed my life forever.

Even if Daria were on good terms, we were required to be apart for the twenty-four hours before the taping of the decision day. I spent the night with my sister and Tony at her house, and the only reason I was able to sleep was due to two shots of nighttime cough medicine.

As I sat in the dressing room, looking at my reflection, staring back at me, and waiting to join Daria and the host, Chris Jacob, I didn’t know what to expect.

Nick told me what the taping format would be, but I didn’t know how I’d feel and react to the video footage that Daria and I would view for the first time.

The decision day taping would be edited, but Daria and I had not seen any footage as Nick wanted our reactions to be authentic.

Daria and I had no idea what questions Chris would ask us, as neither of us had been told for the sake of authenticity, as was the case with video footage.

The room where the taping would happen was much smaller than I thought. A chair sat in the middle of the room with a large flat-screen television attached to the wall behind the chair.

There was a chair a few feet to the left of the middle chair, and another chair placed a few feet to the right of the middle chair. I would be sitting on the right, and Daria would be sitting on the left. There was a smaller flat-screen television on a stand in direct view of what would be my seat, as was the same with Daria’s seat.

I stood waiting for my cue to enter as Daria did the same on the other side of the room. I watched the host, Chris, take his seat in the darkened room as an introduction video played on the large television behind the host.

“Two strangers, ideally matched based on a scientific algorithm taking every aspect of compatibility imaginable into account, agreed to marry one another without ever having met.

Every aspect of their lives recorded for the world to see utilizing the latest state-of-the-art camera technology placed inside their marital residence and retired operations officers from the Central Intelligence Agency to record their activities outside of the marital residence.

The two agreed to remain married for one year, but at the end of one year, will the two find love and live happily ever after, or will they go their separate ways?

This is I Married a Stranger!” the video stated.

The darkened room becomes illuminated as Chris looks at the camera in front of him.

“Welcome to the decision day of I Married a Stranger.

I’m your host Chris Jacobs.

Through twenty-five two-hour episodes, you have witnessed a year in the lives of Daria Kaman and Regan Doyle, all leading to this day, decision day.

What a journey it has been.

At this time, I would like to invite Daria and Regan to join me,” he said.

Daria and I entered the room, took our seats, and looked at one another. It was the first time I’d seen her since the night in our apartment and the second time I’d seen her in the six weeks since I had found out about her relationship with Kate.

Daria looked stunning, and I couldn’t help but smile at her. When she smiled back at me, it gave me hope that she was happy to see me.

“Daria and Regan, it’s a pleasure to meet you both,” he said as we both smiled at him.

“Let’s get started!” he said with excitement as the room became dark and videos began to play.

The first video shown was the application videos Daria and I had created before being called in to interview.

It felt strange to see myself on the television screen spilling my guts about why I wanted to be on the show. I felt as if I had made that video five years ago, but in reality, it had only been a year and a half since I recorded the video.

After the video, Chris asked Daria if, after watching the video of herself if there were anything she would have done differently.

“I said what I felt I needed to say, but I wish I had done something different with my hair,” she answered.

When Chris asked me the same question, I shook my head and smiled.

Daria and I realized at the same moment that even if the show were a dud, hundreds of thousands of people would still watch it.

As a result, my introverted nature took over while Daria’s extroverted personality came out. In other words, I became a basket case while Daria reveled in the moment.

My nerves got so bad that the director stopped filming and gave me ten minutes to get myself together.

“Regan, you need to relax.

This day is going to be long, and you just started filming.

They haven’t shown anything yet, and you’re already clamming up.

Breath, relax and get out of your head,” Cara told me.

“I’ll do my best,” I replied and retook my seat in the studio.

“Regan, relax,” Daria said with a warm smile.

Daria had smiled at me when I smiled at her, and she was being supportive. I did as Cara had told me to do and slowly began to get a grip.

When we started filming again, instead of asking Daria and me what our family and friends thought about is partaking in the show, he asked the camera.

What followed were short interview clips of my friends, Daria’s friend, and our families. Seeing my dad on the screen and hearing his voice almost made me lose it.

The sadness I felt when watching my dad on the television was replaced with happiness as the video of our wedding day played. Daria and I had watched the video of our special day a few days after telling one another we loved each other, and the memories of that day made me as happy as I’d been on that day.

Daria and I spoke about our emotions that morning, walking down the aisle, seeing each other in person for the first time, the ceremony and reception.

The nervousness I felt had almost completely left my body until a short video showed where all the cameras had been placed in the apartment.

Had I tried to find one camera, I wouldn’t have been able to. The cameras were tiny and put inside places like the light fixtures, picture frames, and appliances.  The images were crystal clear, there were no blind spots, and the audio was clearer than the images.

I managed to put the fact that the cameras were inside the apartment in the back of my mind and, at times, had forgotten they were there but not knowing what would be shown to the viewing public made me anxious.

Living the experience of the first two months of my marriage to Daria was extremely difficult but seeing myself on camera made me realize why. I was timid and unsure of myself, and when I spoke, I heard the nervousness in my voice.

However, watching the videos made me realize something I couldn’t have at the time. It wasn’t like I had eyes in the back of my head, and if I did, I would have known what the videos were showing. Daria had been ogling me the entire time.

I felt that she wasn’t attracted to me during that entire time, but she was always looking at me like she wanted to have her way with me. All the tells I began to discover after the first time we slept together were there, but the footage showed me looking at her in the same manner.

“Ladies, what wasn’t working between the two of you during the onset of the marriage?” Chris questioned as he looked at Daria.

“I knew I was physically attracted to her, but I had never been around a person whose personality differed drastically from mine.

I tended to date and have relationships with women whose personalities were extremely similar to my own in the past.

Communication was a challenge for me,” Daria answered.

“Care to add to what Daria said, Regan?” Chris asked as I shook my head and smiled.

“This difference in personalities led to a rather explosive situation,” Chris said into the camera as the video played of me snapping at Daria, which led to us being intimate for the first time.

I hadn’t realized that not recording sexual activity equated to blurring out our bodies and faces but didn’t exclude audio. Even with the blurry images, it didn't take much imagination to figure out what was happening. When I heard myself orgasm, I felt like dying on the spot.

Following the video of Daria attacking me in the living room that night was a video montage of most of the times Daria threw herself at me and vice versa.

I could feel the color leave my face and felt like I was going to pass out when I watched the final scene of the montage. Daria cleared the dining room table of all on it in seconds and replaced those items with me.

Chris smiled with a mischievous expression as he looked at me and then gave his attention to Daria.

“I was hungry but not for food,” Daria said with a giggle as Chris laughed, and I closed my eyes tightly for a moment.

Following the montage of our moments of lust was another video montage but of Daria and me on dates and sharing moments of affection. I had no idea we had been followed or watched by retired operations officers. 

There was video footage of us at the Bronx Zoo, having lunches, dinners, and hanging out at bars and even parties we had attended. The video footage included small moments between Darian and me, like holding hands, a tender kiss, and looking at one another lovingly.

All the footage was crystal clear, as was the audio. The video footage wasn’t in chronological order but watching the montage made me realize how happy we had been and how unhappy we were sitting in the studio.

“How did watching those moments make you feel, Regan?” Chris questioned.

“Happy…extremely happy,” I replied.

“Daria?” he asked.

“Same,” she responded.

“After a difficult start to the marriage, Daria and Regan began a special eight-plus month loving relationship.

They professed their love for one another, their bond became stronger by the day, and they began planning a future together.

All had been going well until Regan was made aware of Daria’s prior romantic relationship with her best friend, Katelynn leading to Regan confronting Daria about what she had learned,”  Chris said directly into the camera.

I knew the video of my argument with Daria that began our problems would soon be on screen, and I didn’t want to see it or hear the audio because I didn't want to relive that moment.

I had thought my memory of the argument was so fresh in my memory that it felt as if it had happened days priors and not months before. Seeing my mannerisms and listening to the tone of my voice made me emotional. The woman in the video footage was me, but it wasn’t me.

I was cold, filled with rage, and wouldn’t listen to anything Daira had to say. During the argument, I heard the panic in Daria’s voice but listening to the panic and looking at her body language looked more like desperation than panic.

I felt moronic to think that Daria would reach out to me in any way after listening to how adamant I was about her giving me time and space. I didn’t ask her to give me space and time. I demanded that Daria not reach out to me, and if I were her, I wouldn’t have either.

Watching her in the apartment after I left shook me to my core. Daria looked conflicted about whether she should go after me or not. She walked to the door and held onto the handle.

Daria let go of the handle, turned her body, and leaned against the door. She slid her back down the door, screamed the words, “I’m sorry,” and hysterically cried.

She crawled along the floor as if a child incapable of walking into the living room, where she placed herself in the fetal position and whaled. Over and again, she shouted the words, “I’m sorry.” I watched Daria use the couch to help herself to her feet to answer her ringing cell phone in her purse and listened to her say, “Kate, I need you!” when the video ended.

Daria and I were in tears, and if Chris had asked either of us a question at that moment, neither of us would have been able to put together a coherent sentence. The director shouted, “Cut and take five!” Daria exclaimed, “I need at least ten!”

During the short break, I stopped crying, grabbed a drink of water, had my makeup fixed, and went back out onto the set a few minutes earlier than I needed to.

Chris walked to me and asked me if I was okay. When I told him I was ready to proceed, he walked off the set and through the doorway on Daria’s side of the room. Chris came back out, took his seat, and a few minutes later, Daria took her seat.

The director gave a thumbs-up as Chris nodded his head slightly and smiled into the camera.

“Regan, what was it like to see that moment unfold?” he questioned.

I admitted that watching myself and hearing the words I said was like watching someone else because I didn’t recognize who I was in that video footage. I also said that seeing footage of Daria after I left the apartment was something I never wanted to watch again.

“Daria, what emotions are you feeling at this moment?” Chris questioned.

“I’m feeling a range of emotions but mostly shame and guilt.

I could sit here and make excuses about why I didn’t tell Regan about my past with Kate, but I won’t.

I was wrong not to tell her, and I deserved what happened that day,” she answered.

Yet another video montage began to play, and I was stunned when I saw the video footage of myself in my apartment. I had forgotten that my apartment and Daria’s apartment had cameras installed. I’ll admit the montage was on the cheesy side, showing Daria crying and depressed in our apartment and me the same in my apartment.

“Daria and Regan had no communication for over three walks when Regan decided to return to the apartment to attempt to reconcile with Daria when this happened,” Chris stated.

We had been filming for hours, and I was exhausted. I didn't want to relive the argument with Daria the day I found out about Kate, and I certainly didn’t want to watch the video footage of the night I returned to the apartment.

After watching the video, I felt the same way Daria did after watching the first argument on screen. I felt I deserved what Daria said to me, and I truly understood how much I hurt her. I could feel the pain in her voice enter my body as she spoke the words of that night to me.

“What was going through your mind as you left the apartment, Regan?” Chris asked.

“When I left the apartment the last time I saw Daria until today, I thought that any chance of us remaining married was over with,” I confessed.

“Daria, how did watching that footage make you feel about what was said to Regan on that night?” he inquired.

“When Regan left our apartment, all I wanted was for her to come back and tell me what she did.

I may not entirely agree with how she handled the situation, and although I know I deserved what she had said the last time I saw her, I’m human, and I was hurt.

I felt the over eight months of happiness we experienced together meant nothing to her.

As the days passed and turned into weeks, I felt hurt that she hadn’t reached out to me, and that hurt morphed into extreme anger.

No part of me didn't believe her when she told me she had come to terms with my relationship with Kate and wanted to move forward.

I know this will sound terrible and makes me a horrible person, but I wanted revenge when I saw her that night.

I wanted to get even for having so much control over my feelings, and at that moment, I wanted to cause her as much pain as I felt she had caused me, so I said what I said.

I felt she bailed on me and our relationship, and I know that’s where my anger was coming from, but a lot of what I said was for no other purpose than to hurt her.

It was wrong, immature, and I feel regretful that I said what I did,” Daria responded.

The final montage played of me sending the gifts and sneaking into the apartment, and it was nice to see that my actions seemed to affect Daria positively, but I was no closer to knowing her decision. In all the time I’d been with Daria, my inability to read her was the one thing that hadn’t changed.

“Regan and Daria, it has been my pleasure to spend this time with you and experience your life together.

Before sharing your decision with me and the world, I need to ask a final question.

Has watching the videos and reliving these moments persuaded your decision?” he asked.

“No, it hasn’t,” Daria responded.

“Regan?” he asked.

“I decided a while ago, and it hasn’t changed,” I admitted.

I watch the studio's lights dim, and we take our marks in front of the main camera in the center of the studio.

I know my decision, and I hope that Daria's decision will be the same as mine when I do what I do.

As the studio's lights illuminate the room and I gaze into Daria’s eyes, I’ve never felt so vulnerable.

I extend my hands toward Daria, and she takes hold of my hands.

“Daria, when I applied to be a part of this show, I hoped to be matched with the love of my life.

We had a difficult beginning to our marriage, but we shared a special connection and an amazing life together that I thought was only possible in my dreams.

I know the last six weeks have been terrible and have taken a toll on both of us, but those six weeks don’t define our relationship.

I love you more than I’ve loved anyone in my life and ever will.

You bring out the best in me, and I can’t imagine a life that doesn’t include you by my side.

I had hoped to be matched with the love of my life, and I know I have been.

I want the future we had been planning, and I hope you want the same thing.

If you do, marry me again.

Marry me not because we were matched by experts, utilizing profiles and a mathematical algorithm,

Marry me because you love me and want to spend the rest of your life with me,” I say to Daria.

She looks stunned and has a blank look on her face.

I watch as a smile slowly appears on her face. She pulls me into her, we kiss, and she says the words I wanted to hear so badly:

“I love you, and yes, I will marry you again!” she exclaims as we embrace as confetti rains down on us from above, followed by the sounds of champagne bottles opening.

“That’s a wrap!” the director shouts.

I know I have a lot of living left to do and don’t know what the future has in store for me, but this is the greatest moment I’ve ever had.

“You two have no idea what this means!” Tony shouts with glee as he drinks champagne from a bottle.

“It means Regan and I are staying together,” Daria replies sarcastically.

“I’m sure the two of you want nothing more than to get out of here, but I need to have a word with you both,” he says.

It isn’t easy to follow Tony out of the studio with all the hugs and congratulatory words everyone is giving Daria and me.

“Kate and I will wait for you two outside,” Tony says with a huge smile, and Kate hugs Daria and me.

Cara and Michael hug us, and we manage to follow Nick into a small office where he opens a bottle of champagne and pours two glasses.

“Cheers, baby,” Daria says as we clink glasses, sip our glasses, and kiss each other.

“Regan, I told you this reality television show is more than a reality television show and that I hoped to explain why.

You and Daria agreeing to not only remain married but to marry again proves my late wife’s theory is not a theory.

Once I find a home for the show, this will change lives!” he exclaims happily.

“Once you find a home for the show?” Daria questions.

“I can’t begin to tell you how many times I pitched the show, but the answer was always no.

No one came close to agreeing to fund a pilot, so I had no choice but to self-fund.

I currently find myself in soul-crushing debt, but I won’t be for long because of you two beautiful human beings,” he replied.

“Are you mental?” Daria asks seriously.

“Without a doubt, I’m mental, but love makes people do crazy things.

My wife was many things, but one of those things was research psychology.

Without going into details, I’ll state that she was a research psychologist until publishing her theory.

The theory and mathematical algorithm were hers, and it was her dream to prove the theory.

After she passed, I decided I would do for her in death what I never did for her in life by proving her theory which I have with the two of you.

Homosexual relationships dissolve faster than opposite-sex relationships, with male couples most unstable.

Regardless of the changes in legislation and growing public support for same-sex marriages, same-sex female couples are more socially accepted.

I knew I needed a same-sex female couple because males of all ages would watch and, as important, women would watch.

The theory works for a same-sex female couple, and it will work for everyone else.

It will work for same-sex male couples, widows, and widowers to individuals who have been divorced but want to find love again, and I’m going to prove it, but none of this would be possible without the two of you,” he explains.

“Nick, you seem to be forgetting that had you not stepped in when you did, there’s a strong possibility Daria and I decide not to stay together,” I reply.

“You make a valid point, but I didn’t go into this with limitless funds.

I had to do without many things that would have prevented the two of you from getting to the point where you left the apartment.

The show wasn’t perfect, but everything is possible with a few tweaks and instituting the support measures I needed to bypass.

By the way, your checks will be delayed, but I promise you both will get paid,” Nick responds.

“Great chat Nick, but it’s time to go, Regan,”  Daria says to me while biting down on the lower right corner of her lip.

“Nick, we’ll talk some other time, but Daria and I need to leave,” I say to Nick, knowing what Daria has in mind.

Daria and I exit the office and meet Tony and Kate outside.

We walk to Tony’s car, enter and Tony begins to drive.

Two blocks later, Tony brings the car to a stop at a red light.

“Thanks for the ride, Tony.

Kate, I will call you later,” Daria says as she opens her door, takes hold of my hand, and pulls me out of the car.

Kate laughs as Tony yells out, “Have fun,” and drives off.

“What are we doing?” I ask with confusion as Daria points to the hotel across the street.

“One room and whatever is available,” Daria says to the hotel clerk and places her credit card on the desk.

We enter the elevator, Daria presses the button for our floor, and the elevator doors close. We look at one another with a yearning, and we kiss passionately while groping each other as the elevator comes to a stop.

Daria and I exit the elevator and walk so fast down the hallway we’re close to a sprint. Daria uses the key card to unlock the door, and we enter the hotel room. I sit on the bed and remove my shoes and earrings as Daria looks at me while biting the corner of her lower lip.

Jokingly I say, “Oh, you like me,” as Daria removes her shoes.

“I love you,” she responds while removing her earrings and placing them on the desk.

“Actions speak louder than words, baby,” I reply.

“I’m going to show you how much I love you.

I’m going to show you all night long,” Daria responds.

She walks to me and pushes me hard onto the bed as I giggle and move backward. Daria places herself on top of me, and we kiss with our tongues.

Daria stops kissing me, begins kissing my neck, and then nibbles on my earlobe. I place my hands on her ass and move my hands up and down.

I wasn’t sure if I would ever have a moment like this with Daria again. Part of me is in disbelief. I have so many questions, and although I feel great, I also feel anxious.

“What’s wrong?” Daria asks.

“Nothing,” I respond and kiss her lips.

I want her so bad, but my mind is going insane, and I’m having a major issue trying to enjoy what is happening.

Daira gets off the bed, reaches beneath my dress, and slides my panties down my legs and off. As I look at her, she looks at me with worry.

“Regan, what’s wrong?” she questions.

“Nothing, baby,” I respond.

“Are you sure?” she replies in question.

“Positive,” I respond as she again places herself on top of me. As we kiss and I run my hands across her back and over her ass, the anxiousness I felt earlier is back but stronger.

While kissing, I roll Daria over so that I’m now on top of her. I stop kissing her and gaze into her eyes.

“Babe, I can feel that something is wrong,” she states.

“I need to know something,” I admit as I get off her and sit on the bed.

Daria sits up and bed and says, “You want to talk right now?” as I nod.

“What’s on your mind?” she inquiries.

“Did I change your mind about staying together when I asked you to remarry me?” I ask.

“No, you didn’t change my mind.

My answer would have been yes to staying together even if you didn’t propose,” she answers.

“Did you decide today?” I question.

“I knew my answer would be yes before we started filming,” she answers.

“I need to know when you decided that you wanted to stay with me,” I tell her.

“I’m trying to have my way with you, but you need to know that now?” she responds.

“Yes, because it’s making me nuts, and I can’t relax,” I admit.

“I knew my answer was yes when you left Gizmo Furby on our bed for me,” she tells me.

I let her words sink in and opened my eyes wide in shock.

“Baby, that was the third thing I did in my mission to show you how much you meant to me.

Why didn’t you say anything to me if you knew then?” I ask.

“I wanted to see what else you would do,” she confesses.

“You fucking bitch!” I exclaim with laughter as she laughs at my laughter.

“It was more than a kid's toy,” she says.

“I know,” I reply with a smile.

“Any other questions?” she inquires as I shake my head in reply.

“Good because if you don’t take the dress off, I will rip it off your body,” she says with lust.

“It’s been a long day, and we can both freshen up, so I think we should get clean before getting dirty, but I would love to be dirty while getting clean,” I say.

“I love how you think,” she replies as she unzips her dress and removes it. Daria removes her bra, seductively removes her panties, and tosses them at me.

I catch her panties and look at her nude body as she winks at me and struts into the bathroom. I hear the water in the shower turn on and quickly get off the bed.

I remove the dress's straps off my shoulders, take off the dress, and quickly walk into the bathroom. I pull the shower curtain open, join Daria in the shower and close the curtain.

She looks so sexy with her hair and body dripping wet. I want to kiss, lick, suck and touch every inch of her body.

As we wash each other's bodies and press our bodies together, Daria places her and between my legs. As she explores me with her fingers, I wrap my arms around her neck and kiss her.

“If you keep doing that, you’re going to make me cum,” I say through my heavy breathing.

“That’s why I’m doing it,” Daria replies and begins moving her fingers faster and with my force as my body begins to tremble,

“Baby, please don’t stop,” I beg of her as she increases the speed and force as I feel the onset of an orgasm. I’m so close I can hardly stand it. I tighten my grip on Daria as I explode in pleasure.

As I catch my breath, I stick my tongue deep into her mouth and remove my arms from around her neck. I kiss and lick each of her nipples and slowly get to my knees.

I place my hands on her ass and lick her pussy as she moans. I alternate between licking and sucking her clit while squeezing her firm ass. I enter her pussy with my tongue and wiggle it inside of her.

“Yes, baby…more,” she cries out.

I love how she tastes, and I want to please her badly. I remove my tongue from inside of her and say, “Bend over.”

Daria turns around, bends over, and locks her arms against the back wall of the shower. I kiss her ass cheeks and then lick from the bottom of her pussy to over her asshole and back down again.

I do so a few more times as she breathes heavily and shouts, “You’re driving me insane.”

I rim her ass and enter it with my tongue. As I tongue fuck her ass, she touches herself. I tongue fuck her ass, leave it inside, wiggle it, and then tongue fuck her again.

“Fuck my ass with your tongue!” she screams in excitement as she then repeatedly says my name.

“Oh fuck…oh God,” she cries in pleasure as I feel her asshole tighten on my tongue. Her body shakes violently as she climaxes, and I remove my tongue from inside her ass.

She stops bracing herself against the back wall of the shower, stands up straight, and turns around.

“I love that so much,” she says as I smile and respond, “That’s why I did it, but I also love doing that to you.”

We kiss and hold each other while smiling and looking at one another lovingly.

Daria turns off the water and opens the shower curtain.

“Let’s take this onto the bed because I’m not close to being finished with you,” she says with lust.

“Same here,” I respond as we exit the shower and get onto the bed without drying off.

Daria lays flat on her back on the bed and says, “I want you here,” tapping her lips.

I kneel over her mouth and place my hands on her legs as I feel her soft tongue lick my wet pussy.

As she devours my pussy I rub her clit and slide my fingers inside her.

As she eats my pussy I finger fuck her and then remove my fingers from inside her. I lean forward, wrap my arms around her legs and roll myself to my side.

Daria and I eat each other in a sixty-nine position while lying on our sides until we make one another cum. My face is so wet that I rub it against the inside of her legs as she does the same.

Daria lays her body next to mine. She places her head on my stomach as I run my fingers through her wet hair.

“You should move into my apartment until we get a place of our own.

No offense, but my apartment is bigger and nice than yours,” she says.

“No offense taken,” I respond.

Daria and I had forgotten that our agreements stated that we couldn’t live together if we remained married until the show aired and the season was over.

We weren’t allowed to let anyone know outside of friends and families who already knew our decision.

Daria and I were allowed to be seen in public together. However, we needed to be cautious about showing too little or too much affection. Daria was my wife, but it was like having a secret affair.

We needed to be as safe as possible so that no one saw her going to my apartment and vice versa. Spending the night together resulted in us leaving extremely early in the morning to avoid being spotted.

Tony was sure the show would be a hit, but Daria and I were skeptical. Tony told us the network wouldn’t be investing as heavily as they did if they didn’t feel the same.

Daria was the star of the show, and there was no doubt about it. She was in the coming soon commercials on television, online, and on posters and billboards.

Regardless of how the network utilized her to market the show, she looked amazingly stunning. Daria was a beautiful woman and extremely photogenic. Tony had told me long ago that Daria had an it factor, and I couldn’t have agreed more. She seemed to pop off the screen.

I was grateful the show would air on network television instead of cable or a streaming service. It was a relief to know that the viewers would never hear my orgasm or be able to decipher what Dair and I were doing to one another.

Daria and I were out for brunch on a Sunday, and the waitress kept staring at her. The waitress recognized Daria from the television commercials running nonstop and asked Daria to take a picture with her, which Daria did.

A person had already asked Daria for a picture because of a coming soon commercial that made me wonder what life would be like once the show began airing. At that moment, I realized that if the show were to become a success, our lives would drastically change.

I hoped the show would be a bomb and get canceled, but the premiere episode received a large viewership number that pleased Tony and the network.

With each passing week and every episode, the viewership continued growing. I Married a Stranger was becoming a sensation, and people couldn’t get enough of Daria.

Wherever she went, people wanted autographs and pictures with her. Her schedule at the salon filled in advance for months, and her social media accounts exploded. She loved the attention and the money she was earning at work.

I didn’t expect to be as popular and wasn’t, but the attention I received was greater than I had imagined. I didn’t like random people approaching me and asking for autographs and pictures, and I lied about who I was.

“This happens to me all the time, but I’m not her,” I would say, and it rubbed lots of people the wrong way.

The show was the best and worst thing that ever happened to me. It was the best thing that happened to me because I wouldn’t have Daria otherwise, and it was the worst thing because of the unwanted attention.

Daria drank a ton of energy drinks daily but one specific energy drink. They already paid for product placement on the show but wanted Daria to become their brand ambassador, which she did for a hefty payday.

She became so overwhelmed with offers to represent companies and products she had no choice but to hire an agent. I received offers but wanted no part of them. The last thing I wanted was increased attention.

One of the things I loved most about working at the bakery was interacting with customers until customer after customer would ask, “Are you and Daria still together?”

“I can’t tell you but keep watching the show, and you’ll find out,” I said so often, day after day, week after week, that I had to stop interacting with customers for my sanity.

I had always known there were mean and hateful people in the world but being attacked by those people online had a terrible effect on me. Everything was beginning to take a negative toll on me.

I could deal with Daria being the star of the show and being more popular than me. What bothered me was how much more viewers of the show liked her. I saw online polls where the discrepancy was as high as eighty percent in favor of Daria.

Tony, Kate, and Cara became co-stars of the show and, to an extent Michael. It had been something I hadn’t given much thought about as I had always been skeptical that anyone would watch the show.

The more they appeared in episodes, the more popular they became. Reading comments about myself online bothered me tremendously, but reading comments about my sister made me furious.

Reading comments from guys about how they wanted to bend her over and fuck her brains out and how they could give it better to her than Michael disgusted me.

For as much as people loved Daria, they also loved Kate. Online polls and comments were all in favor of Daria being with Kate instead of me.

Entertainment news, magazines, YouTubers, and TokTokers speculated that Daria was fooling around with Kate and that they were probably a couple.

People wanted to see more of Kate in the episodes, and it didn’t take long for her to become more popular than me, even though she appeared on the show a quarter of the time.

I would lie to people about who I was when approached for autographs and pictures, but every so often, I would take a picture. Kate didn’t give any autographs and never took a photograph with anyone, and wasn’t close to nice about it either.

Kate would tell people to fuck off, call them losers and tell people to get a life. Kate was so mean and blunt to fans of the show I would stop them and tell them before getting close to her not to ask her, which normally resulted in me needing to take a photograph when I could.

“Kate, I love you!” a guy shouted to Kate as we walked down the street and came running to us one day.

“If you don’t get your stalker piece of shit ass away from me, I will kick you in your microscopic balls as hard as I fucking can and then spit in your mentally challenged-looking face,” she said to the guy coldly.

On another day, a cute guy approached Kate and approached her in an attempt to ask her out. It was obvious the guy was a fan of the show because he said her name when he approached her.

I was used to Kate being mean to guys who were fans of the show but never seen her be so malicious.

“If I were a drug-addicted whore and you had an endless supply of drugs, I would check into rehab before getting any closer to you.

If going out with you was a choice between life and death, I’d choose death.

You have a better chance of lighting striking you ten times in the same spot than having lips touching mine or whatever is between your legs come anywhere close to me.

I would tell you to have a nice life, but I don’t think it’s possible because you look like what I leave in the toilet after having the runs,” she told him.

“You could have just said no,” the guy said.

“I could have, but I didn't, so bye-bye, loser,” she responded.

Neither of us knew that someone had recorded the interaction on their cell phone but did when “Shot Down by Kate – I Married a Stranger Hottie”  was uploaded. The video went viral, yet most people found it funny instead of fucked up.

However, the one time I lost my shit, someone recorded the interaction and uploaded it, but I didn’t receive close to the same treatment as Kate, even though what I said wasn’t nearly as bad.

I met Tony for lunch in a nearly empty café a few weeks after Kate’s incident. Kate had always been mean to fans who approached her, but her reaction captured on video wasn’t like her.

I felt it must have been something to do with her and Tony that had her bent out of shape, so I met him to discuss it.

The hostess was young, attractive, had an amazing body, and was extremely flirtatious with Tony as I approached them. I took my seat a the table across from Tony.

“Are you really a model scout and professional photographer, or is that for the show?” the girl asked.

“It’s a reality television show, and that is my reality, beautiful.

If becoming a model is something you’re interested in exploring, I’d be more than happy to talk to you over drinks,” he responded.

“Do you think I’m pretty enough to be a model?” she inquired.

“I know you are.

Put your number into my phone, I’ll give you a ring, and we’ll make plans to meet,” he said.

Tony handed her his cell phone, and she entered her contact information and handed the phone back to him.

“What’s your name?” he inquired.

“Anabelle,” she responded with a smile.

“A beautiful name for a beautiful woman.

I’ll talk to you soon, Anabelle,” he said as she giggled, smiled, and walked away from us.

I had seen Tony do this so many times it was impossible to count how many times.

“Fish in a barrel,” Tony said to me as I looked at him and sighed.

“Tony,” I said in a prolonged whiny voice.

“You know how this goes, Regan.

I’m going to call her, meet her for drinks, and then I’m going to have sex with her.

You know it, I know it, and she knows it,” he said.

“What happened to your manhood only working for Kate?” I questioned.

“That is no longer an issue and hasn’t been for a long while,” he admitted.

“You’ve been sleeping with other women,” I said with an upset tone.

“You know Kate, and I never put a label on our relationship,” he stated.

“You know how she feels about you, and I thought you felt the same way about her,” I said in a combination of hurt for Kate and anger toward Tony.

“Regan, I can’t change the person I am any more than you can, and unlike my father, I won’t pretend and try to be someone I’m not.

He married and cheated on my mother and his other three wives, and I won’t do that to anyone because no one deserves that,” he said.

“Yet you’re doing it to Kate,” I instantly replied.

“I love Kate, I do, but I love her enough that I won’t do to her what my dad did and continues to do.

I love being with beautiful women, but I can’t ever commit to being with one woman,” he explained.

“Tony, it’s not right, and if this is what you’ve been up to, you need to tell Kate,” I responded.

“She’s known, and we were still seeing each other, but we’re not going to anymore,” he replied.

“Since when?” I asked.

“I told her this morning that it was best for us not to be romantically involved anymore,” he responded.

“How did she take it?” I questioned.

“She told me she felt the same way and told us we could remain friends,” he answered.

“Did she cry?” I asked.

“She looked like she was going to, but I didn't stick around long enough to see it,” he responded.

“God, Tony!

She fucking loves you!” I shouted.

“I’m surprised your wife didn't tell you,” he said.

“I only talked to her for a few minutes this morning.

She’s doing a commercial for a whip cream company,” I stated.

“That’s an interesting endorsement deal,” he responded with laughter.

“She’s probably in a string bikini shooting whip cream all over her body.

Then the commercial will air, and millions of men and even straight women will think of all the sexual things they want to do to her.

Hahaha, it’s so funny,” I replied.

“Touchy subject, and stop being jealous,” he told me.

“I’m not jealous!” I shouted.

“If it walks like a duck and talks like a duck, then it’s a duck,” he responded.

“Ducks don’t talk, genius, and it’s not the right saying.

If it looks like a duck, swims like a duck, and quacks like a duck, then it probably is a duck is the saying,” I replied.

“If you look, act, and sound jealous, you’re probably jealous,” he said, followed by a smirk.

“I’m not jealous, Tony,” I exclaimed.

“I’m not buying what you’re trying to sell,” he said with an infuriating amusement.

“I’m not jealous!” I responded with fury.

I was worried about Kate, upset with Tony, and he was making me angry on purpose.

I was about to tell him again I wasn’t jealous, but the only word that left my mouth was “I’m” when I heard a woman’s voice say my name. I looked to my left when I saw her looking at me and lost it.

“Do you not see that I’m having a conversation?!

It’s rude and unacceptable, so no, you cannot have an autograph, and I will not take a picture with you!” I shouted, so loud spit came flying out of my mouth.

“Regan Doyle – I Married a Stranger Acts Like B***H to fan!” was the title my video received.

People vilified me for losing my temper and shouting at a fan. Kate is malicious to a fan, and it was funny, but I had a conversation interrupted, and I was a bitch.

My self-esteem had been lessening by the week, and I felt like I was becoming unhinged.

I was a bitch for lying to fans about me being me and losing my temper.

It was popular opinion that I didn’t do media appearances because doing so was beneath me, and I was too good to do endorsement deals like Daria.

I always placed last in the looks category in online polls. Although I felt Kate, Daria, Cara, and Peyton were prettier than me, having people corroborate my feelings had a terrible effect on my already low self-esteem.

I was the show's co-star, but one of the least liked people, and the comments made about me online were becoming increasingly meaner and viler.

I couldn’t enjoy being around customers, and it was nearing impossible for me to be out in public without being bothered.

It was like every endorsement deal Daria received exploited her looks and was oversexualized, and although I denied being jealous when I had been with Tony, I was extremely jealous. I wasn’t jealous of Daria’s success but jealous that everyone seemed to want my wife.

When I watched Daria’s whip cream commercial for the first time, I was happy that Daria wasn’t with me because there was no way I would have said anything good about it.

“Delightfully delicious on everything I like to eat,” was her closing line as she licked her lips and then squirted whip cream into her mouth.

“Bet she eats that off Kate’s body,” and “I wish I could squirt in her mouth” were the recurring comments left online about the commercial.

The holidays were a nice and much-needed break, especially since the second half of the season had begun airing, but I didn't know how much more I could take. After the new year, I would still have five more months of hell to live through, and five months seemed like an eternity.

I thought things couldn’t get any worse for me, but I couldn't have been more wrong. Daria was in Los Angeles doing the talk show circuit to promote the second half of the season as if the show needed it.

I couldn’t sleep and spent the night tossing and turning and sleeping for ten-minute intervals hours apart. A little past five in the morning, I gave up on trying to sleep, got out of bed, and got into the shower.

I heard my cell phone ringing as I showered, but I didn’t think much of it. I figured whoever it was would leave a voicemail until my cell phone rang again. Whoever it was calling seemed to need to speak to me badly, and I worried that it was Daria, so I stopped showering, wrapped myself in a towel, and grabbed my cell phone.

I was about to check my call log when my cell phone rang again. It wasn’t Daria trying to get in touch with me. It was my boss and owner of the bakery, Angelina.

“Angelina, what’s wrong?” I asked.

“Thank God you’re not inside.

I was so worried you went in early as you often do,” she cried.

“What’s going on?” I asked with concern.

“It’s burning to the ground, Regan,” she whaled.

Working at Angelina’s bakery was the only place I ever worked after culinary school. I could have made more money elsewhere and definitely would have had I left after a year or two.

I earned a good enough living, and I loved working there. Angelina treated me as if I were her daughter, so I stayed. Angelina knew I could have left at any time and appreciated that I chose to stay.

She knew it was my dream to own a bakery one day. Two months before the fire, Angelina told me it was getting close to retirement for her. She offered to sell me the bakery at a deep discount as a thank you for the years of dedicated service and friendship, and I happily agreed to do so.

I had money to open a bakery from what I earned by being on the show, and even though it would have cost me over double to purchase Angelina’s, the upside was that I knew all the loyal customers. My dream to own Angelina’s went up in flames when the bakery went down in flames.

Daria felt horrible that she was in Los Angeles and couldn’t be there to console me as she wanted and as I wanted her to.  Daria felt just as bad that she couldn’t be there for Peyton in her time of need.

“Pack a bag and let’s go,” Kate said to me as soon as she entered my apartment.

“Go where?” I asked in confusion.

“It’s a surprise,” she said with a wink.

“I don’t want to go anywhere.

I want to sit here in my apartment alone and miserable,” I responded.

“Peyton is my car, and there’s a strong possibility she’s running a hose from the exhaust into the car.

I need to get away, she needs to get away, and we both know you need to get away, so pack a bag,” she replied.

“Not until you tell me where we’re going,” I stated.

“It’s secluded, and there’s no internet service, cable, and no cell phone coverage.

It’ll be me, you, and Peyton for a few days and misery loves company,” she explained.

“Daria is in Los Angeles, and Tony is in Barbados, but how do I get in touch with Daria and vice versa?” I responded.

“I don’t want to hear that name, and the place has a telephone,” Kate replied.

“Sold,” I responded.

I packed a bag and left my apartment with Kate for a few days with her and Peyton deep in the Poco Mountains.

I was miserable because of the bakery and the show. Kate was miserable because of the show and her business.  Peyton was miserable because she found out her fiancé Christian cheated on her by having an affair with a married coworker.

Of the three of us, Peyton was the most miserable by far. Seeing Peyton so heartbroken made my issues feel less important. Kate and I did our best to console Peyton and helped Kate and me not think about our issues as much.

“I’m tired of crying and need to get high,” Peyton said.

“You brought Mary Jane with you,” Kate said with surprise and joy.

“Regan,” Peyton said as she and Kate stared at me.

“Uh…um…screw it, I’m in,” I responded and watched them high five.

“You have smoked before, right?” Kate questioned.

“Yeah, but not in a very long time,” I admitted.

“This is going to be great!” Kate exclaimed.

Peyton rolled two joints and told me to take it easy because the weed she had was high quality. By the time the joint made its way to me for the third time, I was extremely high.

“It’s better I found, instead of marrying him and finding out he was lying piece of shit cheating scum bag who deserves to have his dick cut off,” Peyton said as Kate laughed.

“You are so baked,” Peyton said with laughter as she looked at me.

“I should smoke more often.

All I do is think about shit, and I can’t think about anything now,” I stated.

“I’m not as high as you are, so I’m still thinking about shit that’s bothering me,” Kate admitted.

“I don’t want to talk about my guy problem, so to take my mind off Christian, let’s talk about your guy problems,” Peyton said to Kate.

“I never had a guy, so I don’t have a problem,” Kate responded.

“So you’re good now because you weren’t two weeks ago,” Peyton responded.

“I’m not good, but I’m better than I was,” Kate confessed.

“I’m sorry I haven’t talked to you about it, but I felt it would have been weird considering he’s my best friend,” I said apologetically.

“It’s alright.

I was driving Peyton and Daria nuts, and I would have done the same to you.

I feel like a complete moron.

I talked to you before getting with him, whose name I will not say, because I was worried about him developing feelings, and I winded up being the one who developed feelings.

The worst part was that I knew he wasn’t good for me, but I wanted to be with him anyway.

The right person should bring out the best in you, and he never did that for me.

Instead, he brought out the worst in me, and I did things I would never have done had I not become involved with him,” Kate said.

“Like what?” I asked with curiosity.

“I let him fuck me in the ass and, of course, threesomes.

I never had a threesome before, and the next thing I know, we’re sharing a woman in Miami,” she responded.

“Britanny too,” Peyton said.

“No, she was all for me,” Kate said with laughter.

“Shut up!” Peyton said with surprise.

“I’m serious.

I had never worked so hard to get into a woman’s pants before.

I piqued her interest, but she didn’t think she’d be able to have sex with a woman without a guy in the picture, so I needed him to have my way with her,” Kate explained.

“You never told me she was straight,” Peyton stated.

“Straight girls aren’t curious, and after what she did to me, I can assure you that that girl was not straight.

That fucking girl was perfect and by far the hottest girl I’ve ever been with, and I’ve had plenty of hot girls.

I tried getting with her alone after that night, but she wouldn’t.

She told me I scratched her itch, but the truth was she was in denial about her sexuality,” Kate stated.

“I’m coming down, so I’m sparking numero dos,” Peyton stated.

“This shit will put me into a much-needed coma,” Kate responded.

“I’m way too high to smoke anymore,” I admitted.

“Don’t be a party pooper, so take a few drags,” Peyton told me.

After taking a few drags, I had never been so high. I could barely put together a coherent statement.

“You know what fuck, Tony.

Fuck his I’m sculpted like a Greek God, live in a million-dollar home,  drive an RS7 Audi, narcissistic, egomaniacal, can’t keep his dick in pants ass.

Besides, now that he’s completely out of the picture, I can finally work on being with the person I should be with,” Kate said aloud.

“Who would that be?” Peyton asked.

Kate took a drag from the joint and looked at me seriously.

“Daria is the person.

I’m sure you’ve seen the same opinion polls I have, Regan.

The public knows, and I’m going to make her realize they’re right.

Game on,” she said.

I couldn’t believe my ears and felt like I had an out-of-body experience. I was too high to put together a coherent sentence and was in the middle of nowhere with Peyton and Kate. I didn’t know what to say or do but was horrified.  I had been positive Kate was my friend and had zero romantic interest in Daria.

“What?” I responded in shock.

“Daria is the person I should be with,” Kate said.

Kate passed the joint to Peyton, looked at me stone-faced, and burst into laughter as Peyton did the same.

Peyton and Kate laughed hysterically and so much that they had trouble breathing.

“I wish I recorded that.

You should have seen the look on your face,” Kate said through her laughter.

“I needed to laugh like this,” Peyton said as she cried with laughter,

I was in shock, felt like a moron, and was embarrassed that I thought Kate was being serious. I placed my hands over my face, but I joined in on the laughter as I thought about what had happened.

I had known Kate for almost two years but knowing she felt comfortable joking with me like that made me feel as close to her as ever.

Peyton and I were always friendly, but hanging out with her in the way we were made me realize that we could become close friends over time.

Over the remaining nights, Kate, Peyton, and I opened up completely about how we felt and what was bothering us. It felt amazing to get everything off my chest and out of my system.

When we arrived in New York, Kate drove us to her apartment so that we could watch Daria’s talk show appearances together. Daria was amazing on every show.

Her personality shined. She was a natural at reading the situation and knowing how to deflect questions with humor, changing course on the topic, or flirting.

Daria looked stunning during each appearance and made the hosts and audiences laugh with ease. It was easy for me to see how much she enjoyed the appearances and easy for Kate and Peyton to see.

“She loves this shit,” Peyton stated.

“When the show ends, and we eventually fade into obscurity, I don’t think it’ll be the same for Daria.

Doors will open for her,” Kate said as I looked at her and smiled as Kate looked at me and flashed a smile.

I shared my true feeling with Kate and Peyton about living in the spotlight during our time together. I admitted how badly I wanted the attention to go away and live life normally with Daria. Thinking about Daria remaining in the spotlight made me feel uneasy.

I didn’t have a job to go to, and I didn't want to begin interviewing until after the show's second season was over. The two days I waited for Daria to return from Los Angeles felt more like a week than a couple of days.

It was well after midnight when Daria arrived at my apartment, and I ran into her so hard I almost knocked her off her feet. I repeatedly kissed her lips and cheeks as she giggled and told me that she had missed me as much as I missed her.

“Is something wrong?” I asked.

“It’s been a long week, and I’m tired,” she replied.

“Is that all?” I questioned.

She sighed and looked at me with a sad expression.

“I feel terrible.

I wasn’t here for you when you needed me, and I wasn't here for Peyton either,” Daria explained.

“I know you wanted to be, and it wasn’t like you chose not to be here.

I feel better, Peyton is much better than she was, and Kate will be back to her normal self after the show is over with,” I responded.

I had become better at reading Daria, and I could tell that there was something on her mind that she needed to discuss.

“Babe, what is it?” I inquired.

“It’s late, I’m exhausted, and the last thing I want to do is argue with you,” she told me.

“What would you think we’re going to argue?

Did I do something to make you upset?” I asked with worry.

“I don’t want to talk about it right now.

I just want to shower and go to bed,” she responded.

“Babe, you know I won’t be able to sleep, so if you need to discuss something, please discuss it now,” I said.

“I thought we agreed to be completely honest with one another.

No, we agreed to be honest with one another.

We’re supposed to be way past the point of holding our feeling back,” she told me.

“We did agree, and I’m not holding anything back from you,” I responded.

“I knew you weren’t in a good place emotionally, but I had no idea it was bad as it is.

I’m upset.

I’m honestly upset that I needed to find from my friend that my wife told her things she hasn’t told me,” she says.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said with confusion.

“Oh, so instead of being honest, you’re lying to my face,”  Daria said with building anger.

“Baby, I honestly don’t know what you’re talking about, so please tell me whatever you think I haven’t been honest with you about,” I told her.

“You never told me how much you hated me doing commercials and how that stupid whip cream commercial made you feel.

You didn’t tell me how much those stupid internet comments and vloggers talking about you made you feel.

You didn't share with me that you were worried about us,” she tells me.

“So they told you everything I said.

That’s great.

I told them those things in confidence,” I told Daria.

“She should have told me those things in confidence.

You’re supposed to share these things with me because how you feel, and your happiness is the most important thing to me.

You’re the most important person in my life, and we agreed to never get to this point,” she told me.

“There’s was no point in telling you because there’s nothing you can do about these things.

All these things are out of your control and have nothing to do with you but everything to do with me,” I explained.

“You’re supposed to want to share these feelings with me so I can help you.

You’re supposed to rely on me, and you haven’t, and it makes me feel that I’m somehow responsible for your unhappiness.

I’m supposed to make you happy, not miserable,” she told me,

“You make you happy, but I hate this so much…all of it.

I hate that you’re always getting pulled and pushed in different directions.

I hate that you’ve been back in New York for hours but needed to wait until after midnight to see me, so your risk of being seen was less.

It sucks…all of this sucks.

It sucks that things normal married couples do, living together, is something we can’t do.

It’s crazy that if you sleep here, you need to leave so fucking early that no one sees you leaving, and the same on my end if I stay at your place.

Everyone loves you and hates me…they all fucking hate me.

I’m the least liked, least attractive, and ranked last in everything.

I want this to be over with and forgotten about so I can hold your hand when we walk down a street.

I want to be affectionate with one another whenever and wherever we want.

I want to start my life with you,” I confessed.

“I told you to stay off the damn internet because it would drive you crazy, and I have my fair share of haters.

Not everyone hates you, and I’ve seen plenty of online polls where you’ve ranked at the top spot, but it’s stupid.

We’re halfway through the show, and afterward, all I need to do I promote the second season, and it will all be over.

At this time, next year, people won’t give a shit about us anymore.

There will be two new people, and we’ll slowly fade away.

In the meantime, I need to continue whoring myself for endorsements because this isn’t going to last forever.

I need to make as much money as I can for as long as possible before offers stop coming and they will stop coming.

I want to start my life with you, but I don’t want my old life back.

I want a new beginning with you.

I don’t want to be a hairstylist for the rest of my life, and I don’t know what else I can or will do, but I have you to help with that.

You will get your bakery, and we will have an amazing life together for the rest of our lives.

We will get through this together, but you need to talk to me and not hold anything back,” Daria said.

I kissed her, apologized, and promised to lean on her for support moving forward.

“You did not see me ranked at the top spot in online polls,” I said.

“Freak in the sheets and least amount of sex partners,” she responded.

I called bullshit and thought she was messing with me, but she showed me the polls. It’s ridiculous that it made me happy, but it did make me happy.

I admitted to Daria that I was upset that Kate and Peyton told her what I told them and that it made me realize I couldn’t trust either of them. Daria confessed that neither of them told her anything, and she had lied to me because she knew I wouldn’t tell her anything had she not.

I wasn’t angry that she lied to me because she was right that I wouldn’t have told her how I felt had she not, and I didn’t want to argue with her either. All I wanted was to spend as much time with her as possible.

With me no longer employed, it was easy for us to increase our amount of quality time. Daria would clear her schedule for days, and we would lock ourselves in her apartment for those days.

It made me so happy to be able to spend the night together and not need to worry about leaving extremely early so no one would see me. Waking up to her on those mornings and being able to have breakfast together was all I had wanted.

Doing things with Daria, like having a conversation, joking, and watching movies while cuddling over those days, meant the world to me. It was like a glimpse into the future I longed to have with Daria.

A couple of episodes into the second half of the season, the episode about Daria’s birthday party aired. After that episode, people began liking me more. Although many people still wanted Daria to be with Kate, many wanted Daria and me to remain married.

Knowing there were fans of the show who wanted us to stay together made me feel great. Instead of reading hateful comments and letting those comments bother me as they had, I began brushing over those comments.

It was like the stars were aligning. Daria and I were spending as much time together as we could, there were people out there wanting me to remain with Daria, and the ratings were way down.

I loved reliving those happy moments in time with Daria after we told one another we loved each other, but it didn’t seem the viewers did. I don’t know, but episodes of Daria and me living happily and drama-free weren’t something most people wanted to see.

For the first time since I Married, a Stranger premiered, I could see the light at the end of the tunnel.  I felt better with each passing day, especially when I began going out regularly and had days where no one approached me.

One day, I was running errands, and a teenage girl seemed to recognize me. She cautiously approached me and asked if I was Regan from the show, and I told her I was. She didn’t ask for an autograph or take a picture with her.

She said, “I hope you and Daria made it,” smiled, and walked away.

The ratings were below half of where they had been, and I felt that living a normal life was a strong possibility when the show ended.

Everything changed when the episode aired of my argument with Daria when I found out she had been in a relationship with Kate. It was apparent that people loved drama and confrontation.

The ratings for the first hour of that episode were extremely low, but the second hour’s rating skyrocketed. The show’s ratings were the highest they had ever been across all demographics the following week. The show was as popular as it had ever been.

Public opinion split on my reaction to the news, and it was the same when the episode aired of Daria letting me had it when I went to the apartment. For as many people who felt that Daria was wrong for saying what she did, there were just as many who felt she did the right thing.

After that episode, I became the star of the show. The following episodes were of me crying in my apartment and living my life of misery. Watching myself on television and reliving that time was difficult for me.

The weeks of me showing Daria how important she was to me and Daria’s reactions were condensed into one episode. There was only one episode left, the final episode.

That week leading up to the decision day episode was insane, and there was no doubt that the final episode would shatter the high mark for ratings.

YouTube and TikTok videos about whether Daria and I would remain married were getting millions of views. The entertainment stations were devoting entire shows to discussing I Married a Stranger, and Las Vegas and online gambling sites even had betting odds on the result.

After the decision day episode aired and I watched party reaction videos with Daria, it filled me with joy. The reactions were on par with people recording their favorite team winning the Super Bowl.

The network wasted no time promoting the second season of I Married a Stranger, showing a coming soon commercial immediately after our final episode that would only be available on their streaming service.

The show was over, and all that was left was for the attention to die down, but I worried it wouldn’t be as Daria described. Daria and I were free from the show's confines, but doing something normal like going to the mall wasn’t easy.

I needed to get out of the city, and although Daira loved living in Manhattan, she agreed to move to the suburbs of Long Island. We found an amazing apartment at below-average rent close to my sister's house.

I loved living close to Cara, Michael, my niece, nephew, and mom, who sold her home in Florida and moved into Cara’s house.

When it was time for Daria to promote the show's second season, I went with her to California. I wouldn’t appear on any talk shows, but I didn’t want to be away from her for a week.

It had been five months since the show concluded, and I didn’t expect the insane amount of attention we received but should have as the network flew us out in a private jet and provided security.

There were hundreds of people waiting for Daria and me screaming our names, crying, and trying to get to us. I was completely out of my element but not Daria.

I’d witnessed her interacting with fans before but not with so many fans. It was a sight to see the joy she brought to people and the happiness on her face as she interacted with them.

I think it was then that I realized why people wanted to see us and waited at the airport for us. To Daria and me, those people were strangers, but we weren’t to them.

They watched our lives together week after week, month after month, and to them, it was like they knew us because of that. That day was the first time I truly understood and embraced it.

As always, Daria did an amazing job during her appearances. The studio audiences were happier that Daria and I were still together than after the decision day episode.

Daria was having a spa day with Peyton, and I was with Cara and my niece in my car, driving to Cara’s after a shopping trip. I stopped at a red light and saw it.

I quickly entered the strip mall and stopped my car in front of the storefront for rent. It was a perfect location, size, and close to my apartment. I quickly dialed the real estate agent’s number hanging inside the window.

He arrived twenty minutes later and showed us the interior of what had been a confection store. I envisioned customer after customer entering the store and couldn’t stop smiling.

The rent was a little higher than I thought it should be, so I told the real estate agent what I was willing to pay for the location. He told me he would get back to me.

I did my best not get overly excited, but I couldn’t help it. As soon as Daria arrived home, I told her about the location and how perfect it was for a bakery.

“There’s not another bakery for three miles in any direction.

I would be the place to go,” I said with excitement as she smiled.

Three days later, the real estate agent called me to tell me the landlord accepted my offer, but I wouldn’t be able to take possession for a couple of months. The landlord was also out of town for three weeks, so I wouldn’t be able to sign the lease until he returned.

My dream was coming true. I was married to the love of my life, would have my own business, and lived extremely close to my family to make things even better.

I began contacting contractors and searching for the equipment I needed for the bakery. I was happy over the moon, but Daria had sadness in her.

As she told me, attention died down when the show's second season began airing, and I could tell Daria missed the attention and adoration.

She was no longer a hairstylist and had no idea what she wanted to do for a career. She seemed lost, and I tried to help her, but she told me it was something she needed to figure out on her own.

I was extremely busy making plans for the bakery, and Daria missed her parents terribly. She decided to spend a week at her childhood home with her parents in Ohio.

Daris was to return from her trip home in two days, and I was busy working on plans for the bakery when I heard a knock on her door. I opened the door to see her agent, Franklin, who didn't look the slightest bit happy.

“Where is she?!” he asked.

“It’s nice to see you too,” I said as he sighed and entered.

“Hi, Regan.

Can you please tell me where your lovely wife is?

I can’t get in touch with her.

She hasn’t returned my calls, texts, or emails for weeks, and we have businesses matters we need to discuss, and I need answers from her,” he told me.

“What business and what answers?” I asked in puzzlement.

“I have worked my ass off to get her the best possible deals, but they’re not going to wait around forever, and opportunities like this don’t come around very often.

She needs to get moving so we both can get paid,” he responded.

“Daria is in Ohio visiting her parents, but she’ll be back in two days,” I responded.

Frank opened his briefcase, handed me two standard-sized pieces of paper, and said, “Please give this to her and have her call me as soon as she gets back.”

“Will do,” I responded.

As soon as Frank left, I sat on the couch and looked at what he typed out for Daria and wanted me to give her.

I was completely stunned and confused.

I looked at two pages filled with endorsement deals and opportunities that included how much she would get paid and Franklin’s commission.

Franklin had highlighted specific endorsements and opportunities, and I didn’t know what to think. Daria hadn’t discussed any of it with me, but I had assumed the offers had stopped. I couldn’t help but feel hurt and upset.

When I spoke to Daria that night, she asked me if everything was okay. I told her everything was fine because I didn't want to have the conversation over the phone.

I was happy she planned to leave first thing in the morning and a day earlier than she was supposed to come home because waiting a full day and night would have driven me insane.

Daria looked energized and reinvigorated when she arrived home. We kissed each other hello, and she told me how good it was to spend time with her parents.

“I’ve been thinking about what I want to do, and I think I’m going to open a salon,” she told me.

“I thought you didn’t want to be a hairstylist for your entire life,” I responded.

“I don’t, and I wouldn’t be.

I would use my name but rent the stations the same way I used to rent my station.

I have to do a lot of research to figure out costs, and it wouldn’t be until after the bakery is established and making money,” she told me.

“Your agent stopped by yesterday,” I said.

“I don’t have an agent, baby,” she responded.

“Does he know that?” I asked in reply.

“I made myself clear, but he’s a stubborn man.

I would think not returning his emails, calls, and texts would further clarify our relationship, but obviously not.

I’ll call him tomorrow and remind him,” she responded.

“He left something for you,” I said and handed her the papers Frank asked me to give her.

Daria didn't look at what was on the papers, and she immediately crumpled them up and tossed them into the trash.

“You’re not curious about what’s on the papers?” I asked.

“I already know, and I’m not interested,” she responded.

“Were you going to talk to me about it?” I asked.

“I hadn’t planned on it because there was nothing to discuss,” she answered.

“You have zero interest in the entertainment reporter opportunity that would pay you one hundred twenty thousand dollars a year for three years?” I questioned.

“That’s for a startup entertainment channel, and there’s no guarantee it would last a year, let alone three years.

In addition, that opportunity is in Los Angeles, and we live in New York, so I have zero interest,” she explained.

“What about the endorsement deals?” I questioned.

“Baby, listen to me.

If I were to keep doing commercials and hawking products on social media, that would keep eyes on me and eyes on you.

We want to fade away and live normal lives, and we’re going to.

You’re going to open the bakery, I’m going to figure out what I’m going to do, and we’re going to be great.

We live close to the bakery and your sister.

All of your family lives here, all of our friends live here, and this is where we belong.

There’s nothing to discuss, babe,” she told me.

“Daria, are you sure?” I asked as she looked at me with her mouth wide open,

“You did not just call me that!

I am not Daria to you!

I’m your wifey, beautiful, love, babe, or baby, not Daria!

I’m going to take a bubble bath, and then I’m going to relax, so this conversation is over, and I’m not talking about it again!” she said with anger.

“I’m sorry, baby,” I responded.

Daria smiled, kissed me, and said, “Forgiven.”

“Last night was amazing,” I say to Daria as I cuddle against her as she awakes.

“Not bad for a forty-two-year-old,” she replies with a wink and her beautiful smile.

“My lower back hurts,” I admit.

“You’re not far behind me in age, and I told you that you would feel that position in the morning,” she says with laughter.

“I know, but it felt amazing,” I reply as I think about last night how Daria devoured me with my knees next to my head last night.

I roll my nude body on top of hers and kiss her lips.

“Do not try and stick your tongue in my mouth without brushing your teeth,” she says to me jokingly.

“I don’t want to put my tongue in your mouth, but I’m going to put it inside you,” I say to her as I quickly kiss down her body and place myself between her legs.

I kiss her pussy and then lick Daria as she arches her back and moans in pleasure.

“You’re going to make me late,” she says as I ignore her statement and continue licking her.

Daria is wet in seconds, as is my face.

I suck on her clitoris and rub her pussy in a circular motion as she sways her hips and runs her hands over her nipples.

I love going down on her and looking at her looking at me.

“Baby, I need to get ready,” she says with frustration.

I lick across her ass and penetrate her with my fingers. She quickly rolls onto her stomach and gets onto her knees.

“I love this so much!” she exclaims as I finger blast her pussy while licking her ass and pussy as if my mouth tongue were a paintbrush.

“I’m close,” she repeatedly says as I stick my tongue deep inside her ass. I tongue fuck her ass while finger blasting her pussy as her body trembles.

“Baby…oh shit…I’m fucking cumming!” Daria shouts as I feel her asshole contract and expand on my tongue and as her pussy does the same on my fingers.

I remove my tongue from her asshole, kiss her ass cheeks, and remove my fingers from inside of her.

Daria looks at me from over her shoulder with satisfaction and giggles.

“I’m going to be late, but it’s worth it, and I’ll pay you back tonight,” she tells me.

“Looking forward to it,” I respond and slap her ass as he walks past me and into the bathroom.

I lay in bed with my hands behind my head and smile.

It doesn’t feel that Daria and I have been together for over a decade, and I love it.

My cell phone rings, and I answer Tony’s call.

“I’m running late, but Emily and I will be there within the hour,” he says.

“I’m still waiting on you know who, so no rush.

I swear she’ll be late for her own funeral,” I say as Tony laughs and ends the call.

Daria rushes out of the bathroom, dresses quickly, and asks, “How do I look?”

“Good enough to eat,” reply with a giggle.

She kisses my lips, says, “I’m going to make your toes curl tonight,” and rushes out of the bedroom.

I shower, dress, make a cup of coffee and hear my front door open.

“It’s not my fault I’m late.

Kate was a mess this morning.

She told me she was old, getting wrinkles and white hair, and I should be with someone younger and as hot as I am, so I needed to change her mood before leaving the house,” Brittanny tells me.

“Turning forty is a big deal, and I know I’ll be the same way next year.

“Does Kate have any idea about today?” I respond.

“She has no clue.

Daria and Peyton will keep Kate busy until everyone arrives,” she answers.

“I beat Tony here,” Brittany says with satisfaction as I hear Tony say, “Not by much,” as Emily runs to me.

I kneel, squeeze her tightly her how pretty she looks.

“Thank you, auntie,” Emily replies as we kiss one another on the cheek.

“Did you have breakfast?” I inquire.

She shakes her head as Tony grins and states, “she’s expecting strawberry pancakes.”

“Whatever my goddaughter wants,” I respond as Emily goes into the living room to watch cartoons.

“I was thinking that me, you, and Kate can relive a certain experience tonight,” Tony says to Brittany.

“Even if I wanted you to touch me, which I don’t, you know Kate would never,” Brittany replies.

“Can’t blame a guy for trying,” he responds.

Brittany grins, pats his stomach, and looks at him with a smirk.

“You're losing it, bud,” she tells him as he immediately looks at me.

I shrug my shoulders and giggle.

“You’re losing it,” Tony says to Britanny as if he was an eight-year-old like his daughter.

“I’ll still look close to as good as I do today when I turn Kate’s age in seven years,’ she replies.

“She’s not lying.

Brit still looks pretty damn close to how she did in her twenties,” I say aloud.

“Cougar chaser,” Tony says.

“Grow up, Tony,” Britanny says with a roll of her eyes as I laugh while looking at them.

“I’m going to enjoy my coffee outside before making pancakes for Emily.

Tony, be nice,”  I say with amusement and step outside to my backyard.

I love the weather in Los Angeles in November. The temperature is in the mid-sixties, but it’ll be in the mid-seventies by the afternoon. The weather in New York is one thing I don’t miss.

After Daria returned home after visiting her parents in Ohio, she told me she had no interest in the endorsement and opportunities her agent had for her.

For the first time during my relationship with Daira, I didn’t need advice from anyone. I knew the only reason she ignored the opportunities and endorsements was because of me.

I was the one who wanted to fade into obscurity and live a normal life outside of the spotlight, not her. I was the one who would make my dream come true, while Daria would live a life of what could have been.

Daria loved everything I didn't about living a life in the public eye. She made fans happy by interacting with them, but it made her happy. She loved doing interviews and the adulation.

Daria loved me so much that she was willing to sacrifice her happiness for mine, and I couldn’t let her do it. That same night I removed the crumpled sheets of paper from the trash.

A few days later, I called the real estate agent, told him that I wouldn’t be renting the storefront, and started looking for an apartment in Los Angeles online.

I was sitting in the living room looking at apartments on my laptop when Daria entered the apartment.

“Baby, come sit with me.

I found a few nice places but need to know how you feel about them,” I said to her.

Daria sat next to me, looked at the screen of my laptop, and then looked at me with complete confusion.

“Why do you want me to look at apartments in Los Angeles?” she questioned.

“We need a place to live when we move there,” I responded as she looked at me blankly.

I removed the once crumpled papers from beneath my laptop and tapped the highlighter entertainment reported position.

“You’re going to be perfect for it,” I told her.

“Baby, I told you I didn’t want to discuss this again,” she said.

“Love, listen to me.

I know the only reason you’re passing on all of this is for me.

You love enough to sacrifice your happiness, and I love you enough not to let you do that.

I can’t live happily ever after with you if you’re not happy, and I know you’re not happy now, and you won’t be in the future unless you do this,” I explained.

“I won’t lose you,” she told me.

“You won’t, and you can’t even if you tried.

You’re stuck with me for life,” I responded.

“What about the bakery, your family, and Tony?” she asked.

“Tony is in Los Angeles for a few days every other month, and it’ll suck to be so far away from my family, but I’ll adjust, and it’s not like I can’t open a bakery in California,” I answered.

“Are you sure about this?” Daria questioned.

“No, but I’m sure about us, and that’s all that matters,” I replied.

Daria smiled, lept off the couch, and screamed with joy at the top of her lungs.

She called Franklin, told him to finalize the reporter job, then sat next to me and began sharing her thoughts on the apartments I had selected. I was extremely scared and nervous about moving to Los Angeles. I was uprooting my life by moving to a city I had been to one time.

I knew living in Los Angeles would be an adjustment, but I never thought I would adjust so fast. Within two months of living in Los Angeles, it felt like home.

I loved the weather, the diversity, the cuisine, and there was always something to do. I had always been more of a homebody but wanted to be out and about constantly. I never thought I would need to drag Daria out, but I did all the time.

I knew Daria would be a perfect fit for the entertainment reporter position. She loved everything about the job, and she was constantly happy.  I loved Los Angeles, and Daria being so happy all the time made me even happier than I was.

Whenever Tony was in Los Angeles for work, he’d stay with Daria and me. I remember Tony telling me he met a smoke show at the gym, and she was playing hard to get. Tony made it a mission to get with Nicolette, and two months after finally getting her to give in to his advances, she told him she was pregnant and keeping the child.

Nicolette told Tony that she didn’t need or want anything from him and told him the only reason she told him was that he deserved to know. Tony was distraught.

“I can’t be anyone’s father, Regan.

I’m a teenager trapped in a grown man's body, but I can’t turn my back, walk away, and pretend that the kid doesn’t exist.

I don’t want to be with Nicolette, and she doesn’t want to be with me, so how can I be in my kid's life, especially while living in New York?” he vented.

When Tony found out Nicollete was pregnant with a girl, he was beside himself. He felt that having a daughter was punishment for all the fucked up things he did to women his entire life.

During her pregnancy, Daria and I became close friends with Nicollete because Tony had us constantly checking in on her to make sure she was okay.

When it came to Tony and Emily, Nicollete couldn’t have been more amazing than she was. No matter the day or night, Tony saw Emily whenever he wanted. If Tony wanted Emily for an overnight, he would get her for the night. It probably helped that Tony provided those things without question, no matter what Nicollete wanted or needed for Emily.

Tony hated being so far away from Emily and not being able to see her as much as he wanted, so he sold his house and relocated to Los Angeles a few months before her second birthday.

When Emily was around two and half years old, Nicollete began dating Keith and before she turned five, Nicolette and Keith married. Tony and Keith get along well, and I’m sure a big reason is that Keith treats Emily as if she were his own.

Having Emily did change Tony, but he’s still much the same person he’s always been but a more tame version. Tony is an amazing father and loves that girl more than anything.

The only thing Daria hated about living in Los Angeles was that Kate was in New York. They talked and texted every day as they always had but not being able to hang out with her made her sad.

Kate visited as often as she could, and it wouldn’t have been possible if she weren’t a self-employed executive recruiter and not tied to a physical office. All she needed was her laptop and cell phone to operate her business.

Kate relocating to Los Angeles had nothing to do with Daria and everything to do with Brittany. Kate was visiting us in Los Angeles when we went to an acting industry party.

“Ow, Kate, stop squeezing my hand like that,” Daria said to Kate.

“I can’t believe it,” Kate said and let go of Daria’s hand.

Daria and I watched as Briannty and Kate walked to one another. It was the first time they had seen each other in four years, yet Brittany looked as happy to see Kate as Kate looked to see her.

We didn't see Kate again for hours, and when we did, it was for her to tell us she was leaving with Britanny. Kate did tell us she was leaving with Britany, but Daria and I didn't know they were leaving to go back to our apartment.

I don’t know what Britanny and Kate did to each other that night, but it was loud and lasted well into the morning. Daria and I didn't get much sleep that night.

Daria and I were in the kitchen drinking coffee when Kate and Brittany came out of the guest room. After watching Brittany and Kate kiss goodbye and make plans for that night, I’ll never forget the way Brittany and Kate looked at one another.

“I’d ask you how the night, but I heard how the night went,” Daria said with amusement.

“We talked a lot,” Kate responded.

“In between orgasms?” I asked with laughter.

Kate smiled from ear to ear and responded, “Yeah.”

Kate was only supposed to visit for a week but left three weeks later only because Brittany was leaving for a couple of weeks in Italy for a fashion show. Brittany visited Kate in New York straight from Italy, and Kate was back in Los Angeles two weeks after Brittany’s visit. Brittany and Kate went back and forth between New York and California for six months.

“Brittany and I told each other we love each other last night.

She wants me to move in with her,” Kate told Daria and me.

“You’re moving to Los Angeles?!” Daria exclaimed with happiness

“I don’t know,” Kate said with her voice quivering.

“Why not?

You love her, she loves you, and she needs to be here in Los Angeles,” I said.

“I’m scared.

Brittany is fucking supermodel, earns millions of dollars a year, and is on the covers of magazines,” she responded.

“You’ve always known that, so what are you scared about?” Daria questioned.

“She’s out of my league, and we have a seven-year age gap.

I’m scared that Britanny thinks she loves me, and one day she’ll wake up and realize she deserves and wants to be with someone like her,” Kate responded.

“Kate, you’re gorgeous, and she wouldn’t have said those words to you if she didn’t mean it and definitely wouldn’t want you to move in with her if she didn’t love you,” I told her.

“I don’t look anything close to her,” Kate replied.

“No one does, you crazy person.

That’s why she’s a supermodel,” Darria said with amusement.

“I don’t know…it’s so soon,” Kate replied.

“What’s really going on?” Daria inquired.

“I’m the only woman she’s ever been with sexually, and she’s never kissed another woman.

She even told me that I’m the only woman she’s ever felt a sexual attraction toward,” Kate responded.

“Oh my God, Kate, the horror, the fucking horror.

You have a super hot rich woman who loves you, and you’re the only women she’ll ever want to spread her legs for and fuck.

You know as well as I do that straight women don’t fuck women, she’s been fucking the hell out of you, and you’re only seven years older than her.

Get out of your head and own way, bring your ass to Los Angeles, and be with Brittany.

I don’t doubt it will work, but you could move in here with us if hell were to freeze over.

Right, babe?” Daria stated.

“A thousand percent,” I replied.

A month later, Kate moved in with Britanny. They had their fair share of arguments and almost broke up a few times early on. Kate realized the error of her ways, and when she made the necessary changes, their relationship blossomed.

It had been over three years since Daria, and I relocated to Los Angeles for her career, and I hadn’t done a thing careerwise. I had a decent amount of money saved and hadn’t spent much as Daria supported us financially.

I loved living in Los Angeles and loved that Tony and Kate had relocated, but I felt lost concerning my career. I had dreamed about opening a bakery and thought I eventually would in Los Angeles, but the rents were astronomical. The locations I could afford were extremely far from Los Angeles, so I had given up.

I could have become employed as an executive pastry chef, but the opportunities were with high-end restaurants, and the required hours would have strained my marriage to Daria.

Money was never an issue between Daria and me, but I felt less than her equal and bad about myself. Daria was establishing herself as the face of The Global Entertainment Channel, and I was playing the part of homemaker and her errand girl. I was becoming more depressed by the week.

As usual, I was home alone during the afternoon, and Britanny had a break in her schedule, so we made plans to hang out at my apartment. Britanny told me Kate, Daria, Tony, and her were concerned about me. I confessed to Britanny that my depression was rooted in my inability to turn my dream of owning a bakery into reality.

I told her that the rents in the markets where it would make the most sense to open didn’t leave much room for profit and that Daria didn’t have a problem investing in a commercial building, but then we would need to put a hold on purchasing a house.

I was confused when Brittany asked me detailed questions about how much square footage I needed, the ideal locations, and the amenities I needed. After answering her questions, she told me she needed to call her father and stepped outside. When she came back inside, she had a look of excitement on her face.

“I want to show you something, so let’s go,” she said.

“Where are we going, and what do you want to show me?” I replied in question.

“We’re going to Santa Monica so I can show you a location for the bakery,” she answered.

“I can’t afford the rents in Santa Monica,” I responded.

“Don’t worry about that right now.

All I want you to do is look at the place,” she responded.

Britanny drove is to a real estate management company to pick up a set of keys and then to Santa Monica, where she pulled her car to a stop inside a medium-size parking lot.

We exited her car and walked to the rear of a retail business location. The window glass and door had brown paper preventing anyone from looking inside. Brittany fumbled with the keys for a minute while finding the correct key to unlock the door.

She unlocked the door, we entered, and she closed the door behind us. She told me to look around and let her know what I thought. The space was large and had a commercial kitchen complete with a walk-in refrigerator and freezer. The space was perfect for the bakery, but I knew there was no way I could afford the place.

“What do you think?” she asked.

“It’s perfect,” I admitted.

“Great,” she responded with a huge smile and then tossed the keys to me.

I looked at her in puzzlement while holding the keys in my hand.

“Congratulations,” she said to me.

“Britanny, I’m confused,” I admitted.

“I own the building, you need a location, so it’s yours,” she responded.

“I need details, Brit,” I immediately replied.

The property had been one of her first investments when she began her career, and the person renting the location became ill and closed the restaurant as a result. I couldn’t believe my ears as Britanny told me I could have the space, and all I needed to do was pay the property taxes and utilities.

She wouldn’t take no for an answer because she felt friends didn’t make money from friends. I wouldn’t say yes because I felt friends don’t take advantage of friends. After going back and forth for days, we entered an agreement that made us both happy.

I agreed to pay the remainder of the mortgage payments for not paying rent since it was far below what I would pay for the location and pay Brit five percent of my monthly gross revenue. I wanted to pay her ten percent, and she didn’t want to take a percentage, so we met in the middle at five percent.

Four months after seeing the location for the first time, I opened the doors to Dreams Bakery. Within six months of opening my doors, I was overwhelmed and unhappy.

I loved being in the kitchen baking cakes, cookies, and pastries. I loved serving customers, but that was all I loved. I didn't like being a business owner.

It was stressful keeping track of inventory, sales tax, payroll, and dealing with distributors. I needed to respond to happy customer reviews online and do damage control on negative reviews, and I needed to update my social media marketing every few days.

When my delivery driver quit, I added that responsibility to my overwhelming tasks. I could have outsourced to any mobile food services delivery app but wasn't willing to lose so much profit in exchange

I also dealt with the different personalities of my employees. I’d always been a person who didn't like conflict or confrontation, so I let many things slide to avoid conflict.

It had always been my dream to own a bakery, but my dream had become a nightmare. I had so many days where I closed the shop for the day and stood inside crying alone because I needed to cry to unload my frustration.

I was unhappy at the time but nowhere close to where Peyton was in her life. After Christina, she had dated off and on until she met David. None of us liked him, but her relationship with David became serious

He didn’t have his shit together, but because she loved him, she helped him financially. She had been with David for over a year and a half when her life hit the shitter.

Peyton earned a healthy income as a business consultant for a large firm. When her firm merged with another firm, she was no longer employed. After losing her job, she found out David had been cheating on her while shopping with him.

As she told us, she thought it was odd for him to be nervous about entering a certain jewelry store and trying to make excuses why they needed to go somewhere else.

“He looked through the window, and suddenly he was fine with going inside,” she told us.

David didn’t want to go inside because his other woman worked there. When he looked in the window and didn’t see her, he thought she was out to lunch, but she wasn’t. She was in the back office making a phone call.

The other woman wasn’t just his girlfriend but his fiancé. Peyton didn’t know about her, and she didn't know about Peyton. That night Peyton and the woman met to have drinks and compare notes.

It was bad enough that David had been cheating on her, but Peyton learning she had been the other woman the entire time crushed her. The financial help she had given to David helped pay for the ring on the woman’s fingers.

Peyton lost her boyfriend, career, and apartment as she couldn’t afford the new lease and couldn’t be approved because she was out of work. Broke, distraught, and unemployed, Peyton had no choice but to move back home with her parents.

Peyton may have been a grown woman, but since she was living at home with her parents, they treated her like a teenager, which is why she moved out in the first place.

Kate talked her into staying with her and Britanny to figure out her life and told her she was free to stay with them for as long as she wanted, but after a few weeks, Kate wanted to murder Peyton.

“Regan, you know I love Peyton to death, but if she doesn’t get out of my house during the day, I will be responsible for her death.

I can’t get any work done, and she’s so depressed that all she does is mope around the house and cry.

Help me, please help me,” Kate told me.

I told Peyton I needed her help because she was an experienced business consultant, and I needed her expertise.

“I need to be there for a week to see the operation and go over your financials,” she told me.

Kate lipped the words, “Thank you,” when I agreed.

Having Peyton with me was good for both of us. Being at my bakery took Peyton’s mind off things, and because she was helping me with customers and the employees, it freed up my time.

I had Peyton at my store to get her out of Kate’s house during the day, but when Peyton sat me down at the end of the week, I was stunned at what she told me.

Peyton told me that had I not had the arrangement with Brit and paid market rent, I’d be losing over a thousand dollars a month. I had known that which is why I hadn’t opened the bakery in the first place. I was shocked when she told me that I would have still lost money even if I were paying my target rent.

I knew I was overwhelmed with running the business, but finding out I may have been the worst business person ever was tough to hear.

I was paying way too much to my suppliers and distributors, and I had underpriced everything I sold in the bakery. I hadn’t done anything correctly since I opened my doors. I knew I let many things slide with my employees, but Peyton pulled no punches in, telling me they took advantage of me.

I cried hysterically that night inside the bakery with Peyton and confessed that I was extremely overwhelmed and unhappy. I also told her that her letting me know all I was doing wrong made me feel like a failure on top of everything else.

Peyton told me not to worry and that she would help me correct my mistakes and could easily turn things around as long as I listened to her and didn’t question what she would be doing.

It was hard to watch Peyton change practically everything in my bakery, but I did as she told me and didn’t fight her anything. She knew what she was doing, and it was clear that I didn’t.

After closing the bakery for a month, I had all new employees except for one, a name change to Sweet Ambitions Gourmet Bakery, higher prices, and smaller portions. Peyton had me outsource the website and social media marketing.

It was stupefying to see Peyton's changes have such a drastic effect on my business. At the end of my first month in business after Peyton’s changes, I was astonished at how much money I had made.

The entire time I had been in business, my net profit margin was at four percent, but after Peyton’s changes, my net profit was at thirty-two percent. Having Peyton handle the financial aspects of the business was a stress reliever. With Peyton helping me, I did what I loved to do: bake and serve customers.

“My work is done here,” she said with pride after the second month.

When those words left her mouth, I felt saddened that I wouldn’t have her in the shop and I dreaded going back to taking over the duties she handled for me. I had an epiphany when I told her my bakery wouldn’t be successful, and I didn't know how I would do it without her.

“Be my partner!” I exclaimed as she looked at me with puzzlement.

“I can’t be your partner, Regan.

I don’t even live here,” she responded.

“No offense, but you don’t have shit going on in New York.

There is no way you’re looking forward to leaving Los Angeles to go back to New York and live with your parents and try to find a new job,” I told her.

She seriously thought about my proposition as I crossed my fingers behind my back while saying the word please over again in my head in silence.

“I didn't invest a penny into the business,” she said.

“You turned this completely around for free, so consider it sweat equity,” I quickly responded.

“I don’t know, Regan,” she said.

“Stay exactly where you are!” I shouted.

I ran into my office, grabbed my checkbook, and wrote her a check for half the net profits earned only because of her. I ran ou my office back to Peyton and handed her the check.

“Damn it, Regan,” she said in a whiny voice.

“Alright then, don’t be my partner and give me the check back,” I told her.

“Put it here, partner,” she said and extended her hand to me.

A few months after becoming my business partner, Peyton, Tony, Kate, Daria, Britanny, and I were at Nicolette’s house to celebrate Emily’s birthday.

It was blatantly obvious Nicollete’s cousin, Mark, was interested in Peyton when Nicolette introduced them. He was trying his best to get her phone number all afternoon, but Peyton wouldn’t give it to him.

At the end of the party, when Peyton walked with Kate and Brianna to their car, Mark ran to Peyton at top speed.

“A cup of coffee.

Let me take you for a cup of coffee,” he said.

“You seem like a nice guy and might even be a great guy, but I’m not on the market,” she responded.

The poor guy looked deflated, and although Peyton said she wasn’t on the market, she had spent most of the afternoon looking in Mark’s direction. I walked to him, handed him my business card, and winked at him without saying anything.

Peyton looked shocked when Mark walked into the bakery that Monday morning. He asked her how she liked her coffee. She told him, and he ordered two cups of coffee.

Mark showed up at the bakery every morning for that week and did the same thing, but Peyton wouldn’t agree to go out with him. Mark was relentless and continued coming to the bakery every morning for weeks.

I knew she was close to breaking when he didn’t show up at his usual time, and she kept looking for him. As each customer walked through the door, she looked increasingly disappointed not to see him.

“You wouldn’t happen to be looking for Mark, would you?” I questioned.

“No, I’m not….I’m so not,” she quickly replied.

Mark did arrive that morning with a single rose that he handed to her.

“Peyton, all I’m asking is for one date.

Let me take you out and show you a good time,” he told her.

“Fine, one date,” she replied.

“I don’t think I need to say this, but just in case, I do.

I’m taking you out intending to be more than your friend,” he said.

“You didn’t need to say that, but I’m glad you did,” she replied.

As soon as he left, I could tell she was doing her best to suppress her excitement.

“Peyton, let it out,” I said to her with a grin as she proceeded to squeal.

Peyton and Mark have been married for two years and have an eight-month-old son named Brian, who is adorable.

“Surprise!” the house shouts in unison as Kate sighs and looks at Daria and Peyton with annoyance.

Jokingly Kate yells, “I hate you all!”  as Brianna walks to Kate and greets her with a kiss.

I’m so happy that we could surprise Kate for her birthday. For as depressed and insane as she’s been about turning forty, she had a great time as we all did.

As I sit outside and look up at the night sky, I can’t help but laugh to myself. I never imagined that living the life I do was possible, and it sometimes feels like a dream that I do. It boggles my mind when I think of all the things that happened along the way to get me here.

Daria and I lived in a city of over eight million people, and maybe we wouldn’t have ever found each other if not for the show. Four other women were as compatible and as close of a match to her as I was, but she chose me.

Tony and Kate may not have ever become involved if Daria had not chosen me. Had Tony and Kate not become involved, then maybe she never meets Britanny.

Perhaps the night Britanny and Kate ran into each other still happens, but instead of reconnecting, they walk past one another, never fall in love, and never get married. Maybe Kate relocates to California anyway but never meets the love of her life.

Before convincing Daria to relocate to Los Angeles for her career, I wasn’t sure I had made the right decision, yet it turned out to be the best decision I could have ever made.

If I had allowed Daria to sacrifice her happiness for my happiness, Tony might not have ever met Nicolette.

If he had anyway, maybe Emily never comes into the world. If Emily didn’t exist, Tony, in all likelihood, would have remained in New York.

Peyton may never have become my business partner and met the love of her life in Mark. With no Mark, she doesn’t have her son Mark.

I could go on forever with all the possibilities and what might have happened or could have happened. I only know that everything happened the way it did because Daria and I married a stranger.

A MESSAGE FROM THE AUTHOR – ANTOINETTE SAX

Thank you for reading “I Married a Stranger.”

If you enjoyed this story and would like to read more of my stories, please visit my Amazon Author Page by going to www.AntoinetteSax.info
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